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Well done! I like the idea of Bye Coincidence 
and its execution, and was moved by many 
of the vignettes. I cannot help but feel that 
this work, providing personal examples of 

Hashgacha Pratit, is a kiddush Hashem. It could 
be a powerful influence on readers who may be 

distant from their Jewish roots.

Michael Kaufman, author of  
In One Era, Out the Other and  
Am I My Body’s Keeper? Torah, 

Science, Diet, and Fitness — for Life

In His infinite wisdom and kindness, God 
provides us with everything we need, whether 
we recognize it or not. These stories of Divine 

providence will open your eyes, mind and heart 
to recognizing Hashem’s hand as He guides 

you through life.

Farla Klaiman, editor of 
Holocaust memoirs and 

Judaic literature
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Foreword
Rabbi David Lapin

The Ten Commandments Don’t Exist

There are not ten commandments in the Decalogue; there are 

only nine. There are ten statements though, which is why 

we call them the Aseret HaDibrot (Ten Statements), not the 

Ten Commandments. According to the way we count the Deca-

logue, the first is not a commandment at all, it merely states, “I am 

Hashem your Divine Power1 who removed you from Egypt, from a 

place of slavery.” (In the Christian version, the first commandment 

includes “You shall have no other gods before me,” but in the Torah 

this is part of the second statement.) There seems to be no com-

mandment at all in the first statement. What is the purpose of this 

first statement then? Is it merely informational?

There is another place in the Torah where we have ten state-

ments. These are the Asarah Ma’amarot (Ten Sayings) with which 

the world was created at the beginning of Bereishit (Genesis). 

Each time it says Va’yomer (‘and He said’) is counted as one saying. 

According to the Zohar (a book of Kabbalah),2 these ten sayings of 

Bereishit line up to parallel the Ten Statements in Shemot (Exodus). 

The first saying of Creation is “And Hashem said let there be light,” 

according to the Zohar. This saying lines up with the First Statement 

of the Decalogue, “I am Hashem your Divine Power.” The parallel 

1 A more accurate translation for E-lokim than “God.” See Nefesh Hachaim and 
others.

2 Vayikra 11b.
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between these two phrases, the one describing the creation of light 

and the other describing the power of God in our personal lives, 

explains the significance of the First Statement, “I am Hashem your 

Divine Power who removed you from Egypt, from a place of slavery.”

The light referred to on the first day of Creation cannot mean 

light in the literal sense of how we know light today because the sun 

and other luminaries had not yet been created. The light referred to 

on that first day was energy; it was Divine energy. This energy could 

of course produce light, and now, knowing E=mc2 3, we understand 

that this energy could produce all the energy and matter from which 

Hashem created the universe.

A further, metaphoric meaning of light is that which facilitates 

the sight and understanding of things that were previously ob-

scured in darkness; hence terms such as enlightenment and insight. 

Appreciating this dimension of the word light allows us to better 

appreciate the First Statement, to which the creation of light aligns. 

Knowledge of Hashem (God) as the source of Divine Power provides 

us with the light by which we can gain insight into the entire Torah, 

our lives and all of history, and find meaning in them. Knowing that 

there is such a thing as Divine Power and that as individuals we can 

access this power not only is the foundation of every other mitzvah 

and all of Torah, it is also the lens through which we view and inter-

pret life and history.

Consider the story of Dunkirk in the Second World War. We 

can read the story as secular history, and it is interesting and inspir-

ing. But seeing it through the lens of the First Statement gives it a 

different complexion. Seeing this event through the lens of Emunah 

(knowledge of the Divine Power) attaches moral value to the event. 

This is Hashem engaging with the world, influencing the course of 

3 Einstein’s famous equation quantifying the relationship between matter and 
energy and the convertibility of one to the other.
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history, beginning in modern times once again the act of “taking you 

out of the Egypt from a place of slavery.” Seeing it through this lens 

imposes moral obligation on us. What is our reciprocal responsibil-

ity to Hashem after His intervention to save the free world from 

tyranny?

The founding and flourishing of the State of Israel is another 

modern-day example. We can look at it without the lens of faith and 

it is simply an event in the evolution of Jewish and world history. 

Or one can view it through the lens of the First Statement and see it 

as one of countless manifestations of Divine Power. Again, viewing 

it this way demands that we ask ourselves, “What behaviors does 

Hashem expect from us in this Land of miracles to which He has 

brought us back?” Seeing the world through the lens of the First 

Statement places a moral value on everything we look at and often 

entails a moral response.

The same can be said for the personal events of our own lives. 

Throughout the book of Tehillim (Psalms) we see King David at-

taching personal meaning to every event he encounters. He sees 

Hashem’s hand in it all. He feels himself to be walking by Hashem, 

and Hashem at his side everywhere. We can do the same. Life is 

more meaningful, and more fun, when you see little events and co-

incidences through the lens of “I am Hashem your Divine Power.” 

Notice how when Hashem is in our hearts, events often align to make 

our lives easier, more beautiful and more meaningful. Whether it is 

quickly finding a convenient parking place, a coincidental meeting 

with just the right person or seeing a gorgeous flower or sunset, when 

we see it through the lens of “I am Hashem your Divine Power,” we 

feel the difference this makes in the quality of our experience and 

the nature of our response. When we do this, “va’yehi Or” (“and 

there was light”) becomes a daily experience rather than a one-off 

event that happened nearly 6,000 years ago.





13

Introduction
Others tell stories to put people to sleep but 

I tell stories to wake people up!

(Rebbe Nachman of Breslov)

The Chassidic master the Baal Shem Tov said, “Everything is 

by Divine Providence. If a leaf is turned over by a breeze, it 

is only because this has been specifically ordained by God 

to serve a particular function within the purpose of creation.” The 

myriad interworkings of the universe — and the lives of the people 

in it — are all orchestrated every second of every day by God.

I was contemplating a new book when my friend Darla (Devorah) 

Stone said she had enough Hashgacha Pratit (Divine Providence) 

stories to fill a book. I said, “Great, write one. You can call it Bye 

Coincidence.”

On the same evening, a friend, Hadassah Chaya Pardo, posted 

a picture she took on Facebook and I said that would make a great 

cover for the book. Coincidence?

There is no such thing as coincidence, only Divine Providence, 

which governs every aspect of our lives every minute.

Hashgacha Pratit doesn’t only mean Divine Providence in that 

God runs the world, it means that there is individual supervision 

of the individual; that God orchestrates the world according to the 

choices, decisions and actions of each individual at any given time 

and according to what’s best for him or her based on those choices 
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and decisions and their mission in the world.

There was no lack of stories for this book. People experience 

amazing Hashgacha every single day. Following are over eighty 

amazing and inspiring stories filled with Hashgacha Pratit.

May we always merit seeing God’s Hand in our lives.
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About Pronunciation

Different groups of religious (and secular) Jews pronounce 

Hebrew, Aramaic and Yiddish words differently based on their eth-

nicity and their upbringing. To remain true to the voice of each of 

the stories, we have included all pronunciations. A glossary appears 

at the end of the book for further clarification. In the course of read-

ing this book, you may feel like you are learning a whole new lan-

guage. That’s because you are. Welcome to Yiddishkeit!

This book contains words of Torah. Please do not read this book in 

the bathroom, rest it on the floor, or dispose of any part of it except in a 

geniza (a special repository for holy writings).
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Were our mouth as full of song as the sea, and our tongue as 

full of joyous song as the multitude of the waves, and our lips 

as full of praise as the breadth of the heavens, and our eyes as 

brilliant as the sun and the moon, and our hands as outspread 

as eagles of the sky and our feet as swift as hinds — we still 

could not thank You sufficiently, Hashem … for even one of the 

thousand thousand, thousands of thousands and myriad myriads 

of favors that You performed for our ancestors and for us.

(Nishmat Kol Chai prayer)
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T hat is Hashem
Chanale Fellig Harrel

Try and put your arms around a 1,000 year old tree

Climb up on a horse and let it run full speed

Take a look out at the world from 30,000 feet

On your next flight

Watch a flock of birds against the morning sun

Close your eyes and listen to the river run

Catch a firefly in your hand or a raindrop on your tongue

That’s right

That is Hashem

That is Hashem

That is Hashem

How much proof do you need?

Plant a seed and see what comes out of the ground

Find the heartbeat on your baby’s ultrasound

In a few years hear him laughing; don’t it sound

Like a song?

Stop and think about what you don’t understand

Things like life and love and how the world began

Hear the doctor say he can’t explain it 

But the cancer’s gone 
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That is Hashem

That is Hashem

That is Hashem

How much proof do you need?

Science says it’s all circumstance

Like the whole world’s just an accident

But if you want to shoot that theory down

Just look around

That is Hashem

That is Hashem

That is Hashem

How much proof do you need?

Lyrics from Chanale’s album I Am the Land

You can download her songs here: 

https://itunes.apple.com/us/album/i-am-the-land/id1274043748
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Bet ter t han Good Oil
Rosally Saltsman

What’s in a name?

(William Shakespeare)

I went to visit the cemetery with a friend of mine during aseret 

yemei teshuva (between Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur). Af-

ter visiting my grandfather, z”l, we went to visit her husband’s 

family. As we were wending our way among the graves, we were 

discussing names and she pointed out that her newest granddaugh-

ter is named after her husband’s mother, a”h. Then she told me two 

stories from her family.

About forty years ago, a young couple had a baby boy. Because 

there was no ultrasound at the time, they didn’t know the sex of the 

baby before it was born. The argument began in the delivery room. 

Both the mother and father’s fathers were named Yossef. The moth-

er was Ashkenazi and the father Sephardi. According to Sephardi 

custom, a baby is named after living relatives to bring them honor. 

The baby’s father wanted to name the baby Yossef in order to honor 

his father. According to Ashkenazi tradition, a child is named after 

deceased relatives. The mother’s father protested that they were try-

ing to bury him.

As the week before the brit progressed, the situation was getting 

tenser and escalated to the point that the couple was considering di-

vorce. Someone suggested going to a Rav (Rabbi) to solve the prob-



Better than Good Oil w 23

lem and so the baby’s father went to the Rav who came up with a 

brilliant solution. “Call the baby Yoav.” That had the first two letters 

of Yossef plus the word for father (av). The name means “Hashem is 

my Father”. Everybody liked the solution and the two fathers made 

a L’Chaim (a toast) to Yoav at the brit. 

My friend’s mother met her husband when they both fled Poland 

at the beginning of World War II. They sought refuge in the forests 

of Siberia. There she gave birth to a boy. Her father’s name had 

been Avraham Yona, her husband’s name was Yitzchak Yona, so she 

called the child Avraham. The conditions in Siberia during World 

War II were far from salubrious and the child died before the age of 

three. His mother was certain it had something to do with the name 

even though she hadn’t given the common middle name.

As a result, she never requested that the son and daughter she 

later had name their children Avraham. But forty years later, when 

her son, who knew the story of his late baby brother, adopted a six-

month-old baby boy, he asked her permission to name him Avichai 

(My Father lives; alternately, Hashem lives or Avraham lives). She 

gave her consent and the name had its tikkun (rectification) in the 

family. 

Two similar names, two family stories. Shakespeare was wrong. 

There is a lot in a name. According to Jewish tradition, parents re-

ceive Divine inspiration when choosing a name for their newborn. 

And in almost every case, the family provides a story to go along 

with it.

A story with the message: Hashem is my Father and my Father 

lives!

This story first appeared in The Jewish Press.
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Namesake
Rosally Saltsman

May you come to be in Israel a shining name.

(Sheldon Harnick)

A friend of mine related that her ex-husband was born in 

a settlement somewhere in Russia; she didn’t recall the 

name. His parents were already blessed with five girls and 

his mother prayed for a boy. Her prayers were answered. She was 

so overwhelmed by the responsibility of naming her only son that 

she didn’t. Inasmuch as his birthplace was a spiritual desert despite 

being an agricultural settlement, and the parents, though Jewish, 

had no possibility of performing a brit, there was no rush to name 

the child.

Two months elapsed and the mother returned to work, leaving 

her precious bundle in the care of her seventeen-year-old daughter. 

One day, men on horseback rode by. For the purposes of the story 

let us say there were three (an appropriate number given the rest of 

the story). These were Armenian horsemen and they were thirsty. 

They stopped at the house for water and the daughter dutifully ran 

back and forth to fetch them water to quench their thirst. There is 

no mention of whether she watered the horses.

“Why are you running?” they asked her.

“There’s a baby in the house,” she answered breathlessly, “and I 

must take care of him.”
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“How old is he?” they asked.

“Two months,” she answered.

“Ah, and what is his name?”

“He has none yet,” she replied, probably tired of hearing that 

unanswerable question.

“Then name him Shai Valad,” one of the horsemen told her and 

the three rode away, kicking up dust as they went.

When the mother came home, her daughter related what had 

transpired. Taking this as a sign, she named her son Shai Valad, as 

the horseman had suggested. It wasn’t until later that she learned the 

name in Hebrew means “Gift of an infant.” Yet it definitely sounded 

like a Russian name.

Incredible as it may seem, this young child was given a Hebrew 

name with deep significance by Armenians on horseback. Or were 

they? Hashem sends His messengers literally to the ends of the earth 

to make sure that His people are looked after. The Talmud relates 

that a couple is Divinely inspired to give their child a name that re-

flects his or her essence and destiny.

My friend says that he is truly a spiritual person. In fact they 

had a wonderful marriage and separated only because she wanted to 

bring their children to live in Israel and other family commitments 

didn’t free him to accompany her. In Israel, she and her daughter 

took on new names and live as observant Jews.

Let us hope and pray that the man who was shown incredible 

Divine Providence in the far-flung regions of a Russian settlement 

will someday find his way back to the Land of his Fathers and let us 

remember that Hashem is with us, wherever we may be.

This story first appeared in The Jewish Tribune, London, 

and was reprinted in From This World to the Next.
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A Rose by Any Ot her Name
Rahel Sherman

That which we call a rose, by any other name would smell as sweet.

(William Shakespeare)

I am a daughter of intermarriage. My beloved Jewish Mum named 

me Rosalyn after her observant mother, Rose, but Mum didn’t 

give me a Hebrew name. In fact, she never told us a Jewish mom 

creates Jewish daughters and sons. We grew up thinking we were 

“half and half.”

Skip ahead decades. I’m about forty, married to my soulmate. 

He and I are taking a Hebrew class at the JCC. The Israeli teacher 

asks us for our Hebrew names. I tell her, “I don’t have one.”

The morah (teacher) replied, “Rosalyn, Rose, these are com-

mon names. When women with these names make aliyah, they of-

ten use the name ‘Rahel’ in Israel.” (Later on, I was to learn it was 

more common for Roses and Rosalyns to take the name “Vered” or 

“Shoshana”).

Visiting my Mum shortly after, I told her the Hebrew teacher 

had named me Rahel.

Mum was startled. “That was my mother’s Hebrew name.” 

She took out her mother’s ketuba (marriage contract) to show me. 

There it was — Rahel bat Dov. She married my grandfather Jacob, 

or Yaakov.

Hashem had sent a Hebrew teacher to the JCC to connect me 
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in a very profound way to my Jewish roots. It is as if the first Rahel, 

wife of biblical Yaakov Avinu, had her hand in this, too.

The Ari z”l ( a renowned Kabbalistic Rabbi) had said that Jewish 

parents were imbued with a spark of Ruach Hakodesh when they 

named their children. The name describes the neshama, or soul, of 

the child. So Mum named me Rosalyn and I’m called Roz. The pro-

nunciation of Roz in Hebrew means “secret” and my identity was a 

secret.

The Talmud also says a name reflects character. Oh, that I may 

only have the love that Rahel Imenu, the matriarch Rachel, has for 

the children of Israel. She cannot be comforted until all are spiri-

tually and physically home. Even in gematria, Rahel is 238, or 119 

times 2. 119 is the gematria for tear, dimah. Rahel equals two cosmic 

tears.

Too deep to be a coincidence. What can you see in the Divine 

connections of your name?
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What’s in a Name?
Devorah Stone

I believe in the purpose of everything living,

That taking is but the forerunner of giving;

That strangers are friends that we some day may meet,

And not all the bitter can equal the sweet.

(Edgar Guest)

The name was familiar! In fact it was his own name. A visitor 

from abroad was surprised to see his family name affixed to 

a plaque in the synagogue that he had attended for morn-

ing prayers. There were hundreds of synagogues in this New York 

neighborhood and it seemed he ended up at this particular one, at 

random. Or was it at random?

He could easily have missed seeing that particular plaque, among 

the many that adorned the synagogues walls, but his eyes fell on the 

one with his family name and he quickly inquired who had put it 

up! It wasn’t long after that he rang the doorbell of the family who 

donated the plaque.

The family was a bit disconcerted, wondering who might be call-

ing at such an early hour. However, it didn’t take long before the 

perfect stranger ringing their doorbell was the source of a complete 

and unexpected but welcome surprise.

It took just minutes for these two strangers, separated by over 

a century full of tumultuous historical events, to find their com-
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mon origin. Neither time nor the vastness of the Atlantic Ocean and 

thousands of miles on different continents were distance enough to 

preclude their reunion.

The two quickly bonded with a fervor and joy that transcends 

description. They were both descendants of the Maharal of Prague, 

the preeminent, sixteenth century legendary Rabbi. Their personal 

histories charted their individual destinies in different directions. 

However, after being separated in every possible manner, even from 

memory, they were united in a flash.

An astonishing, extremely unlikely coincidence! A continent 

away and a century after their families’ trek through history unfold-

ed in different directions, during times when there was no effec-

tive nor ongoing communications, they met. An incredible coinci-

dence? Perhaps not a coincidence at all.

When the One Above ordains that two long losts meet, there is 

no distance too far, no reality too separate, no efforts too Herculean, 

no dimension too indelibly opaque to withstand Heaven’s design. 

Even, and perhaps especially, when the design is disguised as a 

coincidence.
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Prescription for Prayer
As told to Rosally Saltsman

May the expression of my mouth and the thoughts of my heart 

find favor before you, Hashem, my Rock and my Redeemer.

(From the Shemoneh Esrei Prayer)

There is a young man whom I had been praying for. He had 

some issues. He was someone I’d know a long time ago when 

I’d been friends with his family. Lately, I had been thinking, 

that maybe I should stop praying for him. He was someone who had 

not been actively in my life for a long time. On the other hand, he 

was a bit of a loner and wasn’t in touch with too many religious peo-

ple. How many people after all were praying for him?

While I was trying to make up my mind, I had to fill a prescrip-

tion at the pharmacy. I glanced over at the woman sitting next to me 

waiting her turn. I don’t usually read people’s documents but the 

name caught my eye. Chagai, Malka (a pseudonym). The guy whom 

I had been praying for was named Chagai ben Malka.

His mother and I had been close and she passed away many years 

previously. 

I guess this was a prescription for prayer she thought I had to fill.
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Divine
Timing
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Warm Welcome in Chile
Sheindel Weinbach

God prepares the cure before the illness.

(Talmud)

Santiago, Chile, is a quiet, peaceful, pleasant city. It is where the 

Gluskinos family, who had left Holland right after Kristall-

nacht, went to live, one of the few places that would take Jews.

They joined a very small Chassidic-Polish kehillah (communi-

ty) with a few Dutch families thrown in, about fifteen families all 

told. It was far from ideal, but it was safe. There were other Jews 

living there at the time, and they had even established the Chaim 

Weizmann Instituto Hebreo School in 1930.

However, the Gluskinos had known all along that there was no 

future, which was all the more accentuated by the type of school 

they had to send their children to. It was Hebreo — as distinguished 

from the local government schools — but there was nothing Jewish 

about it and any Jewish education they wished for their children had 

to be supplemented from the outside.

There was one Satmar chassid in the community who owned a 

shoe store and when it came time for the Gluskinos to send their 

son to yeshiva in New York, he insisted that they send him to Torah 

Vodaas.

His two sisters did what other young people were doing. They 

signed up for hachsharah, preparation for life on a kibbutz in Eretz 
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Yisrael (the Land of Israel), since this offered a future for them, 

matrimonially and otherwise.

Having finished hachsharah through a youth group in Chile, 

they were ready to go off to Eretz Yisrael. Their brother, Jacob, fig-

ured that he might never see them again, travel and family finances 

being what they were at the time, and he wanted very much to come 

home and say good-bye.

It was Elul, and he intended to return to Torah Vodaas Yeshiva 

for the Yamim Noraim (High Holidays). But when he went to the 

Chilean consulate to arrange his papers, they told him that he would 

have to wait three weeks.

That was out of the question. Jakob turned to leave, but just as 

he had reached the door, the secretary beckoned to him. “The con-

sul wishes to speak to you,” she said.

Somewhat surprised, Jakob entered the consul’s private luxuri-

ous office and was offered a seat.

“I am the son of the president of Chile,” he began. “My father is 

on medication that can only be gotten here. There is a flight leaving 

for Santiago at one this afternoon. I will process all your papers and 

put a driver at your disposal so that you can pack and make the plane 

on time. What do you say?”

Well, of course, he said, “Yes!”

They rolled out the red carpet when Jakob Gluskino descended 

the stairs from the plane when it landed in Santiago. His parents 

and three sisters were flabbergasted, but he merely smiled as the 

President, a tall, courtly and very imposing figure, strode down the 

carpet to greet him and shook his hand cordially but formally. Jakob 

handed over a small package and then went to join his family.

The Gluskinos have since made aliyah, where every Jew who 

comes home gets red carpet treatment.

First appeared in Hamodia.
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Don’ t Be Conned By Coincidence
Devorah Stone

Computer science is no more about computers 

than astronomy is about telescopes. 

(Edsger Dijkstra)

The precision could not have been more exact. I had just 

picked up my iPad to search for the special tefillah (prayer) 

that was designed for that particular day, when an email 

appeared from a friend in another hemisphere sending me a link 

to this tefillah. It was inconsequential that we are separated by 

oceans and continents. Her message arrived exactly the moment 

I needed it.

After I said the tefillah for myself, which is designated to request 

success in business and monetary matters, I remembered a friend 

who I thought might not remember to say this prayer and so I called 

her. She had just gotten off the phone with her bank and was trying 

to sort out errors in the bank’s records. This prayer could not have 

been more timely, or welcome. Another lovely coincidence.

After some further interference, I resumed writing this saga 

of coincidences, when I got another email from a friend who was 

thanking me for the reminder to recite this prayer today. Of course 

her email appeared just when I resumed my writing.

We have accepted with assured equanimity that we can send 

and receive messages from around the world just because we have 
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computers that are programmed with succinct, exacting precision to 

do it. We hardly give it a second thought.

Have you ever had a tech support representative remotely ac-

cess your computer and make changes on it from thousands of miles 

away? You can follow the arrow, which is directed by their remotely 

maneuvering the mouse on your computer. And we hardly think 

this too is worth a second thought. We accept that it is all part of the 

computer’s programming!

However when the Grand Master Techie of the Universe pro-

grams things, big and small, to manifest themselves in our lives 

with uncanny, exquisite, mind-boggling precision, we shrug it off as 

coincidence!

Don’t be conned into thinking that anything is a coincidence. 

When the Grand Programmer of all creation decides that someone 

in another hemisphere needs to send you a message, you get it with 

exquisite precision, exactly when you need it.

The vast expanse of continents and oceans are meaningless dis-

tances to our Creator. Even a leaf falling from a tree has the des-

ignated space it must fly through and a destiny when and where it 

must fall. To the untutored eye this passes by as mere happenstance.

Our tradition says that Adam saw from one end of the world to 

the other. I can’t help wondering if he wasn’t using the state of the 

art, highest tech computer?

And please, may the messages we get through wired or wireless 

communications be filled with goodness and blessings. And if we 

catch on to the inner workings of the blessings and messages dis-

guised as coincidence, we can rest assured our instant messaging 

system with the Grand Programmer above is in good working order.
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L ife Is Not a Fare
Rosally Saltsman

I think that anybody’s craft is fascinating. A taxi driver talking 

about taxi driving is going to be very, very interesting.

(James Lipton)

One evening in 2001, I took a taxi home from a wedding 

and the driver started to chat with me. You know, the usu-

al stuff you hear from a taxi driver in Israel — comments 

about the weather, the traffic …

“I killed a terrorist,” he said.

“Uh, uh,” I said. “When?”

“Four months ago,” he answered, and he began to tell me the 

following story, either because he thought I looked compassionate 

or because I was a journalist or because he tells everyone who gets 

in his cab.

One night at 3:00 a.m., a few months previously, he was driving 

in Ramat Gan and picked up a fare, three guys, Arabs. Not politi-

cally correct in our day and age, but he wasn’t looking too closely. 

They first told him to go to Geha (the highway) and then told him 

to drive to Kfar Kassam (an Israeli Arab village near Rosh HaAyin) if 

he knew what was good for him. They led him off to a dark road and 

told him they were Hamas terrorists and they killed Jews for fun. 

The one sitting up front had a gun and one in the back had a knife. 

The one with the gun fired at the driver. The gun didn’t go off. The 
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driver got out of the car, grabbed the knife that was being held on 

him, took out his gun and fired at the first terrorist.

They all took off at various speeds. The terrorist who was shot 

was found in the morning and apprehended. He died of his wounds 

a few days later. The papers printed the story but left out a few de-

tails, the Hashgacha Pratit part.

You see, the gun the driver had used in self-defense had been un-

der his mattress for the last two years. Until that morning. When the 

driver had gotten out of bed that morning, the gun had jumped out, 

too. For some reason, he decided to take it to work. That evening, it 

sure came in handy.

The fact that the terrorist’s gun didn’t fire was a clear and open 

miracle. At that short range, it surely would have killed the driver 

had it not jammed.

There’s a third miracle here. The driver felt bad. That’s why he 

was telling the story. He still wonders if he did the right thing. The 

police closed the case that they had tentatively opened, obvious-

ly convinced that he had done the right thing. When he bentched 

Gomel (said the prayer of thanksgiving after a life-threatening situa-

tion) in shul (synagogue) and made a seudat hodaya (a thanksgiving 

meal), everyone told him he had done the right thing, he had fired 

in self-defense, a halachically, morally, ethically and legally accept-

able act. The terrorist didn’t even die right away. If his “colleagues” 

hadn’t deserted him, it’s possible he might have survived. Surely he 

couldn’t have been that badly wounded if he had survived the night 

having spent it lying bleeding somewhere before police found him.

It’s an amazing thing, the rachmanut (compassion) of a Jew. An 

enemy of the Jewish State, people and nation openly admits that 

he’s going to kill a taxi driver for no reason other than he’s a Jew (a 

religious Jew as well) and fires his gun; the driver is saved by a mir-

acle. The driver shoots his gun in self-defense and he feels bad that 
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he shot the terrorist even though he would likely have been killed 

otherwise. “He was a young guy,” the driver lamented.

When terrorists commit their abominable acts, they neither pay 

attention nor care whether their victims are young or old, children 

or elderly, men or women. They are non-discriminatory in their 

choice of targets. They just hope they kill someone. In this day and 

age we are privileged and blessed to witness open miracles all the 

time. We are even more blessed when we recognize them to be mir-

acles. What is a real wonder, though perhaps not as obvious, is that 

in these troubled times, we still retain our essence as Jews. This 

innocent taxi driver expressed remorse at having killed another hu-

man being, even though this person was a terrorist who was about 

to take his life. The rachmanut of the Pintele Yid (quintessential Jew) 

still thrives in an atmosphere where we are all fighting for survival 

and praying for salvation. That a man can still show compassion for 

a person who is trying to kill him is miraculous. Let’s add Kiddush 

Hashem (sanctifying God’s name) to his reaction.

It’s nice to see that the members of the Jewish nation are still 

displaying the qualities that have made them unique among the na-

tions of the world. It’s only a shame that in a world that openly and 

vociferously condemns Israel for its “inhumanity” to Palestinians, 

stories such as this largely remain in the confines of an anonymous 

cab in a casual conversation between a cabbie and his fare.

First appeared in The Jewish Tribune.



39

Rains of Blessing
Miriam Liebermann 

He makes the wind blow and the rain descend.

(Shemoneh Esrei Prayer)

We were leaving Yerushalayim (Jerusalem). Our flight was 

for 6:00 a.m., leaving from Ben Gurion airport. We were 

being picked up at 3:00 a.m. for the flight. It was not 

an easy night for me. We enjoyed our family till late that evening, 

bidding farewell to all, returned to our room, packed up and tried 

to catch a couple hours of sleep. In the meantime, Yerushalayim was 

enjoying rains of blessing with torrential rains flooding the streets. It 

had begun earlier that evening, gaining intensity hour by hour.

We were totally unequipped — no raincoats, no umbrellas. At 

2:45 a.m. I was packed and ready to go. It was still pouring outside. 

I prepared garbage bags todrape around our heads to protect us; we 

were pretty desperate. At 3:00 a.m., the car driver knocked on our 

door. I grabbed the garbage bags along with our luggage and swung 

open the door. The rain had stopped! Totally!! It was a miracle.

We ran with our suitcases, loaded up the car, took our seats and 

took off, toward Ben Gurion. And that’s when the sleet began, sharply 

hitting the windows. My husband and I caught our breath and started 

to laugh. We realized we had just experienced a miracle. For those 

three to four minutes it had taken us to reach the car and load up the 

luggage, the rainfall had ceased totally, only to begin again, as sleet, 

the minute we started driving. Quite amazing. Thank you, Hashem!!
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Concerted Effort
Rosally Saltsman

I shall not die! But I shall live and relate the deeds of God.

(Psalms 118)

On the night of October 1, 2017, a gunman opened fire on 

a crowd of concertgoers at the Route 91 Harvest music 

festival in Las Vegas. The massacre left at least 58 people 

dead and more than 500 people injured.

An irreligious Jewish couple had tickets to the concert where the 

horrific mass shooting took place. At the last minute they cancelled. 

The woman, a teacher at the Yeshiva Day School of Las Vegas, and 

her husband attended services at a local synagogue for Yom Kippur. 

The husband only stayed for Kol Nidrei but was inspired to fast the 

entire Yom Kippur. His wife returned to shul for davening (prayers) 

during the day and was inspired by the experience.

The next day, on Sunday afternoon, the husband came down 

with a severe headache, while the wife decided she didn’t want to 

attend the non-Jewish concert just one day after Yom Kippur.

Thus, the couple decided to cancel their plans. And their lives 

were saved.
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Prophetic Returns
As heard from Bella Hiefetz

Then the House of Israel will know that I am Hashem, 

their God, from that day and onward.

(Ezekiel 39:22)

One early September day Bella Hiefetz was sitting in a lec-

ture given by a Chareidi rabbi. She worked in Bnei Brak 

and her office would sponsor lectures by rabbis from time 

to time. Bella, being religious, had no problem following the lecture 

but Matti (not his real name), her secular colleague, looked like he 

would have preferred another type of speaker.

Although it was not the official topic of the lecture, the rabbi 

had digressed to the subject of the war of Gog and Magog, a cata-

clysmic war prophesized to take place at the End of Days, ushering 

in the Messianic Era.

“It won’t be necessary,” he was saying, “for the Jewish people 

to be involved in the war at all. The war of Gog and Magog will be 

fought between the descendents of Esau (the Christians) and the 

descendents of Ishmael (the Muslims).”

Just then, a woman burst into the room with the shocking news 

that terrorists had just attacked the Twin Towers in New York.

Matti, who had been nodding off, was now fully awake. You 

might say he had a rude awakening.

Although Matti didn’t become externally religious, he did begin 
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to attend other Torah lectures given by Chareidi rabbis of his own 

volition. He even started to learn Gemara and eventually became 

the gabbai (synagogue manager) of a local synagogue.
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Spark of Inspiration
Rabbi Mordechai Bulua

Every Jewish soul has a spark. Any candle will ignite it.

(Rosally Saltsman)

A few days before Yom Kippur, I was at a local supermarket 

where I met a man whose brother was the former rabbi 

of the Montreal branch of NCSY (National Conference of 

Synagogue Youth) when I was a teen. (NCSY helps teenagers learn 

about their Jewish heritage). I took the opportunity to tell the man 

that it was mostly thanks to his brother, and the inspiring way he led 

the NCSY Shabbatons (inspiring Shabbat-long get-togethers), and 

specifically the Havdallah kumzitses (sing-alongs), that I decided to 

become shomer Torah and mitzvoth and eventually a rabbi.

The man started shaking and his eyes teared up as he said in an 

emotional, halting voice that the reason he had come to the store 

just then was to buy a yahrzeit (memorial) candle for his brother, 

whose yahrzeit (anniversary of a death) fell on erev Yom Kippur!

That rabbi, through the flame of the Havdallah candle, stirred 

up the Pintele Yid, the sparks of Jewishness in a clueless young teen-

ager. I never had an opportunity to thank the rabbi before his pass-

ing. Hashem, however, caused me to meet his brother years later at 

the most opportune time, days before his yahrzeit, to finally close 

the circle and show my deep gratitude and deep appreciation! Yehi 

zichro baruch. May his memory be for a blessing.
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Unlocked In Time
Rosally Saltsman

My roommate got a pet elephant. Then it got 

lost. It’s in the apartment somewhere.

(Steven Wright)

When I was in my late twenties, I shared an apartment 

with a sweet roommate named Michal. We got along 

very well. The couple who rented us the apartment told 

us that it has mystical qualities. They said that one of every couple 

of girls who rents the apartment gets married. We were both single 

so we were happy to believe it.

But it was true: before the end of my lease, I got engaged and got 

married out of that apartment.

Something else happened there, a little more prosaic but defi-

nitely appreciated Hashgacha. The handle on our bathroom door 

kept falling off. We’d screw it back on every time and say we had to 

fix it eventually. This particular bathroom was like many in Israel, 

just a toilet.

One Thursday morning, Michal told me she was leaving for the 

weekend to visit her parents straight from work. This was Thursday 

and she would be back Saturday night. That afternoon, I went to use 

the bathroom and the handle fell off on the other side just as I tried 

opening the door to go out. I couldn’t open the door. I tried to jiggle 

the handle and clawed at the door, with no success. The window 
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to the balcony wasn’t big enough to crawl through. I was stuck and 

would be in that small space with no food or anything but toilet 

water for 48 hours at least. This was before cellphones (not that I 

take mine into the bathroom). I was trying very hard not to panic; 

I mean, this was uncomfortable, potentially distressing, but not life 

threatening. At least I hoped not. People lived without food for 48 

hours. I thought of screaming but who would hear me? And the 

apartment’s door was probably locked anyway.

After a few minutes of trying to think of a way out, I heard 

Michal come in.

“Help, help, I’m locked in,” I called.

She promptly released me and we determined to have the door 

fixed ASAP. But why had she come back? She had forgotten some-

thing and needed to return for it. She needed to come back all right. 

Thank God I was spared any further trauma.
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A Glass of Tea
As told to Rochel Gross by her sister-in-law

A person can earn his entire Next World in one hour.

(Talmud)

A small, well-kept garden with colorful, scented flowers, 

shiny mahogany benches, and two soaring pine trees 

grace the entrance of the stately edifice. One could easily 

mistake the building for a fancy hotel, were it not for the large sign 

attached to its façade: The Sidney Foxman Senior Citizens’ Home, 

Bnei Brak. 

Although I was a busy nineteen-year-old, I made a point of vis-

iting the old age home at least once a week and enjoyed interacting 

with the residents. 

On the first floor, there were small assisted-living apartments 

inhabited by the healthy and fairly independent. These people led 

their own lives, coming and going as they wished, entertaining fam-

ily members and visitors pretty much as they would at home. At the 

same time, they benefited from living on premises that had twenty-

four-hour medical care and supervision.

The occupants of this floor were generally not interested in be-

coming acquainted with strangers. When greeted by visitors, they 

would politely answer, “Gut Shabbos,” in a tone of voice that clearly 

said, “I don’t need any favors, thank you very much. Don’t class me 

with the sick, lonely ladies who need outsiders to cheer them up.” I 
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would breeze through this floor in a few minutes, smiling and greet-

ing as I moved on to the next. 

The ladies on the second floor were in an entirely different cat-

egory. All were infirm, and most suffered from various degrees of 

dementia and relied on nurses for their personal care, such as feed-

ing and bathing. Their bodies resided in the home, but their minds 

wandered. These women enjoyed seeing a happy smile, even though 

they may not have recognized the visitors.

I spent most of my time on the third floor, where the residents 

were of sound mind and still able to get around with some assistance 

from the staff. I became well acquainted with the old ladies, and 

they eagerly looked forward to seeing me.

There was Ada, who loved talking about her family, especially 

about her great-great-granddaughter who was three months old.

Hungarian Esther was a sweet old soul. With her blond sheite-

ly-looking sheitel (wig) neatly combed in place, she could always be 

found sitting in the same little armchair with the same paperback 

novel open on her lap. I sometimes wondered if she had remained 

sitting there since the previous week.

Marina had immigrated to Eretz Yisrael in her old age and was 

more comfortable conversing in her native Russian than in broken 

Hebrew. She knew a little Yiddish, too, which was the language I 

spoke to her. In fact, many of the seniors spoke Yiddish, even those 

who didn’t look religious.

And then there was Sophia, who proudly told me that her full 

Jewish name was Sheindel bas Shmuel Shlomo, which was the extent 

of her Hebrew knowledge. She had only been a child when World 

War II broke out and her education had been tragically disrupted. 

After the war she reached Israel, where she became an opera singer 

and forgot any Yiddishkeit (Judaism) she had ever known. Yet deep 

down, her Pintele Yid had not been extinguished. One Hoshanah 
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Rabba, when I popped into the home on the way back from shul, 

Sophia caught sight of the aravos (willow branches) in my hand and 

excitedly exclaimed, “Kol mevaser mevaser v’omer!” (“A voice her-

alds and says,” said before beating the aravos) surprising everyone, 

including herself. 

The women in the home were very different from each other in 

many ways. They came from all over the world and had varied lev-

els of religious observance. Some were sociable and family-minded, 

others more taciturn. Yet one thing they had in common: they all 

enjoyed visitors.

All but one. Sullen and morose, Rachel Feldman repelled staff 

and visitors alike with her bitter attitude and caustic comments. I 

have always been one for a challenge, so initially I had widened my 

smile and made a point of sitting with Rachel. I soon gave up, but 

not because I was hurt by the old lady’s rebuff. 

Rachel was not religious. This was not unusual in the home 

and wouldn’t have put me off from trying to befriend her. Some of 

the elderly people had been frum (religious) in their youth and had 

lost their faith after having suffered in the Holocaust. Others had 

managed to remain strong during the terrible Gehinnom (purgato-

ry) they went through, only to shed Torah and mitzvos when they 

reached Eretz Yisrael, under the persuasion of the secular Zionists. 

There were those who had been children in the war and didn’t get 

much chance to learn Torah. However, most of the old people, even 

those who weren’t frum, were not anti-religious. Some were even 

nostalgic for the tradition they had forgotten or left behind. Not 

so Rachel Feldman. She was openly antagonistic to anything con-

nected to Yiddishkeit. Any mention of the parshah (Torah portion) 

or upcoming Yom Tov (holiday) brought forth her vitriol. She was 

angry at Hashem and did not want to hear anything about Him, r”l. 

Watching her lack of observance may have been painful for me to 
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witness, but it was her kefirah and apikorsus (heresy) that were too 

much for me to hear. My relationship with her became limited to 

“Hello,” “Gut Shabbos,” and “Bleib gezunt (be healthy).”

Even though I didn’t talk to her much, I often wondered about 

Rachel’s past. Why was she so bitter and angry? What had she been 

through in her life? Had she always been so irreligious? Her pres-

ent was equally mystifying. She seemed to have no friends or fam-

ily whatsoever — each time I came she was sitting alone. Many of 

the elderly occupants of the home were often surrounded by their 

children and grandchildren, friends, ex-neighbors, past co-workers 

or other acquaintances. Others had visitors only occasionally, yet 

everyone had visitors sometimes. Everyone, that is, except for Rachel 

Feldman. I never, ever saw a single person sitting with her, and I was 

puzzled by it. Did Rachel never marry? Didn’t she have children? 

Siblings? Relatives? Where were her friends? There seemed not to 

be a single person in the world who cared about her. Was that why 

she was so bitter? Or perhaps her bitterness was so off-putting that it 

was the cause of her solitude. Whatever the case, it broke my heart. 

One of the nurses once shed some light. I had passed Rachel 

on my way out and paused, as usual, to say, “Gut Shabbos,” and, as 

usual, Rachel had responded with an angry grunt, then ignored me. 

Seeing this, the nurse pulled me aside and said, “Rachel suffered 

tragically during the Holocaust as a young girl. Did you know?” 

“No,” I responded, “she never talks about her past.”

“Oh, yes. Her entire family was murdered in front of her eyes. 

After the war, she was totally alone. Imagine, only having the most 

dreadful memories as your constant companions.”

I had left that day overcome with pity. With such a terrible 

past and such a lonely present, who could judge Rachel? But I still 

couldn’t listen to her heresy, so I kept my distance. Not that Rachel 

seemed to care much, anyway. She did nothing to make herself liked 
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by anyone, and even though the nurses pitied her, it was hard to be 

pleasant and kind when all you got in return were loud complaints 

and wretched ungratefulness. 

It was on a Shabbos one Chol Hamoed Pesach when I decided 

to take my nephew, Yanky, to the home. He was just three, and, 

dressed in an elegant suit with his little peyos (sidelocks) curled, he 

looked adorable. He proudly wore a kashketel on his head, a type of 

velvet hat some Chassidic boys wear on Shabbos. 

The two of us went off and Yanky was the star of the show. The 

old ladies were thrilled to see him. He patiently allowed them to 

stroke his cheek, happily told them his name and age, and generally 

enjoyed the attention. We went from one woman to another until 

we reached Rachel. With a brief nod and smile, I wished her a “Chag 

Sameiach,” and was about to move on, when Rachel suddenly said, 

“My father used to wear such a kind of hat,” and pointed to the kash-

ketel on Yanky’s head.

For a moment, I was speechless. I was shocked to discover that 

Rachel came from a frum background. I was even more shocked that 

Rachel had chosen to share this information with me. Rallying my-

self, I sat down next to her and began to ask some questions. From 

Rachel’s monosyllabic answers, I soon discovered that the old lady 

had grown up in a heimish (traditional), frum home. 

Rachel answered all of my questions, but not in the nostalgic 

voice I was used to when reminiscing with the ladies. She stated 

everything in a cold, flat tone, without emotion. She answered my 

questions as though she were talking about a stranger. Nothing 

seemed to touch this impenetrable woman.

On the way home, all I could think about was Rachel. So she 

had been brought up in a religious home. I had known that this 

was possible, but it was still a revelation. I found myself pitying the 

parents of poor Rachel. She appeared to be their sole descendant 
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and she didn’t seem to be providing them with much Yiddish na-

chas (pride). These holy neshamos (souls), whose bodies had been 

martyred al kiddush Hashem (sanctifying God’s name), were surely 

in Gan Eden (Heaven), yet perhaps their peace was disturbed by 

Rachel’s behavior? I felt that I couldn’t just go on ignoring this un-

fortunate lady. I felt a responsibility to do something. 

A few days later, on Shevi’i shel Pesach (the seventh day of 

Passover), I was back at the home. I headed for the third floor and 

began my rounds. Soon I reached Rachel and cheerfully greeted her. 

Rachel didn’t respond. She was in her usual bad mood and grumpily 

complained to me that everyone had received a glass of tea except 

for her. Of course, the nurses must have done it on purpose.

“Would you like me to make you a tea?” I offered, glad at the 

chance to do something for her. 

“All right,” Rachel said as if she were doing me a great favor. 

As I was preparing the warm drink in the kitchenette at the 

end of the long corridor, a wild thought suddenly entered my mind. 

Some weeks earlier, a speaker had addressed the seminary that I at-

tended. Rebbetzin Sara Meisels of Bat Yam, daughter of the Bobover 

Rav ztz”l, spoke about the importance of saying brachos (blessings) 

aloud and answering, “Amen.” Rebbetzin Meisels had lost a married 

daughter in a car accident. The acronym of her daughter’s name, 

Alter Nechama Malka, spelled the word Amen in Hebrew. This was 

the third child Rebbetzin Meisels had lost in her lifetime, lo aleinu 

(we should be spared), yet this incredible woman only strengthened 

herself in emunah (faith) and dedicated her life to spreading the 

message of the power of saying Amen. I had been greatly motivated 

by her emotional speech and had undertaken to make brachos aloud 

as well as to say Amen for others’ brachos. Now, as I was pouring the 

tea, an idea occurred to me. I’m going to ask Rachel to make a bracha 

on the tea so I should be able to answer Amen!
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It was a crazy idea, I knew. This was a woman who had kept 

nothing for the last sixty years, a woman who missed no oppor-

tunity to declare her heretical beliefs. And she could actually be 

violent — she was perfectly capable of pouring the hot tea all over 

me for my audacity. Yet as much as I knew it was ridiculous, an op-

timistic part of me whispered, “Try!” 

In the half-minute it took me to return with the tea, various 

scenarios raced through my mind. I pictured yelling and shoving. I 

imagined the typical diatribe, asking why she should thank Hashem 

when she’d had such a bad life. Yet I couldn’t let go of another vi-

sion — Rachel reluctantly agreeing to make a bracha. In this vision 

I said the bracha with her word-for-word. After all, it had probably 

been more than sixty years since she last recited a bracha.

Trying to appear calm, I handed her the glass of tea. Rachel took 

it silently. As she raised it to her lips, I urged her, “Make a bracha!” 

I tensed subconsciously as our eyes met. Rachel held my gaze for a 

moment, and then — 

“Baruch atah Hashem Elokeinu melech ha’olam shehakol nihyeh 

bidvaro,”4 said Rachel clearly and fluently. Her Hebrew had a lashon 

kodesh accent, as she would have said it in her youth, not in modern 

Hebrew. 

For a moment, I wondered if my ears weren’t playing tricks on 

me. I answered with a tremor, “Amen!” Was it possible that Rachel 

Feldman had really made that bracha? And without any prompting 

at all? Overcome, I leaned forward, and gushed, “Rachel, you cannot 

imagine what a nachas ruach (pleasure) you must have caused your 

dear parents in Shamayim (Heaven) now. I am sure the neshamos of 

both your father and your mother came down to hear you reciting 

this bracha!”

4 This is the blessing said over tea and other beverages. The name of God usually 
uttered has been replaced to prevent using Hashem’s name in vain.
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Rachel didn’t respond. She sat stony-faced, sipping her tea. After 

exchanging a few more words, I left her sitting there as though noth-

ing momentous had just taken place, as though she had not just made 

her first bracha in over half-a-century.

I made my way downstairs slowly, thoughtfully. As I was saying 

my last goodbyes, I noticed a commotion. Nurses were moving fast, 

some rushing up the stairs, one to the phone. 

“What happened?” I asked a nurse running past.

“A woman on the top floor collapsed,” she answered as she dis-

appeared up the stairs. 

I was left standing, wondering who it could be. Perhaps it was 

Eva, who had complained of feeling weak? Or maybe Sarah, recov-

ering from a bad bout of pneumonia? I couldn’t get any more infor-

mation from the nurses. But as soon as I stopped asking I began to 

hear one name repeated. 

Rachel Feldman.

How could this be? What could have happened to her in the last 

five minutes? She had looked fine when we were talking, completely 

normal. Paramedics rushed in with a stretcher following a nurse up-

stairs. I waited downstairs, alone with my questions. Would the men 

be able to stabilize her? Would Rachel need hospitalization? 

Twenty minutes later, the paramedics made their way back down 

with an empty stretcher. 

“We’ll come back on Motzaei Yom Tov (after the holiday) to pick 

up her body for burial,” one of them said to the head nurse before 

leaving.

Rachel Feldman had died!

It just didn’t make any sense. Rachel was not particularly old, 

nor was she very weak. She had not complained of feeling any pain 

that day. And only five minutes beforehand, she had been talking and 

drinking!



54 w Bye Coincidence

I left the home in a state of shock. The whole way home, I kept 

replaying the scene in my mind: Rachel complaining that she hadn’t 

received tea. Standing in the kitchen, debating whether to tell her to 

make a bracha. Rachel reciting a perfect shehakol. Telling her how 

happy she must have made her parents. Rachel collapsing and dying 

within minutes for no apparent reason.

I felt terribly guilty. Could I have been the cause of Rachel’s 

death? Maybe the mention of her parents had awakened painful 

memories? Maybe she had been aroused to teshuva (repentance) and 

was overcome with strong feelings of regret? Or maybe Hashem, 

in His infinite mercy, had taken her neshama so that she would die 

with His name on her lips. How could I know?

What I did know was that five minutes before Rachel Feldman 

passed away, she was zoche (merited) to make a bracha thanking 

Hashem for His kindness and pronouncing her belief that He had 

created the entire world. Here was a woman who for most of her life 

had refused to recognize Hashem’s goodness, yet just before her death 

she declared her complete faith in Him. They must have been her last 

words. At the very last opportunity, she had opened the door to her 

neshama a crack and allowed the light of Hashem to enter. She was 

zoche to do teshuva a few minutes before the Angel of Death came 

for her. Yesh koneh olamo b’shaah achas, Chazal tell us. Some people 

acquire the World to Come in one hour. I like to think that Rachel 

Feldman was koneh olam with bracha achas — with one bracha.

This remarkable story took place on Shevi’i shel Pesach, 5763/2003. 

Rachel Feldman died without leaving any descendants. Please give char-

ity or say Tehillim in memory of Rachel bas Avigdor.

First appeared in Mishpacha’s Family First 

magazine on March 24, 2010.
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Just a L it t le Bit
Rosally Saltsman

A very little key will open a very heavy door.

(Charles Dickens)

One of my passions is writing songs. One of the many talent-

ed people I’ve written with is Linda Tomer. We’ve written 

dozens of songs together over the years. We were about 

to go up in the elevator to the recording studio to record our latest 

material when a man came up to us and said, “Please let me open 

the door for you ladies.” He said it in such a polite and chivalrous 

way that we were smiling when we got off the elevator. The timing 

couldn’t have ben more perfect because one of the songs we were 

going to record is based on the idea that just one kind word or action 

can have a magnificent and long-lasting effect.

I was inspired to write the lyric because every time I get over-

whelmed my son, Josh, n”y (may his light shine), says to me, “Just do 

a little bit.” This regular nice guy in the elevator brought our song to 

life just moments before we did.

Just a Little Bit
Music: Linda Tomer
Lyrics: Rosally Saltsman

Just a little rain

Refreshes the earth
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Just a few tears

Clear away the hurt

The tide gently flows

And laps at the sand

Just one little smile

Uplifts the soul

Just one kind word

Can make you feel whole

I can reach high

If you hold out your hand

Just a little bit

It doesn’t take much

Just a little bit

A moment, a touch

Just a little bit

Of hope in your heart

For a start

Just a few coins

And they’ll feel secure

Believe in their dream

And they can feel sure

A few seconds more

Can last a whole life long

Just a little bit

It doesn’t take much

Just a little bit

A moment, a touch
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Just a little bit

Of hope in your heart

For a start

Just one deep breath

And you’re on your way

A gleam of the eye

So much can convey

Just a few notes

And you’ve got a song

Just a little bit

It doesn’t take much

Just a little bit

A moment, a touch

Just a little bit

Of hope in your heart

For a start

Just one little smile

Uplifts the soul

Just one kind word

Can make you feel whole

I can reach high

If you hold out your hand

You will understand

Just a little bit
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Waiting for My Miracle
Rachel Ginsberg

Food for the body is not enough. There must be food for the soul.

(Dorothy Day)

Last year as the third of Cheshvan approached, I just knew 

something amazing would happen in my life. The year before 

on gimmel (the third) Cheshvan, my son became a chassan (a 

bridegroom), and the year before that on the same date, my daugh-

ter got married. By Rosh Chodesh (the beginning of the month), I 

was eagerly trying to guess what wonderful things Hashem had in 

store for me three days hence, and on the second of Cheshvan, I even 

called my sister and told her, “Devorah, something great is going to 

happen tomorrow. Make sure to answer your phone.”

As I had (and have) several children in the parshah, I naturally 

assumed the Great Event would again be shidduch-related: Perhaps 

we’d finally be redt (offered) the shidduch of our dreams. Or maybe 

a shadchan (matchmaker) would call to arrange a package deal.

Last year gimmel Cheshvan was on Friday, and the early morning 

of the Big Day found me diligently at work in the kitchen, racing to 

prepare Shabbos early so that I’d be present and able to savor the 

miracle hours that were sure to come. Little did I know I’d be living 

through the miracle just seconds later.

Boom! Crash! Crackle! Snap! What the …? My entire kitchen 

is instant smoke and blackness. My tichel (headscarf) blows off and 
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flies across the room. My glasses fly off my face and into the sink. 

I’m engulfed in smoke and jagged shards of glass and twisted met-

al and splattered food and blasted open cabinets and falling ceiling 

plaster. I’m standing in the eye of an explosion. Am I alive? Burned? 

Maimed? Cut? Bleeding?

It was the pressure cooker, filled with arbis (chickpeas) — hav-

ing somehow morphed into an active bomb (I still shudder thinking 

of the Boston Marathon bombers who killed and injured hundreds 

with a couple of homemade pressure-cooker bombs) as it blasted the 

cooktop apart, sending sharp projectiles of mangled metal skidding 

across the floor and through the air. It also took out the kitchen 

window just above the cooktop, demolishing the blinds and leaving 

a deformed aluminum frame in its wake — but also creating an in-

stant exit path for the smoke and the force of the blast.

A second or two of eerie silence, and then everyone came run-

ning — my thoughtful daughter dashing in with another tichel; my 

son (who’d taken a medic course) pulling me out of the smoke to 

check how badly I was injured; my neighbor, taking in the destruc-

tion and chaos and bursting into tears upon seeing that I was still 

alive.

A quick body check revealed that not only was I alive, I didn’t 

have a scratch. Did I mention that I was standing less than a foot 

away from the cooktop? Did I say that all around and above me, 

cabinet doors were blasted open as dishes and plaster rained down? 

“Geveret (Lady),” the insurance assessors told me when they came 

later to evaluate the damage, “bederech hateva at lo tzrichah lihiyot 

bachaim” (loosely translated, “You’re a walking miracle”).

Well, I may not have been scratched on the outside, but inside 

was a different story. Every time I walked into the kitchen (the res-

toration team did an amazing job cleaning up, despite the aggrava-

tion we’re still having over insurance claims and their inflated bill-
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ing), I would see myself engulfed in smoke, surrounded by a bubble 

of protection from Hashem to keep me safe, and I’d hear Him say 

something like, “I’m the one in charge of miracles around here.” I 

began having these flashbacks several times an hour, and all night 

long for weeks afterward. I sensed myself being carried through the 

day by Hashem’s benevolence and protection — a profound place to 

be spiritually, but just not sustainable in my day-to-day functioning. 

There was no room in my head for anything but the image of being 

in Hashem’s casing of protection as destruction raged around me. 

This is surely how angels feel.

And so, after several months, I asked a therapist friend for 

help in getting me out of this PTSD and into “regular” life again. 

Amazingly, after a few sessions of EFT and the TAT acupressure 

technique, there were no more kitchen flashbacks. The obsessive 

images simply disappeared. But so did the real, tangible feeling of 

living in Hashem’s protective bubble, the headspace of angels — col-

lateral damage that still saddens me. And I wonder: is it possible to 

get that back without having to live through a catastrophe in the 

process?

This gimmel Cheshvan, I’ll admit I’m waiting for another “big” 

miracle. But after last year, I learned that Hashem can cook up a 

miracle in a pot of arbis, too.

Reprinted from Mishpacha’s Family First 

magazine (October 25, 2017).
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Master of Our Destiny
Rosally Saltsman

Seize the moment. Remember all those women on 

the Titanic who waved off the dessert cart.

(Erma Bombeck)

Although it says very clearly numerous times in the High 

Holiday liturgy that it’s God who decides who shall be 

born and who shall die, we spend a great deal of time, en-

ergy and worry trying to manipulate events in our favor, giving the 

seeming impression that we are masters of our fate. 

In the summer of 2001, a family from my neighborhood decided 

to move to the United States because of the stress of the security 

situation here in Israel. They were tired of always looking over their 

shoulders in fear of a terrorist attack. They moved to New York. 

Imagine how they must have felt only a few weeks after leaving 

Israel to escape terrorism to find themselves in the middle of one of 

the most horrific terrorist attacks in history, especially in a city not 

used to dealing with it. They have since moved back.

A friend of mine married at the age of forty-one for the first time. 

She tried to get pregnant but had fertility problems. One “tactful” 

doctor metaphorically described her as a train hurtling 180 miles 

per hour toward a wall. Her two failed fertility treatments seemed 

to prove his prognosis. Then, at forty-three, she gave birth to the 

most precocious little girl, with no medical intervention, whose pre-
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school antics inspired several of my articles.

Doctors don’t decide who will be born. I have another friend 

who was told by doctors that she should terminate her first preg-

nancy and that they would have to perform a hysterectomy because 

of miomas. A private doctor gave her hope and that child is now a 

beautiful young woman, and although she suffered several subse-

quent miscarriages, my friend has Baruch Hashem five children (the 

last two twins).

The most incredible story is one I heard from a co-worker. Years 

ago, the company I had worked for was located in Bnei Brak and 

employees used to take their coffee break outside overlooking a side 

street. The following unfolded before their unbelieving eyes. A car 

was hurtling down the street a bit faster than necessary. It hit a horse 

that was being driven across the street at that moment. The horse 

was thrown into the air and landed on the roof of the passenger 

side of the car, dying on impact and killing the passenger in the car. 

Imagine for a moment the person filling out the form having to list 

the cause of death. Most people do not avoid cars for fear they will 

be killed by a flying horse. But like the story above illustrates, every-

thing is from Heaven, literally.

I got married when I was twenty-nine. The marriage lasted for 

seven months. I had gotten pregnant right away and then had a mis-

carriage. I was told not to get pregnant again for a few months and 

in the meantime my husband and I decided to divorce so we did 

our hishtadlut (efforts) not to get pregnant. After we divorced, I re-

turned to Israel and as soon as my health insurance was reinstated I 

went to the doctor who confirmed I was pregnant. Baruch Hashem! 

It didn’t matter that I was not “supposed” to be or was trying not to 

be or that a doctor in New York had told me, when I came to him 

with abdominal pain, that I wasn’t. Also (because God looks after 

the little things as well as the major ones), my health insurance was 
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still active because I had had to pay an extra month before leaving. 

Fast forward thirteen years and my ex-husband came from 

California for our son’s bar mitzvah. As probably is true in other 

parts of the world, a bar mitzvah in Israel is more like a sheva brachot 

with the celebrations spreading over the greater part of the week. My 

ex-husband decided to eschew the celebration at the Kotel (Western 

Wall) because he was afraid of being in Jerusalem with its periodic 

terrorist attacks and he joined the festivities a couple of days later. 

A year and a half later, my ex-husband died of a heart attack in 

his apartment in a California suburb that has never seen a terrorist.

A friend told me a story about a mother who during the Six Day 

War moved Heaven and earth to arrange for her only son, who usu-

ally served in a combat unit, to serve in a relatively safe position with 

the Home Front as a border guard in a non-combat zone. The regi-

ment that her son would have belonged to parachuted into Sharam 

Al Sheik. Not a shot was fired. Everyone returned home safely and 

unharmed. Her son was shot on guard duty when Jordan joined the 

war at Egypt’s behest. Now it’s not that if the mother had not inter-

fered, her child would have lived. It wasn’t that she caused his death, 

God forbid; it was that she couldn’t prevent it. 

Only God decides who will live and who will die and how. Our 

first Matriarch, Sarah, was told she would have a baby at the age of 

90. She laughed. But her son, Yitzchak, was born less than a year 

later. Every birth is a miracle and we forget that God can make a 

miracle whenever He wants. Life and death, and everything in be-

tween, are in the Hands of Hashem. 
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Accredited Aliyah
Miriam Sarnov

A person is led in the path he wants to go.

(Talmud)

Whenever I approach a caspomat (ATM), I’m sudden-

ly transported back twenty-four years, to an incident 

that was truly sent from Above. Although I still have 

to overcome my fear each time anew that my credit card will be 

swallowed.

I had come to Israel on a year-long Bnei Akiva program, the last 

few weeks of which would give me the tools to become a youth lead-

er upon my return to New Zealand. After having spent the previous 

year in a mixture of places, we spent this leadership course in the 

Jerusalem suburb of Katamon.

It was Chanukah time, and I had just spent three months learning 

in the Old City. Although I had planned to travel through Europe 

with a close friend a week or so after our program finished, I was 

starting to get cold feet. What I really wanted was to learn more 

about Judaism, having been inspired by my lessons in the Old City.

Every evening, I prayed at the Kotel that I would be able to learn 

in Neve Yerushalayim, a seminary for ba’alei teshuva (returnees to 

Judaism) that a girl in my program planned to attend.

One evening, I went to the bank machine to try to withdraw 

cash with my Visa card. Apart from one remaining traveler’s check, 
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it was my only monetary source. I must have punched in the wrong 

code at least twice, but whatever I did, it was swallowed never to re-

turn. The bank was closed, so I returned the next day, only to be told 

that it wasn’t there. My group leader found me the phone number 

of the Visa office in Tel Aviv, and I had to navigate bureaucracy in 

my broken Hebrew. This was the day our program finished. My bags 

weren’t packed, I had to evacuate my room for another group, and I 

had no idea where I would be staying. I was literally running up the 

stairs in the dorm building, when the dorm phone rang. Being the 

only one there, I answered. It was none other than one of my favorite 

teachers from my classes in the Rova (the Jewish Quarter). Both he 

and his wife taught us, and had even spent one Shabbos with us in 

the Rova’s Sephardic Center. He offered that I stay with them, or 

even just store my things there, till I had to leave Israel. They lived 

in the area, and I had just enough money for a taxi to their home.

My Visa card issue was still in the air and I had no idea if I would 

get it before I had to leave Israel for Europe. Getting a new one sent 

from New Zealand would also take time. I decided to cancel my trip 

through Europe; in any case I couldn’t carry around my backpack, 

as a few weeks earlier I had fallen down the dorm stairs and hurt my 

back. Instead, I enrolled in Neve Yerushalayim for a one-month-long 

beginners’ program before I had to return home. I eventually got my 

Visa card back, but instead of returning home, I extended my tourist 

visa and later made aliyah. I learned in Neve for another year and a 

half, and a couple of years after that, I got married.

Looking back years later, I’m so happy and thankful that the 

caspomat was hungry that day. I saw how Hashem’s Hashgacha 

works, even through inanimate objects!
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T he Milk of Human Kindness
Rosally Saltsman

In Jewish history there are no coincidences. 

(Elie Wiesel)

For in my tradition, as a Jew, I believe that 

whatever we receive we must share. 

(Elie Wiesel)

Mindel (Mindu) Candle Weinberger was born in 1923 in 

Remeţi, Romania, to a religious Chassidic Vizhinitz fam-

ily. 

During the Holocaust, her family (parents and seven siblings) 

was rounded up and sent to the Tadj ghetto where they celebrated 

the bris of Mindel’s sister Surah’s baby. On Shavuoth they arrived in 

Auschwitz. The Nazis, yimach shemam (may their names be blotted 

out), told her sister Surah to give her one-month-old baby to their 

mother. They were sent to the left and Mindel, Surah and another 

sister, Devorah, were sent to the right. They were put in Block 27.

Aside from the pain of losing her child, Surah was in excruciat-

ing agony because her breasts were engorged with milk. Soon Surah 

was crying for a knife to end her life. Mindel told her not to talk like 

that, that it’s forbidden. Then she knelt down and suckled the milk 

out of her sister’s breasts. “You saved my life,” her sister said. “I will 

never forget your chesed (kindness).”
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But then Josef Mengele, the Angel of Death himself, walked into 

their barracks accompanied by an officer and a female Jewish war-

den (blocksvester). Mindel didn’t know who he was; Mindel doesn’t 

know how she knew he was a doctor and she doesn’t know how, all 

of a sudden, she was able to speak German. She spoke Yiddish, not 

German. She likens it to how when the righteous Joseph spoke to 

Pharaoh, Hashem put the right words in his mouth.

“Herr Doctor,” she said. “Can I please ask you a question?”

Mengele very politely touched her shoulder and said, “Bitteschön.”

“Dankeschön,” Mindel answered. She then told him her sister 

was suffering from milk-engorged breasts. What can she do?

Again, politely, he answered, telling her to put wet compresses 

on her breasts every two hours. That would relieve the engorgement.

She thanked him and he left.

A little while later, an officer came in with the female warden 

and asked if there were any women who wanted to nurse babies. 

Apparently Mengele had gotten a cruel idea from their conversation. 

But behind the officer’s back the warden shook her finger and Surah 

said nothing.

Despite the evil source, Mindel was determined to follow the 

doctor’s advice. She took a bowl, then tore off her undershirt made 

of netting, leaving herself exposed. When they were allowed to get 

water, she got water for her sister and soaking her netted undershirt 

in it, made compresses. Mindel also shared her rations with Surah so 

she could regain her strength.

Surah survived the war and was reunited with her husband. 

They had four more children. Devorah also survived and both sisters 

and their families made aliyah before Romania’s gates were closed in 

1946. Mindel married and came on aliyah with her family in 1962.

Mindel has tremendous faith. “Everything is from above,” she 

says, “and I accept everything with love, whatever Hashem does.” 
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She has been blessed to live to see her great-great-grandchildren. 

Mindel has given Yad Vashem her testimony of how she chal-

lenged the Angel of Death to help her to restore life. May she merit 

to celebrate her own till 120!

First appeared in The Jewish Press.
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Clear Vision
Lois Greene Stone

The extraordinary hides behind the camouflage 

of the ordinary. Assume nothing.

(Jacqueline Winspear, Maisie Dobbs)

Is the line between things we’re grateful for and miracles blurry? 

I’m grateful for eyesight, useful hands, independence, enduring 

love, for starters, but miracles are in a separate space.

Granddaughter Julia is in all pre-med honors classes at a private 

university; in high school, she was a lead in school plays, and also 

on athletic teams. At birth, however, she was two-and-something 

pounds, and three months premature. Staying alive was so ‘iffy’ the 

rabbi came to name her as quickly as possible. The list of poten-

tial permanent damage to those who survive so short a time in the 

womb was frightening as well. Only Hashem saved her from disabil-

ities that are very common in such preemies. She giggles, revels in 

her academic awards; I see the miracle of health and her intelligence 

as I glance at the feeding-tube scars — reminders. 

A scar on my left calf is a victory mark. A week before my hus-

band and I attended the medical school graduation of grandson 

David, a biopsy had been done on an odd-shaped skin mole. I got the 

report at 8:00 a.m. that it was a melanoma, and by 11:00 a.m. had 

had surgery to remove it and the surrounding tissue. I was grateful 

to the physicians who gave me instant care and for the report that 
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came back saying the cancer was gone and the margins were clean — 

a miracle. We watched a Mr. become a Dr. and the same month saw 

him under a chuppah (wedding canopy) as a groom. Who else but 

Hashem could have contained the melanoma? It’s the deadliest skin 

cancer!

Grandson Kevin was only four when he climbed into a parked 

golf cart, during a family vacation in hilly Virginia, and it sudden-

ly began to move backwards and quickly descended a precipitous 

incline that had only heavy trees at its base. We stood in horror 

as none could descend quickly enough to grab the cart. If death 

weren’t a certainty, total disability for life was all that would be left 

if Kevin survived the crash. Seconds before the end, Kevin’s tiny 

foot touched the seemingly unreachable gas pedal and that action 

stalled the speeding cart. A miracle — he was too tiny to reach the 

gas pedal, and why would it cause the cart to stall?

Maybe we just need to notice that the things we’re grateful for 

are miracles. See? The lines between the two are blurry.

First published in The Jewish Press.
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Great Scot t
Robin Meyerson

Throughout this journey of life we meet many people along the way.

Each one has a purpose in our life. No one 

we meet is ever a coincidence.

(Mimi Novic)

I have no doubt that anyone and everyone who has ever traveled 

to Israel will appreciate this story. In Israel, it seems you don’t 

always need a phone to get in touch with someone you are trying 

to reach. Sometimes, God will just sort of place the person right in 

front of you when you need to speak to them. At least, that’s been 

my experience. Let me give you one example.

We first met red-haired Scott the week before we were to em-

bark on our trip to Israel. Scott was a quiet, well-mannered young 

man, who was placed at our house for a Shabbat meal that week. 

He was also planning a visit to Israel and we shared our excitement 

about our upcoming trips, joking about running into each other 

somewhere in Israel.

Two days into our trip, we were having Risa and Rabbi Brumer 

for dinner in our apartment before we’d all take the tunnel tour 

under the Western Wall together. Charlie ran out to pray mincha 

(afternoon prayers) and, as he was coming back to the apartment, he 

saw a young man with red hair sitting on a bench outside, apparently 

struggling with his recalcitrant laptop computer. Charlie smiled and 
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walked over. “Hello, Scott!” he said.

Surprised to see Charlie, Scott said, “Well, hello back to you! I 

am trying to send an email to Rabbi Brumer to let him know I made 

it safely to Israel, but my laptop isn’t working.”

“I can do better than an email,” Charlie said. “Come with me.” 

Then, with a half-bewildered but full smile covering his face, Scott 

followed Charlie back to our apartment, where everyone burst out 

laughing. Needless to say, we proceeded to “run into” Scott numer-

ous times during our three-week stay in the Old City.

Excerpted from A Son Returns 2.
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Carried Away
Chavi Kay

May God’s blessings rain down upon you and 

may you be caught without an umbrella.

(Anonymous)

Having a toddler and a newborn baby, my life was. Baruch 

Hashem, very hectic and I wasn’t always able to get ev-

erything I wanted or needed to do done. One particular 

errand kept getting put off for one reason or another. I knew I was 

going back to work in a couple of days and just had to get that item 

returned to my friend. Finally, I decided that I will take it along on 

my carriage and at some point during the day I would have to stop by 

at this friend’s house and get the item to her, even though she lived 

in a different neighborhood. I knew that once I went back to work, 

it would be far less likely to happen.

So I planned out my day: drop my toddler off at playgroup, go to 

a couple of stores, go home, feed the baby and then go to my friend’s 

house. My day started as planned. I got my toddler off and went to 

get my shopping. At some point it started pouring (quite typical for 

the English weather) and I decided that instead of going home and 

then to my friend, I’d take a bus straight there. Being unprepared for 

the rain, I ran to the bus stop, getting soaked along the way. The bus 

stop was packed with people and strollers, and being that each bus 

can only hold two buggies, I knew I’d probably have to wait a while.
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One bus pulled up, and another, and another. Each one had two 

buggies on them, so none of the people waiting could get on. After 

watching too many buses go past, I decided to brave the rain. My 

baby was getting hungry and I couldn’t wait any longer.

I was thoroughly soaked by the time I reached the next bus stop, 

and was relieved to see a bus pulling up — sans strollers! I heaved 

my buggy on, grateful to have a roof over my head. I parked the 

stroller, tapped my card and heard someone calling my name. I was 

beyond surprised to see my friend greeting me — the very friend 

I’d been intending to get to all week! I handed her the bag and said, 

“I was actually on the way to you now ... I’ve been trying to get it 

to you all week! I missed about six buses and had already started 

walking to you. And here you are, on a bus I wasn’t even planning 

on getting on! I hadn’t even planned to come straight to you, so if I 

hadn’t put it on my carriage, I would still have had to go home to get 

it. Such Hashgacha Pratis!”
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Chemical Reaction
Asaf Hiefetz

The only reason for time is so that everything doesn’t happen at once.

(Albert Einstein)

I was eighteen years old and living in Jerusalem. It was the begin-

ning of the 1980s and Nigeria was a developing country. They 

had ordered some laboratory materials from the father of a friend 

of mine and he arranged for me to work there packaging the mate-

rial. To give you an idea of the kind of materials we were packing, 

cyanide was one of them. It looks like sugar and we were drinking 

our coffee near thirty kilograms of cyanide, which we later sent off 

to Nigeria in thirty-gram packages.

My friend’s father, it turned out, didn’t completely know the 

conditions under which it was necessary to work with these chem-

icals. One day we were working with aniline bromide. The guy I 

was working with, Ofir, wasn’t feeling well and went home in the 

middle of the day. I finished my eight-hour shift and left to go home. 

I usually walked the twenty minutes to the Central Bus Station but 

I wasn’t feeling well so I decided to take a bus. Someone at the bus 

stop told me my lips were blue. And I said, yeah, I had been working 

with some chemicals. When I got on the bus I went to the back to sit 

down. Everything looked dark. Everyone kept their distance. All of a 

sudden I started to throw up but I sort of noticed it from a distance. 

I felt someone hand me a tissue. When I got up to get off the bus I 
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felt the need to sit down and then I lost consciousness. I remember 

people touching me and then an injection. Then I heard someone 

say, “He’s in bad shape if he doesn’t object to a catheter.”

I woke up under bright lights in the hospital. The doctor asked 

me if I could talk. I opened my mouth to answer but spit up blood. 

Then he asked me to write and I was able to give him my name 

and my parents’ contact information. Then he asked if someone had 

been with me in the lab. I said yes and I gave them Ofir’s informa-

tion. Then they transferred me to intensive care.

They called Ofir’s parents and told them they were calling from 

Hadassah Ein Kerem hospital and to bring their son down imme-

diately. When Ofir had gone home that afternoon, my friend’s fa-

ther gave him a note with the name of the chemical we had been 

working with in case he didn’t feel better and had to tell a doctor. 

The doctors hadn’t been sure what chemical I had been handling 

because, although my body was black and blue and my hands and 

feet were multi-colored, aniline bromide usually turns the whole 

body multi-colored. 

Once the doctors had the correct name of the chemical, they 

contacted the poison control center in Haifa, which gave them the 

name of the antidote, only they couldn’t find it in the hospital. This 

antidote had to be administered within a certain window of time or 

else the person (that would be me) would die. Baruch Hashem, they 

finally located the antidote.

I remember saying to the nurse in intensive care, “I bet I’m one 

of the lighter cases here.” She said, “Not so much.” They showed me 

a vial of my blood; it was black. Anyway, they slowly took me off 

oxygen and thank God, both Ofir and I recovered. I got jaundice, 

which just meant I turned a different color, but I survived. And then 

they had to monitor me for a year.

Ofir and I ended up saving each other. I got him to the hospital 
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and thanks to him they knew what antidote we both needed. If he 

hadn’t had the note with the name of the chemical, and we hadn’t 

gotten the antidote in time, I wouldn’t be here telling this story.
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Wit h T heir Own Eyes
Dr  Meir Wikler

Bitachon is a matter of trust that there is no coincidence in 

the world; everything that transpires under the sun results 

from an announcement from Him, may He be blessed.

(Rabbi Avraham Yeshayahu Karelitz, the Chazon Ish)

In the years following the establishment of the State of Israel, 

waves of Jewish immigrants came to Eretz Yisrael from the sur-

rounding Middle Eastern countries. The Jewish Agency often 

separated Sephardic children from their parents and placed them in 

brainwashing centers disguised as resettlement camps.

When the Chazon Ish ztz”l learned that one of these camps was 

being established in a remote location, too far from Bnei Brak for 

him to visit personally, he summoned two teenaged Chareidi bo-

churim (ultra-religious young men); we’ll call them Yossi and Bentzy. 

“I need you to go and speak to those children and give them chizuk 

(strength) to hold on to their Yiddishkeit,” he instructed them.

The guards at the gate of the compound took one look at these 

two seventeen-year-olds with yarmulkes and long peyos and barred 

them from entering. Undaunted, the pair circled the camp several 

times, searching for another way in. Unfortunately, they could not 

find one. Half an hour later, they were back to where they started.

They decided to leave and come back to try again, assuming that 

the gate would not be under continuous surveillance. An hour later, 
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however, the entrance was as carefully guarded as before. After de-

voting the better part of a day to their unsuccessful attempt to gain 

access to the Sephardic children being held in the compound, Yossi 

and Bentzy reluctantly returned home, bitterly disappointed.

When they arrived back in Bnei Brak, they went straight to the 

Chazon Ish, recounting, with long faces, their failure to carry out 

their mission.

“Don’t feel bad about it,” the Chazon Ish said softly, trying to 

comfort them. “You did all you could. Obviously, Hashem did not 

want or need for you to do more than that. Bitachon means believing 

that Hashem has a plan and a purpose for everything.”

Sixty years later, the nearly octogenarian Yossi was still living 

in Bnei Brak. One night, a Sephardic neighbor was marrying off his 

son. Although Yossi did not know this neighbor very well, he nev-

ertheless decided to pop in to the chasunah (wedding) just to say, 

Mazel Tov. After greeting his neighbor, Yossi was introduced to the 

neighbor’s father.

“It is such a wonderful simchah (happiness) for me to see my 

grandson, an outstanding ben Torah (Torah scholar), getting mar-

ried,” the grandfather of the chassan gushed to Yossi. “You know, 

when I first came to this country, they tried to tear us away from 

Torah altogether. I arrived with about a hundred other children, and 

only a handful of us succeeded in remaining religious.”

“How did they try to turn you against Torah?” Yossi asked, cu-

rious to learn more details about this sad chapter of Jewish history 

from a near victim.

“We were separated from our parents and taken to an isolated 

resettlement camp,” the man recounted. “Our counselors tried to 

indoctrinate us with their secular ideology. They told us that our 

kippot (yarmulkes) and peyot, simanim (symbols) of our Judaism, 

were only necessary while living in non-Jewish lands. They claimed 
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that in the holy land of Israel, where everyone is Jewish, people don’t 

keep these simanim, and we too should discard these old-fashioned 

trappings of galut (The Diaspora).”

Yossi shook his head in disgust, utterly unprepared for what he 

was about to hear.

“One day, however,” the grandfather continued, “I was looking 

out the window and I saw two boys, about seventeen or eighteen 

years old, walking around and around the camp. I jumped up and 

called my friends. ‘Look,’ I pointed, as my friends crowded around 

the window. ‘Those are Israeli boys! And they look just like us, with 

kippot and long peyot!’ We realized that the counselors had been ly-

ing to us, and that helped some of us resist their efforts to get us to 

abandon Torah and mitzvoth.”

It took 60 years for Yossi to learn that his mission had, in fact, 

succeeded; he had come face-to-face with one of the Sephardic boys 

he had helped to remain frum. He then realized that the Chazon Ish’s 

words were practically prophetic: “You did all you could. Obviously, 

Hashem did not want or need you to do more than that.”

Reprinted from Mishpacha magazine (February 14, 2018).
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T he Miracle Couch Delivered  
on Wings of Prayer

Ariella Bracha Waldinger

At the point where hope would otherwise 

become hopelessness, it becomes faith.

(Robert Brault)

Medieval Jewish scholars considered that there are two 

types of Divine Providence: first, there is “general prov-

idence,” which relates to God’s care of the world. Sec-

ond is His care of species and “Special Providence,” which relates to 

God’s care of each individual. Most Jews live with this knowledge 

uppermost in their minds and savor its truth. However, most of us 

need to be reminded of its permanence in the world.

My husband and I were visiting a friend, who had moved to a 

new location. She was in the market for a new couch but didn’t have 

funds, at that time, to purchase one. My friend has lived her entire 

life completely relying on God, asking Him for everything including 

couches, washers and dryers … you name it. She is well acquainted 

with the core biblical teaching that God constantly provides for all 

our needs. She has seen miracles throughout the course of her life 

and the couch miracle was no exception.

While visiting with her, she told me she was hoping God would 

provide her couch very soon. I told her I couldn’t wait to see what 
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it looked like and asked her if she had chosen the color she wanted. 

She laughed and said she would take whatever God gave her, as long 

as it was clean and sturdy. I had a deep, inner longing to be present 

when her couch was revealed because I LOVE being a part of a 

MIRACLE! The thought that I might see the miracle couch mani-

fest during my visit struck me as a real possibility. The thought gave 

me goosebumps.

Soon after our arrival, my husband left to run errands. I stayed 

with my friend to catch up on life. After a while, my friend and 

I decided to go into town to explore. We were coming down the 

path and about to cross the street when “what to our wondering 

eyes should appear?” A COUCH ON THE SIDEWALK. We raced 

across the street and saw two couches: a big, clean, sturdy sofa and 

a matching loveseat, newly placed on the sidewalk. The loveseat’s 

cushions were missing but the big couch was in mint condition. We 

saw a man nearby and asked him if it was a give-away; he said yes 

and then vanished inside his house. I jokingly asked my friend if the 

color was OK and she looked skyward and said, “Thank You, God, 

for the couch. It’s just perfect!” We stood there laughing and hug-

ging each other as if we had just won the lottery. 

“Wait till my husband hears your miracle story,” I said! She 

laughed with the deep joy that comes from living with abundant 

faith.

The next step was getting the couch to her apartment. Once 

again, we asked God to provide us with strong men to move the 

couch to her apartment across the street. We believed that if God 

was kind enough to give her the couch, He would provide the mov-

ers as well. We waited anxiously for our miracle men to appear. 

The traffic is minimal in her quiet residential neighborhood, so we 

were wondering how this would play out, and how long we would 

be waiting.
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After five or ten minutes had elapsed, I spied a lone man exiting 

his car. Like an eagle ready to pounce on his prey, my friend raced 

to ask him for help, as I guarded the miracle couch. He approached 

with a jaunty walk reflecting self-confidence and strength. He was 

about five feet, ten inches, medium build and around thirty-five 

years old. He was visiting his grandparents, as he lived in the South. 

We asked him if he could help move the couch. He smiled and said, 

“No problem.”

My friend and I stood there wondering how on earth he planned 

to move this big, heavy couch by himself. We forgot one very im-

portant fact — he was ISRAELI and Israelis believe they can do any-

thing. They don’t take no for an answer and they don’t give up easily.

Our new friend proceeded to stand the couch upright, bend over 

and with the couch on his back walked across two streets, through a 

park area, up five stairs until he reached her ground-floor apartment. 

I was sweating just watching him exert so much effort. When he got 

to the apartment, I thought okay, that’s it … he will probably leave 

it and say he has done enough, which he had. But he didn’t. He sin-

gle-handedly tried to get the big sofa into a doorway that would not 

co-operate. He tilted it this way and that way with extreme patience 

and persistence. I stood there watching in shocked amazement. He 

refused to give up!

Finally, after all efforts had been expended, with no choices left, 

he decided to take the outer security door off its hinges. He man-

aged this task with ease and as a result was able to shove the couch 

through the door in spite of the creaking door jamb. We felt as if 

God had worked another miracle. We all said, “Baruch Hashem!” 

with a deep, heartfelt sigh!

With sweat dripping down his handsome Israeli face, our rescu-

er’s next question almost knocked the wind out of me. “Where do 

you want me to put the sofa?” he asked. My friend and I looked at 
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each other in complete shock. He spoke English, so I said to him, 

“Are you Eliyahu Hanavi (Elijah the prophet)?” He laughed heart-

ily and said he wasn’t. We offered him a drink of water, which he 

refused, and we offered him money for his heroic help but he again 

refused. “It’s a mitzvah,” he said and took his leave. After his depar-

ture, my friend and I walked up to each other, hugged and broke into 

tears of such joy and gratitude, it was hard to stop the flow.

This man, whom God sent to be our holy helper, bent both his 

back and his head for us. He lifted our hopes and dreams as he was 

lifting the couch. He carried away our worries, as he did exactly 

what we needed when we needed it. He worked hard for us and he 

sweated for us. However, the most mind-blowing realization that 

struck us was that everything that was done for us was in truth done 

by God Himself through the messenger of this holy man — this 

kind, beautiful Jewish soul with a heart of gold and a willingness to 

expend great energy to aid a fellow Jew.

May we merit to experience many miracles. 

First appeared on the writer’s blog: 

https://comingintothelightofaliyah.wordpress.com.
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Just Pray for I t
Rosally Saltsman

Too many people miss the silver lining because they’re expecting gold.

(Maurice Setter)

Around the time my late ex-husband and I got engaged, we 

met a preacher and his wife who were visiting Israel. They 

were very warm and friendly, and as they lived in the Bible 

Belt, they invited us to visit them on our manic six-day honeymoon 

drive from Los Angeles to New York, where my husband would be 

starting his internship.

We took them up on their offer and stopped by to visit their 

cozy cabin in the woods, which was accessible only by a large truck 

with big wheels. In the course of the visit, our preacher friend told 

how he always got things by praying for them. He needed a stove, he 

prayed for it. He needed a fridge, he prayed for it. And these things 

showed up on his doorstep, literally. While I have never underes-

timated the power of prayer, to my mind, appliances were always 

something you paid for, not prayed for. My husband and I just as-

sumed that his congregants had heard what he had been praying for 

and bought it for him.

Providentially, at this time, my husband’s aunt and uncle, who 

lived in New York, were in the midst of selling the contents of their 

home and packing up to retire to Florida. As we were starting from 

scratch, we were to be the beneficiaries of their furnishings. My hus-
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band listed everything they were planning to give us, including a 

living room set and a desk, but, he said, there was no carpeting. He 

smiled and said with a glint in his eye, “We’ll just pray for it.” That 

became the running joke as we cleared the kilometers north toward 

New York.

We arrived safe and sound to find our new furniture waiting for 

us to find it a home. There was a lovely living room set and, there, 

rolled up and propped against the couch was a large, almost new, 

cream-colored rug. We burst out laughing.

Since the day that my husband and I visited our friends in the 

wooded mountains in the South, Judaism has taught me much about 

the power of prayer. Yet as I’ve made my pilgrimage deeper into 

Judaism, that story has always lingered at the forefront of my mind. 

Sometimes God guides you to the most remote places to discover 

the most essential and irrefragable truths from the most unlikely 

sources.

I have not seen the country preacher and his wife since that fate-

ful visit. I’m sure they’re still praying for their daily needs, and I 

have come to learn to pray for mine as well — whether it’s health, 

happiness or a new toaster.

A longer version of this story appeared on Aish.com.
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T he Price is Right
Hadassah Chaya Davies Pardo

See, when you drive home today, you’ve got a big windshield 

on the front of your car. And you’ve got a little bitty rearview 

mirror. And the reason the windshield is so large and the 

rearview mirror is so small is because what’s happened in your 

past is not near as important as what’s in your future.

(Joel Osteen)

Eema (Mom)! Are you OK? We’re on our way to the Arab 

village again…”

“Why, oh why had my navigation app failed me again?” 

I queried aloud as I found a safe place to turn around. Getting CD 

(short for my son’s nickname, Cool Dude) to school each morn-

ing had become a bit of a contest. In my cousins’ borrowed Toyota, 

running on fumes, I considered how the previous four weeks since 

landing in Israel had played out … we had some struggles, many vic-

tories, but one thing hung over my head like the ubiquitous Pardes 

Hanna rain in January — I needed a car. My own car, not use of a 

well-meaning friend or family member car. And I needed it to cost 

2,500 shekels.

Getting myself situated on the correct route to school, CD 

happily chattered about what happened on “his program” yester-

day. Part of our enculturation into Israeli society had included me 

attempting to drive CD to school in Or Akiva and back each day. 

“
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Most days — well, this was the second week, so there were not a 

lot of “most days” — included my getting lost, even with the dulcet 

tones of the navigation device directing my every turn. I had a lot on 

my mind. Today, getting home in time for my cousin to make it to 

a work appointment was at the forefront. As I pulled into the drive-

way, I knew I was late.

“Elisheva, I’m so, so late! I’m sorry! I got lost again and almost 

ended up in … in Haifa.” My red face and breathlessness betrayed 

my attempt at appearing calm.

“Dassi, you know you were not in Haifa, right? And don’t worry, 

my appointment was rescheduled for later in the week,” my cousin 

explained, breezily. “However, Marley (the family dog) has an ap-

pointment with Shirli the veterinarian in a few minutes. She makes 

house calls. Dassi, you look worried. It’s OK! Go get some fresh air!”

I went to the porch and decided I would use the time produc-

tively by looking for a car — that magical vehicle that would deliver 

me to independence. The conversation I had with myself earlier that 

morning replayed in my mind. I had to have a car, and it had to cost 

no more than 2,500 shekels. One of the neighbors recently bought a 

new car, so I sent him a text to find out the details. Maybe he could 

help.

“Hey Shai. I need a car. What are you paying for yours?”

“Hey Dassi. I pay 2,100 shekels, including insurance.”

I was hopeful!

“Shai, is that total? Everything? Just 2,100 shekels?!”

The phone rang. It was Shai, and he was laughing. “Dassi, you 

know that’s a month, right?! Where are you going to find a car with 

everything for just 2,100?! That’s every single month for 36 months.”

“What about for a used car?” I hadn’t given up.

“Motek (Sweetheart), that IS a used car. Try Yad Shtayim (the 

second hand classifieds), but expect to pay at least 10,000 for some-
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thing decent. I will help you look, don’t worry. We’ll talk soon.”

I was still undeterred. There HAD to be a car for me for 2,500 

shekels!

I opened the Yad Shtayim app and began looking for cars in my 

area. Marley disturbed my search with her incessant barking — 

Shirli the veterinarian had arrived, and the dog was having none of 

it. Marley suddenly stopped and sniffed. She was no match for the 

power of string cheese, and Shirli knew it. Doctor and patient hap-

pily settled, I continued my search for my 2,500 shekel car. I knew 

it was out there, just waiting for me to find it!

Sigh. The app was not magic. Click, swipe. Click, swipe. Nothing 

in my price range. Fifteen unproductive minutes later, I turned to 

see what was going on inside the house. Shirli and Marley were still 

actively engaged in what appeared to be an assessment of health and 

fitness. “Marley is overweight,” I hear the vet explain to Elisheva. 

Click, swipe.

I click on another lemon of a vehicle. “Can’t people even toss 

the fast food wrappers before they take a picture of their car?!” I 

mumble to no one in particular. “Gross. And they still want 15,000 

shekels. I guess the wrappers are included in the price.” Click, swipe. 

Click, swipe.

SWIPE. Suddenly, the door to the patio slides open omniscient-

ly. Elisheva stands in the doorwall, pensive. “Hey, do you want a car 

for 2,500 shekels? Shirli the vet just got a new work vehicle and has 

an old SUV that runs great but is old. Do you want it? I know you 

are probably not in the market for a car yet ...”

“2,500 shekels?! Did I mention to you that I wanted a car for 

2,500 shekels?!”

I realize I hadn’t even discussed this plan with my cousin yet, as 

it was newly hatched. So how did she know that’s all I had to spend?!

“Dassi, what are you talking about? I just asked you! Do you 
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want this car? Shirli has to go … Why are you crying?!”

Of course I wanted the car, and of course, there was no coinci-

dence at play. No clicking and no swiping! Shirli recently put in new 

brakes, springs, and plugs, and the car runs great! Shirli even split 

the cost of registration with me. She wanted someone to have the 

car that really needed a break and had been asking clients all week if 

they knew someone. Hashem heard my mournful request that very 

morning, and in His wisdom, blessed me, and blessed me fast!

“I’ve been waiting for you!” Shirli told me, “I didn’t want to just 

hand over the keys to anyone. This car has been my mobile office for 

years — I’m attached to it!”

I promised her I would take good care of her baby. I named my 

2,500-shekel car Susita (little horse). I still get lost on the way to 

school, but it is a lot easier getting lost in my own car. Hashem is my 

Navigator. No coincidence at all!
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L ost and Found
Rosally Saltsman

According to Jewish law, if you find something that 

can be identified and the person who lost it has not 

despaired of finding it, you must return it to them.

My son lost his backpack. He was traveling back to his army 

base in Israel and when he got there the backpack he had 

put in the hold of the bus was gone. It had his wallet and 

tefillin, clothes and books, his phone charger and all the documen-

tation he would need to replace. Of course the tefillin was the most 

important. It was a gift from his grandparents for his bar mitzvah 

and especially written for him and, well, we all know how expensive 

tefillin are but of course the sentimental value was irreplaceable. We 

were both very upset. Of course there was the possibility someone 

had taken it by mistake and would call. But what if it had fallen out 

of the bus? What if someone had taken it not by accident? (Though 

I’ve never heard of this happening.)

My son went to lost and found at the Egged Central Bus Station 

in Ashkelon (the terminus of the bus). I was not holding out too 

much hope. I searched on the web for the prayer one says for lost 

objects, attributed to the Tanna (sage) Rabbi Meir Ba’al HaNess. 

I’m not usually one for segulas (talismans) but I felt what was need-

ed here was a miracle. I gave ten shekels to tzedaka (charity) and 

said the prayer three times. The second, the very second I finished, 
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my son called to tell me someone had returned the bag. He had 

taken it by accident instead of his own. Baruch Hashem! I’m a 

believer!!

So of course, wanting to publicize the miracle, I wrote to a few 

people telling them what had happened. One of them wrote back 

that a lady she knows has a secular son living in the South Pacific. He 

is slowly mellowing to Yiddishkeit. He had lost his glasses and hadn’t 

been able to replace them for a whole month. It suddenly occurred 

to her that she should say the prayer for finding lost objects. The 

very same day, he called up to say they had been found!

There is a longstanding custom to give money l’illui nishmat (for 

the elevation of the soul) of Rabbi Meir Ba’al HaNess when a Jew 

is in trouble but it is most popularly done as a segula for finding lost 

objects. The money should go, specifically, to help the poor of Eretz 

Yisrael because Rabbi Meir Ba’al HaNess said he would help those 

who gave to the poor of Eretz Yisrael, for the sake of his soul.

The source for this custom is the Gemara (Avodah Zara 18a-b) 

where Rebbi Meir bribed a guard to release his imprisoned sister-in-

law, his wife Bruriah’s sister, who had been dispatched by the Romans 

to a brothel as punishment for her parents teaching Torah. The guard 

asked what happens if he’s caught and Rebbi Meir told him to say Eloka 

D’Meir Aneini (God of Meir, answer me) three times and he would be 

saved. The guard secured the release of Rebbi Meir’s sister-in-law, who 

had not been harmed, and the guard was miraculously saved when he 

uttered the words Rebbi Meir had instructed him to say.

The first part of the prayer that begins, “Amar Rabbi Binyamin,” 

is a quote from Bereishit Rabba 53:14 that refers to Hagar having her 

eyes opened and seeing the well from which she could draw water to 

save herself and her son. In other words, something might be right 

under your nose but you need God’s enlightenment to see it, which 

is often the case when we lose something.
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Of course ultimate redemption comes from God and we 

shouldn’t attribute the miracle to the Tanna; we are after all calling 

out to Hashem. But it is in the merit of Tzaddikim (righteous peo-

ple) that we can ask for a little more help from Above and apparent-

ly we can get it if we’re not at a loss for words.

First published in The Jewish Press.
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On a Wing and a Prayer
Mendy Fellig

If someone finds an object, even an ordinary object, that 

the owner has not despaired of finding it is not hefker 

(ownerless) and must be returned to the person.

(Talmud Baba Metzia)

I am currently a resident at a long-term care facility and hospital. 

I reside here because of my multiple sclerosis.

A few months ago, a new group of nursing students began 

their internship on my floor. As I had with all previous groups, I 

struck up a conversation with them in the common area.

I asked them, as I always do, where they are from; it’s like the 

United Nations here. There are many locally born staff, but many 

others come from around the world and I enjoy meeting them. One 

young woman said she was from the Philippines.

“Magandang umaga,” I said to her. “Kumusta ka?” (Tagalog for 

“Good morning. How are you?”)

Shocked, she turned to her colleagues and said, “He speaks my 

language!” (How I speak Tagalog, not usually part of a yeshiva cur-

riculum, is a whole other story.) We soon became fast friends.

A few days later we were talking in the hall, and the topic turned 

to reading. She mentioned how much she loved books and that in 

her previous job for NavStar, cleaning airplanes after flights, she and 

her coworkers found books left behind by passengers.
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Once, she told me, she found a book in a language she didn’t rec-

ognize. There was no identifying information on it, and her cowork-

ers told her to just throw it out, but for some reason she couldn’t 

bring herself to do that. She’d intended to bring it to a community 

“book box” (basically a free neighborhood book exchange) but had 

never gotten around to it.

She told me she thought the book might be in Hebrew. I offered 

to look at it and confirm whether or not it was.

The following day, she found me just before she finished work. 

She’d brought the book. We looked at it together, and I confirmed 

it was a siddur (prayerbook), but there was no name inside or any 

other identifying mark, other than its red leather binding. She had to 

go but was willing to leave it with me. If I found out who it belonged 

to, I told her, I’d find a way to return it. If I didn’t, I’d give it to the 

rabbi.

Later that day, my mother came by to visit. I told her about 

the siddur and showed it to her, noticing for the first time a name 

embossed on the front in very faded, almost illegible gold letters. I 

thought I could make out the name “Gittel Miriam Lax.” My mother 

said the surname sounded familiar and asked me to leave the siddur 

with her and she would follow up.

That evening she looked up Lax in the community phone direc-

tory and started calling everyone with the name Lax. The second 

person she called said, “I think you mean Golda Miriam Lax, not 

Gittel Miriam Lax.” My mother asked if she knew her. The wom-

an responded, “She’s my mother-in-law.” My mother asked for her 

number, which the woman gladly gave her.

My mother then called Golda Miriam Lax and asked if she’d lost 

a red leather-bound siddur. Mrs. Lax was shocked. She had owned 

such a siddur but had lost it three years before. It had been a gift 

from her son, who was studying in Israel.
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On a flight, she had mistakenly left the siddur in the pocket of 

the seat in front of her. She contacted the airline, telling them it 

had great sentimental value, but they couldn’t help her. She told my 

mother that she’d prayed she would one day get the siddur back, 

“with an interesting story.”

Mrs. Golda Miriam Lax and her husband came to my parents’ 

home that Sunday to pick up the siddur. My mother told them the 

nursing home wasn’t far, and they could visit and thank me in person.

My mother immediately called me to tell me the Laxes had 

picked up the siddur and were coming to see me. I told her that at 

that moment I was actually in the kosher food court of the mall next 

door, with some friends, including a classmate from yeshiva. That is 

where the Laxes came to meet me. 

I told Mrs. Lax the whole story: about me, about my MS, about 

the nursing home facility, and about the nurse form the Philippines.

And we marveled at the Hashgacha that brought us together and 

reunited them with the siddur.

Reprinted from Mishpacha  

magazine (December 20, 2017).
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A Gift from Rut h
Rena Dvorkin Cohen

There’s so much more to a book than just the reading.

(Maurice Sendak)

For just over a year, friends of mine had been renting a house here 

in Tzfat. It is a home that I know well; I had been there often be-

fore the owners left Tzfat and put the house up for rent. In 2015, 

I heard that these new friends were moving to Jerusalem. As they had 

borrowed one of my books, I contacted them about its return.

When I called them they said that they must have borrowed more 

than one book as while they were packing, they had come across an-

other book that also seemed to belong to me. This was a surprise as 

none of us remembered their borrowing a second book. However, 

since it was inscribed to me, it was obviously mine. Perhaps it had 

been left at their house many years ago and I’d forgotten about it.

They returned the book, the night before they were leaving 

Tzfat. The book they had unexpectedly discovered, called “The 

Maggid Speaks,” is a book of stories about Divine Providence, told 

by the internationally famous Maggid (storyteller) Rabbi Paysach 

J. Krohn. The inscription, written in the summer of 1994, by my 

friend Ruth read:

To Rena, 

With care and concern for your well-being. May you enjoy these stories 

and grow in Yiddishkeit. Lots of love, and have a great New Year.
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I had known Ruth for many years, long before she finally came to 

live in Israel. After she moved here, she would often come to Tzfat. 

Her chesed and willingness to involve herself in helping an impover-

ished community was known by only a few, but invaluable.

While she was living in Israel, prior to most major holidays, and 

always before my birthday, I would either get a phone call or a card 

from her. From time to time, when she’d come to Tzfat, she would 

stop by for a visit. This didn’t happen often but I always looked for-

ward to seeing her. That is until recently. I’m not sure why things 

changed, but they did. No more calls and no more cards. I didn’t have 

any contact information for her, so I had to wait for her to contact me.

That year both my Hebrew and my English birthdays coincided 

and were on the very same day. And that was the night that these 

two books came back home. It was as if Ruth’s book, a gift from so 

many years ago, had been left where it was for twenty-two years just 

so that it could be given to me as a reminder of the good wishes I had 

always received from this special friend. It was as if she had actually 

reached out and given me the hug that I know she would have had 

she been here in person.

I live close to the tomb of Binyamin HaTzaddik in Tzfat. In the 

merit of his saving a woman and her children during a very severe 

famine, twenty-two years were added to his life when he had suf-

fered a severe illness. It seems that twenty-two years were added to 

the life of our friendship when Ruth’s book found its way to me once 

again on my double birthday. And I took it as a sign that wherever 

she was, Ruth still cared and thought of me. I hope that someday 

she’ll come to know how much that meant to me. Maybe she’ll read 

it someday in a book.
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T he L ost Siddur
Dena B  Estrin

Your soul knows the geography of your destiny better than you do.

(John O’Donohue)

When my very busy friend and old neighbor called and 

said, “I have a story to tell you,” I knew it had to be 

good. I wasn’t disappointed. 

The story involved her husband, who teaches in the same yeshiva 

where my husband is. They are good friends from our old neighbor-

hood and meet daily over lunch.

Rav S., she continued, was traveling back from attending a wed-

ding in Toronto and had a stopover in Frankfurt, Germany. With 

plenty of time for morning prayers in between connecting flights, 

he reached into his carry-on bag for his siddur. When his initial 

search surprisingly proved futile, he began a more thorough search, 

which likewise produced nothing. With a quick glance around, and 

no landsman in sight from whom to borrow a siddur, he decided to 

begin saying the prayers from memory. 

He had no problem with this until he got to an uncommon ad-

dition (he needed to add to that day’s prayer) and found himself a 

bit stuck. There he was in the midst of a stalled tefillah (prayer) not 

clear of his next move, when an airline employee approached him 

and said, “Excuse me, but we found this book and we don’t know 

what to do with it. You look like someone who might know what 
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to do with it.” Rav S. smiled and made as much a sign of acknowl-

edgement and appreciation as was possible in the midst of praying, 

mmm-mmmm’ing and gesturing to the clueless attendant. 

Overjoyed with this perfectly timed turn of events, which made 

for a convenient resumption of his prayer, he opened the siddur and 

glanced at the inside cover. ELIYAHU KALMAN ESTRIN!

With that conclusion of her tale, my heart skipped a beat be-

cause that’s my son’s name!

We were as unaware of Rav S.’s trip as he was of ours. My hus-

band had taken our boys to Vancouver to visit family and had like-

wise stopped over in Frankfurt a few weeks earlier. One of the first 

things I heard when they walked in the door was, “Eliyahu lost his 

siddur on the plane.” It couldn’t have been easier; my husband re-

trieved the lost siddur the very next day in yeshiva over breakfast.

First published in The Jewish Press.
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My Amazing Bike Story
Aron Levin

Life is like riding a bicycle. To keep your 

balance, you must keep moving.

(Albert Einstein)

I love bike riding but for a long time I just had an old beat-up bike. 

When I finally got a brand new bike, I was so excited I rode it 

around our neighborhood and showed it to all my friends. But 

after a while my amazing brand-new bike started to have problems. 

First it got a flat tire but the bike repair store, which had been right 

in our neighborhood, had moved to another neighborhood near my 

school. I couldn’t ride it with a flat tire all the way there uphill. So 

we had to call a cab with a roof rack and the cab driver tied my bike 

on with a rope. 

The bike repairman fixed the tire and for a while I was happy 

with my bike again. A few weeks later, there was a problem with the 

brakes. My parents said I couldn’t ride my bike till they were fixed. 

It was so annoying. As soon as one part got fixed, then something 

else went wrong. My mom said my bike was a lemon even though 

it’s green, not yellow. She meant that my bike just didn’t work well. 

One fall day, when my bike was actually okay for a change I 

decided to ride it to school, even though it was uphill. I was proud 

of myself for being able to do it but then I noticed that the brakes 

weren’t working again. After school I pushed my bike to the bike 
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repair store. Of course the bike man knew me by now and fixed 

the brakes. He said I could pay him seventy shekels (about $18) the 

next time I came. He knew I’d be back sooner or later. But then 

the weather got cold and rainy and nobody went bike riding in the 

winter. I reminded my mom we owed the bike man seventy shekels. 

Somehow we never found the time to go there but we didn’t forget 

about it either. 

When spring came, I saw that my bike had another problem. 

“Okay, now we’ll finally pay the bike man the money we owe him,” 

said my mom. We called the cab with the roof rack and got my bike 

fixed again. But first I took it for a little test drive on the sidewalk 

to see if it was okay, at least for now. Then lying right there on the 

sidewalk, I saw a fifty shekel bill and a twenty shekel bill, exactly 

what we owed the bike man. I couldn’t believe my eyes! I asked a 

lady getting out of her car if she dropped any money but she said no, 

it wasn’t hers. I gave the bike man the seventy shekels and my mom 

also paid him for the new repair. I’ve heard lots of Hashgacha Pratis 

stories but this amazing story really happened to me! When I rode 

my bike home, I was so excited, it felt like I was flying.
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Box of Chocolates
Shayna Hunt

Chocolate isn’t the answer. But then maybe 

you’re asking the wrong question.

(Keren Keet)

The other night, after having a truly bad day where nothing 

seemed to go right, I jokingly changed my Facebook status to 

“I have had one of those awful, miserable, terrible days! And 

there is NO chocolate in the house!”

I immediately received more than ten responses, offering me 

sympathy and virtual chocolate. Despite the late hour, my next-door 

neighbor offered to let me come over to get whatever candy bars 

she had in her house. I love my online girlfriends but declined the 

candy bars. However, I enjoyed the sympathy — and ate that all up. 

But over the next few days, my craving for some real chocolate kept 

nagging at me.

Thursday rolled around and I was having another stressful day 

while doing my usual shopping in the local Trader Joe’s grocery 

store. I had a specific list with a specific cash budget. After loading 

my cart with the items on my list, I made the horrible mistake (or 

perhaps a part of me intended to do this all along) of going past the 

store’s amazing chocolate candy section. At least six different con-

tainers of fancy chocolate-covered candies called to me, begging to 

be purchased, and somehow I was able to resist the urge. Though I 
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lingered and salivated, I eventually forced myself to keep to my list 

and budget and move to the checkout lane. While waiting there, the 

invisible bubble above my head was working overtime.

I started thinking: “Maybe I should just run out of line and grab 

the chocolate caramels. After all, $3.99 won’t break the budget. I 

should have enough money … maybe if I put something else back. 

Or I can get the chocolate-covered pretzels; they’re less money … 

Oh, the chocolate-covered cashews sound so delish …” And so it 

went until, before I knew it, I was completely checked out and it 

was time to pay. I had spent so much time thinking that my window 

of opportunity to get any chocolate treat for myself was gone. So I 

came back to reality and paid the bill. And just as I was about to 

push my cart away, the cashier handed me a gift-wrapped box.

“These are for you,” she said cheerfully.

“What’s this?” I asked, confused.

“We’re giving out boxes of chocolates today. Enjoy.”

I almost got lightheaded from the shock of what she’d just said, 

considering what I’d been obsessing over just seconds ago.

“Wait,” I asked. “Why are you giving free chocolate to people?”

“We just are. It’s a goodwill promotion, so enjoy them. They’re 

really good.”

On the back of the gift-wrapped box was the information sticker 

with ingredients — and right there was a reliable kosher symbol. I 

could have cried with joy. Despite the fact that the cashier from 

Trader Joe’s just handed me the box, I knew from my very soul that 

God had just handed me this box of chocolate.

“Wow, this is so nice. I am really going to enjoy these. Thank you 

so much,” I gushed to the cashier. But my sentiments were intended 

more toward the Almighty!

Then I noticed that the cashier was looking at me in a strange 

way, and it dawned on me that I might be acting slightly goofy while 
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fussing too long over the candy and lingering in her line, refusing 

to move on. So I took my spiritual box of chocolate and put it in 

my cart, and left thinking about how special this experience was. I 

drove home with a huge smile on my face, knowing that not only did 

I get a free box of candy but I also got a Divine gift that let me know 

that ultimately I don’t have to post my true feelings on Facebook. I 

also knew that God is always listening to my heart and knows what’s 

going on with me. He is with me every step of the way, lending me 

sympathy and support — and sometimes even chocolate!

This article first appeared in The Jewish Press. 
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My Cup Runnet h Over
Moshe David Sofer-Shreiber, as told to Udi Levinger

You prepare a table before me in view of my 

tormentors ... My cup overflows.

(Psalm 23)

On December 24, 1958, the long-awaited moment finally 

arrived. I received an invitation to report to the police sta-

tion and when I got there, they gave me my passport and 

told me that I was free to leave Rumania. 

The next morning, we (my wife Miriam, our two children, 

Menachem and Rachel, and I) were on our way from Reghin to 

Bucharest, the city from which we were to leave the country.

The next step was a rigorous inspection of our possessions at 

customs. Every person was permitted to take with him only thir-

ty kilos, excluding valuable items. What was allowed to be packed 

were linens, towels, simple household goods and the like. We didn’t 

have many possessions and what I was unable to sell, I simply left in 

the apartment. In spite of this there were two very valuable things 

that we really wanted to take with us. The first was a small chain 

that I had bought Miriam after our wedding, and which she always 

wore. She had really hoped to take it with her, but they confiscated 

it at customs.

The second valuable thing was a silver Kiddush cup that I re-

ceived from my great-grandfather, Rabbi Chaim Sofer. He had re-
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ceived the Kiddush cup from his students and used it regularly to 

make Kiddush. For me this cup not only had monetary value but 

great sentimental value as well. I very much wanted to take the cup 

through customs and bring it with us to Israel, but I knew it wouldn’t 

be easy. During the period before we left, we wouldn’t clean it so 

that it would turn black and look old and I put it in the box together 

with our simple household goods in the event that HaKadosh Baruch 

Hu would help and somehow the cup would make it through.

At customs there were a few tables next to one other. Near each 

table stood a customs official whose job it was to go through each 

item and check that it met the criteria (in other words that it was 

worthless). The authorities were afraid that people would prepare 

boxes with false bottoms in which they would hide valuables and so 

the officials would take out all the items from your box and transfer 

them to the box of the person who was inspected before you. And 

your box would be used by the person who came after you.

It was our turn and our box was put on one of the tables for 

inspection. The inspector started taking out item after item, and I 

offered up a silent prayer that somehow the Kiddush cup would con-

tinue on with me. When the official took out the cup, he examined 

it briefly and said, “This cup is silver, you can’t take it with you.” But 

the official at the next table turned to look at the cup and said to 

our official, “No way, that’s not what silver looks like. Can’t you see 

that’s nickel?”

Our customs official shrugged his shoulders and returned the 

cup to the box we would be taking with us out of the country. When 

we got to our carriage on the train, again my heart missed a few 

beats. The seal with which our inspector had stamped our box had 

torn and the head inspector came into our carriage to recheck the 

contents of our box. He also stopped to look at our cup, but it was 

our good luck that the inspector from the second table, the one who 
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had told our inspector that the cup was made of nickel, “happened” 

to come by and told the head inspector that our box had already 

passed inspection and was fine and the seal had probably just torn.

From Budapest we took a train to Vienna and from Vienna we 

flew to Israel.

Today the Sofer family heirloom is the possession of Moshe David’s 

grandson Meir Sofer and continues to be used for Kiddush.

Excerpted and translated from the book Choose Life, 

the story of Moshe David Sofer-Shreiber.
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A Gent leman and a Scholar
Rabbi Paysach J  Krohn

Yehoshua ben Perachya says, Accept a teacher upon yourself; 

acquire a friend for yourself, and judge everyone favorably.

(Ethics of the Fathers 1:6)

A young man came over to me. He was carrying a little child. 

I know that he had been married only a year or two ago. 

And he said, “You know, Rabbi Krohn, I would like to tell 

you a story about yourself that you don’t know.” I said, “Okay, I’m 

ready to listen.” 

He told me that eight years earlier he was sitting in shul, a table 

away from where I was standing. A young man had moved into our 

neighborhood in Kew Gardens, and he was a talmid chacham and 

had written a sefer (book) on Tanach (the Bible). 

Obviously I knew him, and when I introduced him to another 

talmid chacham in shul, I said, “You know, you might very well want 

to become very friendly with this young man because he just wrote 

a sefer on Sefer Shmuel (the book of Samuel) and it’s very well-ac-

cepted.” And of course the fellow who wrote the sefer was very, very 

happy that I had complimented him, and he was happy to get to 

know somebody else in shul.

Now, this young man said to me, “I was a young boy, I was a 

teenager, I wasn’t married, and I certainly wasn’t going to get in-

volved in that conversation. But I overheard you talking nicely about 
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that person so I went over to my father.”

Now, let’s call his father Shimon and we’ll call the young teen-

ager, Reuven. He went over to his father Shimon who’s a very well-

known talmid chacham. And he said to him, “You know, I just heard 

that Rabbi Krohn said that this fellow, who just moved into the 

neighborhood, wrote a sefer on Tanach.” So Shimon went over to this 

person, and wouldn’t you know it, he started talking to him about 

Tanach, and they became very friendly all because of that compli-

ment that I gave to this fellow who had written this sefer on Shmuel.

Now, this fellow who wrote this sefer on Shmuel eventually 

moved away from the area. But Shimon, that talmid chacham who 

struck up a conversation with him only because his son overheard a 

compliment — you wouldn’t believe it, they have been learning for 

eight years. Eight years they’ve been learning over the phone at least 

once a week. And it all started because a teenage boy heard me give a 

compliment about another person, which of course is a chesed to do. 

What an incredible, incredible, long-lasting friendship. And I 

had no idea that I was involved in it, but of course, I’m very happy 

to hear the story. 

If you want to subscribe to receive Daily Chesed, a short thought 

about chesed from noted author, lecturer, and mohel Rabbi Paysach 

Krohn, to your email, please email: Mshemesh@ateresshimon.org, 

requesting to subscribe.
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Shira Shirim
Manuel Sand

A song to the ascents … My help is from Hashem.

(Psalms 121)

I was attending an insurance conference in Jerusalem in the win-

ter of 1985 when my oldest daughter, Malca, called me. She was 

at the time in her fifth month of pregnancy with her third child 

and she was crying.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her. “Why are you crying?” Malca had 

just come from a check-up at her obstetrician who had done an ul-

trasound. The doctor said the baby had water on the brain and was 

recommending she abort the pregnancy. My daughter was beside 

herself.

I told her not to do anything or say anything and I immediately 

called Rabbi Gurlitzky, the Lubavitcher Rebbe’s shaliach (represen-

tative) in Tel Aviv and a dear friend of the family. I told him the 

story.

“I’m going to tell the Rebbe what you told me,” he said, “and ask 

for an eitza (advice) and a bracha (blessing).

We waited tensely. In the meantime Malca continued crying and 

went off food.

The next day Rabbi Gurlitzky called us and told us not to do 

anything. The Rebbe said everything was going to be okay. Malca 

said, “Baruch Hashem!” stopped crying and started eating again.
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At the next visit to her obstetrician, a week later, he asked her 

what she had decided. She told him the Rebbe told her not to do 

anything, that everything was going to be okay. The doctor was be-

fuddled, faced with her confidence and calm in light of the Tzaddik’s 

(Holy man’s) promise. He decided to send her for another ultrasound 

at another specialist. The second ultrasound came back normal. 

Three months later, on my wife’s birthday, Malca gave birth to 

a beautiful, healthy baby girl whom they named Shira (song or song 

of praise to Hashem).

Today Shira has children of her own, ken yirbu (may there be 

more). 

When Shira was in school, she studied to become a special-

ist in medical electronics and learned how to read and interpret 

ultrasounds.

First appeared in The Jewish Press. 
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Meron Miracles
Rosally Saltsman

Cast upon Hashem your burden and He will sustain you.

(Psalms 55:23)

Amram and Evelyn Cohen were married for sixteen years 

without children. Every year they would go to Meron on 

Lag BaOmer and pray at the grave of Rabbi Shimon Bar 

Yochai and ask that they be blessed with children. After sixteen 

years the doctors told them there was no hope; Evelyn couldn’t pos-

sibly bear children, they should give up and adopt.

That year, on Lag BaOmer, they went again to Meron. It was 

crowded near the grave of Shimon Bar Yochai. Amram went to visit 

the nearby grave of Yochanan HaSandlar, which was empty of peo-

ple. And there he poured out his heart and cried. He said that the 

same way there was no one at this grave, he too is all alone, that all 

these years he had been putting his faith also in Hashem and also in 

doctors. Now he knew was putting his faith only in Hashem and he 

knew Hashem could help him. He promised that if he had a son, he 

would dedicate him to a life of Torah (he and his wife were religious 

but not extremely so, and he promised they would become more 

so). And Amram promised that if he had a son he would name him 

after the Tanna, after Yochanan HaSandlar. And with his tears, his 

pleas and his faith, he felt the gates of Heaven opening to his prayer.

Ten months later, to the astonishment of the doctors, Amram 
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and Evelyn were blessed with a boy. Amram wanted to call him 

Yochanan HaSandlar as he had promised, but Evelyn was afraid the 

other children would make fun of him so they called him just plain 

Yochanan. But everyone knew whom the child was named for. 

Yochanan grew up and fulfilled his father’s promise. He is a rab-

bi teaching at Yeshivat Nachalat Yisrael in Ashdod, and he and his 

wife Shifra have eleven children. Amram didn’t live to see his grand-

children, Evelyn lived to see two. But both lived to see a miracle.

There is a special segula from praying at kivrei tzaddikim (the 

graves of righteous people). Any skeptics are welcome to go to 

Meron and see for themselves. 

First published in The Jewish Press.
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Traveling wit h Grace
Rosally Saltsman

Though we travel the world over to find the beautiful, 

we must carry it with us or we find it not. 

(Ralph Waldo Emerson)

Edy and her older sister, Grace, both senior citizens, in their 

younger years used to travel the globe together. Edy bought 

jewelry for her jewelry design business and Grace collect-

ed antiques. The traveling duo encountered many adventures (and 

misadventures) but hearing some of their stories, it’s clear that they, 

more often than not, were benefactors of Divine Grace and Divine 

Providence!

Traveling in France, driving along the Riviera, Edy and Grace 

were suddenly surrounded by a motorcycle gang who cut off any es-

cape. Then, they heard a thud. One of the gang members had stolen 

an expensive camera that Grace had received as a gift that was on 

the back seat. Fortunately, her purse, which was usually on the back 

seat and contained thousands of dollars for her purchases, was with 

her up front. And luckily, they both escaped unscathed.

Another time, they were in Hong Kong. As they were waiting at 

an intersection for the light to change, Grace felt a tug on her purse, 

but as the light had just changed she crossed with her sister and 

didn’t give it a second thought. When they arrived back at their ho-

tel and Grace sat down on the bed to open her purse, she screamed. 
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The purse had a gash where someone had cut into it with a knife. 

Apparently, that’s what she had felt while waiting at the light. But 

thank God, all her money, credit cards and travelers’ checks were 

still there.

But the biggest miracle occurred in Vienna. The sisters were at 

the train station. They were traveling to Prague and were wandering 

around the station looking for an elevator to take their luggage up. 

They couldn’t find one. All they saw was an escalator with a sign 

saying no luggage trolleys allowed. But Grace ignored the sign and 

her sister went along for the ride. They went on the escalator — Edy 

first, then the luggage trolley, then Grace. Halfway up the escalator, 

Edy turned around and saw that her sister was trapped underneath 

the trolley that had rolled on top of her. Her eyes were as big as 

saucers and Edy, who couldn’t move, was sure that her sister was 

done for. Suddenly, a shadow appeared and lifted both Grace and 

the trolley so they were upright. Edy turned to thank their rescuer 

but there was no one there. Grace looked at Edy and cried, “What 

happened?” They looked around some more but no one was there. 

Grace’s shoulder had been scraped and was bleeding but by the time 

they got off the train in Prague, a few hours later, the scratches had 

healed and there was no sign of any injury.

Edy was sure that the shadow she saw was an angel who had 

saved her sister. Whoever or whatever it was, it was definitely a mir-

acle. One of many of her sister’s saving Graces. 

First appeared in The Jewish Press. 
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A Visit from Eliyahu
As heard from Esther Alovitch

It is a night of anticipation for Hashem to take them out of 

the land of Egypt, this was the night for Hashem; a protection 

for all the Children of Israel for their generations.

(Shemot 12:42)

Pesach 1950 ... Seder night in Jaffa. 

Avraham and Chaya Coopershlack, religious new im-

migrants who had barely survived the Holocaust, arrived on 

Israel’s shores in 1948 from Poland via Russia, Germany and the 

most horrific of the extermination camps. They lived in a small 

apartment with Chaya’s sister and niece and were sharing Seder 

night with her brother. 

As war refugees, they had no income. Just each other. Avraham 

Coopershlack was a shoemaker who had come from generations of 

shoemakers, maybe going back to Yochanan HaSandlar. Who knows? 

Seder night. The small group read from the Haggadah. They 

came to the part of Shfoch Chamatcha and opened the door to re-

ceive Eliyahu Hanavi. As they were reciting the passage, there was a 

knock at the door. An old woman was standing there with a basket 

in her hand. She told them that she had nowhere to sleep and asked 

for a place to rest. In the small apartment, there was no empty bed 

to give her but they graciously laid out a blanket for her to sleep on 

the floor. 



A Visit from Eliyahu w 121

Not everyone felt comfortable giving this woman a place to 

sleep, but who could refuse her request? After the Seder, they all 

went to bed. 

Chaya Coopershlack woke up suddenly just before dawn and 

tentatively went to check on “her guest.” The old woman wasn’t 

there. But in her place, she had left the basket she had been carrying. 

Chaya woke her husband who ran outside with the basket, trying to 

find the old woman who had left so suddenly and mysteriously. The 

whole episode seemed very strange to them. 

After Pesach, Chaya went out with the empty basket and as she 

went about her errands from place to place, she announced that her 

husband, a shoemaker, was looking for work fixing shoes. Everywhere 

she went, they gave her shoes to fix. She went out in the morning 

with an empty basket and returned home with a basket full of shoes 

that needed mending. And from that day on, Baruch Hashem, they 

had parnassah (a livelihood). 

After a few months, the basket was lost. But the money kept 

coming in and Avraham eventually opened a store. He understood 

that this old woman had to have been a good messenger, perhaps 

Eliyahu Hanavi in disguise, and that now the basket had gone to 

someone else in need of a miracle.

Published in the international Yated Ne’eman 

and in The Beauty of the Story.
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Reuniting a Fat her and Son  
in a Jerusalem Taxi

Robin Meyerson

I exist in two places, here and where you are.

(Margaret Atwood)

In the last few hours of our trip to Eretz Israel, we went to see 

the saintly Rabbi Chaim Pinchas Scheinberg so we could get his 

bracha. After our short and holy visit to this great sage, we had 

to rush back to our apartment to pack up and leave for the airport. I 

flagged down a taxi, as we were leaving the rabbi, and we asked the 

driver to please take us to the Old City. Hearing our American ac-

cents, he asked me where we were from. When I told him Arizona, 

his eyes lit up with excitement, so I asked him, “Have you ever been 

there?”

He told us that his son lives in Phoenix. Surprised, I said, “Really? 

What is his name?” He told me quietly that unfortunately he hadn’t 

seen or even spoken to his son for fifteen years, since he didn’t even 

know how to make the international call. Reaching over to the glove 

box, he pulled out his calling card and his son’s telephone number. 

I could see from the worn and weathered condition of the card that 

he must have tried to call his son many times. Without hesitating, 

I took the number from him and used my cellphone to call his son 

right then and there.
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It was 6:30 in the morning in Arizona, and he was probably still 

sleeping, so I said into the answering machine, “Shalom. I am in your 

Abba’s (father’s) taxi. I live in Arizona. Shalom from Eretz Israel. 

Call your Abba!” His father was moved almost to tears.

Before we left the taxi, I took a piece of paper from my purse and 

wrote down instructions on how to call his son with the calling card. 

He turned off the taxi meter and charged us only thirty shekels for 

the ride (about $8 at the time). As we got out of the taxi, I blessed the 

taxi driver that he should soon see his son. He said God had surely 

sent me to him and was so moved that it brought tears to my eyes. 

In fact, I cried so hard that my daughter Raina had to hold me as we 

walked back to our apartment in the Old City for one last time.

Excerpted from A Son Returns 2.
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F lying High
Sheindel Weinbach

Rarely do members of the same family grow up under the same roof.

(Richard Bach)

Was it from Sydney to Melbourne or vice versa? It’s all 

up in the air. A true story about a sefer Torah flying up 

front.

Someone from “down under” in Australia had to transport a 

precious sefer Torah from one city to the other. The smallest con-

tinent of the seven, Australia’s Jewish population is comparatively 

even smaller and very insular. Also, Gentiles are not exposed much 

to Jews, so when our friend — call him Reb Moishe — took his pre-

cious bundle to the check-in counter at the airport, the Qantas clerk 

eyed him suspiciously.

“Hey, Mister! Quo vadis? Where are you going? What’s that? 

You can’t take that on board with you. You’ll have to deposit it here 

to be taken as cargo.” I don’t know if they identified him as a Jew or 

not, but they certainly could not fathom what he was carrying, even 

after he explained it very painstakingly and reverently.

“But sir, it’s against regulations!” He finally capitulated. “You 

know what? Take it with you up to the boarding gate and see what 

happens there.”

One step closer. Reb Moishe is allowed to proceed, with due 

warning that his scroll might yet be “confiscated” as baggage. Praying 
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all the way to the gate, Reb Moishe is stopped and told very politely 

that he cannot take such a large item with him on board. He ex-

plains, pleads, argues, cajoles — and makes a dubious breakthrough.

“Listen here, it’s against the rules, but you know what? Try your 

luck by the plane itself. Maybe they will allow you to take it with 

you on board, after all.”

Praying all the way to the plane, he is stopped once more and 

makes his eloquent plea to the stewardess. At first, she is adamant 

that he cannot board the plane with that large bundle, but seeing 

how sincere and insistent he is, she gives him one last hope.

“You know what? We’ll ask the captain what he say s…”

The captain, tall and handsome in his uniform, steps out of the 

cockpit upon her request and takes it all in, in one fell swoop.

“A sefer Torah! What a privilege to have this on board with us! 

You know what? Why be encumbered with it throughout the trip? 

Let me keep it up front by me, next to my tallis (prayer shawl) and 

tefillin (phylacteries)! I will personally keep my eye on it.”

And Reb Moishe and his scroll were riding high!

This article made the press in my weekly column.

It was that very morning, actually, that via email, a reader from 

Australia accused me of fabrication. “Really?! You mean to say that 

a frum pilot took a sefer Torah aboard in the cockpit?” Luckily, the 

very morning after this story appeared, I got a call from Australia 

from a woman (name withheld) who said that it was her son, and 

that it wasn’t even half the story, which was all about the pilot and 

how he had become an observant Jew and how he had landed that 

cushy job. She had written it all up and it appeared in the Chanuka 

issue of N’Shei Chabad.
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T he Ties T hat Bind
Susan de la Fuente

Bind them as a sign upon your arm and let 

them be tefillin between your eyes.

(The Shema Prayer)

The school year had spun to a rapid close at the youth village, 

and a communal bar mitzvah party was now taking place. 

Chani’s seventh graders recited the poem she had taught 

them for the occasion with only minor jostling and fidgeting:

I’m like a man now when I pray 

On my hand and on my brow

I’m binding my tefillin now.

All who love me, guide my way.

Help me learn and grow each day.

I stand before you like a man

My Torah reading’s clear and loud.

As a Jew may I live proud,

And help my people all I can,

And serve Hashem as best I can.

It was a fair performance despite the thick accents of the rural 

youth and new immigrants to Israel who dormed at the school. The 

teacher knew as she surveyed their ranks — the skinny and under-

sized, the round and moonfaced, some amazingly tall and lanky — 

that paradoxically enough, this was the onset of responsibility. This 
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was the formative age at which tefillin were first strapped on, becom-

ing a daily reality and obligation.

No sooner did school end than it was time for Chani and her 

husband, Mordy, to leave for vacation. They would tour Europe for 

a carefree ten days before attending a family simchah in London. 

Though leaving should have been smooth going, circumstances con-

spired against them. Mordy was inundated with work and could 

barely tear himself away from the office. Chani, who was turning 

over their apartment to a family from London, had her hands full 

putting the place in order. As the washing machine screeched fiend-

ishly, and their kitchen table wobbled unsteadily, she had to call in 

a fix-it squad. Nonetheless, their suitcase somehow got packed, and 

they left for the airport on a Tuesday. This was after the English 

family arrived unexpectedly early with cranky kids, all red-eyed 

from their night flight, expecting to climb into as yet unmade beds. 

While she was struggling with the beds and pillows, Mordy busied 

himself showing them around the house.

The couple shrugged off a minor delay in boarding the plane. 

But the crunch came after landing at Rome airport, where baggage 

unloading moved sluggishly, and their large suitcase was the very last 

item to bounce forlornly onto the conveyor belt.

“We may miss our connecting flight to Florence,” Chani said. 

“The shuttle bus to the local terminal has already left.”

They could only check-in the suitcase hastily and rush for the 

plane. After a headlong chase down interminable corridors and up 

endless staircases, they reached the correct terminal. As soon as 

they were seated on the small plane, Chani voiced misgivings about 

the suitcase.

“Do you think it ever made the plane?” she said. “Well, at least 

we have some food in our hand luggage. What about your tallit and 

tefillin?”
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Mordy blanched visibly.

“What’s up?” she asked.

“I never packed them,” he replied. “I put them down after shul so 

I could place them in the hand luggage for safety’s sake!”

Both were distraught. Their first European stop was no great 

bastion of Jewish tradition, and its miniscule Jewish community had 

doubtless left for vacation. But that hectic day was by no means 

over. In the late afternoon they reached their hotel (minus the suit-

case, which lingered overnight in Rome and only arrived a day later), 

which was at some distance outside the city. Mordy insisted on going 

to town right away in the hope of borrowing a pair of tefillin for their 

three-day stay. The couple was downcast, though not unduly sur-

prised, to find all the communal offices and apartments tightly shut. 

They decided to try the kosher restaurant nearby. Unfortunately, 

its proprietor was unable to help, and the only diners were a honey-

moon couple absorbed in their own world. Chani and Mordy looked 

helplessly at each another. As they emerged onto the street in si-

lence, they encountered two bareheaded, olive-skinned young men.

“We’re looking for the Jewish restaurant,” they said, “Do you 

know where it is?”

”It’s in here, up the stairs,” they responded. 

“Was the food good? Is it expensive?” they asked. 

Mordy explained that they hadn’t eaten but had just gone there 

in search of a pair of tefillin.

“You could try the spaghetti,” Chani told them, “if you’re on a 

tight budget.”

“Thanks. You’re welcome to come over to our hostel and borrow 

our tefillin,” responded one of them with a smile. “We have both a 

right and left-handed pair, and we’ll be here for the next three days. 

Then we head for Venice.” 

Their newfound friends were Israeli students touring Europe 



The Ties That Bind w 129

who had just arrived in Florence. Both came from traditional homes 

in Jerusalem. The conversation soon resumed in Hebrew. Mordy ar-

ranged to take the first bus into town each morning, so he could put 

on tefillin and say Shema properly. While he was upstairs, Chani sat 

in the lobby of the student hostel among the backpackers, admiring 

the multi-colored graffiti and exotic vistas slathered on the walls 

by a bevy of international students who had drifted through — an 

upgrade on the usual guest book, she thought.

Come Friday morning, the couple was on a train to Lugano. 

They would weekend there and head for Lichtenstein on Sunday af-

ternoon. There the Jewish scene was even bleaker than in Florence. 

Lugano was their only hope: somewhere in this town there had to 

be a spare pair of tefillin. As they approached their hotel, the mist 

cleared and the sunlight shimmered on the lake, framed by ma-

jestic purple mountains. The air was moist, balmy and blooming 

with summer scents. Shabbat in Lugano was certainly pleasant, but 

when Mordy explained his predicament to the gabbai of the small 

synagogue, he learned that it would be a problem to take a pair 

of tefillin out of town. They could only pray for some unexpected 

breakthrough.

On Sunday morning, Mordy returned very late from morning 

services. Around nine-thirty he walked in, smiling broadly and 

brandishing a small velvet bag. 

“Look at this,” he said, “A brand new pair of tefillin!”

Chani was speechless.

During prayers Mordy was approached by a congregant, a stout 

bearded man around sixty years old.

“Would you like to put on tefillin?” the stranger asked him in 

English.

“It’s all right,” Mordy explained. “The gabbai is finding me a pair 

to use now. I left mine at home in Israel by mistake.”
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“So you live in Israel ...” the man said wonderingly. “You know, I 

have been looking unsuccessfully for such a long time for someone 

to take over a pair of tefillin to my brother in Bnei Brak. I didn’t want 

to put them in the mail, and they must be delivered before Rosh 

Hashanah. Can you take them for me? You are of course welcome 

to use them for a few days, break them in, so to speak.”

“No problem,” Mordy said. “I’d be delighted.”

“How wonderful,” the man replied. “The Holy One, blessed be 

His Name, must have sent you here specially! Come back to my 

house afterwards and I’ll give you the tefillin.”

Mordy accompanied his host back to an elegantly furnished 

home, chatting as they walked. As the man also worked in the tex-

tile field, they spoke a few minutes about the vagaries of the business 

before parting company with a warm handshake. Now that Mordy 

once again had a pair of tefillin, their plan to spend a few days in 

Lichtenstein became feasible. Once in London, Mordy could revert 

to his own tefillin, which his son was bringing over.

On his return to Israel, Mordy promptly delivered the tefillin to 

Bnei Brak, where they were received with great thanks and appreci-

ation. Try as he might, he could not fathom why someone needed to 

send tefillin from Switzerland to Israel — rather like carrying coals 

to Newcastle, he remarked to Chani. And it was a rather plain pair, 

not a family heirloom or something. Nor did either party explain the 

purpose of the errand to him.

“God works in mysterious ways,” she retorted. “There had to be 

a very good reason for sending them. And, after all, it’s none of our 

business.”

Chani and Mordy had had a memorable holiday and merited 

attending another family simchah. Above all, their strenuous quest 

for a pair of tefillin gave them ample reason for reflection. Not long 

afterwards, Mordy found himself thinking during morning prayers: 
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Not only do these slender leather straps bind us with the firmest of 

ties to our Creator but, in this case, they also linked me tightly with 

my fellow Jews.

A similar version of this article was originally 

published in The Jewish Press.
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Divine Choice
Faigie Heiman

Blessed be He Who heals the sick.

(Blessing)

We parked the car in the huge underground parking ga-

rage at the University of Maryland Medical Center 

(UMM) and walked a block to Greene Street. It was 

November 2001, a chilly grey day in downtown Baltimore. The old 

building was one of several structures in the hospital complex that 

housed administration offices. We had an appointment with Dr. 

Bert Williams (a pseudonym), Director of Surgery and Transplants, 

and since we flew in from Israel specifically to see the doctor, we 

made sure to be there on time. 

Dr. Williams, a friendly all-American style doctor, was up-to-

date on our file. He knew we lived in Israel and mentioned that he 

had other patients there. Of the two kidney donor possibilities with 

us, Dr. Williams preferred our son, Itamar, but he was unhappy with 

his weight.

“Go home and diet,” he ordered. Moreover, the hospital had 

strict rules regarding live donors not being on the take. Hospital 

administration followed high ethical standards that included donor/

recipient signatures attesting that no rewards exchanged hands.

What about our granddaughter Channie who was saved from that 

bus, the bus riddled with live fire by terrorist gunshots? Her parents par-
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ticipated in a life-saving discussion that day with a kidney transplant 

doctor in Tel Aviv and then instead of boarding that bus home with her 

friends, her mother picked her up after the meeting and drove her home. 

Saved from a terrorist attack! Is that considered reward? I thought 

about that black Sunday while the doctor examined the patients. 

Maybe that was a down payment for her father’s good intentions, what 

we call “schar mitzvah”. How would Dr. Williams and his team inter-

pret that?

After our meeting, we were given a tour of the hospital and the 

transplant unit. Unlike the small, nearly empty unit at the Tel Aviv 

hospital, this was a large unit with every bed occupied. We met 

patients and staff and spoke to them, and we met an acquaintance 

from the local Ner Yisroel Yeshiva community whose wife had un-

dergone a kidney transplant a few days earlier. He kept raising his 

hands and repeating, “Hodu L’Hashem” (Thank God).

Baltimore was both familiar and familial, a city of supportive 

family and friends among the charitable Jewish community. Our 

son Itamar had spent three high school years in the Yeshiva. My 

husband, Sholom, lived in Baltimore from age eleven until we were 

married. The final decision was left to Itamar, and after thorough re-

search with medical authorities, he was advised that maximum lap-

aroscopy experience should be the guide to where to do the trans-

plant. UMM was a leader in the field with an impressive record. We 

were medically insured, and as a donor, Itamar too was fully covered 

by United States law. So he nodded approval to UMM. 

We were given a full list of all the tests necessary before the trans-

plant; most could be done at home in Israel. One specific test was to 

check the exact location of the kidneys. This was performed in Israel 

via angiogram, a more difficult procedure. At UMM it was carried out 

by MRI. Itamar preferred the imaging, a non-invasive, painless proce-

dure. The day he checked into UMM for the test, he sat in an almost 
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empty waiting room with only one other man present. 

“Why are you here?” the man asked.

“I expect to donate a kidney to my father and I need to do an 

MRI.” 

“Where are you from?” He asked.

“I live in Israel, but we’re doing a laparoscopy technique, not so 

common yet in Israel, and UMM was highly recommended.”

“Who is doing the laparoscopy?” 

“Dr. Williams.” 

“Dr. Williams? Can’t be. Maybe he’s your father’s surgeon but he 

doesn’t do the laparoscopy.”

Itamar was confused. He was not informed that another doctor 

was involved. He had never met any other doctor. With all the ques-

tions, all the research, and all the information gathered for so many 

months, the importance of choosing the doctor who would remove 

his kidney had been ignored. He had been under the mistaken im-

pression that Dr. Williams would do both, remove his kidney and 

then transplant it to his father.

“Listen here, young man, you make sure that Dr. Sam Ling 

(a pseudonym) does the laparoscopy and absolutely no one else. 

Remember that name, and for your father, only Dr. Williams,” he 

said firmly.

The old man said he was from Texas, and before Itamar could 

ask anything further, the door opened, and Itamar was ushered into 

the next room. After the test, the waiting room was empty, except 

for the receptionist at her desk. 

“Did you see the old man who was sitting here with me before 

I went in?”

“Sorry, I was out for my lunch break and I didn’t see anybody. 

Have you decided which one of our four laparoscopy doctors you 

prefer for your surgery”? 
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“Yes,” Itamar said confidently. “Dr. Sam Ling.” 

“I knew it; you just look the type to know that he’s the best.”

Itamar left the hospital and phoned Israel. His father answered 

the phone.

“Guess who I met?” Itamar said.

“Nu? So who did you meet?”

“Eliyahu.”

“You mean Rav Eliyahu?”

“No, I mean Eliyahu Hanavi.”

“Did he give you a good bracha?”

“No brachot, but he sure gave me good medical advice!”

Dr. Ling turned out to be the most remarkable doctor we had 

ever met. An American of Chinese descent, a modest man, he walked 

with his head bowed, his shoulders stooped, and always squatted 

beneath his patients looking up into their eyes. At the first meeting 

with him in a children’s playroom, we were seated on low chairs. 

When Dr. Ling walked in, we stood up and moved a chair into the 

circle for him. He set aside the chair and subjected himself to a 

squatter’s position on the floor where he conducted the interview. 

That was his preference. After the surgery, he often stopped by to 

visit Itamar, kneeling at the edge of the hospital bed, kind and sym-

pathetic, seeking eye contact, especially when Itamar was in pain.

The identity of the old man in the waiting room who counseled 

Itamar was never revealed. He was gone when Itamar returned 

from the MRI, and he left no details of what he was doing there. 

Discussing his odd presence, we concluded that he was the angel 

sent from Heaven to guide Itamar at a moment when he was alone, 

unsure, and ignorant of the need to choose the right doctor. The 

choice of doctor to perform the laparoscopic procedure was of par-

amount importance, yet we his parents, our doctor, friends and ad-

visors, all neglected to counsel him on that choice. Dr. Ling was 
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the most senior of the four doctors and had meticulously performed 

that technique over five hundred times. Not only was he an expert 

in his field, but he carried out his expertise like a man who walked 

humbly in the shadow of God. The Almighty had interceded on our 

behalf, sending a messenger disguised as an old Texan to give us the 

best medical advice.

This story was published in Faigie Heiman’s book Girl For Sale, 

a book written in honor of her mother’s hundredth birthday. 
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Unveiling t he Trut h
Chaim Reuven

I believe with perfect faith in the coming of Mashiach, 

and even if he delays, I await his arrival each day.

(Maimonides [The Rambam] from “The Thirteen Principles of Faith”)

I was sitting in my cubicle doing mindless work, so my mind wan-

dered to a subject that caused me to ask out loud, “Hashem, what 

do we have to do to merit Mashiach (our long-awaited Messiah)?” 

The question had bugged me for years, although I never actually 

verbalized it ... not until just now.

Three minutes later, I got text from a friend. His father had died 

months before, and the unveiling was in a couple days. “Can you 

drive Rav Shmuel (Kamenetsky) to my father’s unveiling?” 

I thought, “Wow! This is Hashgacha Pratis. Hashem is putting 

me in the car with one of the leading rabbis of our generation, the 

Rosh Yeshiva of the Talmudical Yeshiva of Philadelphia. Maybe 

that’s where I’ll get my answer.” 

My three-letter response: YES.

Two days later, I picked up Rav Shmuel, his wife, and their son-

in-law in my car. We hadn’t reached the first traffic light when I blurt-

ed out my question. “What do we have to do to merit Mashiach?” 

I knew what he was going to say. We need more achdus (Jewish 

unity). Or perhaps we need to do more mitzvoth (Torah com-

mandments). He didn’t say either. 
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“We need to improve ourselves,” is what the Rosh Yeshiva re-

sponded. I sat in stunned silence. 

“That’s it?!” Those words actually escaped my mouth. 

“It’s not such a simple thing,” he replied. 

A few days later, my phone rang. It was my wife calling to tell 

me that somebody from a different neighborhood had just hand-de-

livered a package for me. I was curious what it could be. When I 

arrived home later that day, I opened it to find a copy of the new 

edition of Mesillat Yesharim (Path of the Just). 

This book, written by the famous Rabbi Moshe Chaim Luzzatto 

(the Ramchal), offers page after page on how we can improve our-

selves to become better Jews (and people). 

But who sent it to me?

It turns out that two weeks earlier, my friend and chavrusa 

(Torah study partner) ordered me a copy of this book because he 

bought a copy of it and thought I would like it, too. Mine was mis-

sent twice and the second recipient took it upon himself to deliver 

the package to my house, “coincidentally”, just after Rabbi Shmuel 

Kamenetsky answered my question to Hashem: What do we have to 

do to merit Mashiach? 
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T he House Call
Ruth Zimberg

I may not have gone where I intended to go, but I 

think I have ended up where I needed to be.

(Douglas Adams)

Got your cellphone? Glasses? Wallet? ID?” I asked.

“What are you doing, a pre-flight check?” My husband, 

Avraham, smiled.

“Can we please get going? You’ve got to get to your interview 

before I go to see my patient at one o’clock.”

“Right. Got your medical bag?”

“Check.”

Even years after moving from North America, we still loved the 

half-hour drive to Jerusalem. The blue sky above the rocky moun-

tains, the trees, and the ascent to the Holy City always filled us with 

gratitude for the privilege of living in Israel. My eyes drank in the 

greenery like an invigorating tonic.

As we sped along, Avraham commented, “Every day is an adven-

ture here. I really appreciate that everything is meant to be. Before 

coming to Israel, I knew that, but here I experience it every day.”

We approached our favorite part of the journey, just past 

Mevasseret Tzion, where a panoramic view of Jerusalem sudden-

ly appears above the roadway. Before we knew it, we were at the 

entrance to the city. We had made good time and arrived at my 

“
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meeting with time to spare.

After my interview, I met Avraham at Angel’s Bakery Café. 

Avraham ordered his daily dose of iced coffee and a bag of fresh, 

whole wheat bagels. Glancing at the clock, I suggested we get going 

to see his patient. Avraham had received a request to make a house 

call at the home of an elderly woman in Jerusalem. Her daughter 

had called the day before to arrange the appointment. As there are 

very few podiatrists in Israel, Avraham would travel all over the 

country to see patients requiring specialized foot care.

He searched his pockets for the slip of paper on which he had 

written the address. He checked his medical bag, his notebook, and 

even the bag of bagels. The note was nowhere to be found.

“I don’t believe it! I must have left the address and phone num-

ber at home.”

I sighed to myself in frustration as I realized our “pre-departure 

check” had been incomplete.

“Do you remember any part of the address?” I asked.

“I remember that there was a seventeen in it, because it is part 

of my birthdate.”

“Do you know the street name?”

“No. Just that it’s in this neighborhood.”

I had heard the family name mentioned briefly the day before 

and recalled that it sounded Ashkenazi. “Let’s try looking at build-

ing number seventeen on this street and see if the mailboxes list any 

familiar sounding names,” I offered.

Avraham agreed. “I guess it’s worth a try. We are already here.”

We scanned the listings at number seventeen, but all of the names 

were Sephardic. We tried two more nearby buildings without success.

“This is like looking for a needle in a haystack,” I said.

“Well, since we are already in the city, let’s try one last building,” 

Avraham suggested.
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We wearily approached the entrance to an apartment house 

down another street and noticed all of the Ashkenazi names. Taking 

this as a good sign, we entered the lobby and climbed the stairs. We 

encountered a young boy who informed us that indeed an elderly 

couple lived next door to their married daughter in the building.

We quickly went up to the first landing and knocked on a door 

covered with children’s art. I recognized the woman as a teacher 

from an educational workshop I had taught.

“What a small world,” I remarked. “We know one another from 

teaching, and now my husband is here to see your mother. Where 

does she live?”

“My parents live right next door,” she replied, pointing the way 

down the hallway.

We proceeded to the neighboring apartment where an elder-

ly gentleman answered the door. Avraham announced that he was 

the foot specialist whom their daughter had called. The delighted 

man welcomed us warmly. The couple had recently arrived from 

South Africa and was so pleased to find an English-speaking doctor 

who made house calls. The wife suffered from a variety of ailments, 

which made it difficult for her to travel to a clinic. She sat in a re-

clining chair, her bare feet ready to be examined.

Avraham took a detailed medical history and conducted a thor-

ough examination. After treating her and suggesting appropriate 

follow-up care, he packed his bag and we departed.

Moments later, as we buckled our seatbelts, we laughed about 

actually finding the house despite the incredible odds. “We certainly 

had some help from ‘Upstairs’ on this one!” Avraham exclaimed.

As we were about to pull out of the parking lot, the daughter 

came rushing up to our car. She could hardly contain herself. “Thank 

you for coming to help my mother.”

Then she added, “But I have to ask. How did you know to come 
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to see her? After you left, my father came over to thank me for 

calling you. I told him that I hadn’t called. I thought he had called.”

Avraham and I stared at each other. It was the wrong house!

Or was it?

First published by Chicken Soup for the Soul, Answered 

Prayers, under the title “Finding the Right House.”
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Tehillim Connection
Robin Meyerson

But I was prayer. 

(Psalms 109:4)

The last full day of school that year was the day before Shavuot 

(the holiday of the giving of the Torah) and I had quite a few 

things to do. Two of my kids, Raina and Chaya Liora, were 

home as they had both just graduated, Raina from eighth grade and 

Chaya Liora from kindergarten.

That morning, I found I was having a hard time praying. I just 

couldn’t connect to God with all that was running through my mind. 

I knew what I needed — exercise. So I decided to leave my five-year-

old daughter Chaya Liora with my fourteen-year-old daughter Raina 

and go to the gym. After one hour of working out (I usually like to 

work out for two hours), my friend Valerie called my cellphone to 

tell me I was needed for a taharah (ritual preparation of a body for 

burial). As a volunteer for the chevra kadisha (Jewish burial society), 

I am honored to participate in this special mitzvah, but this time, 

with my errands looming, I hemmed and hawed a little. Besides, 

I had just done two taharahs back-to-back a few days earlier. And 

what about Chaya Liora and Raina at home?

I had to think, so I said I’d call back. It didn’t take long, as I knew 

I could not turn down such a holy mitzvah. I called Valerie back and 

asked if we could do it at 2:00 p.m., since that would fit better into 
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my schedule. That wasn’t an option, but I said no problem. I would 

just rearrange my errands in Phoenix and maybe squeeze in a visit to 

my husband Charlie’s cousin, who was in the hospital, before picking 

my other kids up from school and heading back home to Scottsdale.

I called Raina and explained the situation and she agreed to con-

tinue to babysit. She definitely earned her part in the mitzvah. So 

I drove to Phoenix for the taharah, did some of my errands and de-

cided I could run over to Charlie’s cousin at the hospital. I realized, 

however, that I didn’t have my Tehillim (book of Psalms) with me, so 

I would need to make an extra stop at the kollel (yeshiva for married 

men) to see if I could borrow one. When I finally got to the hospital, 

Charlie’s family was very happy to see me.

I was a little anxious about my visit, since I am the “religious 

one” in the family. Sammy, Charlie’s first cousin, had been in a terri-

ble motorcycle accident, having been hit by a drunk driver (who had 

a suspended licence and no insurance). He had not been wearing a 

helmet when it happened and had sustained a skull fracture, in addi-

tion to a broken rib and broken nose. He was very lucky to be alive, 

but he was on a respirator and still unconscious.

Two weeks earlier, I had asked if I could come to the hospital to 

visit but received a lukewarm response, due, I was sure, to my “reli-

gious excess.” I decided to visit anyway since it was the right thing to 

do. Though I had been a little discouraged by their initial reaction, 

I went ahead and recited Tehillim while I was there, quietly leaving 

the hospital when I was done.

The result was a surprise for us all. Upon arriving home, I found 

a telephone message on my phone. Apparently, immediately after I 

left the hospital, Sammy opened his eyes and began speaking. While 

he was totally incoherent, it was a major medical breakthrough. 

Needless to say, the cousins became Tehillim believers on the spot! 

So, on my various subsequent visits I was warmly welcomed to the 
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ICU and asked to “do my thing with the Tehillim.” They truly felt 

that the Tehillim had woken Sammy up.

When I stopped by on that busy day before Shavuot, his cousin 

Sharon stayed to listen as I read. Now, I am not a good Hebrew read-

er so I read a little in Hebrew as best I could and recited the rest in 

English. This time, I randomly opened to Psalm 78 — oy, a long one! 

I felt a little self-conscious reciting it with an audience but continued 

as best I could in Hebrew and English.

Afterwards, we went and sat in the ICU waiting room together. 

Sharon began to ask me many questions about the Tehillim — who 

wrote it, what it means and so on. I began to explain that it was sort of 

a diary of praises to God, written by King David several thousand years 

ago. I went on to say that it was his personal way of expressing his joys, 

fears and love of God. Then, I pointed out that she was doing such a big 

mitzvah by visiting Sammy every single day and asked her if she would 

like a book of Tehillim to read from when she came. She said quietly, 

“But I’m not religious. Would my prayers really count if I say it?”

I said that of course it would and told her that women have been 

saying Tehillim for thousands of years and it is very powerful. Seizing 

the opportunity, I ran straight to an all-purpose Jewish store on my 

way home (one more errand!) and bought Sharon her own Tehillim, 

having it gift wrapped and inscribed.

God didn’t wait to reward me that day. While at the store, I no-

ticed a giant sale — fifty percent off horseradish, matzah ball soup, 

gefilte fish and so much more — all items I had on my shopping list. 

I came home that day with forty-eight loaves of gefilte fish, twelve 

bottles of horseradish and twenty-eight boxes of matzah ball soup! 

Thank you, God! Thank you, Valerie, for calling me to do a taharah 

in the middle of my hectic day. You never know how one mitzvah 

can lead to another mitzvah — and to a giant case of gefilte fish!

Excerpted from A Son Returns 2.
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T he Child Who Needs I t
Miriam Gitlin

A person often meets his destiny on the road he took to avoid it.

(Jean de La Fontaine)

You just know which child you really need to daven for. It’s 

one of those things you hear people say. And it certainly 

seems pretty hard to argue with. If, some twenty-five years 

ago, you had asked Shmuel Holdermann what he thought, he would 

nod and tell you that it was definitely true; in fact, he knew that 

better than anyone else. 

Yes, he certainly knew which child needed his tefillos. Take his two 

oldest sons, Asher and Yechiel. When he was young, Asher’s rebbe had 

described him as a yeled mavrik (a brilliant boy). And that was exactly 

what he was. His middos (character traits) shone, his learning shone, 

everything about him simply glimmered. As a child, he loved nothing 

more than to help a friend, to sit and sway over a mishnayos (Mishna), 

to take the children to the park so that Batya, his mother, could catch a 

much-needed rest. And now that he was older, in yeshiva gedolah (high-

er yeshiva), he continued to bring his parents only nachas. A masmid, a 

lamdan (a devoted scholar) — Asher’s maggid shiur (teacher) had seem-

ingly endless praise for their budding talmid chacham.

Of course, you pray for all your children, for health, success, a 

good shidduch, but what more was there to ask for with Asher? He 

was thriving, shining, just as he always had. Asher was not a boy 
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who would bring anyone to tears over a sefer Tehillim.

Yechiel, on the other hand …

Oy, Yechiel. If Shmuel hadn’t been standing behind the curtain 

in the delivery room when his second son was born, he would hardly 

have believed that Yechiel and Asher were even related. Yes, they 

looked like brothers, but that was where any resemblance ended. 

Where Asher shone, Yechiel exploded, and since Asher shone every-

where … well, Yechiel — he was one to daven (pray) for, there was 

no question about that.

Shmuel rubbed his temples. Just thinking of the near-daily calls 

from the principal brought on the throbbing in his head. There had 

been the incident with the firecracker, with the glue, with the dead 

cat, with the roof on the storage shed — he shook his head, will-

ing those phone calls back into the dark crevices of his memory. 

Yechiel’s rebbes didn’t even try to make it sound better than it was. 

“Just daven,” was all they would offer at parent-teacher conferences, 

throwing their hands up in the air in defeat.

And that really was all there was to do. None of the punish-

ments, detentions, or even the expulsions seemed to do any good. 

Yechiel bounced from one school to another, one yeshiva high school 

to another, leaving a trail of broken desks, ruined books, injured 

classmates, and furious teachers behind him. And of course, weary 

parents with red-rimmed eyes.

Yes, Yechiel was that child. The one you knew you needed to 

pray for. Shmuel and Batya had prayed endlessly for him, and the 

tear-stained pages of their siddurs were proof of it. They weren’t fo-

cused on the “big things,” that he should be a talmid chacham or even 

a top student like Asher, but just that he shouldn’t get into more 

trouble, that the principal should have pity on him, that he should 

not break the rules during his trial period back at this yeshiva, that 

he should have a yeshiva to learn in, that he should simply stay re-
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ligious and somehow bring them some sort of nachas. They poured 

their heart out at the Kosel, gave charity, hoping for salvation, and 

even tried segulos.

And it had seemed like their prayers had gotten him somewhere. 

Yechiel had been in the same yeshiva gedolah for the past year and a 

half, and it had been a relatively calm period. Relatively. Everything 

was relative with Yechiel. 

He had stayed out of trouble — for the most part, anyway — and 

Shmuel was relieved to see that Batya no longer locked her jaw in 

trepidation whenever Yechiel’s name came up. True, he was not in 

any yeshiva whose name would make matchmakers perk up their 

ears (or not in the way that a parent would want), and it was a more 

“open-minded” yeshiva that took in more “difficult” boys, but still. 

Yoshvei Yaabetz was a yeshiva. With rebbeim and Gemaras, and ac-

tual learning. And Yechiel had managed to keep his place there and 

actually behave.

Until now, anyway.

Shmuel sighed and stroked his beard, staring at the phone. There 

was no one left to call at this point. The principal of the yeshiva had 

been sympathetic — apologetic, even — in his refusal to consider 

allowing Yechiel to come back, but he remained unwavering in his 

decision. “This latest escapade of his crossed all red lines,” he repeat-

ed firmly to all the rabbanim, askanim (business intermediaries) and 

even his own relatives who Shmuel had begged to plead his case. 

“The decision is final.”

And there was nowhere to go after getting booted out of a ye-

shiva like that. Shmuel cringed at the responses he had received, but 

even he couldn’t argue with them.

“They couldn’t handle him over there? Sorry, we can’t take a case 

like that.”

“We’re a yeshiva, not a reform school.”
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“No way. Not with a track record like that.”

“Just daven. Hard. As a parent I feel for you, but as a principal … 

you’ll have to try somewhere else.”

Well, somewhere else didn’t exist. Batya had been crying for the 

past few weeks straight, and Yechiel was home, hanging out.

And Shmuel davened.

Yechiel walked down the street, squinting as the sun caught him 

in the eye. There was nothing to do in Yerushalayim. He was tired 

of trying to learn in the shul’s small beis midrash (study hall), feeling 

the stares and hearing the whispers behind his back. Of meeting 

people’s eyes and seeing harsh judgment — or worse, pity. Of com-

ing home and seeing his mother wipe away a tear as she forced her-

self to smile at him half-heartedly. Of hearing his father sigh in the 

middle of nowhere, and then sigh again two minutes later. 

His friends were all in yeshiva and he wasn’t interested in joining 

the bums that hung out in the alley behind the pizza shop. But it was 

spring and he was stuck in Yerushalayim with nothing to do. 

He passed the bus stop just as the bus was pulling up. A 400. 

That would take him to Bnei Brak. Why not, he thought. There must 

be something to do over there. At the very least, I’ll be walking different 

streets.

He got in line, behind young men and married men carrying 

Gemaras and women toting babies. It was still early on in the route, 

and most of the seats were empty. He plunked himself down in the 

first aisle seat he saw, staring out the window as he wondered who 

he knew who he could look up in Bnei Brak. Nobody, he realized. 

Not anyone who would be home in the middle of a Tuesday. All his 

friends there were learning in yeshivas. In yeshivas they had man-

aged to not get kicked out of.

The bus stopped and more passengers came on. Yechiel eyed 

them with interest. There was a tall man with a red beard, who 
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seemed to be lost in thought. He was clutching an envelope tightly 

to his chest. What was in it? Behind him stood a heavyset man, 

wearing no jacket. His checkered suspenders strained against his 

girth, as out of place on this bus as the small beige hat perched on 

his head and the crimson ascot peeking out from behind his collar. 

What kind of business could he have in a place like Bnei Brak?

Yechiel felt suddenly lighter, watching the commuters and won-

dering about them. Yes, the trip had been a good idea, after all. Any 

bus ride in Eretz Yisrael provided plenty of opportunity for specula-

tion and distraction, and he felt a wave of appreciation for the latter.

Toward the end of the stream of passengers was an elderly man, 

wearing a long black frock and an up-hat, and Yechiel automati-

cally slid over to the window seat to make room for him. See? He 

wasn’t truly bad after all, he just had a tendency to find himself 

the cause of more trouble than yeshiva administrators were willing 

to handle and — he caught himself. No, going there wasn’t a good 

idea, not at all.

The older man was saying something to him. He shook his head, 

clearing the gloom from his mind.

“Sorry?”

The man smiled at him. “Where are you learning?” he repeated.

Oh. That question. Well, he wasn’t going to tell him he had just 

gotten expelled. “Yoshvei Yaabetz,” Yechiel blurted out. Was that a 

lie? He hoped not. It was the last place he had learned — probably 

it was okay to say that.

“And what are you learning?”

“Bava Basra.” That was the masechta (tractate) they had been 

learning before he left.

The man smiled. “And which sugya (topic)?”

Which sugya? He was supposed to remember what sugya they 

had been learning. He sifted through foggy memories, desperate to 
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come up with something. “Chardal,” was all he could come up with. 

It was a sugya, he had learned it once, and he was pretty sure it was 

in Bava Basra.

“Wonderful!” The old man’s smile grew wider, spreading across 

his cheeks. “So, what would you say is the disagreement between 

Rashi and Rabbeinu Tam there?”

“Well, Rashi held that if the mazik comes first it’s still giridilei, 

and Rabbeinu Tam held it’s not…” Yechiel answered a bit hesitantly, 

surprising himself. He actually remembered something, it seemed.

The man smiled and nodded. He asked another question and 

Yechiel answered, feeling the thrill of the ripple through his body as 

the discussion deepened. It had been so long since he had learned — 

really learned — and he had forgotten the exhilaration of learning 

with a really good chavrusa.

As they drove down Rabbi Akiva Street, the man leaned for-

ward and smiled at Yechiel. There was something in that smile that 

made Yechiel’s heart skip a beat. “I never introduced myself,” he 

said, shaking his head. “My name is Dovid Povarsky. If you ever 

decide that you want to come to Ponovitch,5 you have a place in my 

shiur (class).”

Shmuel stared at the phone in his hand.

“What is it?” Batya asked, coming up behind him. The tension in 

her voice floated before him, but he didn’t turn to look at her. “That 

was Yechiel, wasn’t it?”

Shmuel nodded.

“And? It sounded like he was pulling some joke on you.”

Shmuel kept staring at the phone. “I don’t know,” he whispered. 

“It’s just too … far-fetched to be true …”

“What is too far-fetched?”

5 Ponovitch is one of the most notable, reputable and difficult yeshivas in the 
world.
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He shook his head. “You know,” he said, finally turning to look 

at his wife. “He told me to call the office and ask them if I didn’t 

believe him. And that’s what I’m going to do. Can you bring me the 

phonebook?”

“Which office?” Batya asked, handing him the thick directory. 

She tapped her fingers on the table as he flipped briskly through the 

pages.

“Ponovitch,” he murmured as he punched the numbers into the 

phone.

“Ponovitch?”

“Yes, hello. I wanted to ask — do you have a Yechiel Holdermann 

registered there? What? You do? As of today? Thank you.” Shmuel 

hung up the phone and turned to his wife. “He was serious. I can’t 

believe it …”

Batya squinted at him. “Am I understanding this correctly, 

Shmuel? Yechiel has actually been accepted … at Ponovitch?”

He sighed, shook his head, and then smiled at her, feeling a 

bright ray of sunlight shoot through the window. “It seems so. Don’t 

ask me how … but it really does seem so.”

So, do you really know which child you should be davening for? 

Ask Shmuel Holdermann today and he’ll smile and stroke his now-

grey beard. Yes, they had davened for Yechiel, poured their hearts 

out, and their tefillos had truly been answered. Yechiel had stayed at 

Ponovitch, learned well and today he is a Rosh Yeshiva, bringing his 

parents more nachas than they ever dared to even hope for.

And what became of Asher, their budding talmid chacham? Yes, 

Shmuel is proud of both of his sons. Today, Asher is an askan, spend-

ing his days working hard on behalf of his fellow Jews.

Surprised? Shmuel will shrug his shoulders and tell you that’s 

just how it is; children don’t always take the path their parents and 

teachers predict. But, he often wonders, what if they had prayed for 
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Asher just as often as they had prayed for Yechiel? What if they had 

cried for him as well?

Of course, those are questions that have no answers in this world. 

But today, Shmuel will tell you that he wouldn’t be so quick to agree 

that you always know which child to daven for. 

Because, as he said before, he wonders.

First published in The Voice of Lakewood.
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SOS (Send Ora’s Soul Mate)
Devorah Samuel

The sound of my beloved! Behold, he is coming, skipping 

over the mountains, jumping over the hills.

(Song of Songs 2:8)

Ora’s (a pseudonym) latest shidduch came to an end after 

two meetings. Not that it’s tragic: she didn’t like him that 

much anyway … but it’s still sad that this time around, 

our prayers — and here I include the heartfelt murmurings of not 

just me and my husband, but of each of Ora’s nine siblings — didn’t 

end in a frothy white dress. Asking Hashem to send Ora her soul-

mate seems to have become a family project.

Tali, my four-year-old, is the most verbal about her expecta-

tions. One morning as we walked to her kindergarten, she asked, 

“Mommy, how do we pray with kavanah (intent)?”

I’ve been wondering about that one myself for the last forty 

years. Still, I plunged ahead. “Well, first we have to remember that 

we’re really talking to Hashem…” I began.

“My teacher says we have to sit with our legs under the chair and 

fold our arms,” she said, stopping to pick up a marble that some little 

boy had lost.

“Sure, that helps.”

“Well, I’ve been davening and davening so hard! When will Ora 

get married?” Tali stopped, lifted up her little palms and turned her 
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dark eyes heavenward, like she did at the end-of-year party when all 

the little girls acted out davening at the Kotel.

“Soon,” I said. “B’ezras Hashem.”

Chava, my eight-year-old, is a little more subtle. Yesterday, from 

her vantage point in the kitchen where I was putting the last touches 

to her ponytail, she saw Chaim approach the tzedaka box. As Chaim 

dropped in a shekel before racing out the door for a trip to the zoo, 

she yelled, “Don’t forget to daven for Ora to get married!”

I suddenly needed to rearrange the pile of library books on the 

bottom shelf of the bookcase. Surreptitiously, I moved closer to hear 

Chaim’s prayers. “Please, Hashem, help me sit right at the front be-

hind the driver; let me come home safely; send us Moshiach; and 

please, please send a chosson for Ora.”

“Soon,” I added.

Shimon, my yeshiva bochur, is a silent worker. Last week, I was 

spooning mashed potatoes onto his plate when he said, “I broke a ba-

sin in the yeshiva today. It fell right off the wall when I stood on it.”

The potatoes fell splat on his plate. “Why were you standing on 

the basin?”

“To see into the room next door.”

I pondered my reaction … after all, he had told me his deep, 

dark secret. I could have heard it from someone else (like the Rosh 

Yeshiva). 

“But I don’t know if I’ll have to pay. Lots of boys stood on the 

sink and it held them up. Maybe we should share the cost.”

I vaguely remembered my husband and Shimon once learning a 

Gemara that discusses something similar. Maybe that’s where the 

expression the straw that broke the camel’s back came from. I reached 

for the meatballs.

“Anyway, it was pretty embarrassing. The whole class was watch-

ing when I fell.”
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“Did you get hurt?”

“Not really.”

He paused. There was more coming, I could just sense it.

“I davened when I was on the floor.”

“Really?” I almost forgot about the sink.

“Yeah. I davened for Ora to get married. Tefillos when you get 

embarrassed like that are always answered.”

“Soon,” I added. Then, “What are you going to do about the 

basin?”

Shira, my sixteen-year-old, is consistent. I’d been wondering 

why, for the last three months, she’s been saying Shir Hashirim (Song 

of Songs) every night when she can barely keep her eyes open.

“For Ora’s chosson,” she said, when I lost my temper one night 

close to midnight because she still wasn’t in bed.

“Soon,” I said.

Miri, my seventeen-year-old, is by far the quietest. I’d noticed 

that she had been leaving the house extremely early on odd days 

during the last two weeks. I was irritated that her banging around 

had woken me a full ten minutes early. Particularly since Shira had 

kept me up so late.

“I need extra time for a project,” she muttered when I voiced my 

anger.

I spread a thick layer on cream cheese on two slices of bread. 

“Humph … when I was at school, I kept regular hours,” I muttered.

Then, last night, as we were waiting for a bus to the mall be-

cause Miri needed a new pair of boots that I didn’t want to buy 

despite the cut prices of end-of-season sales (I’m saving up for Ora’s 

sheva brochas outfits), Miri said, “I’ve been going to daven at the 

kever of the Rebbe of Zvhil in the mornings. It’s a segula to go on a 

Monday, Thursday, Monday. You can only ask for one thing and I 

asked Hashem to send Ora her chosson.”



SOS (Send Ora’s Soul Mate) w 159

“Soon,” I added. “B’ezras Hashem.”

With prayers like these, it can’t possibly take much longer. I 

think I hear the phone ringing ...

Reprinted from Mishpacha’s Family First  

magazine (April 23, 2014).
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SOS Sequel
Devorah Samuel

I am my beloved’s and my beloved is mine.

(Song of Songs 6:3)

The problem is that we don’t know anyone,” Ora said a few 

days after her last shidduch ended. “Shuli’s father is the rav 

of a shul; Rachel’s grandfather is on the board of directors of 

Yeshivas Masmidim; Dina’s sister-in-law’s uncle is a mashgiach (spir-

itual head of yeshiva) and flies all over the world meeting everyone. 

But we don’t know anyone!”

I plucked off the dead leaves from the geraniums in my window 

box. “Ummm …”

“It would be a lot easier if Tatty was at least a rebbe. Then he 

could ask all the boys in class about their older brothers.”

“Umm …”

“It would be even easier if he was a Rosh Yeshiva. Then he’d have 

a whole pool of boys to choose from and he wouldn’t even need to 

ask anyone about them.”

“Umm ...”

Ora grew pensive. Suddenly she said, “You know, Ma, the only 

One I can rely on is Hashem … I guess He’ll have to do it all for me …”

“Because we don’t know anyone!” I agreed, tossing the last dead 

leaf into the garbage.

That night, I leafed through my shidduch book. I called the 

“
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shadchanim that I liked. Next I called the shadchanim that I didn’t 

like, including the woman who had told me my daughter was too 

short and the one who said it wasn’t too late for orthodontics. Then 

I crawled into bed and had a panic attack. Waves of fear crashed 

around me. What if Ora’s still at home when her brother hit the mar-

ket? What if Ora’s still at home when he makes his first bris? The bar 

mitzvah, thirteen years later? And then I almost drowned in a sea of 

terror … What if she never gets married? 

The next day, I woke up late. I heard Ora putting together lunch-

es for the children and I realized that I, too, had better rely only on 

Hashem — my efforts were only making me ill.

Two days later, the Call came. Inquires went smoothly, and the 

first date was a success. When Shira saw Ora leaving for her second 

date, she said, “I’m going to fly to Rebbe Elimelech of Lizhensk. I’ll 

travel to the Yeshuos Moshe of Vishnitz.”

Ora straightened her collar in the mirror by the front door.

I thought of all the money Shira had saved up running a summer 

camp the previous year. I knew she was prepared to spend it on a 

trip.

Shira nodded. “Everyone who davens there gets answered,” she 

replied.

“The Rebbe of Zvhil is closer. A minute’s walk from the Central 

Bus Station in Jerusalem and I’ll pay your bus fare,” I said.

Ora sighed. “But if she goes, at least someone will be pulling 

strings for us in the right places,” she said.

On the way to her third shidduch, Ora called the parents of 

the preschoolers she teaches to remind them about their meetings 

with the Board of Education the next day. Last on her list was Aidel 

Monder’s mother.

“Can I speak to Mrs. Monder?” she asked the man who answered.

“Wrong number.” 
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Ora checked her list. The man confirmed she had dialed the 

number she had copied down.

“Look, I’m not Aidel’s father, but I am standing at the kever of 

the Rebbe of Lizhensk. Maybe it’s min Hashomayim (Heaven sent) 

that you’ve called. Do you need a yeshua (salvation)?”

“Well, actually …”

“For a shidduch?”

Right away, Ora called me to tell me what had happened. “We 

know Someone!” she yelled. “And He loves me so much that He’s 

sent a man to the kever of the Rebbe of Lizhensk to daven for me!”

“Coincidences like this happen,” a voice squeaked in the darkest 

corner of my mind over the next few days. It faded when Ora called 

to tell me that she was getting engaged. It stopped when I realized 

that the day of Ora’s last date was a day before the yahrzeit of the 

Rebbe of Lizhensk, 20 Adar, which this year fell on a Shabbos. 

I’m glad we know Someone after all.

Reprinted from Mishpacha’s Family First  

magazine (July 2, 2014). 
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Blessed Events
Laya Saul

Thus said Hashem, A voice is heard on high, wailing, 

bitter weeping, Rachel weeps for her children.

(Yirmiyahu 31:14)

Fifty years of marriage and my parents were very clear they 

did not want a party. “Those parties are for old people,” my 

mother told me. So my brother and I made a party-in-a-box. 

Since he had a family, and at thirty-five years old I was still sin-

gle, we decided that I would have the honor of delivering our gift 

from Los Angeles to Jerusalem. The blessing quilt, with squares 

from friends and family the world over, and the video we made of 

photos from our parents’ childhood through their fiftieth wedding 

anniversary, were nestled in golden Mylar strips and packed for the 

journey. I carried our party to Jerusalem to celebrate with a few of 

their friends there. 

Meanwhile, a friend of mine, who’d never been to Israel before, 

asked to meet me. We traveled around sightseeing and then my 

friend asked to see Beit Lechem (Bethlehem). Even though I’d been 

to Israel several times over the previous twenty years (It was 1992), 

that was one place I’d never seen. I agreed to go with her.

Thinking we had seen all we came to see, we got into a cab for 

the return trip to Jerusalem. Our Arab cab driver turned in his seat 

to face me and in his thick Arab accent asked if I was Jewish. I nod-
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ded. “There’s another place you must see.” He drove us to a small 

building and motioned for me to go inside. I had no idea where I was 

or why I was there. Inside there was something covered in velvet in 

the middle of the room. What was this place?

But wait! There’s a note on the wall next to the entrance on a 

small, white three-by-five index card. Someone took the time to 

slip that card into a typewriter and explain that this was where our 

mother Rachel is buried and that women come here to pray for a 

husband or children. I had been to Hebrew school so I had a basic 

idea of the story of Rachel and Leah, sisters who were both wives of 

the Patriarch Jacob. 

Among the scattered chairs, one lone woman sat rocking back 

and forth in deep concentration as she read from a small book. She 

knew how to pray. Me? I didn’t know how to pray. But still, what an 

opportunity.

I went to a corner of the room where I could kind of hide behind 

the velvet-covered monument. 

I whispered, “Rachel, it’s me, Laya. Do you think you could help 

me find a husband?”

I slipped quietly out of the building and returned to the taxi.

Then I returned to Los Angeles. At the time I was involved with 

volunteer work with some friends from graduate school. We were 

standing around the break room with a small group of the volun-

teers, including my former housemate and dear friend Gail who 

knew I had been exploring my Jewish roots. She had seen me light-

ing Shabbat candles. She called for my attention, “Hey, Laya, you 

should go out with this guy — he’s also Jewish.” I looked up. Funny, 

he didn’t look Jewish.

Within a year I was married to the man of my dreams. And I was 

pregnant! 

In 2003, our then family of four moved to Israel. Though it is no 
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longer a small building standing by itself, and our mother Rachel’s 

Tomb is now surrounded by huge concrete walls, we’ve had the mer-

it to return, so both my husband and I could express our heartfelt 

gratitude. 
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A Match Built on Chesed
Rachel Kaufman

Change what you cannot accept. Accept what you cannot change.

(Jewish proverb)

God controls every single event that happens in the world. 

We know that. Nowhere is it more obvious than in the 

world of shidduchim (matchmaking) where boys and girls, 

or men and women, meet and come to the momentous decision that 

they want to join together to build a new Jewish home and family. 

The following story began in 1981 when a family from London, 

Reb Yosef and Sara and their six children, made aliyah and settled in 

a suburb of Jerusalem. They moved into their apartment and made 

friends with their new neighbors. One of the neighbors, Leah a”h, 

mentioned that her cousin, Rabbi Yaakov Vizel, had just started a 

charity organization called Yad Eliezer, which provided monthly 

baskets of basic food commodities for families in Jerusalem who do 

not have enough money to buy food.

“Are there really families who don’t have enough money to buy 

food?” wondered Reb Yosef.

“Yes, unfortunately there are. I can arrange for you to meet my 

cousin and he will show you around.”

After Reb Yosef met Rabbi Vizel and saw first-hand what im-

portant work Yad Eliezer was doing, he gave a generous donation to 

the organization. Chesed number one.
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About a year later, Leah was talking on the phone one Motzaei 

Shabbat (Saturday night after Shabbat) to her cousin.

“This family from London, who moved into our building last 

year, has two daughters of marriageable age. Do you know any eligi-

ble yeshiva boys who might be suitable for them?”

“As it happens there is a bochur staying here right now, Just a 

minute while I check it out.” (Of course nothing just happens, ev-

erything is orchestrated from Above). 

Rav Vizel told Leah that the bochur’s name was Zvi; he came 

from Canada and was learning in Machon Lev. Once a month he 

joined a group of volunteers who packed the food baskets for Yad 

Eliezer, and he had become friendly with Rav Vizel who invited him 

for Shabbat. Chesed number two. He sometimes brought along his 

younger brother, Chaim. who was learning in a yeshiva for American 

bachurim.

It turned out that Zvi was the same age as the second daughter 

in Reb Yosef’s family, Miriam. The parents asked her older sister 

if she minded if they looked into a suggestion for Miriam, and she 

generously agreed with no hard feelings at all. Chesed number three.

After a few investigations, the shidduch was set up, and a few 

weeks later Zvi and Miriam announced their engagement!

A few years later, when Chaim became a madrich (counselor) 

in the yeshiva where he had learned, he arranged to bring his ba-

churim to Yad Eliezer once a month to help prepare the food baskets. 

Chesed number four.

The story has a sequel.

The years flew by for the new couple, filled, thank God, with 

children being born and all the accompanying demands on their 

time and energy. It was natural that they could not keep in touch 

with all of their previous friends. About fifteen years later, Zvi and 

Miriam were living in a town in southern Israel. During a casual 
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conversation with some friends, Miriam heard that Elazar K. had 

just celebrated the birth of twin daughters after being childless for 

about ten years. 

“Isn’t Elazar married to Rav Vizel’s daughter?” Miriam remarked 

to her husband. “Perhaps you should take the opportunity to phone 

Rav Vizel and wish him Mazel Tov.” Chesed number five.

Zvi did just that. After graciously accepting the mazel tov, Rav 

Vizel remembered Zvi’s younger brother Chaim and began asking 

Zvi what he is doing nowadays.

“He’s working for an organization that helps terror victims.”

“Please give me his phone number. Unfortunately I have a friend 

whose son was injured in a terror attack in downtown Jerusalem. 

Maybe he can help him.”

Rav Vizel phoned Chaim. Chaim told him, “I personally cannot 

help your friend, but he should contact the organization to ask if 

they can help. Anyway,” Chaim added, “I’m leaving this job soon.”

“What are you going to do?” Rav Vizel inquired.

“I don’t know yet, I’m looking around.”

Rav Vizel asked Chaim a few more questions and then told him 

to phone his son who “just happened” to be looking for a responsi-

ble and experienced candidate to join the managerial team at Yad 

Eliezer, which by that time had expanded considerably. He felt that 

Chaim could fit the job well. Baruch Hashem, this “shidduch” also 

worked out and Chaim subsequently became one of the managers of 

Yad Eliezer where he still works to this day.

Chesed number …, well I lost count but we can clearly see how 

chesed leads to chesed leads to chesed …

Donations to Yad Eliezer can be made here:

https://www.yadeliezer.org/
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An Arm and a Leg 
 and a Couple of Hearts

As heard from Bella Hiefetz

Rav Yehuda taught that forty days before a male child is conceived, a 

voice from heaven announces whose daughter he is going to marry.

(Talmud)

Purim, 1985

Asaf Hiefetz had the Purim seudah with his parents like 

everyone else. Asaf was at the time serving his second tour 

of duty in the IDF in his hesder unit. (Hesder is a five-year pro-

gram combining army service with learning in a yeshiva). He was 

stationed in Lebanon. A few days after Purim, he was shot in the 

arm and the leg. The bullet to his leg went in and out but the one 

to his arm shattered his elbow. He remained in Rambam hospital in 

Haifa where he convalesced.

A few days before Chanukah 1987

On a Thursday evening, Bella Shreiff, 23, was coming back from 

Machane Yehudah market in Jerusalem, where she had gone after 

work, carrying a bag of tomatoes. She wasn’t looking so she didn’t see 

a bus rounding a corner and coming right at her. The driver wasn’t 

looking apparently either because the bus hit her. She fell under the 

bus between the wheels after a wheel had run over her upper right 

leg detaching the skin. She couldn’t move. The bus driver jumped 
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out, a crowd gathered and an ambulance whisked her to Shaarei 

Tzedek hospital. Bella also had a broken hip but that wasn’t the ma-

jor problem. Bella had to stay in the hospital for two months for her 

leg to heal and then undergo another two months of rehabilitation. 

Pre-Lag BaOmer 1989

Bella’s Aunt Yaffa lived in Jerusalem and would host Torah 

classes for women. Asaf’s mother, Tovah, was a learned and erudite 

speaker. Yaffa invited Tovah to give a class at her house and the two 

women got to talking, as women do. Yaffa told her about Bella’s bus 

accident and Tovah told Yaffa about her son’s army injuries. Since 

both young people had suffered orthopedic trauma, they thought, 

maybe it could be a match.

Bella and Asaf met for the first time the day after Lag BaOmer.

That Chanukah they stood together under the chuppah.
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A Harvest from t he Family Tree
Paula R  Steen

Our family are like branches on a tree. We all grow in 

different directions yet our roots remain as one.

(Anonymous)

When Nancy’s email arrived one evening, my husband, 

Frank, and I were too excited about our oldest son’s 

upcoming engagement to pay attention to her request.

“Why does your cousin want to know about your grandfather’s 

other relatives?” Frank asked. We were sitting in our small study. 

Frank was eyeing three computer screens. As director of computer 

services for a large Boston-area university, Frank was keeping an eye 

on his work email on one computer, writing a budget report for work 

on the second and glancing every now and then at the Red Sox scores 

on the third.

“She discovered that my grandfather had lots of first cousins who 

settled north of Boston ninety years ago and worked in the mills,” 

I told him. “She’s doing a genealogy of the family. Since she lives 

in California and we are here in Boston, she wants me to contact a 

whole bunch of people she’s discovered who live around here to get 

information for the family tree.”

“Do you have any time for that?” Frank asked. “Aren’t we a little 

more focused on the future now, not the past?”

We forgot about Nancy’s request as we discussed plans for Zev’s 
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engagement. As ba’alei teshuva (returnees to Judaism), we were nov-

ices to the frum wedding world. I put in a call to Sarah, an FFB ( frum 

from birth) friend who had already married off a son and a daughter.

Frank didn’t seem to be paying much attention to my phone con-

versation as I grilled Sarah for information about what was expected 

of us.

“So once they get engaged,” I asked, “what happens then? A 

L’Chaim? Oh, like a reception? But the girl’s family handles it? Then 

what does the boy’s family have to take care of next? Oh, yeah, an 

engagement ring.”

“What does he have to buy that for?” Frank spoke over his shoul-

der, his eyes still on his budget spreadsheet — and the Red Sox 

scores. “I didn’t give you an engagement ring.”

“We got engaged in the seventies, Frank. People weren’t so into 

those things then.”

“Well, what does it cost?” he asked.

I turned back to the receiver. “Sarah, is there an amount you’re 

supposed to spend? Wow! Four thousand to five thousand dollars?”

“What!” Frank swung around in his chair to face me. Five thou-

sand dollars for a piece of glass!” He thought a moment. “If it were a 

computer, I could understand it.”

A few weeks later, Nancy sent another urgent email message: “I 

need birthdates and places for the family tree. Can you look up these 

names? They all live in Massachusetts.”

The last thing I was interested in doing was phoning strangers 

to say I was a distant relative asking for their personal information. 

Besides, at this point Zev was engaged and Frank and I were plan-

ning the wedding. 

Zev, happy with his new chossen status and busy with his yeshi-

va studies, just wanted me to make it happen. Frank was ready to 

help but wanted regular budget reports. I explained the situation to 
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Nancy. She wanted the name of the bride, her place and date of birth 

and the same information for her parents, siblings and other relatives 

to add to the family tree. 

Frank couldn’t understand her obsession. “What does she expect 

to get out of all this historical research?”

I wondered about that myself.

A few weeks later, Nancy sent me the results of her years of re-

search: a twelve-page booklet listing close to six hundred relatives 

of my father back to my great-great-grandfather. I was blown away 

by that number and took a break from wedding planning to glance 

through it.

Growing up, my father’s whole family had consisted of his broth-

ers and sisters. Nancy found out that the pogroms and the Holocaust 

had scattered other relatives from the shtetl (village) of Korets, in 

what is now the Ukraine, all over the world. Somehow, many of 

them had landed in Massachusetts. As I glanced through Nancy’s 

booklet, I saw my cousins, aunts, uncles, as well as relatives I had 

never known existed. 

Just looking at the names in the family tree was a sociological 

revelation. The oldest generation had first names like Lazar, Basha, 

Chaim, Gershon. The first generation born in America had names 

like Rebecca, Hyman, Nathan, Esther. Then came the next genera-

tion with names like Allen, Jeremy, Alison, Amanda. But those were 

followed by Nicholas, Christine, Katrina. My family was submerging 

in the American “melting pot”. 

Then another family in the list caught my eye. It was a genera-

tion younger than mine, but the father’s name was Mordechai and 

his children had names like Malka and Shlomo. I asked Nancy who 

they were.

“Oh, he’s an American, but he lives in Jerusalem,” she told me. “I 

got in touch with him through one of the genealogical sites. It was a 
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real coup for us to connect his family and ours. Our great-great-grand-

father was the brother of his great-great-great-grandfather.”

A little confused about all those “greats,” I said, “My younger 

son, Dan, is studying in Israel. Maybe he can visit them there.”

Nancy was happy to give me Mordechai’s email address. She 

wanted Dan to ask a bunch of additional questions if and when he 

met Mordechai. 

“I don’t know if Dan will be interested in doing genealogical 

work, but I’m pretty sure he would be happy to meet a relative.”

I crafted a carefully-worded email to Mordechai. I knew that 

there was some tension between religious and secular Jews in Israel 

and I wasn’t sure where he stood on the spectrum. I told him I had 

gotten his contact information from Nancy. I mentioned the yeshiva 

at which Dan was studying and asked if he would like to meet my 

son.

Mordechai’s reply was quick: “It’s wonderful to know that there 

is another frum family in our family tree!”

Dan went into Jerusalem for Shabbos and had a wonderful time 

meeting “family,” though he didn’t get much “research” done. The 

amazing news was that Mordechai had grown up in Boston and his 

parents still lived less than a mile from Frank and me. We called and 

invited them over. 

Nancy was thrilled when I told her about this. She gave me a 

list of things she needed to know, from Mordechai’s grandmother’s 

maiden name to the location where that grandmother’s first husband 

was buried. Much to Nancy’s disappointment, though, Mordechai’s 

parents were more interested in talking about their grandchildren, 

rather than their grandparents. But Frank and I enjoyed the visit.

Plans for Zev’s wedding were proceeding. The ceremony took 

place in the fall. Dan was back from yeshiva by then. When friends in 

Boston made one of the sheva brochos, I invited Mordechai’s parents.
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After the sheva brochos, life returned to normal. Work, the fam-

ily, Shabbos, kept us busy and happy. Nancy continued to ask for 

help with the family tree. It seemed rude to keep putting her off, so 

I agreed to attend an annual “family reunion” held by some of the 

distant relatives in western Massachusetts. Frank thought it was a 

waste of a good Sunday.

Nancy flew in from California to attend with me. She carried a 

notebook with her and pursued reluctant memories in an effort to 

fill in the missing links in her genealogical table. I’m afraid I spent 

most of the time getting acquainted with people rather than collect-

ing data. 

As time passed, I occasionally emailed Mordechai in Israel and 

tried to stay in touch with his parents. After all, they were my rela-

tives, even though it’s hard to feel that about people you didn’t grow 

up with.

A couple of years after Zev’s wedding, Mordechai surprised us. 

“I have a shidduch suggestion for Dan,” he wrote. “My parents were 

impressed when they met him at Zev’s sheva brochos. They would 

like to suggest he meet my niece, Liba, their eldest granddaughter.” 

I asked Dan if he wanted to go out with Liba. They met, and the 

following fall, Dan married her, his newly discovered fifth cousin! 

Who would have thought that Nancy’s obsession with the family 

tree would give us another frum daughter-in-law?

Nancy was overjoyed with the result. She already had the data 

for both families. The marriage meant she got to create a new branch 

on the tree. She didn’t realize that she was also an agent in the pro-

cess of Hashgacha Pratis.

One evening, not long after Dan’s wedding, I walked into the 

study to find Frank, as usual, working on his computers. One screen 

showed his work email. The second showed another budget spread-

sheet. It was the third that drew my attention.
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“What’s that?” I asked.

 “It’s my family’s genealogy chart.”

“Your father’s cousin gave you those papers years ago,” I said. 

“They must have been lying around for a decade. You suddenly de-

cided to computerize them?”

“Well,” he replied, “You never know where things can lead, and 

you never know what’s meant to be.”



177

Parnassah  
from Above
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T he Best Policy
Manuel Sand

Life isn’t about finding yourself. Life is about creating yourself.

(George Bernard Shaw)

Alex Brown (a pseudonym) was a good friend of mine. He 

was five foot three and if someone was good looking, he 

wasn’t it. And if that wasn’t enough, he had a nasal voice 

and spoke with a snort.

Alex was drafted into World War II but before he was able to 

serve, the war ended. So Alex was discharged and needed to start 

looking for a job. He looks in the paper and sees an ad for an insur-

ance agent and thinks, “Why not?” He has several friends who are 

successful insurance agents so he goes to the office. Obviously, the 

manager doesn’t think he’s the best guy for the job and tells him so.

Two weeks later, he sees the same ad and goes back to the same 

office. He says to the manager, “Look, I know I can do this type of 

work.” The manager disagrees and rejects him again.

Another week, the same ad and Alex goes back to the office 

again. He just won’t let go. He tells the manager, “Look you don’t 

pay salaries anyways, just commission. What have you got to lose?”

While he’s there he hears someone telling someone else that as 

an agent he has to sell a minimum of one policy a week. So Alex 

gets an idea. He says to the manager, “You let me work here and the 

week I don’t sell an insurance policy, you can fire me.” The manager 
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realizes this is an offer he can’t refuse so he agrees.

Not only did Alex sell a policy a week, he became one of the 

most successful insurance agents they’d ever seen. What’s more, he 

became a tax expert and a public speaker for insurance companies 

and businesses. He also eventually brought his son and daughter into 

the insurance business as well.

He died at the age of 95, more successful than anyone could have 

imagined. 

Except him, of course.
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Speaking Words of Wisdom
Rabbi Chaim Goldberger

Try to see it my way.

Only time will tell if I am right or I am wrong.

(John Lennon and Paul McCartney)

Lenny Solomon is the creator of Shlock Rock, the uplifting 

positive-Jewish-message rock-and-roll band. Over the course 

of some thirty years, the band has produced numerous re-

cordings and played in countless concert venues, always bringing a 

contemporary, with-it sound to our timeless Jewish themes, bridg-

ing the gap between tradition and today’s cultural scene. 

His magnum opus was to be a brilliant work called Shabbos in 

Liverpool, an adaptation of the traditional Friday night Kabbalat 

Shabbat (Welcoming the Sabbath) liturgy set to Beatles’ tunes. I had 

been eagerly awaiting the release of the album from the moment I 

heard a sampling of the tracks, but months turned into years with-

out a word about the project. Five years later, I ran into Lenny and 

asked him about the record.

“God doesn’t want me to produce it, it seems,” Lenny lamented. 

“Musically, I have everything ready to go, but I can’t get copyright 

clearance from Sir Paul McCartney and his attorneys. My project is 

dead in the water.”

I expressed my opinion that it might not be God holding up the 

project as much as Lenny. “You have a project you wish to do to 
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benefit the Jewish people, and you have significant needs associated 

with it. Have you tried the Six Steps of Bitachon (Faith)?” Lenny 

proved himself a quick and diligent student. I insisted, as I always 

do, that he start slow, using bitachon for small needs at first. After 

four or five successful experiences, I felt he was ready for the Big 

One: Using the Six Steps of Bitachon to obtain the legal clearances 

he needed to produce Shabbos in Liverpool. 

We hunkered down for what turned out to be an hour-and-a-half 

session hammering out the hishtadlut requirements for this grand 

undertaking. It included crafting letters, contacting music industry 

lawyers, and even visiting Sir Paul’s Jewish daughter at her fashion 

store in Manhattan. By the time our planning was done at the end of 

the night, Lenny had the complete serenity and tranquility he need-

ed to access God’s Providence. I also assured him that it was not his 

job to worry about how the permission to release the project would 

occur, that this was God’s department!

Lenny knew with inner certainty that fulfilling his hishtadlut 

obligation would be met with God’s positive response to the need he 

was presenting. He was right. Shortly after completing his hishtadlut 

(Stella McCartney wasn’t in), Lenny’s licensing company in Israel 

informed him that the law had been changed, and he was no longer 

required to obtain the clearances he once needed. 

Nine months after our initial conversation, I downloaded Shabbos 

in Liverpool.

Three months after the law changed, allowing Lenny to release 

his album, the law changed back again.
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From  
T his World  

to t he Next



184

T he I  of  t he Storm
As related by Rabbi David Ashear  

and Rabbi Paysach J  Krohn

I saw and behold! There was a stormy wind coming from the north.

(Yechezkel 1:4)

A blizzard in New York City can wreak havoc in many ways 

and so it was no surprise that the garbage collection in 

Queens was backed up for a long time. One night, at 2:00 

a.m., Rabbi Kalman Epstein heard the garbage truck in front of his 

house. He happened to have one more bag full of garbage in the 

kitchen and decided to bring it out. He handed the bag to the san-

itation worker and said thank you. The worker, who we’ll call Joe, 

asked him if he was a rabbi.

“Yes,” he responded. “How can I help you?” 

Joe said that although he does not practice it, he is Jewish. His 

mother passed away a few hours before, and she had always said that 

she wanted a Jewish burial, but he knew that his siblings wanted to 

cremate the body. He said, “Nobody in my family even knows yet. 

What should I do?” 

Rabbi Epstein told him to make arrangements for the funeral 

for the next morning and have everything set up for a Jewish burial, 

and only then tell the siblings about the death and the information 

regarding the funeral. Joe thanked the rabbi for his advice and kept 

the rabbi’s phone number in case he needed more help.
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The next day, Joe called the rabbi and said, “Thank you. It looks 

like the plan is going to work. I told my siblings and nobody had any 

resistance. The funeral is scheduled to begin in one hour. Now that 

you are my rabbi, would you please speak there?” Rabbi Epstein 

agreed. He spoke at the funeral about the Gemara that says, “The 

path that a person wants to take, Hashem will give him Heavenly 

assistance in.” He said, “This woman really wanted a Jewish burial 

and Hashem arranged for it to happen.”

A few days later, Rabbi Epstein heard the garbage truck once 

again in front of his house, but this time at the regular morning 

pick-up. He went outside to say hello to his friend Joe, but there was 

a different sanitation worker there. The rabbi asked him where Joe 

was. 

The man responded, “He doesn’t do this run. He works far away 

from here.”

The rabbi asked, “But he was here last week at 2:00 a.m.”

The man told him, “That was because of the blizzard. We all 

helped out, taking different routes because of the back-up.”

At that moment, Rabbi Epstein realized the extent of Hashem’s 

help in this story. Not only did Hashem make him decide to go out 

of his house in the middle of the night for one bag of garbage, but 

it happened to be exactly at the time Joe’s mother passed away and 

exactly when Joe was given this alternate route to take. Hashem 

even changed the laws of nature (well, a snowstorm in New York 

isn’t actually that unnatural). This was all to help this woman get 

what she truly wanted. Whatever area a person wants to excel in, 

Hashem is available to help him. We just need a true desire and to 

be willing to do our part.

Rabbi Paysach J. Krohn adds an important detail. Joe had 

told Rabbi Epstein that though his mother wasn’t religious she 

did light Shabbos candles. When Rabbi Krohn told the story to 
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his Rebbe, Rabbi Dovid Cohen, Rabbi Cohen answered, “She 

was saved from the fire of cremation in the merit of her lighting 

Shabbos candles.”
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No Blood on T heir Hands
Rabbi Elchonon Zohn

For the soul of the flesh is in the blood.

(Vayikra 17:11)

A young man was killed in a car crash by a drunk driver. He 

was buried, but a few months later a very close friend of his 

had a dream in which the young man appeared and asked 

him to bury his blood. The friend didn’t understand the request and 

ignored it. Again, the deceased man appeared in a dream and said to 

his close friend with a sad face, “I asked you one favor, to please bury 

my blood. Why aren’t you doing it?” The startled friend called a Rav 

and asked him whether there is anything about the need to bury the 

blood of an accident victim. The Rav called me. 

I suggested contacting the medical examiner and the sheriff to 

see whether the car, which had been impounded for evidence, as 

this had been classified as a homicide, had been released. When 

they tracked down the car, they discovered that it was slated to be 

crushed the very next day. They asked them to hold off and the 

friend and another young man went to have a look at the car. With 

bottles of hydrogen peroxide and wads of cotton they were able to 

remove all the blood from the car and what was embedded in the 

upholstery. They handed it all to the Chevra Kadisha who buried it. 

The dreams stopped. The young man was now at peace.

Rabbi Zohn is the Founder and Director of NASCK 

(National Association of Chevra Kadisha) in New York.



188

Family Plot
Rabbi Elchonon Zohn

One should not bury an evil person near a tzaddik, nor 

even a very wicked person near a mildly wicked person, nor 

a good person near an outstandingly pious individual.

(Talmud)

A man passed away. He had a family plot — graves for him and 

his wife. The wife told her children that she didn’t want to 

be buried in Dad’s family plot; she wanted to be buried near 

her parents. So the son went to the cemetery where her parents were 

buried to make arrangements. The head of the cemetery said the plots 

near his grandmother were already taken. He went to have a look 

and he saw that they were actually empty. The head of the cemetery 

looked up the plots and found that the people who had bought the 

plots long ago had been buried in another cemetery. So he agreed to 

sell the woman’s son the plot but he’d have to buy both empty plots. 

He didn’t have a choice; he bought them both.

A few months later his mother’s sister died. She had an only 

child living in Korea. He called and said, “My mom died and we’re 

having her cremated.” The nephew told his cousin, “No, don’t do 

that! We have a grave for her; it’s all paid for and I’ll pay for the buri-

al and your trip from Korea.” That was an offer he couldn’t refuse. 

So they had the woman brought to the cemetery and her son flown 

in from Korea. But when they opened the grave to bury her, they 
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found a baby inside who had been buried a hundred years ago and 

the monument had somehow slipped into the grave and been buried 

with it. So instead, they found a plot nearby and buried her there.

Look at the amazing chain of providence! If the woman’s sister 

hadn’t asked to be buried near her parents and the son hadn’t bought 

both graves, the woman would have been cremated. However, be-

cause she wasn’t religious, she couldn’t be buried in a shomer Shabbat 

(Sabbath observant) part of the cemetery, so there was someone al-

ready buried in the plot.
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A Text in t he Nick of Time
As told to Chaya Silber

All of Israel are responsible for one another. 

(Talmud)

I’m so sorry for bothering you at this hour, but it’s an emergency,” 

said the voice on the other line. It was a couple of days before 

Rosh Hashanah, well past midnight.

“That’s okay,” Mrs. Simi Neiman, CEO of See Me Travel, re-

sponded. In her line of work, she was used to emergencies. Although 

it was already late, the phone had been ringing all evening. Last-

minute travel changes, canceled flights,a snarl of traffic near the air-

port — there were many reasons her clients needed to book a new 

flight at the eleventh hour.

“How may I help you?”

The caller introduced himself as Rabbi Avrohom Loketch of 

Meor, a program for young college students in the Boston area, who 

used Mrs. Neiman to book flights for his students studying in Israel. 

“It’s about Jared, one of my beloved talmidim (students),” he said. 

“He’s in Israel now. He needs to get to Gainesville, Florida, ASAP. 

His father had a stroke.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Mrs. Neiman responded. “Let me 

prepare his ticket right now.” She booted up her computer, opening 

to several popular travel sites. “Let’s see. I can get him on EL AL at 

10:00, but someone has to wake up him and get him to the airport 

“
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within the hour. Think you can do that?”

“I’ll try,” said Rabbi Loketch. “Book the ticket please, first class. 

I don’t know if his father will make it another twenty-four hours.”

And so began a mad scramble to awaken a sleeping yeshiva boy, 

in the dead of night, and get him to the airport so he could see his 

beloved father during his final hours in this world.

In the meantime, Mrs. Neiman worked on the connecting flight 

from JFK to Atlanta and then to Gainesville, where the family, orig-

inally from Boca, was staying due to Hurricane Irene. There were 

no direct flights to Gainesville, but the Atlanta-Gainesville connec-

tion was very tight. There was a chance Jared might miss it and be 

stranded in Atlanta. Mrs. Neiman tried every possible configuration 

before settling on a flight that would probably work and then went 

to bed. 

“I had no idea whether Jared woke up in time for the flight, or 

whether he would catch the connecting flight,” Mrs. Neiman re-

called. “The next morning I texted Rabbi Loketch, asking him what 

was happening. He said Jared was on the plane and expected to land 

that afternoon. The next day I texted for a follow-up report, and he 

confirmed that Jared had made it to Gainesville.”

End of story. The travel agent had done her job and put it out of 

her mind.

But Simi Neiman isn’t just an ordinary travel agent; she cares 

about her clients and their crises. And so, on the Fast of Gedalia (the 

day after Rosh Hashanah), she sent Rabbi Loketch an email asking, 

“By the way, what happened with Jared? How is his father doing?”

“Jared’s father just passed,” Rabbi Loketch replied. 

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Simi wrote. “I’m glad he was able to 

be at his father’s side.”

It was this part of the business — helping a beloved child spend 

time with his dying father — that gave Simi the most satisfaction. 
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But it was only during the first days of Sukkos, which Simi spent 

with her daughter and son-in-law in Boston, that she learned the 

rest of the story.

“I went to shul on the first day of Sukkos, and after davening I 

met Rabbi Loketch. As soon as he saw me he said, ‘Mrs. Neiman! 

I’m so glad I met you! Do I have a story for you!’

‘Story? What story?’

‘It’s about Jared. The boy you booked tickets for. You have no 

idea how much that email you sent me meant, and what it accom-

plished. Thanks to you, a Jewish man was brought to kever Yisroel (a 

Jewish burial).’”

He proceeded to tell Simi the remarkable story of Jared’s father’s 

final moments. 

Jared Winder is one of my closest talmidim, a wonderful young 

man who became a ba’al teshuva several years ago, yet still main-

tained a close relationship with his parents. I’d been involved 

with Jared from his days at Boston University, and sent him on a 

life-changing trip to Eretz Yisroel. Jared, an only son with one sister, 

has been learning in Machon Yaakov in Har Nof for a number of 

years. I was in frequent contact with Jared, and tried to be available 

to answer any questions or deal with any issues he might have.

It was late in the evening, around 10:00 p.m., and I was in an 

apartment in Boston, about to teach a class of young men from 

Venezuela. All of a sudden, my phone pinged an incoming text. “I 

need to speak to you. Marla Winder.” It was Jason’s mother, who, 

though she had my number, almost never contacted me. I quick-

ly texted back, “I’ll try to call you tomorrow.” Then I shut off my 

phone and started the class.

An hour and change later, when the class was over, I turned on 

my phone and read her response, “Please call me right away. It’s 

urgent.”
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As soon as I left the classroom, I called Mrs. Winder, who picked 

up immediately. She sounded frantic and distressed. “It’s Jack,” 

she said, referring to her fifty-eight-year-old husband. “We’re in 

Gainesville now, because of the Hurricane. We were sitting in the 

theater when he suddenly collapsed. They rushed him to the hospi-

tal, and the doctors said he had a massive stroke. They don’t know if 

he’s going to make it,” she said, between sobs.

I wrote down her husband’s Hebrew name and promised to dav-

en for him. Marla was distraught, as Jack had been in perfect health. 

Her daughter Sue, Jared’s older sister, and her sister-in-law were also 

standing vigil at his bedside.

“Have you called Jared?” I asked.

“Jared? I can’t wake him now. It’s the middle of the night.”

“But he needs to come home. He needs to be with his father. Do 

you want me to arrange it?” 

Marla was so distraught, she hadn’t thought about Jared. Now 

she agreed that he needs to come home right away, and asked me to 

arrange the flight. I quickly called Mrs. Neiman, who came through, 

as she always did, despite the late hour.

Now I had to wake up Jared, who was sleeping soundly. I called 

his cell phone again and again, but there was no response. His flight 

was leaving in a bit more than three hours, and he had no idea that 

he needed to head home. I quickly called another student, who was 

learning in the same yeshiva, apologized for waking him, and asked 

him to tell Jared to call me ASAP. A few minutes later, a very tired 

Jared was on the line.

“Jared, I’m so sorry, but you need to come home.”

“Home? It’s the middle of the night!”

“Your father had a stroke. The doctors don’t know if he’ll make 

it. Your flight is leaving at 10:00 a.m. Get dressed and leave for the 

airport right away.”
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Jared caught his flight, and was able to make the connecting 

flight to Atlanta. We had a bit of trouble with the timing of the 

flight to Gainesville, but with a lot of tefillos and siyata d’Shmaya, 

he made the connection in the end. Marla kept updating me about 

her husband — his pressure was going down, the doctors said he 

wouldn’t make it through the night. “I’m afraid Jared will come too 

late,” she said.

“Talk to your husband. Tell him Jared is coming, ask him to hold 

on,” I advised her. “He understands everything you’re saying, even if 

he can’t respond.”

I spoke with her a few more times, and each time Jack was bare-

ly holding on, only moments before death, or so it seemed. He was 

told that his beloved son was on his way, which made his pressure 

stabilize somewhat.

Once on the last leg of his flight, Jared realized he had a prob-

lem — in his mad rush to leave he had brought no cash with him, 

and had no way of getting from the airport to the hospital.

The woman sitting next to Jared noticed that he was very up-

set, and asked what was wrong. When Jared told her about his pre-

dicament, she generously gave him twenty dollars — just enough 

for a cab from the airport to the hospital. Jared’s flight landed in 

Gainesville Airport on Tuesday night, the evening before Rosh 

Hashanah. He immediately called his Mom, whom he hadn’t been 

able to reach before he boarded the plane.

“Mom, it’s me, Jared,” he said. “How’s Dad?”

“He’s still alive, but barely,” she replied, her voice shaking. “How 

soon can you get here?”

“I’m hailing a cab, Mom,” said the distraught son. “I’ll be there 

soon.”

Jared burst into the ICU, exhausted and disheveled. Fortunately, 

his father was still alive, though comatose and attached to life sup-
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port. He bent over his father and whispered in his ear. “Dad, it’s me, 

Jared. I’m here.”

He squeezed his father’s hand and the machines went haywire. 

The nurses rushed into the room. “His pressure is going up!” they 

said. “That’s a good sign. Keep talking to him.”

Jared spent the next few hours at his father’s bedside, holding his 

hand and whispering prayers. I had told him to talk to his father, to 

say Tehillim and vidui (the confessional prayer said before death) and 

sing songs. This was his priceless opportunity to spend time with his 

father, to prepare his transition from this world to the Next World.

Early the following morning, on Erev Rosh Hashanah, new test-

ing was done. The doctors called the family in for a consultation.

“According to the test results, Jack is brain dead,” said the doc-

tors. “This means he is clinically dead according to the State of 

Florida. Keeping him attached to the machinery will only prolong 

his suffering. We are going to remove the machinery that is artifi-

cially keeping him alive.”

The family listened and nodded somberly. They were used 

to following the doctor’s instructions, and didn’t dream they had 

any options. When they had left Jared called to apprise me of the 

developments.

“We don’t pull the plug in Judaism,” I told Jared. “As long as 

there’s a pulse, your father is alive.”

Jared hurriedly consulted with his mother and aunt, who were 

maintaining a vigil around his father’s bedside, but they didn’t have 

the strength, nor the conviction, to argue with the doctor. 

“If you’re going to let them pull the plug, do me one favor,” I 

argued. “Tomorrow is Rosh Hashanah, one of the holiest days of the 

year. Ask the doctors to wait until after the holiday to end his life.”

With much trepidation, Jared approached the doctors with what 

his family thought was a brazen request. To his surprise, the doctors 
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were receptive. “To be honest, he’s in such bad shape, we don’t think 

he’ll make it through the holiday. But if you insist, we’re willing to 

wait until Sunday.”

I told Jared this was a golden opportunity to spend one last Yom 

Tov with his father, to prepare his neshama for its journey to the 

Next World. I coached him in how to daven with his father, urging 

him to remember that although the doctors considered him a dead 

man, he was very much alive.

After I put down the phone, I called the Chabad shaliach (repre-

sentative) in Gainesville, Rabbi Berel Goldman, and told him what 

was happening. This incredible shaliach, who was preparing a Rosh 

Hashanah meal for 400 guests, packed up a few bags of food and 

dropped them off at the hospital on Erev Yom Tov. 

Marla called me, all choked up. “I can’t thank you enough, Rabbi. 

They sent enough food for an army! We got apples and honey, meat, 

soup, potato pancakes, and even those special fruits you eat on Rosh 

Hashanah.”

Marla told me the rabbi would send his son to blow the shofar 

in the ICU for the family members gathered around their dying fa-

ther’s bed.

It was then that she dropped the bombshell. “Rabbi, I want you 

to know that they’re going to pull the plug on Sunday, and we’ll have 

a funeral a few days later. I want you to come and officiate at the 

funeral. It will be a cremation.”

“W…what did you say?” I was stunned.

“Jack and I always wanted a cremation. It’s much cleaner and 

better for the atmosphere. What do we need a gravesite for? This is 

the best way to go.”

“Marla, with all due respect, Jack is Jewish. We Jews don’t do 

cremation. It disturbs the soul’s eternal rest.”

The distraught woman began to argue with me, but it wasn’t the 
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time to continue the conversation. I urged her to reconsider and said 

we’d talk after the holiday. All through Rosh Hashanah I thought of 

Jared and how he was holding up. I was very proud of my student, 

but felt sorry that he had to deal with such a complicated situation. 

He was far too young and vulnerable to fight with the doctors, and 

with his own mother about his father’s burial plans.

Despite the doctor’s dire predictions, Jack didn’t pass on during 

Yom Tov. Instead, Marla and the children got to spend three days 

with their beloved husband and father. Jared davened with his fa-

ther, they heard the shofar, and ate a festive Yom Tov meal each day. 

I don’t think they ever celebrated such a meaningful Rosh Hashanah 

in their lives.

On Sunday morning, as scheduled, the doctors removed Jack 

from life support. He passed on within minutes.

I flew to Gainesville to be with the family, and try to convince 

them not to desecrate their father’s memory in such a horrible way. 

Like many people, Marla had the wrong impression about crema-

tion, considering it a beautiful, clean way to die. She had no idea 

how dehumanizing and brutal cremation actually is, and how the 

remains that survive the fire are horribly desecrated.

I tried to convince the grieving widow, but she was adamant — 

she’d already paid for the cremation, which was her husband’s wish.

“Why do you care if my husband is buried?” she challenged me.

“Because Jack is like my brother,” I replied. “Actually, he is my 

brother. All Jews are sisters and brothers. We care about each other.”

“I’m not sure that’s true,” she responded stubbornly. “You’re a 

nice man and you care about Jared. But most Jews don’t care.”

At that moment, as I was searching for a way to convince her, 

my cell phone buzzed, with a text from none other than Mrs. Simi 

Neiman of See Me Travels. Her text was short and to the point. “By 

the way, what happened with Jared? How is his father doing?”
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I suddenly had a Eureka! moment. I picked up my phone and 

showed it to Marla.

“Do you see this?” I said. “This is a text I just got from the travel 

agent who arranged Jared’s ticket. She has no idea who Jared is, she 

never met him, but she cares about him and what happened.”

Marla was so moved by the text, which came just at the right 

moment, as if to affirm what I had told her — all Jews care about 

one another.

“If you say that cremation is so terrible, I don’t mind if you bury 

my husband. But I don’t want to pay a fortune.”

“How much are you willing to pay?” I asked.

“Up to ten thousand dollars.”

“Consider it done.” I bought a plot for seventeen thousand dol-

lars, and paid for the rest with my credit card.

On Tuesday morning, I officiated at the funeral, which took 

place in North Miami Beach, not far from where the family lived. 

The taharah was done by the local chevra kadisha, and Jack was 

buried according to Halacha (Jewish law), while his son, Jared, said 

Kaddish (the mourner’s prayer). I spoke about Jack’s love for his 

family, the special bond he shared with his son, and his uplifting 

final days.

As I told a sobbing Jared, “Your father must have had a spe-

cial zechus (merit), to be brought to kever Yisroel (a Jewish burial). 

Perhaps, in the merit of allowing you to go to yeshiva.”

After the funeral, Jack’s elderly parents approached me, over-

come with emotion. “I want you to know that I grew up religious, 

and put on Tefillin every day until I was seventeen,” said the grieving 

father. “I am so grateful that Jack merited a proper funeral. This is 

the most meaningful thing you could have done.”

His wife, who grew up in a Reform home, seconded his emo-

tions, and added that she wished to be buried according to Jewish 
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law as well. And Marla, the new widow, asked me to buy her a plot 

in the cemetery, as she wanted to be buried next to her husband 

when the time came.

The quick text from Mrs. Neiman, a caring woman who had 

never met the family before, set into motion a stunning chain of 

events that culminated in an entire family being brought to kever 

Yisroel. Can we fathom the incredible zechus?

This article first appeared in Ami Magazine.

With thanks to Toby Brecher.
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My Adventures in Saying Kaddish
Alan Magill and Miriam Greenwald

Obstacles are not interruptions to the journey. They are the journey.

(Anonymous)

Wednesday evening, July 31, 1991. The phone rang. My 

beloved father had been killed in an automobile acci-

dent. The fading light became total darkness, and I felt 

stuck in a black hole.

The part of me that was still functional vowed to do something to 

honor my father’s memory.

Although working full time, actively dating, and responsible for 

my ailing mother who lived ninety miles away, I would say Kaddish 

three times daily. It was the hardest goal that I had ever undertaken. 

Despite traveling to mom in my undependable car, rigid work sched-

ules, and inconvenient dates, I would try my best.

Dozens of wonderful occurrences of Divine Providence enabled 

me to say Kaddish on time (like the time my car broke down only 

once I reached a shul), but one day during Chol Hamoed Pesach 

topped them all.

Against extraordinary odds, I had made it to every minyan (a 

quorum of ten men needed for prayers) for nine months. As I lived 

in Queens, and had a date that night in Manhattan, I made pre-

cise plans. I would daven Mincha (afternoon prayer) in downtown 

Manhattan and, after the date, attend the 10:30 Ma’ariv (evening 



My Adventures in Saying Kaddish w 201

prayer) minyan near home. But when I arrived at the Young Israel, I 

was stunned to find out that they had made an early Mincha/Ma’ariv 

service, which was over.

I didn’t want to drive during rush hour, so I took a cab to go 

to another shul seven blocks away. In ten minutes we moved half a 

block. I paid the driver, ran to the avenue I needed and hailed anoth-

er cab. The services in this next shul were also finished.

I had only one other option, Lincoln Square Synagogue. I asked 

the cab driver if he could get me from 23rd Street to 69th and 

Amsterdam Avenue in around eight minutes. He didn’t answer but 

began to drive. As I looked at the traffic, I realized that there was 

no way that we could get through the traffic in less than twenty 

minutes.

With the élan and chutzpah that only a Manhattan cabbie could 

manage, he dropped me off exactly eight minutes later. I bolted into 

the small sanctuary and made it just in time to say Kaddish.

After my date, I headed towards Queens for Ma’ariv, but as I 

pulled up to the yeshiva, my stomach suddenly felt queasy — the 

building was dark. Of course … all of the students had gone home 

for the holiday! There was no minyan there, and none other I knew 

of at that hour.

Was this some kind of cosmic joke? Do the tests never end?

But wait … I had once been to a shul in Boro Park that had a 

minyan about every ten minutes until 1:00 a.m. I wasn’t sure of my 

way around that neighborhood, had about an eighth of a tank of gas 

left, and didn’t know of a nearby service station. I wasn’t sure where 

that shul was, but I had to at least try. Once in Boro Park, I’d ask for 

directions.

I was making good time on the Expressway until I was suddenly 

one of a line of cars coming to a complete stop. We did not move an 

inch for five minutes. Feeling abandoned, I looked toward the heav-



202 w Bye Coincidence

ens. “How could this be happening?” I bellowed. “How much more 

can I do? What do You want from me?”

The needle on the gas gauge was close to empty when I suddenly 

saw the most incredible vision — a lone Chassid walking down the 

exit ramp!

“Where am I?” I shouted.

“Williamsburg,” he replied matter-of-factly.

Unbelievable! Had I stopped ten feet further up, I would not 

have been able to turn off the ramp. Ten feet back, and I wouldn’t 

have seen him.

“Is there a Ma’ariv minyan near here?”

“You’ve got mazel (you’re lucky),” he replied. “Because it’s Chol 

HaMoed they have another one in about ten minutes. It’s only five 

minutes away,” he said, giving me directions.

Some minutes later I pulled up to a building that looked promis-

ing and asked a passing Chassid if I was on time for Ma’ariv.

“Yeah, it starts in about two minutes.”

Before entering the shul, I clenched my well-worn siddur and ex-

claimed, “We made it! We made it!” and cried like a baby. With red 

eyes, I davened Ma’ariv and said the Kaddish. I found an open gas 

station and, on my thankfully uneventful ride home, understood on 

a deeper level than I had ever known before that it was truly we who 

had made it. God had been with me every step of the way.

I realized that I had great faith when things were going well, but 

when events seemed to be not going my way, I cried out against the 

One who had done so much for me.

Since that night, I have entered a new phase in my relationship 

with God. I understand more deeply that everything happens for a 

purpose, and although I may not be aware of it, everything is truly 

done for my good.

First published on Aish.com.



203

Divine  
Purpose



204

String T heory
Rosally Saltsman

And Hashem said to Moses, saying, Speak to the children 

of Israel and say to them that they must make themselves 

tzitzit on the corners of their garments, throughout their 

generations … So that you may remember and perform 

all My commandments and be holy to your God.

(The Shema Prayer)

About 16 years ago, I visited Masada with my son and anoth-

er couple of kids. As I explored a cave, I found a torn string 

from someone’s tzitzit (fringed, four-cornered garment). I 

knew that it was probably recently torn from the garment of a tour-

ist to the site but I couldn’t help envisioning the possibility that it 

had been overlooked by the archeologists and historians who had 

excavated the site over the years and that it had in fact belonged to 

one of the heroes who had lived, fought and died on the mountain. 

However, if it was from a tourist (the more likely possibility), that 

thread, connecting back to the men who had occupied the moun-

tain two thousand years ago, testifies to the fact that they did not 

die in vain. The Roman Empire crumbled into debris while men 

with tzitzit still walk through the remains of the synagogue of Masa-

da. The Roman Empire lies in ruins while the Jewish nation is still 

climbing the mountain, wearing tzitzit.

And still losing tzitzit strings.
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Have you ever noticed that you have some mitzvah that not only 

finds you but seems to follow you around? With me that mitzvah is 

tzitzit strings. From this Erev Yom Kippur till Motzei Yom Kippur, 

alone, I found three and put them in our geniza (repository for holy 

objects) pile. It was like I had to fill my quota before the end of the 

fast.

True, I live in a large religious area with, Baruch Hashem, a lot of 

kids so it’s not inconceivable that there are going to be tzitzit strings 

lying on the sidewalk, but I’m pretty sure that not everyone sees 

them. Like Hagar, who only saw the well when Hashem’s angel 

opened her eyes, I think these strings are attached to me and meant 

for my eyes only.

Many people have “their mitzvah.” I met a neighbor Yom Kippur 

night and said to him, soon it’s “your” holiday. He laughed. On 

Succoth his family goes all out — a huge succah, as much of the 

house brought down as possible including the kitchen sink, which 

we all make use of to wash at, kids’ tricycles and toys, a barbecue. 

This neighbor and his family go on Succoth vacation in our parking 

lot and really do the mitzvah of rejoicing in the holiday properly.

Whether it’s a mitzvah that chooses us or we who choose the 

mitzvah, each one of us has a mitzvah with our name on it, that we 

are somehow destined for. But we might miss it if we don’t keep our 

eyes peeled and our hearts open. And having found it, rejoice in it 

like my neighbor does in his succah.

First published in The Jewish Press.
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Our Perfect ly Planned Journey
Menucha Levin

It doesn’t matter how long the journey, as 

long as you’re on the right road.

(Rosally Saltsman)

It’s a boy!”

“Mazal tov!”

We shared the joy and excitement of our closest friends, 

Naomi and Eli Feldman, who had called to tell us the wonderful 

news that they had been blessed with their first son. 

Of course we wanted to attend the baby’s bris when he would 

be welcomed into the covenant of Avraham Avinu and given his 

name. However, we had a logistical problem. We were no longer 

living in the same neighborhood, Ramat Eshkol, one of the northern 

suburbs of Jerusalem. We had moved to a small community in Gush 

Etzion, high in the windswept Judean Hills, a couple of hours away. 

Without having a car, transportation was a major problem. There 

was only one morning bus at 8:30 a.m., which would not get us on 

time to the bris scheduled for 9:30 a.m. 

During the school year, people got rides into Jerusalem on the 

school buses, but now it was summer vacation. Always on the look-

out for potential rides, I had noticed that a van came by each morn-

ing at 7:45 a.m. to take one little girl to her special needs’ summer 

camp. It was a ten-seater van, and word spread. Soon others wanting 

“
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rides in the early morning were lining up for this van and the driver, 

familiar with the transportation problems of our little community, 

was accommodating. Even more convenient, the van stopped right 

outside our door.

Though the van would take us only to Efrat, the closest com-

munity, we felt at least we had a chance to try to make the bris on 

time. From Efrat, we could hitch a ride to Jerusalem. Though still 

a long shot, we told our friends that we would try our best to make 

it. Little did we realize that this was going to be the most perfectly 

planned journey of our lives.

The following Monday morning, my husband, teenage son and I 

got up early and went to wait for the van outside our door. Exactly 

on schedule, at 7:45 a.m., the driver pulled up and we climbed into 

the van. We waited for the little girl to appear but strangely she was 

nowhere in sight. Today, of all days, she was late!

With growing frustration, we kept looking at our watches as the 

time ticked away with each precious minute. Finally, at 8:00 a.m., 

the little girl came rushing over to the van, without even apologizing 

to the driver for her unexplained lateness. 

The trip to Efrat along the long curving road took fifteen min-

utes. Then, thanking the van driver, we climbed out at the hitching 

spot called a trempiada in Hebrew slang, a safe place to hitchhike 

from. We had done it many times before and soon a car stopped for 

us. But it was going to a Jerusalem neighborhood in a completely 

different part of the city. Thanking the driver for his kind offer, 

we fervently hoped that the next car would be traveling to a closer 

location.

Sure enough, a few minutes later, another car stopped with a 

couple inside. We asked where they were headed and to our incred-

ible surprise were told, Ramat Eshkol, precisely where we needed 

to go!
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After climbing into the car, we mentioned to the driver that we 

were going to our friends’ baby’s bris.

“The Feldmans’ baby?” he asked.

“Yes,” we replied, even more amazed.

“We’re going there too,” said the driver. “I’m Dan Feldman. Eli 

is my cousin.”

As if that wasn’t enough, Dan explained that he did not even 

live in Efrat but in another community further up the road. But his 

father had spent the previous Shabbos in Efrat and had forgotten his 

hat there. Dan, to fulfill the mitzvah of honoring his father, went 

out of his way to Efrat to pick up the hat. Then he had driven by the 

first hitching spot but had not stopped. Feeling somewhat guilty, he 

decided to stop at the second trempiada so he could give people a 

ride. And those people “just happened” to be us!

We were so stunned that for a few moments we were speechless. 

Then our somewhat skeptical fifteen-year-old son spoke for us all.

“Wow,” he murmured in an awed tone. “Hashem sure planned 

this.”

As the final touch, the bris was being held in the same hall 

where our son had celebrated his bar mitzvah two years earlier. Dan 

Feldman had not been exactly sure where this hall was located, but 

we were more than happy to give him precise directions.

When we arrived there, we found ourselves to be among the first 

guests! Of course we went to admire the new baby and to wish our 

friends, “Mazal tov!” But we were still overwhelmed by the experi-

ence of our journey, which down to every last detail in a long chain 

of events, had been perfectly planned by The Ultimate Planner of 

our journeys through life. 

I have told our amazing story to many people over the years since 

then. I enjoyed telling it most at the bar mitzvah of the Feldmans’ son.
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Piloting a  
Trans-At lantic Shidduch

Susie Netzer

A Roman matron once asked Rabbi Yosi, “What has 

God been doing since He created the world?”

Rabbi Yosi answered, “Making matches.”

(Talmud)

In today’s hectic world, where is about the only place two peo-

ple can get to know one another undisturbed, for a protracted 

amount of time?

Right! On an airplane.

And that brings me to my family’s personal experience with a 

God-sent coincidence! But let me backtrack a bit.

People who don’t live in Europe take for granted that a European 

Jew knows the prominent rabbis in neighboring cities. But that’s 

not the case. My children were being reared in Milan, Italy, and we 

never had the honor of meeting the illustrious rabbis of Belgium. 

Rabbi Chaim Kreiswirth ztz”l was just such a prominent figure in 

Antwerp, Belgium, at the time.

We sent our sons to learn in yeshiva in Israel when they reached bar 

mitzvah age, and then they moved on to Lakewood. When one of them 

started shidduchim, we were suggested a wonderful girl from Borough 

Park. So where, you ask, does a Belgium rabbi enter the picture?
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One spring day, our son of marriageable age called us to ask if 

he could travel from Lakewood to Belgium for his good friend’s 

wedding.

I was against this new habit of yeshiva bachurim jetting across 

the globe to attend friends’ simchas, but our son was so convincing, 

saying it was his closest chavrusa, and we should make an excep-

tion. My husband and I finally gave in and let him take a flight to 

Antwerp.

After the wedding, on my son’s return flight from Antwerp to 

New York, who should have the seat next to his but Rabbi Kreiswirth! 

Needless to say the two of them talked Torah delightedly for the du-

ration of the flight.

In the meantime, the parents of the girl who had been suggested 

were having trouble contemplating a “boy from Milan”. What trans-

pired at that point was clearly the Hand of God. The oldest son-in-

law, let’s call him Leibel, of this very family looking into my son, 

was extremely close to Rav Kreiswirth and was the Rav’s driver for 

this New York trip. As soon as they had greeted each other warmly, 

Leibel asked the Rav if he happened to know a yeshiva boy in Milan.

The Rav asked the name of the boy. When Leibel mentioned 

my son’s name, the Rav started waxing enthusiastic about how they 

shouldn’t let this one go and grab him with both hands because he 

is a jewel of a boy!

The children met, got engaged and when we called to invite the 

Rav, he regretted so much he couldn’t attend because his own grand-

child was getting married during that period.

Lo and behold, six months later, at our couple’s Sheva Brochos, we 

discovered that Rav Kreiswirth was in the adjoining hall celebrating 

Sheva Brochos for his grandson. Before we knew it, Rav Kreiswirth 

came over to our hall and extended warm words of blessing to the 

new couple, as only he knew how to deliver.
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It was pure Providence! From the seating arrangements of our 

son and the Rav on that fateful transatlantic flight to the Rav being 

asked about the shidduch to his being in the hall next door to be able 

to start off our young couple’s marriage with his amazing words of 

chizuk and bracha.

It is written that Hashem is a full-time matchmaker and it was 

wonderful to observe His handiwork from up close!
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Blood Money
Shayna Hunt

Between stimulus and response there is a space. In 

that space is our power to choose our response. In our 

response lies our growth and our freedom.

(Viktor Frankl)

I recently received an envelope from Belgium, with legal doc-

uments informing me that I was found eligible to receive Ho-

locaust compensation. I saw this as a symbolic rectification of 

a bitter injustice that seemed to represent the very essence of my 

life. As I flipped through the pages, my mind wandered back to my 

childhood.

I cannot remember the first time I heard my grandmother tell the 

story of how my family had fled from Belgium during the Holocaust. 

But I heard her tell this story so many times that it became deeply 

etched into my consciousness. My grandmother told the story from 

many angles, as if to purge her system of it. She never succeeded, for 

she continued to retell the same traumatic tale to the end of her life. 

I always hoped for a happy ending, knowing bitterly it would never 

be. The story still haunts me.

My grandparents lived with my grandmother’s parents in 

Belgium. My great-grandfather, Yossel, was a generous man who 

owned and operated the town’s kosher bakery. He made his for-

tune supplying the surrounding towns with hand-made matzahs for 
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Pesach (Passover). He also owned property and businesses that pro-

vided jobs for family members and friends, and he funded a shul that 

was open to one and all.

When the war broke out, rumors began to circulate about Nazi 

atrocities. People heard about murder and destruction. Men, wom-

en and children were being herded into cattle cars, never to be 

seen again. Everyone was terror-stricken. My grandparents feared 

that their town would be next, so they began packing to leave for 

the south of France. My grandmother was very close with her par-

ents, and she urged them to join them in the escape. However, my 

great-grandparents stubbornly refused to consider the idea.

The day of departure came. My grandparents and their son, my 

Uncle Maury, got ready to leave. They brought very little with them. 

They sewed money and jewels into the seams of their clothes. This 

would eventually purchase their survival.

A horse-drawn wagon was waiting to take them to the train sta-

tion. My grandmother would tell me the next part of the story with 

glassy eyes that pooled with tears streaming down her cheeks.

“We climbed onto the back of the wagon with Maury between 

us, our bundles tightly clutched in our hands. My parents stood cry-

ing, giving us blessings for safety, and I kept thinking that if they 

didn’t join us, I might never see them again. I begged my father 

once more to join us. He replied that he was too old to leave, that 

he would remain with his books. How could he leave them to be 

destroyed?

“‘I will not leave my books,’ he cried.

“Then the wagon began to move. My mother cried, and my fa-

ther began to hobble after us with his cane, yelling that he loved us.

“I never saw them again,” my grandmother would finish with a 

heartrending sob.

My great-grandparents died sometime later that year in Auschwitz. 
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When they were taken away, all of their money, properties and bank 

accounts were stolen by the Nazis and the Belgian government.

My grandparents, their son Maury, and their two daughters born 

during the war — one being my mother — miraculously survived. 

They overcame great hardships that haunted them throughout their 

lives.

As a young child raised without Torah, I couldn’t understand 

what was so special about those books my great-grandfather died 

trying to protect. What sorts of books were worth dying for?

Years later, after becoming observant, I had an epiphany. The 

books that my great-grandfather died trying to save were holy Torah 

sefarim. My grandfather, who owned a shul, thought that by staying, 

he could protect the Sifrei Torah (Torah scrolls) and other holy books 

from destruction. He died for the Torah he loved so dearly.

Recently, I filed a claim with Belgium’s government for compen-

sation of my family’s losses in the Holocaust. My extended family 

members, all of them secular, filled out the forms and we all waited. 

The family speculated how much money we would get, and some 

talked about what they’d do with the money. I felt resentment. This 

was blood money, certainly not “let’s-take-a-vacation-money”.

We were all surprised at the outcome. I was the only great-grand-

child found eligible to receive compensation because I’d filled out 

the most specific information. I quickly got messages from relatives 

that this was unfair, and that I should share my money with them. 

Instinctively, I felt that if Hashem had seen it just for me to receive 

this money, I was destined to do something sacred with it.

I began my mission to right a wrong. My great-grandfather had 

died trying to save his beloved holy books, and I would use this mon-

ey toward the purchase of sefarim to replace them.

Today, there are two bookcases filled with sefarim in the Khal 

Chasidim shul in Chicago. The plaque on the bookcases reads as 
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follows: “In Loving Memory of Yossel and Rifka Czwern, a”h, pi-

ous people who loved their fellow man, and valued family, all living 

creatures, and Torah above all!”

Some sense of restitution had finally been achieved.

This article first appeared in The Jewish Press.
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Don’t Rain on My Parade
Amy Greenbaum Kohn

Let a smile be your umbrella.

(Proverb)

Due to its geographical location and maritime exposure, 

Singapore’s climate is characterized by frequent and abun-

dant rainfall. It rains most days. But what generally hap-

pens is you’ll have a twenty=minute torrential downpour and then 

it will pass, leaving sunny skies.

I was visiting Singapore and standing at a covered bus stop one 

afternoon when the torrential rain started. Just then the bus pulled 

up. One woman, who didn’t want to get wet in the one foot of ex-

posed space between the bus stop and the bus, opened her umbrella, 

making people move back, almost poking someone in the eye and 

annoying everyone who was trying to get on the bus, quite oblivious 

to the disgruntled discomfort she was causing.

When we got on the bus, I took a seat behind her. The bus start-

ed moving and then leaned to the right. Just as it did so, all the rain-

water behind the air conditioning above this woman’s head poured 

down, soaking her.

It was the quickest ever instance of “What goes around comes 

around” I had ever seen.

And also, if you’re meant to get wet, you’re gonna get wet.
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Pursue Shalom (Peace) - I t Pays!
Tova Younger

Rabbi Shimeon ben Chalafta says, “There is no 

vessel to contain blessing other than peace.”

(Talmud)

My husband and I were blessed with five wonderful chil-

dren. Maybe because I felt so blessed, I just wasn’t satis-

fied; I was davening and thinking about having another 

baby as soon as my youngest passed her first birthday. I had many 

occasions to daven, because despite the fact that I was still young, 

this time I was having trouble, running into all kinds of problems. 

I dreaded the doctor visits; I was on a painful, emotional see-saw. I 

saw a specialist and continued to pray, hoping for a miracle. 

During this time, I was very aware of many of my friends having 

children, which somewhat increased my anxiety level. One person, 

however, really intrigued me. Talia had been a friend of mine a few 

years earlier; as a matter of fact, I had found her the house she’d 

bought, right near mine! As neighbors we got along quite well, and 

our children would play together as well. I especially appreciated 

her being there, since until her move, mine had been the only ob-

servant family on my block. Then one day it all changed, and I must 

admit I knew exactly why — and it was entirely my fault!

“Meira, I have some good news,” Talia called me up. “We found a 

house that we can fix up, down the street. Since our house is worth 
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so much more since we bought it, we are going to try and sell it and 

move there. I’ll miss being so close to you, but it’s just two blocks 

away.”

I wished her well and hung up the phone, my head spinning in 

disappointment and — yes, I will admit it — jealousy. Now again, 

I would be neighborless. My house was close to an undesirable 

street, with lots of shops and all kinds of people loitering around 

all the time. Wholesome families with young children were afraid 

to live there. No one would move in! And, adding insult to injury, 

she would be on a block with over ten religious families, in a ren-

ovated home!

I tried to be good, but our relationship cooled. It was reduced 

to a wave or quick greetings when we saw each other, and that was 

it. Shortly after her move, she and I each had a baby, born only two 

days apart. Now, two years later, I would wonder when I saw her 

around … will she have another baby, while I am struggling? Will I 

have to tolerate that inequity as well?

One day when I came to pick up my son at school, I was a bit 

early. I noticed that the school had put a bench in the yard and grate-

fully sank onto it. Just then, Talia came by and sat down as well. We 

greeted each other somewhat awkwardly, unsure of how to pass the 

few minutes until the dismissal bell. “Gee, I really like your skirt,” 

I babbled, grabbing at anything. “Where did you get it? I can’t seem 

to find anything around.” 

“To tell the truth, clothing shopping is a little hard. I want to get 

something to wear, but my dress size keeps changing,” Talia blurted 

out.

Just then the bell rang, rescuing us from an uncomfortable con-

versation. I didn’t know what to say, I just wished her well, took my 

son and went home. That evening I mulled over the entire phenome-

non. Here was a friend my age, with a child (my baby was three!) my 
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child’s age, even with the same number of children as me — going 

through exactly what I was going through. I thought about my feel-

ings of jealousy and realized I had to work on myself and eradicate 

them.

I quickly penned a little note. “Dear Talia, I felt so bad for you 

today. Please do not regret having shared your difficulties with me; 

the truth is that I am having the same problems. Please forgive my 

lapse in our friendship. Let’s patch things up. Shalom, Meira.” Later 

on I dropped it in her mailbox.

She called me up that same day. “Meira, what do you mean? Of 

course I feel the same way! Are you really going through the same 

anguish as I?” We talked a bit and ended the conversation.

The next time I saw her, I approached her with an idea. “Talia, 

let’s daven for each other. After all, aren’t we taught that when a 

person davens for someone with the same problem he will be cured 

first?” She agreed, and we exchanged our full Hebrew names. 

A month or so later, I called her with another idea. “I had heard of 

people having salvation through their studying shmiras haloshon — 

the laws of proper speech — and thought we could do that together 

daily.” And so we did.

I know this will sound contrived, but it really happened. Within 

a few weeks, we each had great news to share! We couldn’t believe 

that Hashem had answered us so quickly. This time everything went 

well for each of us. As a cute “extra”, she had a little girl, while I gave 

birth to a boy, making us totally even — now we each had four boys 

and two girls, Baruch Hashem. I think I am the happiest person on 

earth now, and so is Talia!

I want to share this story to publicly thank Hashem, but even 

more to pass on this idea. If you have a problem and want to pray for 

someone with the same issue, try to reach out beyond your friends 

to someone that you are not on one hundred percent even footing 
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with. It wasn’t easy for me to put aside my negative feelings, but it 

was so worth it. And may the results of your pursuing peace work 

out as wonderfully as ours did.

First published in The Jewish Press.
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T he God-Spot ter
Elisheva Trenk Blumberg

Good deeds in and of themselves have a ripple effect.  

One kind act can start a chain reaction that 

goes on for generations and centuries.

(Rabbi Paysach J. Krohn)

My father, Paul, has an astonishing way of teasing the Hash-

gacha Pratit (Divine Providence) out from every situa-

tion. The miraculous coincidences he consistently spots 

in his own life appear to him as readily as invisible ink under black 

light, and my siblings and I have always wondered what supernal 

zechut, or merit, allow him these rare glimpses behind the Divine 

curtain. It is believed that when you are on the lookout for God you 

will find Him. My father is a God-spotter, and I would have never 

believed his latest sighting had I not seen it with my own eyes.

This story both begins and ends in a small synagogue on Staten 

Island. Thirty years ago, my father observed that a particular patch 

of the island was populated by a sizable Jewish contingency without 

a local synagogue to unite them in their Jewish identity. He enlisted 

a longtime rabbi friend to institute one, and the shul still stands to-

day, flourishing as ever.

Though my father lives in another area of Staten Island, he has 

been intermittently involved with this synagogue since its inception. 

One instance that my father has never forgotten occurred about one 
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year after the synagogue’s provenance. A member’s daughter was 

perilously ill, and the synagogue’s rabbi appealed to the Staten Island 

Jewish community for help. My father decided to donate $5,000 

toward the ill girl’s medical treatment. However, before my father 

sent out the check, the young girl had unfortunately passed away. 

One evening shortly after he heard the news of the young girl’s 

passing, my father, troubled that he never had the opportunity to 

give the charity he had designated, received a call from his brother, 

who was in Canada at the time. “Paul,” my uncle said, “I just met a 

man who flew in from Israel to have his sick baby treated. The little 

boy has an incredibly rare disorder, and his only chance at survival 

was with this experimental treatment. The baby’s father is now left 

with medical bills he can’t pay, and he is desperate. Can you help?”

Upon hearing this, my father went into God-spotting mode — 

he saw God nudging his intended charity in a different direction. 

And so, he donated the $5,000 to a baby he had never met.

Years went by and my father never heard what had become of 

that fated check. Recently, upon retiring from his business, my fa-

ther has found more time to spend at the Staten Island synagogue 

where his friend still presides as rabbi. My father relishes in revis-

iting old friends and making new ones as well. During one of my 

father’s Jewish outreach brainstorming sessions at the synagogue, 

he met Chaim. A young Israeli expatriate who had recently moved 

to the United States, Chaim knew nothing about Staten Island and 

moved there based on a coworker’s recommendation; he Googled 

local synagogues (of which there are many), purchased a home 

that was close enough to one of the Googled synagogue results, 

and became a member of the shul, which happened to be the same 

shul my father had originated many years before. When the rabbi, 

my father’s old friend, began to face health issues, Chaim offered 

to be the rabbi’s caretaker, and took on the role of driving him to 
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speaking engagements and medical appointments. 

Though they are a generation apart, my father and Chaim shared 

an immediate, inexplicable connection. They both shared an inter-

est in Jewish outreach and began making plans to benefit Jewish 

students in the local community college.

One night, after an evening of volunteer work, my father came 

home to a few missed calls and a frantic voice message from Chaim. 

“Paul! Call me back. I can’t believe this.” It was past midnight, but 

my father called his friend back. Chaim was choked up, struggling to 

get out the words. “I went to a wedding tonight and saw my father,” 

he managed. “He came in from Israel and brought a few things to 

show me. He pulled out a check and pointed to the name on it. My 

father asked me, ‘Do you know this man from Staten Island? He 

saved your life.’ Paul! The check had your name on it!”

My father did not understand, and Chaim continued. “When I 

was born, twenty-nine years ago, I had a very rare medical condition. 

The doctors told my parents the only hope was to go to Canada and 

try their luck with a new procedure. My parents were desperate. I 

had no chance otherwise.” 

My father was stunned.

Chaim continued his story, unearthing decades-old miracles. 

The experimental procedure, which turned out to be the first suc-

cessful surgery of its kind, left Chaim’s parents with a financial bur-

den they had no way to relieve. Until Chaim’s father happened to 

have met my uncle, who decided to call my father for help. 

“Chaim,” my father said slowly, when the full scope of the sto-

ry’s narrative dawned on him. “Do you realize this only came about 

because of the Rabbi’s appeal to his synagogue for that young girl? 

And now, you are taking care of the Rabbi, repaying him for how he 

saved your life as a baby? Don’t you see why God sent you to Staten 

Island, to the shul where it all began?”
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My father, the God-spotter, has spent decades searching for 

Divine Providence. When you look hard enough, he has learned, 

you will find Him.

First published in The Jewish Press.

In memory of Chaya bas Alexander, a”h, always the first one we 

told our stories to.
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Bus Pass
Yehudit

Egged is Israel’s largest bus company. It is subsidized by the 

government and still controls most of the intercity bus lines 

in Israel. The name Egged (literally, Union) was given to the 

cooperative by the Israeli poet Chaim Nachman Bialik.

My teenaged sons went to spend Shabbat in Telz Stone with my 

married daughter and her family. Motzei Shabbat they took the bus 

back to where we live in Petach Tikvah. When they got home, they 

realized that their bus pass was missing. There was nothing for it; I’d 

have to get them a new bus pass, which would be an inconvenience 

of time and money. Somehow we didn’t get around to it.

A few weeks later, my daughter and her family came to us for 

Shabbat. On the bus, her children noticed something wedged in the 

gap between the seats they were sitting on. When they pulled it out, 

they saw it was their uncle’s bus card.

Buses in Israel are checked every day for suspicious and lost 

items. They’re also periodically cleaned. But for some reason my 

son’s bus card had literally fallen through the cracks and escaped the 

notice of both inspectors and cleaners and was returned to him by 

none other than his nephews who happened to be sitting in exactly 

the same seat their uncle had occupied weeks before.
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Chesed Boomerang
Mina Gordon

Studies have shown that fewer Israeli children have peanut 

allergies than their American and European counterparts because 

they are “immunized” by the Bamba peanut snack, indigenous 

to, and pervasive in, Israel and a favorite of toddlers.

Pesach had ended just one week earlier, and although the Pe-

sach dishes had been put away, nothing was back to normal. 

My father-in-law z”l had passed away on the last day of Pe-

sach, and my husband flew from Australia to New York for the fu-

neral and shiva. Now, one week later, he arrived home just as I was 

rushing off to the hospital with our daughter, who had contracted a 

dangerous infection.

Knowing how traumatic a week in hospital could be for a young 

person, I was determined to be with her as much as possible. I had 

little children at home, however, and they also needed me. I picked 

up the phone and called a high school girl who had previously helped 

me. “Miriam?” I said. “Would you be able to come half an hour be-

fore school every day this week and help get my children ready and 

walk them to school? I wouldn’t ask you, but I’m sort of desperate 

for the help.”

Miriam agreed, and after working out the details, I felt some-

what calmer. The next day, however, I received a call from Miriam’s 

mother. “Hello? My daughter was rushing out early this morning, 
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and when I asked where she’s going, she told me that she’s off to help 

you get your kids to school. She didn’t consult with me, and I’m not 

happy about it. I don’t want her to start her day rushed and stressed.”

“I’m sorry,” I answered, “I didn’t know that she didn’t ask you, 

but please let her help me for a few days. I don’t know whom else I 

can call upon to get the kids ready for school while my daughter is 

in the hospital.”

“What? Which daughter? What happened?” When I explained 

the situation, Miriam’s mother was apologetic. She even offered to 

go to the hospital and sit with my daughter when I couldn’t be there.

As soon as my daughter came home, I thanked Miriam and told 

her that she doesn’t need to come anymore. Later that week, I was 

talking on the phone to my mother, who lives in the U.S. After reas-

suring her that our daughter was now well, Baruch Hashem, she said 

that she had had some excitement that week, too. “I put my name 

down at the local kindergarten as a substitute. The school called this 

week, and asked if I could come in to replace the assistant who was 

sick. When I came to the classroom, I found that the teacher was 

absent, and a substitute was taking her place as well. As the children 

started arriving, they headed straight to their favorite areas for free-

play. I had an advantage over the substitute teacher, as I knew most 

of the children and their families, while she did not. That’s why she 

didn’t notice that Mendel was coughing, but I did.”

“Mendel? Which Mendel? What was so noteworthy about a 

cough?” I asked.

“I’m talking about Mendel V. I know his mother well, and I know 

that he has a dangerous allergy to nuts. He sat down at the coloring 

table, picked up a crayon, and coughed. He didn’t look right to me, 

so I pointed him out to the teacher. She hadn’t noticed anything, 

but agreed that it would be wise to call his mother just to be on 

the safe side. Mrs. V. rushed to the kindergarten and gave him an 
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injection, and took him straight to the hospital. Baruch Hashem, 

they said that she had caught it just in time to prevent a full attack. 

What Hashgacha Pratis that I happened to be there, and not another 

substitute who doesn’t know Mendel so well.”

“Ma, there’s more to it than that,” I said in a choked voice. “I 

think I know why you were there to help this little boy. You see, 

Miriam, who has been helping me this past week with my emergen-

cy on this side of the world, happens to be Mendel V.’s cousin!”

This story was published in Hamodia Magazine.
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Miracles Abound
Adina Hershberg

Every act of forgiveness mends something broken 

in this fractured world. It is a step, however small, 

in the long, hard journey to redemption.

(Rabbi Lord Jonathan Sacks)

Years ago I attended a Torah class and the rebbetzin (female 

teacher of Torah) talked about seeing God’s hand in one’s 

daily life. She said that the more we acknowledge God’s 

hand in daily events, the more He will reveal Himself to us. Her 

words inspired me and I decided that I would work even more on 

seeing God’s guiding hand in my life.

Sometimes I think to myself, “Okay, Hashem, how will I see 

your hand today?” One night I dreamt about someone and I wanted 

to tell her my dream. I also wanted to speak to M., who I just recent-

ly found out had donated one of his kidneys to his father who had 

been on dialysis. Well, I walked into the grocery store and who was 

at the check-out counter? The woman I had dreamt about was there 

with her toddler, and I told her about my dream. I did my shop-

ping, checked out and then took two bags over to my car, which was 

parked several minutes away. I came back to the store to get the rest 

of my bags, and as I was bending down to pick them up, in walked 

M. who had donated his kidney!

Those who are not receptive to the idea of God’s involvement in 
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even the batting of one’s eyelashes will probably chalk up the expe-

rience to coincidence. But I saw God’s hand busy scribbling all over!

Batya Rothstein (all names have been changed) was a newcomer 

to my first grade class. I remember when she showed up at school 

one day with a broken front tooth. A dentist fixed it with some silver 

material. We started calling her Sylvia because of the silver. When 

her father, a rabbi, had a change in his job, the family moved away.

During the Hebrew month of Elul in 2004, I was thinking 

about a crisis that had occurred with our youngest child, Yisrael 

Meir, when he was about two. One Shabbat night, right before my 

eyes, he slipped on a landing in our apartment building. He let out 

a blood-curdling scream, and I rushed to pick him up. He was a 

bloody mess. Later we understood that he had knocked out his up-

per two front teeth and swallowed them. 

While reliving this crisis once again, all of a sudden it hit me. 

I thought back to Batya Rothstein to whom we had been so cruel. 

A tooth for a tooth. I felt pangs of remorse. How could I have been 

so mean to Batya? I davened that God allow me to cross paths with 

Batya and receive her forgiveness.

For a number of years, Sulam, an organization that works with 

children with special needs, held a fundraising event during the 

month of Elul. There were hostesses who sold tickets and tried to 

fill up a table. In past years C., a former neighbor of mine, had been 

a hostess. I inquired if she was going to have a table, but my close 

friend Shaina, with whom I planned to meet at the event, told me 

that C. would not be a hostess. I decided to call another friend, at 

whose table I had once sat. When I called Naomi she said, “Mazel 

tov! My daughter just had a baby girl!” I wished her a mazel tov. 

Then I told her that I wanted to reserve two seats for the Sulam 

evening. She said that she was too busy to have a table and told me 

to call the Sulam office in order to register. I left my message on an 
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answering machine on erev Shabbat (Friday), the last day to register.

The Sulam evening was set for a Monday night. On Sunday night 

I returned home late from my Israeli dancing class. A note from my 

husband awaited me. “Chanan called to say that he is getting mar-

ried tomorrow night. He apologizes for not notifying us sooner, but 

he did not have our mailing address.” I was overjoyed that Chanan 

was getting married. But what should I do? It was decided that my 

husband would attend the wedding and I would go to the Sulam 

evening.

When Shaina called to ask me what time we should meet, she 

also said that she was giving Rachel a ride. Despite the disappoint-

ment of not having a private date with Shaina, I was glad that Shaina 

was bringing Rachel, who was fighting a life-threatening disease.

In one of the ballrooms, there were vendors selling their wares. 

The buffet supper was in an adjoining ballroom. I accompanied 

Rachel around the room with the vendors. After a while I suggested 

to Rachel that we find seats in the next room. Rachel wanted to be 

near the speakers, so she chose table eleven. I told her that the table 

was reserved for one of the hostesses and her friends. Rachel insist-

ed that she had been told that she could sit anywhere she wanted. 

Feeling uneasy, I put down some things on three of the chairs so that 

people would know that they were taken. Later, I noticed a sign that 

stated which hostess had which table. I showed Rachel the sign and 

I showed her that tables twenty-three through twenty-six were for 

people like us who made reservations at the Sulam office. Upon our 

return to table eleven we found that other women had taken “our” 

seats.

I took our things and pointed to chairs at table twenty-four, which 

was closest to the podium. Rachel wanted to sit at table twenty-five. 

For some reason I said, “Let’s just sit here at twenty-four,” and I put 

down my things Shaina sat to my left and Rachel sat to Shaina’s left. 
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At one point I turned to the women to my right and said, “Hi, I’m 

Adina Hershberg. What are your names?” The woman to my right 

said, “I’m Batya Pearl.” Another woman introduced herself to me 

as well. Sitting between the two of them was an elderly woman. I 

addressed her and asked, “What’s your name?” She responded, “I’m 

Toby Rothstein.”

The name seemed familiar to me. I spoke my thoughts, “Toby 

Rothstein. Rothstein … Rabbi Rothstein … Hebrew Day School? 

Batya Rothstein?”

The woman sitting right next to me jumped up and said, “I’m 

Batya Rothstein!”

Trembling, I said, “I’m Adina Sullum. I must speak with you!” 

I guided Batya away from the table and told her that I had to ask 

her for forgiveness for the nasty things I had said and done when we 

were in school together. I also told her that only two weeks earlier I 

had asked Hashem to help me find her. 

Batya had no memory of the mean things my classmates and I 

had said and done. (It is amazing how traumatic events can be bur-

ied deep in the psyche.) 

As I spoke with Batya I had a flashback. I was riding home on the 

school bus. Kids were throwing a kippa (skullcap) around the bus. 

When the kippa came my way, I didn’t do the right thing and hand 

it back to its owner — I threw it to someone else. But instead of the 

kippa reaching someone else, it flew out of the window. I slumped 

down in my seat feeling guilty, embarrassed and sorry. All of those 

feelings returned as I faced Batya. The kippa had belonged to Batya’s 

brother Shmuel. I asked Batya for her brother’s phone number, in-

tending to call him and ask him for forgiveness. 

During that Sulam evening one of the staff members referred, 

in glowing terms, to another staff member without mentioning her 

name. I realized that she was referring to my friend J. I had not 
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thought of calling that friend when I had wanted to make a reserva-

tion with a hostess. Had Hashem not prevented that idea of calling 

my friend J. in order to reserve seats, I would not have sat down at 

table twenty-four. I would have been at J.’s table. Moreover, had my 

friend Naomi’s daughter given birth earlier or later I might have been 

at Naomi’s table. Had Chanan sent us an invitation to his wedding in 

advance, I probably would have sent in a contribution to Sulam and 

attended the wedding instead. Had Batya’s mother not attended the 

Sulam evening, I would never have known that Batya Pearl, who was 

sitting right next to me, was Batya Rothstein.

The heavenly orchestration had been Divine. 

P.S. After three attempts to reach Batya’s brother Shmuel, I re-

ceived a call from him several days before Yom Kippur. He had no 

memory of me, and he did not remember the kippa incident at all. 

He readily forgave me. I told him that I would give tzedaka in lieu of 

the kippa. He quoted a saying of our rabbis regarding how Hashem 

helps those who desire to do mitzvoth. In my case it was to do the 

mitzvah of repentance.

This is a much abbreviated version of the original 

piece that appeared in Yated Ne’eman.

To make a donation to Sulam:

https://www.sulamisrael.org/projects-donation/
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Heartfelt Providence
Esther Malka Fein

So much has been given I have no time to ponder 

ever that which has been denied.

(Helen Keller)

In the year 2000, after seven years of teaching, I requested a long 

awaited and needed Sabbatical. My petition was not granted. 

However, it was granted the following year and I was able to take 

off the 2002–2003 school year. 

That same year, my son Benjy contracted cardiac myopathy. 

Since he had an enlarged heart, a pacemaker and defibrillator were 

inserted to monitor and alert him in case of heart failure. He died 

that year at the age of twenty-eight.

The timing of my delayed leave allowed me to spend more time 

with him. My time off from work in California made me available 

to be in Florida with my beloved son. I spent Pesach with Benjy and 

cooked him his favorite chicken soup. We had a meaningful year 

together — me, Benjy and his family, with lots of celebrations and 

walks to shul.

On one such walk, Benjy asked me if I were afraid that he 

would die. I said, “Yes.” I gave him a blessing that he should be well 

and live to raise his children. He said, “But, Mom, Hashem may 

have other plans for me.” Benjy was a doctor and he didn’t think 

he’d make it till age thirty with his heart condition. Yet he com-
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forted me and said, “Don’t be sad, Mom. I have a good life.”

Benjy was fifteen when I returned to Hungary (after having left 

it for thirty-three years as an immigrant during the 1956 revolu-

tion). I visited the grave of my great-grandfather Eliezer Fein, a ba’al 

tzedaka (a charitable man), who had lived in early twentieth century 

Mezőkovácsháza, Hungary. I prayed at his grave in that small village 

for Benjy, when as a teenager he was at a crossroads. He had grad-

uated from San Diego Hebrew Day School’s ninth grade. At that 

time, in 1990, we did not have a Hebrew high school in San Diego. 

I prayed at great-grandfather Eliezer Fein’s grave for Benjy to contin-

ue learning Torah. At that exact time, in my absence, Benjy started 

learning with our rabbi, Rabbi Eliezer Langer in San Diego, put on 

tzitzit, and inspired other Jewish students to teshuva, including my 

friends’ two daughters, who are now living in Eretz Yisrael, Baruch 

Hashem, raising their growing families.

About thirteen years later, Benjy left this world on Tet Vov (the 

15th) of Iyar, the same date as my great-grandfather Eliezer Fein, 

about 70 years earlier. They both completed their lives, not only on 

the same Hebrew dates, but also on the holy Shabbos, as is marked 

on their respective tombstones.

Twenty-eight is a significant number in my life. Both my parents had 

their secular birthdays on the twenty-eighth of the month: my mother’s 

on June twenty-eighth, and my father’s on January twenty-eighth. Both 

of them passed away on the twenty-eighth of the Hebrew month: my 

mother on the twenty-eighth of Elul; my father on the twenty-eighth of 

Adar II (in a leap year the month of Adar is doubled).

In gematria, twenty-eight equals koach, strength. My beloved 

son passed away at the age of twenty-eight, leaving me the comfort 

of his two children, Tovah Nechamah (Nechamah means comfort) 

and Aharon Raphael (Raphael is the angel of healing).

In memory of Moshe Osher ben Tuvia Shaul.
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Messages
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T he Voice of Clarity
Chaiya Daniella

After the wind came an earthquake. “Hashem is not in the 

earthquake.” After the earthquake came a fire. “Hashem is 

not in the fire.” After the fire came a still, thin sound.

(Melachim I 19:11–12)

About three years ago, our family was debating whether to 

make aliyah to Israel. We agonized over the decision for 

months. My husband’s brother had made aliyah with his 

family about two years prior, and we were very close to them. But 

all my family lived in Australia.

Then a water pipe burst in our house, forcing us to temporar-

ily relocate to a hotel with our possessions in boxes, for safety. We 

spent most of our waking hours vacillating some more about this 

big family decision. Finally we took the next step and bought airline 

tickets. But to keep our options open, we made sure the tickets were 

transferable.

The week before our scheduled flight found us no more cer-

tain than before. On Shabbos morning, the whole family attended 

our usual shul, which had recently moved to new premises. There I 

was in the ezrat nashim (the women’s section) trying to redirect my 

distracted thoughts toward Hashem. During the Amidah prayer, I 

silently begged Hashem for clarity. Should we stay or should we go? 

And if we went, should it be now or in a few more years? Should 
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we remain in our birthplace with my side of the family and all our 

friends at least until our children were older and more mature or 

take the Israel plunge?

Suddenly, I was jolted out of my intense prayer by a siren, fol-

lowed by a loud metallic voice booming through the silent shul. The 

voice said, “Evacuate now. Leave immediately.”

The congregants scattered, fleeing to the safety of the Kiddush 

room. I followed them in a daze. The president of the shul later in-

formed us that a child had accidently set off the fire alarm, which 

they did not know how to turn off in the new building. It was a false 

alarm. We were all ushered back into the shul to resume our daven-

ing. Though such an interruption understandably bothered most of 

the congregants, I could not help smiling. Immediately after I had 

begged Hashem for clarity, He had sent the clearest answer in the 

boldest way. Evacuate. Now. Not to the Kiddush room. But to Israel. 

Immediately.

Thank you, Hashem, for granting me the clarity we craved. And 

a clear response to our prayers.
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T he Tree of L ife
Rosally Saltsman

It [the Torah] is a tree of life for those who grasp it. 

(Proverbs 3:18)

I met Ilan (not his real name), 35, when I contracted him to do 

some work for me. When I seemed a bit anxious that things 

wouldn’t go accordingly to plan, he quoted from the Gemara and 

assured me that although he didn’t look religious, he immerses in a 

mikveh (ritual pool) every day and lays tefillin. In Israel, it’s the gen-

eral assumption that the more religious you are, the more credible 

you are. Everyone in Israel also has a story of a miracle and it’s com-

mon to share yours over business so Ilan proceeded to tell me his.

Four and a half years ago, his wife was pregnant with their second 

child when doctors discovered a growth on Ilan’s liver. The growth 

was the size of a tennis ball and spread to his lungs. The doctor re-

gretfully informed Ilan and his wife that he didn’t know which they 

would be holding first, a brit or a funeral. But doctors don’t have the 

last word and two months later, Ilan was still here. He was told that 

there was only one person who could save his life, a religious woman 

doctor in America who specializes in these kinds of operations. She 

was the only one who could or would do it. But flying in a specialist 

from America is expensive, so Ilan sold his business, his house, even 

his televisions to buy some more time.

In the meantime, his mother had sought out the advice and 
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blessing of a Rav in Bnei Brak who assured her that the doctors were 

wrong, Ilan would recover and he’d be dancing with the Torah on 

Simchat Torah. The operation was, thank God, a success. Ilan was 

released Erev Simchat Torah and, true to the Rav’s prediction, went 

to dance gladly, clinging to the Tree of Life.

Not unexpectedly, Ilan started keeping mitzvoth, like he told 

me, and expressed his newfound faith. He even showed me how 

his cell phone number and I.D. numbers are multiples of seven (an 

auspicious number related to the gematria of the words Gad (7) and 

Mazal (77), both words for good fortune).

Then the cancer came back as lymphoma. His lymph nodes were 

completely removed. He recovered and returned to work.

He believes that Hashem is watching over him and that every-

thing that happens is from Him and only for the good.

Four and a half years after the doctors gave him only three weeks 

to live, when he seemed to be clinging to life by a gossamer thread, 

he was hard to talk to because he was running around taking care of 

business and his family and, of course, his relationship with Hashem.

As we have been taught, and as Ilan would be the first to tell 

anyone, life’s trials and tribulations, are Divine messages, God’s at-

tempt to get our attention. Ilan was paying attention and he changed 

his life. Till 120!

First appeared in The Jewish Press.
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Deep Impressions
Dena B  Estrin

It’s a tradition. And because of our traditions, every one of 

us knows who he is and what God expects him to do.

(Joseph Stein)

Why did I remember every detail? What was the signifi-

cance of a stranger, a man in Chassidic garb walking out 

of that particular building next to the Vienna Musika-

kadamie on Johannesgasse in 1983 and disappearing into a crowd? 

Well for me, just as he turned the corner at the end of the street, 

so was I turning the biggest corner of my life. But of course I never 

thought the occurrence held more than symbolic meaning. I was 

wrong.

I was an American student abroad, in the charming city of 

Vienna. As I wandered the cobbled streets of the upscale First 

District, passing cafés, statues of world famous composers and me-

morials to various historical events, my mind also wandered. I had 

been enjoying every minute of the study program that focused on 

music and art history with forays to the opera, ballet and museums 

that Vienna is famous for. But now other thoughts began to intrude 

on this aesthetic experience. 

It had started when our professor, a Jew married to a Mormon, 

planned our itinerary to include sites that had Jewish connections. 

First was a trip to the Buchenwald concentration camp. I knew I was 
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Jewish but it was a pretty insignificant fact — until that day.

As we toured the empty wasteland of Buchenwald, an inexpli-

cable sense of estrangement from the rest of the group arose within 

me. I was awash with emotions that I could not share with the other 

students and that I certainly could not make sense of for myself.

Back in Vienna again, a group of us decided to attend a per-

formance in German of Fiddler on the Roof, a play with a patently 

Jewish connection. I knew that the play was intended to depict the 

loosening grip of the Jew on his tradition in the crucible of modern 

life, but paradoxically, for me, having hardly any grip at all on my 

Jewishness, the play awakened some strange new feelings of identi-

fication in me.

Sitting among the gentile Austrian audience, in Hitler’s native 

land, I suddenly realized that I connected to the characters repre-

sented on stage far more than to the people sitting around me. I left 

the dark theater and strolled out into the brilliant winter sunshine. I 

felt confused. But that was only the beginning.

Part of our program included a trip to Prague. One of the places 

we visited was the famous Altneuschul synagogue and its adjoining 

museum. The professor took us quickly through the museum, hard-

ly offering any explanation. But wait! What were these beautiful 

silver artifacts, strangely familiar and unfamiliar at the same time? 

I turned to the only other Jewish girl in the group and said, “Why 

don’t we come back here by ourselves tomorrow and have a good 

look?”

The next day was a Friday. Toward evening, my friend and I en-

tered the old shul building. Mostly elderly Jews filled the pews along 

with a sprinkling of younger men, who we learned later were dissi-

dents. Like their counterparts in Communist Russia, these young 

Jews had applied for permission to leave Communist Czechoslovakia 

but had not yet received it. 
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The great Star of David engraved over the door, the glowing 

lamp over the ark, and even my unexpected identification with the 

struggles of these Jews from this foreign culture caused my own new 

emotions about being Jewish to stir again.

A few weeks later, as I walked through the streets of Vienna’s 

prestigious First District, I noticed a man come out of an apartment 

building next to the Academy of Music on Johannesgasse. He was 

wearing Chassidic garb, and suddenly I felt a thrill of recognition, 

though such a sight was entirely unfamiliar to me. 

“Right out of Fiddler on the Roof !” was my first thought. “Maybe 

he’s one of the actors. People don’t dress like this these days, do 

they!?” He seemed completely out-of-place in this upscale, modern 

setting. I quickly realized this could be my only chance to get some 

of the questions that had begun whirling around in my mind an-

swered. I was so surprised and bewildered by the sight of him, which 

is why the details of the scene were emblazoned in my memory. The 

details surrounding this would-be encounter would have great signif-

icance later. But for now I balked at approaching him. While I was 

weighing equal amounts of hesitation and chutzpah, he vanished.

In the meantime, my brother Adam was also on a study program 

but in England. Summer was approaching and finding the overcast 

skies and relentless rainy weather just too depressing, he said to his 

friend, “Tell me a place that I could go where I won’t see a single 

cloud all summer!” “Go to Israel,” he was advised. “There, it’s all 

sunshine for months.” And that is what he did.

Soon after his arrival, Adam sprained his ankle. Still, he was able 

to hobble around, so he went to see the Western Wall. It happened 

that Rabbi Meir Schuster engaged him in conversation there, and 

seeing that his injury precluded any serious touring, he agreed to sit 

in on a few classes at Aish HaTorah (a ba’al teshuva yeshiva) until his 

ankle healed.
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I started receiving enthusiastic letters. Adam had extended his 

stay in the Old City where the “Torah learning” that he mentioned 

was offered. He also shared his discoveries with my other two sib-

lings, and urged them to come to Israel as well. Knowing our brother 

to be sharp and critical minded, we were all intrigued by his reports 

and impressions.

That’s how we found ourselves — all four of us — sharing a 

Jerusalem apartment, ready to explore this new domain that had so 

captivated our brother. 

After touring around a bit, each of us found a place to delve into 

some of these “Torah classes.” During the first week at the place 

that my sister and I chose, one of the faculty members mentioned 

an informal musical concert for women that would be taking place 

that evening in a private home. I was enjoying the music that night 

in a rather detached fashion when the well- known singer, Ashira, 

introduced her next song. It related her experience as a student … 

in Vienna!

“An afternoon in Vienna,” she sang. “Café tables in the sunlight 

… a young girl wanders through the streets and wonders about those 

who are no longer there.” She sang of “winter in Vienna, of children 

playing in the streets.” Then a flashback scene: children in those 

same streets, clutching their bundles to the train station forty years 

earlier, “though they hadn’t far to go.” In the next verse, the lyrics re-

turned to “a statue of the waltz king, offering music made of stone.”

The words of that song could not have been any closer to my 

own experience and seemed to crystallize the feelings I was having 

about my Jewish identity. I resolved to stay on in Israel and learn 

more.

It was an exhilarating period of intellectual stimulation, spiri-

tual exploration, discovering a rich heritage and history filled with 

towering personalities. I decided to stay when it occurred to me 
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one day that I knew of Columbus, Washington and David Frost but 

nothing about Hillel, the Rambam, or the Vilna Gaon. As a child, 

I had crafted pilgrim’s hats but never decorated a succah. I had cel-

ebrated Thanksgiving but never Shavuot. I was reluctant to leave 

after a year, but I knew it was time to go back to New York and begin 

to integrate what I had learned thus far, back on my old turf. 

When I returned home, the autumn air was crisp, unlike the 

elongated summer weather of Israel that stretched into October. I 

got quite a surprise when I learned that the first full-time Torah 

learning center for beginners had just opened in Monsey, a fifteen 

minute drive from my home. I had never even heard of Monsey but 

was delighted by the easy access to continued learning. The main 

teacher and head of the seminary, Rabbi Chaim Kohn, had invited 

me to spend Sukkot with his family.

I soaked up the warm atmosphere in the Kohn succah as we 

shared light conversation, during which I mentioned my route from 

Vienna to Israel, and how in Vienna my interest in Judaism had been 

sparked. I was surprised to learn that Rabbi Kohn was himself from 

Vienna and that his parents still lived there.

“Oh? Do your parents live in the Second District, across the 

Danube?” I asked, remembering how I discovered a Chabad enclave 

there at the end of my stay.

“No,” he said. “They live on Johannesgasse, in the First District.” 

A vision of the street as I had last seen it immediately flashed before 

my eyes. I saw the Chassidic Jew coming out of the building and 

walking down the street. “Nahh,” I thought quickly, “Johannesgasse 

is a very long road that cuts through all of the First District …” but 

asked anyway, “Do they live in the apartment building next to the 

Academy of Music?” 

“How would you know that?” asked an astonished Rabbi Kohn.

I described that “almost encounter” I’d had with the Chassid 
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who exited that particular address, how I had followed him trying 

to muster up the audacity to ask him why he’s dressed like that and 

how I lost my nerve at the last minute. “I think I must have followed 

your father.” 

“No,” the Rav replied, “My father doesn’t dress like that.”

After a short calculation, and a review of dates, Rabbi Kohn said, 

“I was visiting my family that month a year and a half ago. I grew up 

in that non-Jewish area but had studied in Israel as a young man and 

while I was there I became a Gerrer Chassid.”

“So I followed you?!” I half said and half asked. I was incredu-

lous! But pleased and said, “And now I’m finally able to ask you my 

questions.”

This story appears in It Happened at the Heritage House: Tales 

from the Legendary Jewish Youth Hostel (Menucha Publishers).

A version of this story was published in Hamodia.
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A Modern Chanukah Miracle
Ariella Bracha Waldinger

Angels don’t leave footprints.

(Rabbi Abraham J. Twerski, M.D.)

It was during the holy, joyous festival of Chanukah, when death 

claimed the life of the husband of a dear friend, named Shosha-

na. Shoshana is a healer, a Ph.D., homeopath, energy practi-

tioner, medical intuit and all-around wise woman who has spent her 

life helping and healing others.

Shoshana’s husband had cancer for more than a year and they 

both did their best to stem the tide of its advancement but to no 

avail. As the end drew near, the family gathered together at the hos-

pice. It had been a long and difficult journey, but Shoshana remained 

at his bedside and was present as his soul left his body. She had 

known his time was winding down, due to her experiences with 

death and dying over the years; it gave her the knowledge to read 

the signs and plan accordingly. However, she was completely caught 

off guard, that his passing would occur erev Shabbat Chanukah. For 

some reason, she had planned on being home, never guessing he 

would depart on this special date.

He passed away at 3:20 p.m. Friday afternoon and Shabbat was 

beckoning to her with its early candle-lighting time constraint. 

Shoshana was forced to leave her dead husband very quickly, in or-

der to get home to light her Chanukah candles, before lighting her 
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Shabbat candles. The situation was tense and emotions were flood-

ing her body. As she exited the hospice at 3:35p.m., she was com-

pletely, emotionally disarmed by the sight that befell her. Everything 

was blanketed in thick, heavy fog with extremely limited visibility. 

The darkness and heaviness seemed to be mimicking her feelings of 

loss and grief. The poor visibility was strange and unexpected at that 

time of day, but the most eerie component was the veil of stillness 

that engulfed the area. This factor too felt like a mirror of her inner 

world, which had become hushed by the deep loss of her husband. It 

was an eerie feeling that sent shivers up her spine. It felt as if nature 

was concealing its light and grieving along with her.

Shoshana was physically exhausted, emotionally numb and des-

perately in need of a way to get home. By now, taxis were no lon-

ger operational due to the approach of Shabbat and she had no car. 

Shoshana immediately raised her eyes heavenward and pleaded with 

God to send her quick salvation — i.e., a miracle.

While assessing the dilemma of getting home, Shoshana be-

came alerted to a sound in the distance. She began to peer intensely 

through the fog to see if she could see anything. She heard what 

sounded like a very old car chug, chugging along. It sounded very 

slow-moving but seemed to be steadily advancing in her direction. 

Suddenly, her eyes beheld the vision of a car emerging out of the 

dense fog. It was not a private car but a very old and beat-up taxi, 

driven by an old Arab man in a kefiah (Arab head scarf). Could this 

possibly be her salvation? she wondered. The sequence of events felt 

like a spellbinding scene in a movie thriller and she didn’t know 

whether to laugh or cry. Right away, the old Arab man, in the mira-

cle vehicle, asked her if she needed a ride.

Shoshana didn’t hesitate for a second. She quickly jumped in and 

told him her husband had just left the world and she needed to get 

home, fast. She said, “I do not even know what time Shabbat starts.” 
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He responded, “Shabbat starts at 4:09 p.m. I will get you home.” 

He sped along the deserted, fog-laden streets, racing against time to 

deliver her straight to her door. Would she make it in time to light 

her Chanukah candles and then her Shabbat candles? Her inner in-

tuition told her she would make it home in time. In fact, she took a 

deep breath, fell back against the seat and relaxed for the first time 

in months. It seemed to her as if the car were flying, and suddenly 

she was home. She quickly turned to run inside her house, but be-

fore departing asked the old Arab man, “How much do I owe you?” 

He said, “Nothing, go quickly and light your candles!”

In shocked amazement, Shoshana ran up the steps, unlocked 

the door and raced through the house gathering what she needed. 

Her mind was a whirl of thoughts, feelings and emotions. As she 

prepared to get things in order and light her Chanukah candles, she 

wondered if the taxi ride with the old Arab had been a dream. She 

ran to the window to search for his taxi but there was nothing other 

than fog staring her in the face.

Shoshana had no time to process her feelings about the miracle 

God had personally wrought for her. When she lit her Chanukah 

candles and said the blessing after kindling the lights, “We kindle 

these lights to commemorate the miracles, the wonders, the salva-

tions … which You have performed for our forefathers in those days 

at this season …” and the reality hit her full force. She felt God’s 

Divine presence through the miracle and it enabled her to chase 

away the shadow of death that lay upon her heart. God’s salvation 

blanketed her in a feeling of comfort, as she felt His warm embrace 

through His miraculous intervention. 

Shoshana continued on with the last part of the blessing … ”To 

offer thanks and praise to Your great Name for Your miracles, for 

Your wonders and for Your salvations.” Shoshana would be forever 

grateful for God’s kindness during this time of intense grief and loss. 
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She would never forget this magnificent Chanukah gift given direct-

ly to her by the Hand of God, in the Land of Miracles at the time of 

miracles.

First appeared on the writer’s blog: 

https://comingintothelightofaliyah.wordpress.com.
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T he God of Meir Answered Me
Rabbi Mordechai Bulua

The pain of parting is nothing to the joy of meeting again.

(Charles Dickens)

Many years ago, when our son was learning in yeshiva in 

Israel, we decided to go visit him during Chanukah. My 

wife had never been to Israel, and the last time I had 

been there was when I myself attended a hesder yeshiva, where Is-

raelis combine learning with army service over a period of five years. 

I was given an Israeli chavrusa (learning partner) and we became 

very close. We learned together for close to two years and he had a 

tremendous influence on me. He was even instrumental in my later 

meeting my wife!

Unfortunately, after I left Israel, I found out that he was serious-

ly injured in the first Peace for Galilee War and he suffered third-de-

gree burns over much of his body. It was touch and go for over six 

months, but baruch Hashem, he survived. All the other soldiers in his 

tank were killed. I davened for him over the years but lost contact.

When we arrived in Israel, I got his cellphone number from the 

yeshiva. I called him up and was thrilled to hear his voice again. He 

told me he was in Teveriah (Tiberias) for Chanukah for continu-

ing treatment of his injuries at Chamei Teveriah, the Tiberias Hot 

Springs. This took place during the Intifada, and I had promised 

my wife I wouldn’t rent a car, as she didn’t want us ending up in 
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Ramallah by mistake, God forbid. There was a bus tour from our 

hotel going up north. When I contacted the tour operator and asked 

if they would be stopping at the hot springs, he replied that it was 

not on the itinerary, and they had to keep to schedule. I decided to 

go on the tour anyway, hoping beyond hope that somehow Hashem 

would bring us together. A Jew never gives up.

When we arrived at the entrance of the city, the guide pointed 

out to us a building and said it was Tiberias’s hot springs, but unfor-

tunately the bus didn’t stop but made a left going up a hill. To our 

great surprise, it stopped less than a hundred meters away in front 

of a building. The tour guide said we had arrived at the grave of 

Rabbi Meir Ba’al HaNess (Rabbi Meir the Miracle-worker), and that 

we would be stopping for fifteen minutes to pray at his gravesite. I 

couldn’t believe it! It was right next to Chamei Teveriah! While my 

wife went inside to say Tehillim, I ran down the hill as fast as I could. 

After going through security, I entered the building of Chamei 

Teveriah. It was packed with people. This wasn’t going to be easy. I 

walked up to the information desk and approached the receptionist. 

I just wanted permission to go to the baths and was willing to pay 

for the privilege of doing so. What came out of my mouth, however, 

was something totally different. I told her that I was looking for my 

friend and mentioned his name. With hundreds of people using the 

baths daily, it didn’t dawn on me that there was no chance she would 

know him. All of a sudden, before she had a chance to respond, I 

heard a voice behind me saying, “You’re looking for me? Who are 

you?” I turned around and recognized him right away! He didn’t 

recognize me, however. I felt like Joseph when he revealed himself 

to his brothers after so many years.

My old chavrusa informed me that he had finished earlier than 

usual that day and was leaving the building when he heard his name 

called. The Hashgacha Pratis was undeniable. A few seconds earlier 
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or later and we would have missed each other. We hugged one an-

other for a very long time, and it seemed that everyone was looking 

at us, but we didn’t care. We were together again. His wife, who 

was waiting outside in the car, took me back uphill to the bus. I in-

troduced them to my wife and we took pictures together before my 

wife and I headed back on the bus.

On the bus, I told my wife that it’s all thanks to Rabbi Meir 

Ba’al HaNess that I found my chavrusa. My wife added something 

remarkable. She reminded me that whenever we lose something 

at home, we put money in the pushka (charity box) of Rabbi Meir 

Ba’al HaNess and say “Eloka D’Meir Aneini (God of R’ Meir, answer 

me!).” It’s a segula for finding one’s lost object. My wife said that if 

it works with his pushka, how much more so should it work while 

actually davening at his gravesite! She thus prayed that I find my long 

“lost” chavrusa, and baruch Hashem, I found him!

A few weeks later, I received an email from my chavrusa. He 

reminded me of how well we learnt together in yeshiva and quoted a 

Mishna in Pirkei Avot 3:3 (Ethics of the Fathers): “If two people sit 

together and learn Torah, then the Shechinah, the Divine Presence, 

dwells among them, as it says (Malachi 3:16), ‘Then those who 

feared God spoke with one another, and God hearkened and heard, 

and a book of remembrance was written before Him …” A few weeks 

later, while learning the gemara in Brachot 6a, I came upon the same 

verse from Malachi. On the words “God hearkened,” Rashi writes, 

“He (God) waits for them there!” Indeed, God “waited” for us in 

Teveryah all those years until the time was right for Him to bring us 

back together. The God of R’ Meir answered me!
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A Diplomatic Situation
Manuel Sand

Cast your bread upon the waters,  

for after many days you will find it.

(Kohelet 11:1)

When my son Baruch finished the army, he and some 

friends went down to Eilat for vacation. They decided 

while there to go over to Taba (in Egypt) to the casino.

Baruch took his car. Baruch used to do shooting practice at a 

firing range and it so happened there were a couple of bullets in his 

car. He was arrested at the border for smuggling arms. He tried to 

explain that this was an accident, that he hadn’t known they were 

there but his pleas fell on deaf ears.

On their drive to the jail, they stopped at a kiosk, where Baruch 

bought a Coke. He looked over at the soldier in his “uniform,” with 

a torn pant leg and the sole of his shoe flapping, and offered him a 

drink. The guard was very grateful and treated his prisoner with 

great care.

Baruch called us for help. I was trying to keep it from my wife, 

Esther Ella. I was very anxious and when she found out she thought 

she was going to have a heart attack. It so happens that Deddy, our 

daughter Malca’s husband, had an uncle, Eliyahu Ben-Elissar, who 

had been appointed as Israel’s first ambassador to Egypt following 

the Israel-Egypt Peace Treaty. He was actually Deddy’s adopted un-
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cle. Deddy’s grandparents had fled Europe. They had lost their son 

to the Nazis but had an extra pass for him to leave the country, so 

a neighbor asked them if they would take their son on that pass. 

They agreed and that boy had grown up, joined the Foreign Service 

and was now the Ambassador to Egypt. He immediately went into 

action to get Baruch pardoned.

It took three days to release Baruch. In the meantime, there was 

no food in the jail, so Baruch was buying food and feeding his cap-

tors. They treated him like a king, like the visiting dignitary he was.

There are two lessons to be learned from this story:

Never cross the border into another country with bullets in your 

car.

You can’t help but be amazed at the Hashgacha Pratit in this 

story. A boy who was adopted by a couple of caring Jews was instru-

mental in helping his nephew’s brother-in-law get out of an Egyptian 

jail decades later.
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Military Miracles
As heard from Hadassah Shteiff

How long is forever? Sometimes just one second.

(Lewis Carroll)

Elyakim Oster was married with three children when World 

War II broke out and the insidious shadows of the Holocaust 

loomed. When the Germans invaded Lizhensk, Poland, 

where he and his family lived, they only exiled the Jews. Elyakim 

fled across the San River into Russia. The Russians, taking the Jews 

for enemy spies, sent him and his family to Siberia. Elyakim was 

eventually drafted into the Red Army to fight the Germans. 

The Russians had no love for the Jews and anytime something 

unpleasant had to be done, it fell to him. So one day when the com-

munication equipment failed in the trenches, it was Elyakim who 

was sent out into the open to see what was wrong. As soon as he left 

the trench, a grenade landed inside, instantly killing the soldiers who 

had unwittingly sent him to safety.

Another time during the war, Elyakim was sleeping the weary 

and troubled sleep of a soldier when he dreamed of his mother. At 

that point, he had no way of knowing whether she was dead or alive 

but by later accounts she had already perished. In his dream, she 

kept urging him to get up and move from where he was sleeping. 

Finally he awoke, and heeding his mother’s urgent plea, got up from 

his makeshift bed. Just then a bullet landed right where he had been 
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sleeping. If he hadn’t moved, he would have been killed.

Two open miracles among countless other hidden ones.

Elyakim and his family survived the war and immigrated to 

Israel.
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T he Right Hand of God
Ziona Greenwald

May (the angels) Michael be at my right, Gabriel 

at my left, Uriel before me, and Raphael behind me, 

and above my head the Presence of God.

(The Bedtime Shema Prayer)

It was a typical September morning in Jerusalem, meaning sun-

ny skies and no-jacket weather. My little daughter and I were 

on the way to her gan (kindergarten), walking hand in hand. 

With many schools in the area, and the usual workday rush hour, 

there was plenty of traffic about, both vehicle and pedestrian. As we 

approached the busy crosswalk on Rachel Imenu Street (the street 

names in the Holy Land remind me daily of how special it is to live 

here), I looked both ways to check for traffic. 

If you have spent any time in Jerusalem, you know that the ma-

jority of crosswalks are so-called zebra crossings. These pedestrian 

passages rely on the honor system. Drivers are required to stop for 

anyone waiting to cross. But drivers don’t always follow the law; they 

don’t all automatically slow down as they approach or check care-

fully that no person is at the crosswalk. And that glorious Jerusalem 

sunshine, or heavy rain, in its season, present their own hazards, 

making it exceedingly difficult for drivers to see what’s beyond their 

windshields. So crossing the street requires not only caution but a 

leap of faith.
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My little girl was on my right side. We were about a third of the 

way into the street when suddenly a vehicle came speeding at us 

from the left. I was struck in the leg and thrown several meters. The 

shock left me shaking, trembling, screaming. The driver stopped 

and got out of his vehicle, which turned out to be a minivan. It was 

the sun, he explained remorsefully. He hadn’t seen us at all. I knew 

he was telling the truth, and also that he had not slowed down at the 

crosswalk as he should have under those conditions. Though badly 

bruised, I was not gravely injured. As I would learn afterward, the 

excruciating pain in my leg was due to ligament damage; my bones 

were intact. That alone was a miracle.

But the bigger miracle was my daughter. Though scared and 

shell-shocked, she was unscathed. Not a scratch on her. And all be-

cause she had been on my right side. Had she been walking alongside 

my left, holding my left hand instead of my right, not only would 

she have been struck, but the force of the impact — of a minivan, no 

less — would have been devastating. The point of impact on my leg 

was almost exactly where her head would have been had she been to 

my left. Processing the magnitude of that almost-tragedy still leaves 

me breathless.

There is a postscript to this story. The driver who hit me was a 

good man who made a potentially grievous mistake, which fortu-

nately turned out otherwise. He reached out to me afterward, and 

through his unique professional connections, he has been helpful to 

my husband and me in a completely unrelated matter. Our unfortu-

nate intersection had a positive outgrowth.

Our Sages teach that God freed us from slavery in Egypt with 

His right arm, which represents supreme strength. I believe that 

same hand of Hashem is what protected my family from catastro-

phe that day in Jerusalem — my daughter’s right hand in mine, and 

God’s right hand holding us both.
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Jerusalem Bus Conversation
Ruth Fogelman

We make a living by what we get,  

but we make a life by what we give.

(Winston Churchill)

Shabbos is to arrive in one moment at the top of a 

mountain and to suddenly discover new mountains, 

higher mountains that you have never seen before.

(Rabbi Shlomo Carlebach)

I heard her at the bus-stop, a woman in her seventies. She was 

speaking in English to a white-haired gentleman.

She “chanced” to sit opposite me on the bus.

“I hear you’re from England,” I opened our conversation.

“Yes, and where are you from?”

I told her.

“I’m from London, from the East End, but we moved to a little 

place called Croyden with the war,” she said, referring to the Second 

World War.

“Ah, I always passed East Croyden railway station on the train.”

“My father opened a factory in 1939 to help with the war effort.”

I nodded in interest and she continued. “I never really knew 

what he made there — he’d never take me there, but on Friday 

nights he’d bring home all sorts of young American soldiers who 

were stationed in Croyden. He’d just pick them up in shul or on the 
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streets, and they would be our Shabbat guests.”

I nodded again, thinking of how my husband used to do exactly 

the same thing on the streets of Jerusalem.

“So let me tell you what happened when I was at a class in ye-

shiva one morning, here in Jerusalem.” I leaned forward to listen to 

her story.

“In walked an elderly man, with a U.S. army beret with army 

insignia.

“‘Let’s introduce each other,’ said the rabbi, interrupting him-

self. So we went around the large table, each person introducing 

herself or himself. When it came to the turn of this elderly stranger, 

he said that he was from the United States but happened to serve 

in England during the war in a town, he said, that no one had heard 

of — Croyden.

“‘The highlight of my service there,’ he continued, ‘was a Jewish 

man who brought me to his home — no questions asked — on Friday 

night, and his delightful little girl who had long ginger hair with a 

big bow in it.’

“I started to cry, tremble, and promptly fainted. He was talking 

about my father and me!

“This encounter motivated me to do research on what my father 

actually manufactured in his factory, and his contribution to the war 

effort.”

Joan got off the bus, and I mused on the workings of Providence. 

Not only was her story one of Hashem’s workings in the world, but 

also it was just two days earlier that one of the editors of this book 

asked me to write something for its pages. “Something new,” she said.

“I’ll see,” I replied, thinking about how I haven’t written any-

thing in months and wondering where I would find the inspiration 

to write something on Providence.
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Home and Heart h
Rahel Sherman

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I — 

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

(Robert Frost)

City life was getting to be treacherous. 

My honey had many medical problems stemming from 

a car accident, but he also had allergies. He relished cool 

breezes, air circulation, and fans for comfort. He kept the windows 

open as much as possible for cross currents.

One day, while working in the basement of our rented city house, 

a foot and a jean-covered leg found its way into the open window 

near my honey’s workbench. Realizing it was a thief, my vigilant 

husband slammed the window down on the man’s ankle. The guy 

yelled, wriggled free and ran.

When I came home later from work, I listened in horror as he 

recounted the attempted invasion.

“The neighborhood is horrible. Your father and I meet each oth-

er on the sidewalk at night when the gang across the road makes 

threats about robbing nearby houses. They discuss if they should 

bring their guns or not. Your dad and I both call the police on them.”
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I pondered the truth of what he said. Illicit drug dealers and 

worse had altered for the worse the once-attractive area of my child-

hood neighborhood. Most of the former residents, except the poor 

or elderly, were moving away to the suburbs. We lived next door to 

my retired dad who didn’t want to leave his home. It had been his 

family’s home in his youth. He faced crime like the military man 

he was. Dad heroically had stopped a man from robbing a television 

appliance store and my honey also had knocked a robber off his bi-

cycle, returning a stolen purse to the victim.

“If we stay in the city, I feel like I’m going to die,” my honey said 

bluntly. “The city is so polluted. At night, the smoke stacks of the 

nearby factory let out their poisons; the traffic noises all day long 

don’t let me relax; the gangs and sirens keep me up at night.”

There were things we loved about the city. For instance, our 

families lived nearby. The parks were gorgeous; libraries, mov-

ies, and cultural events were abundant. We had not yet joined the 

Jewish community. We didn’t belong to a formal religion and held 

home bible studies with a variety of others who were discontent 

with mainstream religion.

“How can we move, honey? What can we afford? You haven’t 

been able to work for awhile and I don’t make much working for 

Social Services. I just don’t know how we can do this.” It seemed 

overwhelming and sad. How could I make this happen? I couldn’t 

take a second job — I too had health issues. It was obvious, though, 

that he was suffering much more than I was. He was frequently in 

the ER or at a doctor’s office. My heart went out to him.

We had no answers.

A short time after, I returned from work and this time found 

my husband excited. “Look,” he said. “I found a map of the Finger 

Lakes on the sidewalk. See ... there is a Jerusalem, New York, near 

Sherman Hollow, Sherman Road and West Sherman Road. Three 
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roads with our last name! There is even a Skyline Drive (the same 

name as a road we loved in Virginia’s Shenandoah National Park). 

Let’s take a ride and just visit the area. It’s not too far ... less than 

two hours away.”

“Wow! And I see there is a Friend Road too,” I commented. 

“That’s a cute name. Interestingly enough, there is an area called 

Italy right next to Jerusalem. Okay. Let’s go check it out.”

Out of necessity, we were very conservative with our money 

and a long pleasure ride was uncommon. Still, the map beckoned 

us and we took off on a Sunday. It was a very beautiful area with 

rolling hills, forests, lakes, waterfalls, streams, winding roads. We 

drove all day. We located Jerusalem, the three different Sherman 

Roads, Friend Road, Italy and Skyline Drive. My husband was bliss-

fully happy in the country that day.

We thought that was the end of it; however, we were wrong.

A few weeks later, an ad appeared in a newspaper I found at 

work:

Why rent when you can buy? 

Old farmhouse, 10 acres, fruit and nut trees. 

$31,000. $1000 down. The owner will hold mortgage.

No location was given. I showed my honey the ad and he asked 

me to call.

Saul (not his real name), the young man who answered the 

phone, invited us to view the house, telling us that others were in-

terested in purchasing it. He informed us of the location. We were 

startled. The advertised farmhouse was on Italy Hill, the area we 

had recently visited. The next road over was Jerusalem. It was as if 

Hashem had sent us the map.

The ride, this time, was hazardous. The young property owner 

had called us before we left the house. Saul’s car would not make it 

up slippery Italy Hill. Could we pick him up and he could show us 
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exactly where the house was. We agreed.

The light falling snow en route to the Finger Lakes turned into 

a dangerous “white out,” obscuring vision. The roads had ice spots. 

My intrepid husband would not give up driving, even after we had 

spun around and hit a guard rail. He said seriously that we were not 

staying in the proper lane on the road, but he couldn’t discern the 

lanes with such poor visibility and the repeated involuntary slid-

ing on the ice. At one point, the snow let up for a moment and he 

gasped. There was a huge tractor-trailer right nearby. We could have 

slid right into it, but we didn’t, thank God.

We met Saul and were amazed. He looked a lot like one of my 

younger brothers. We all liked each other immediately. He showed 

us the house. It had a sturdy foundation but was in disrepair. There 

was a room stacked with newspapers and a few tons of 1950ish 

stinky survival biscuits in rotting metal containers; frozen pipes in 

the kitchen sink; mushrooms growing on a floor under a filthy rug; a 

chimney that had seen at least one but probably more chimney fires. 

One room had been a dark room for photography and was painted 

black.

My honey and I consulted with each other. Could life be chang-

ing? We really thought we could fix it up and something inside us, 

hope perhaps, rekindled. We took it as a Divine sign that my hon-

ey had found the map of the Finger Lakes that led us here — the 

beautiful area we remembered from our fall ride, before the snow. 

We needed a way to escape the city in order to help my honey. We 

imagined tapping the maple trees and organic gardening. My hon-

ey envisioned a room for each activity, like Jefferson’s Monticello 

plantation.

Saul listened to our situation and said with conviction that he 

felt we were the ones who were meant to have the house. The others 

wanted it as an investment. Only trouble was we didn’t have a thou-
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sand dollars for the down payment. We had only forty. He asked us 

how our credit was. We never used credit; we paid cash. He was 

satisfied with that and agreed to wait for the first payment when my 

tax refund came in, about three months later.

When we got home, my husband, who could be very intuitive, 

said he had to phone the owner. He felt somebody had died on the 

land. Saul hesitated but then admitted that there had been a murder 

there. The only such crime in the peaceful area happened in the 

driveway. Most of the time the house had been inhabited by an older 

couple. My husband told me not to worry ... America’s soil was filled 

with memories of wars between Native Americans and Europeans, 

between the Spanish and the Anglos. Old people died in many a 

house.

My tax refund arrived and we bought the home. Since we had 

never bought a house before, we didn’t know there were closing 

costs. Saul loaned us the money when we finally closed. That too we 

took as Divine Providence. Saul was very kind.

When we were making repairs, it was as if God was guiding us. 

People offered us needed materials. Sometimes my very intuitive 

husband would turn down a random street and stop to pick up a 

discarded pipe or other material. He’d later report, “It was just the 

amount we needed. No more. No less.” We knew God was with us, 

knew He was looking out for our needs.

Our life was going to change forever. My wonderful husband 

used his skills and talents building stone-walled organic gardens, a 

fireplace, kitchen chairs, cabinets, a wood-burning stove, and much 

more. My honey was often happy, singing silly songs as he worked, 

like “Give me a home where the buffalo roam … and I’ll show you 

a dirty house.”

There were hardships of health but the years in the farmhouse 

were filled with Divine Providence and much joy. Away from our 
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companions in the city, we were able to study Jewish literature on 

quiet Shabbats in the country and this resulted in religious Jewish 

observance and a Halachic remarriage under a chuppah. The land 

and house became filled with kindness and mitzvot: mezuzot (mezu-

zahs), waving lulavs in a succah, Passover seders, personal prayer à la 

Reb Nachman, prayers from the siddur and machzor (holiday prayer-

book). There were kiddushes and Jewish songs filled the air. Books 

of Torah lined the walls of the house. We had guests and took in our 

dear foster kids. We took in pets and provided a wildlife-friendly 

environment. Some guests even enabled us to visit Israel and anoth-

er dimension of closeness to Hashem was born. We saw Hashem’s 

kind hand in all of these things and more for so much came about in 

atypical ways. This is also the home that housed our soulmate mar-

riage and even now, as a widow, I sense my darling soulmate so much 

here — in my mind, heart, dreams and in his handiwork.

An ideal path for Jews, in my humble opinion, is Torah in a 

Jewish community, preferably Israel — in Jerusalem, Hevron, Tzfat, 

Teverya or Shiloh. My honey and I were not raised in Torah. Our 

path was very convoluted. Due to God’s Providence, we loved, lived 

and grew in the farmhouse on Italy Hill outside of Jerusalem, New 

York. He knew what we need long-term and even sent a map.

I love You, Hashem. Your miracles are with us daily. I love You.
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Common Denominator
Sue Tourkin Komet

You are shaking… so am I.  

It is because of Jerusalem, isn’t it?  

One does not go to Jerusalem, one returns 

to it. That’s one of its mysteries.

(Elie Wiesel)

It was early summer 1969, the end of my first year in Israel, and I 

was seated near the back of the bus.

I looked around for someone interesting. I’d already learned 

that, in Israel, it is usually perfectly acceptable, safe, normal, and 

“welcome” to converse with a total stranger.

We are Am Echad Kadosh — One Holy Nation.

I’ve always been able to converse with just about anyone, but no 

one really looked like a worthy “target”.

Then I saw a middle-aged woman across the aisle from me, one 

row ahead, with a purple-blue number tattooed on her arm.

I stared, numb, not having grown up with such physical post-Ho-

locaust testimonies in suburban Maryland. I knew that my curiosity 

was at the expense of her past pain, her past life, her past losses, and 

her privacy, so I decided not to engage her in conversation. 

I left her alone, but I just could not leave the sight of her tattoo 

alone.

Suddenly I shifted, uncomfortable. The numerals on her arm 
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seemed to remind me of some other numbers.

With reverence, with fear, with shaking hands, I took my student 

ID card out of my wallet, and yes, all the digits matched hers, albeit 

in a slightly different order!

I double-checked, triple-checked and quadruple-checked her 

number and my number and they were the same.

The youthful, spontaneous, immature part of me wanted to tap 

her on her shoulder — oy! — of the arm with the tattoo! — and 

share my “twin-ship” with her. But thankfully another part of me, 

the educated, sensitive, young adult part, begged me to hold back. 

I didn’t know about meditation in 1969, but I was capable of it, 

spontaneously and naturally. I was newly Observant with an upper-

case O, but had always been observant with a lowercase o; a newly 

Observant Orthodox Jew who had previously been a very observant 

traditional Jew.

I was new to the term Hashgacha Pratit — Divine Providence — 

but I had always subscribed to such an elegant concept, instinctively 

and thoroughly, when I did my walking meditations to and from 

elementary school, day by day, year by year, while growing up.

So I sat back, in a kind of trance, to meditate on her number and 

on mine. Her number was meant to brand her, humiliate her, torture 

her, starve her, whip her, burn her, and a whole long list that would 

fill many pages.

My number was meant to register me at the Hebrew University 

in Jerusalem — which in my mind obligated me to be a good stu-

dent, to be ethical and moral, to progress in my studies, my Hebrew, 

my Jewish observance and Jewish commitments. And for me, being 

an idealist and a Zionist, my student card ID number carried with it 

the promise of my becoming a future olah — immigrant to Israel, a 

social worker, a wife, a mother, a voter, an activist, and more. 

Her number was meant to spell death and anonymity. But here 
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she was, alive and well, and pleasingly plump, sitting seemingly 

calmly opposite me, a row ahead.

My number was meant to give me a chance to help build the 

young State of Israel, only twenty years young in 1968, just as I was 

twenty years old in 1968.

Mine was for life and hers was for death. 

Hers was for death and mine was for life.

And both of us were on the exact same bus ride up to the Holy 

City of Jerusalem. I knew then that I’d be back in Jerusalem a year 

later, Bachelor’s Degree in hand, to continue my life here as she had 

continued her life here, albeit a generation older than me and with a 

totally different personal history.

I knew then that Divine Providence was at hand, and on her arm, 

and on my ID Card. If I’d have missed that bus, I’d have missed her 

number — our common denominator.

Excerpted from Jerusalem Out Front, Bethlehem 

Outback: Prose & Poetry by Sue Tourkin Komet.
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Protected
As told to Miriam Gitlin

Life is a journey that has to be traveled  

no matter how bad the roads.

(Oliver Goldsmith)

It was silent in the shul. Dark and silent. I flipped on one of 

the switches in the ezras nashim, but only a third of the area 

was illuminated. The light seemed dim and feeble next to the 

shadowy benches and the glimmer of stars that shone through the 

windows.

Not that it was spooky. The darkness, the silence, the palpa-

ble knowledge that I was alone here, that it was just me and the 

sifrei Torah huddled in the aron kodesh (the holy ark) gave me a tre-

mendous sense of peace. I was alone here, alone with Hashem, His 

presence magnified by the words of David Hamelech that streamed 

forth from the pages of my Tehillim and echoed off my tongue.

It was strange to be alone like this, but familiar, too. In the three 

months since my wedding I’d gotten used to the togetherness, to 

suddenly being one of a pair instead of just Rivki. Solitary spiritual 

moments had faded into history, become a part of the past, of my 

before-marriage self. But here I was again, alone with Hashem and 

my tefillos (prayers), and it felt so right, so good.

When Yonasan told me about the chatzos (mid-night) learning 

program at his yeshiva, he’d seemed hesitant, uncertain about how 
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I’d respond. “Leil Purim is such a special, holy night, especially after 

chatzos. We’re going to learn from chatzos until they can pray vasikin 

(the earliest morning prayers), and then he’ll read the Megillah (the 

Book of Esther).”

I understood his hesitancy; it was the first time he was suggest-

ing being out at night, but I wasn’t bothered. The opposite, really. 

His words had sparked an idea, something I’d never have thought of 

doing, but now was pulled toward.

“That sounds amazing!”

“Oh. Really?” He leaned back, blinking and smiling. I don’t think 

he thought I’d respond so quickly, at least not so excitedly.

“Yes! Isn’t Purim supposed to be an auspicious time for prayer?”

“It is …”

“So when you go to learn, I can go to the shul above the beis mi-

drash and say Tehillim.”

“The whole night?”

“Not the whole night.” The idea was still forming, percolating in 

my mind as I spoke, but even as the details sprang into existence, I 

was hooked. “I’ll drive you to the kollel and then go upstairs to the 

shul, say some Tehillim, and then come home and sleep in a bit. I 

don’t have to daven vasikin. I’ll go to the women’s Megillah reading 

instead of the regular one, and my parents aren’t starting the seudah 

until two, anyway.”

So here I was.

I recited Tehillim with fervor and passion for close to two hours, 

and then as sleepiness began to overtake me, I closed the lights and 

exited the shul.

The ride home was quiet. Serene. In the space of those three 

minutes between the shul and my house, I could feel the holiness of 

the chapters of Tehillim traveling with me, accompanying me home. 

The familiar streets passed by, the houses as still as their sleeping 
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inhabitants. It was peaceful in the car, peaceful in the night around 

me, and peaceful in my heart.

It’s hard to say what I was aware of first — the shriek of metal 

bending against its will, the force of the impact that pressed me hard 

against my seatbelt, or the feeling of flying, of whirling into nowhere 

and nothingness.

“Hashem …”

Fear lodged itself firmly in the recesses around my heart. The car 

was out of control, caught in a stream of motion. I could no longer 

feel the bumps of the road beneath my tires, and the windows re-

vealed only a blank, black expanse.

“Please Hashem, please stop the car. Let the car stop. Let me 

be alive.” An image of myself flashed through my mind, breathing 

but inert in the driver’s seat, unconscious as the engine ignited and 

flames filled the car.

“Please, let me stay conscious. Let me be unhurt.”

Flying, I was still flying … and then everything was still. Except 

for me. I was shaking uncontrollably.

“I’m alive, I’m alive. Thank you, Hashem, I’m alive.”

I felt a dull pain in my right leg, but I flexed my fingers and toes, 

lifted my hands, and took a deep breath. I was alive, and I was whole.

There was a thin strand of grey smoke trickling out from under 

the engine.

Get out. Get out now.

I clicked open my seatbelt and thrust the car door open, and 

stepped out — into water.

The creek. I was in the creek. Frankford Creek snaked through 

our small town, crawling alongside the road I’d just been driving on. 

But it was down, way down.

I looked up towards the midnight sky. A cliff towered above me. 

Even in the darkness I could make out the jagged edge of the rocks. I 
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came down that? I thought of the landing, the gentle way the car had 

simply ceased to be in motion. It can’t be, I thought.

“Are you all right?” It was a woman’s voice, and she sounded 

frantic. I looked for her but couldn’t see her, not until she was stand-

ing in front of me.

“I can’t believe it! I’m so sorry! Are you okay?”

She was panicking, but her fear seemed out of place, incongruent 

with the fact that I was standing, talking to her, uninjured.

“I think I’m fine,” I told her. My voice shook.

“But you can’t be — I’m so sorry. I don’t know what happened. I 

just didn’t see you at all. You can’t be okay!”

But I was. At least, I thought I was. As I reassured the woman, 

who introduced herself as Joanie, that I really did think I was fine, 

I heard the sound of approaching sirens. I thought about the sefer 

Tehillim resting on the passenger’s seat beside me as I’d driven home. 

I’d felt different, felt as if the strength behind that holy volume was 

in the car with me.

From the time I was little, I always remember my mother telling 

us that every mitzvah we do creates a malach (angel), and that those 

malachim come to protect us when we need them. “Do the mitzvos 

with joy, with alacrity,” she’d say. “You want an army of strong angels.”

As a child I’d pictured angels dressed in soldier’s uniforms, 

standing at attention and ready to fight. As I grew up that image 

had faded, but my mother’s education had achieved its goal and 

left the impression that mitzvahs must be done with sincerity and 

enthusiasm.

Now, the image of an army of malachim resurfaced in my mind.

“Hello? Hello?”

From the flashing lights above, I could see that Hatzolah had 

arrived. I could only imagine what they found — Joanie’s damaged 

car, but no people.
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“We’re down here!” we called.

“We’re fine!”

A beam of light landed on my face, momentarily blinding me, 

and then quickly disappeared. I blinked, trying to readjust to the 

suddenly thicker darkness.

It was just a few moments until I could see clearly again, but by 

then there were dark figures clad in reflective orange vests with the 

Hatzolah emblem on them moving quickly down the side of the 

cliff.

“Who was in the car?” one of the paramedics asked.

“I was.” I was still shaking. He looked at me, eyebrows creased. 

Then he looked at the car, then back at me again.

“It looks like you parked in the water,” he said slowly, incredulity 

highlighting his words. “That’s nearly a twenty-foot drop. You real-

ize the car should have flipped — if not completely, then at least it 

should have landed on its nose.”

I swallowed. I’d realized that I’d survived unscathed against in-

credible odds, but … the car should have flipped? Or landed head 

first? I shuddered, imagining what condition I would be in if that 

would have happened.

“Look, we’ve got to get you both to the ambulance. Do you think 

you can climb up?”

Climb up? I balked at the idea, but Joanie didn’t seem perturbed 

in the least.

“No problem. I’m a skiing instructor,” she said, and then began 

to scale the cliff.

Well, skiing instructor I was not. I made a valiant but thoroughly 

unsuccessful attempt, which accomplished nothing aside from re-

minding me that my leg was hurting. The paramedics carried me 

up to the grassy area beside the road, where the ambulances were 

parked. Another couple of paramedics were waiting there, and they 
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immediately set to work on me, inserting an IV and wrapping a 

blood pressure cuff around my arm as they started to question me.

“Do you have any neck pain?”

“No.” I shook my head. “But my leg hurts. Can I have some ice 

for that?”

“Just a minute. What about back pain?”

“I’m really fine. Except for my leg. I must have banged it during 

the impact. Do you have an ice pack?”

The paramedics, however, were not so interested in getting me 

ice. I gave up asking and just answered their questions. It was clear 

that they were planning on taking me in to the hospital, but it didn’t 

seem like they were in a rush to leave.

“When are we going to the hospital?” I asked.

“Soon,” one of the paramedics told me. “We can’t leave the scene 

of an accident until you’re stable.”

“Stable?” Cold fear slunk through my chest and wrapped itself 

tightly around my heart. As far as I’d been able to tell, I was fine. In 

terms of the big things, anyway; I was still shaking like a leaf and had 

what was certain to be the bruise of the century on my leg.

But could it be that there was something really wrong with me, 

something that I hadn’t picked up on? Something that might mean 

months of difficult recovery, something that might alter the land-

scape of my life forever? Or worse — something that was really 

life-threatening?

“Yeah, we’ve got to get you stable. Can’t leave till this blood 

pressure is down.”

Oh. My blood pressure. Relief rushed in and spread through my 

body, warm and reviving, just as quickly as the fear had paralyzed 

me. That was all; they just needed to stabilize my blood pressure, 

which was most probably the reason behind my uncontrollable 

shaking.
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“What is your address?” one of the paramedics asked me, when 

the shaking finally stopped.

“3925 Barrowmill Lane,” I said. “Why?”

“We’ll stop by and let your husband know what happened, and 

bring him to the hospital.”

“He’s not home, and I don’t think there’s any way to reach him 

right now,” I stammered. “But are things really that serious?”

“Probably not, but we’d like to let your family know. Do you 

have any other relatives nearby?”

“My parents.” I gave them my parents’ address, imagining what 

kind of reaction they’d have to a ringing doorbell at 4:30 in the 

morning.

My parents arrived at the hospital not long after I did.

“Rivki! Are you all right?” My mother raced toward me, arms 

outstretched, just as the first doctors from the ER team began to 

examine me.

“I’m really okay, Ma,” I said, trying to reassure her from the rath-

er awkward position of the hospital bed. “I look worse than I am.”

“I think,” I added, eyeing the doctor examining me.

He nodded. “We’re just checking for internal bleeding now, but 

you seem to be fine.”

He continued examining me as a paramedic gave him a complete 

report on the accident.

“… The car shot between two trees, over some very large boul-

ders …”

Goosebumps prickled my arms as he described all the ways in 

which the crash should have been worse, the car should have been 

totaled, and I should have been seriously injured. I hadn’t known 

all those facts; at the scene of the accident everyone had been more 

concerned with getting me out of the creek, my blood pressure sta-

bilized, and into the hospital to stop and give me lengthy explana-
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tions about the details of the accident. Now though, hearing it all at 

once, it was so obviously a miracle.

“Wow.” The doctor shook his head when the paramedic finished 

speaking. He turned to me. “You know, things don’t always work out 

this way.”

“Doctor,” I said. “You have to know — what saved me was saying 

Psalms. I was just on my way back from the synagogue.”

“Well, they sure did a good job. I would definitely call walking 

away from an accident like that with only a black-and-blue mark to 

show for it” — which they still hadn’t given me ice for! — “to be a 

miracle.” The doctors around him were nodding.

“Yeah,” one of them murmured. “It would be nice if we got more 

of the accident victims showing up here like this.”

A miracle.

Purim is the time for miracles … but not obvious ones. It’s a time 

of hester panim, where Hashem runs the world with a hidden hand, 

pulling the strings behind the scenes.

But there was nothing hidden about this miracle. I looked at the 

doctors standing around and nodding their heads, and remembered 

the awed looks on the paramedics’ faces. This was definitely a nes 

galuy, an open miracle.

They kept me for a few hours for observation, and then finally it 

was time for me to go home — or back to my parents’ house, at least.

“I’m not letting you out of my sight now,” my mother said, as she 

helped me into the wheelchair that the nurses insisted I get into, 

ignoring my protests that I was perfectly fine and had my discharge 

papers to prove it.

Since my mother had been picked up and driven to the hospital 

by another Hatzolah ambulance, my teenage brother came to drive 

us home.

My clothes had been damaged when the paramedics had log-
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rolled me from the stretcher, and I balked at the idea of getting out 

of the car wearing the hospital gown I was sent home in.

“Hey, don’t worry about it,” my brother Shimmy said. “It’s so 

early in the morning, no one’s going to see you. But even if they do, 

it’s Purim. They’ll think you’re just wearing a costume!”

Later on, I stood quietly in the same shul I’d sat and said Tehillim 

in. Now the room was not dark or still; it was bustling with women, 

who, like me, had come for the Megillah reading and were waiting 

for the blessings to be said. The woman beside me had been getting 

something out of her purse, and when she bent over to set it beneath 

her seat she pressed against my bruise.

It was sore and I winced, but then I smiled. I have a souvenir, I 

thought, a souvenir of the miracle Hashem had performed for me. 

I know it seems strange, but I was so glad that I had that bruise. It 

would take a couple of weeks till it healed completely, but during 

that time I would regularly be reminded of how Hashem saved 

me — giving me not just my life but also my health.

I am so lucky, I thought, as the ba’al koreh (the reader) began to 

recite the brachos. So very blessed. I am alive. And not just alive but 

healthy, too, and able to do mitzvos.

Shehecheyanu v’kiyimanu v’higiyanu la’zman hazeh.

Who has kept us alive, sustained us, and brought us to this 

season. 

First published in Binah.



288

Glossary
Abba — Father

Achdus — Unity

Adar — The sixth month in the Hebrew calendar

A”h — Aleiha/Alav Hashalom, May he/she rest in peace

Al Kiddush Hashem — Sanctification of God’s name

Aliyah — Immigration to Israel (literally, ascent)

Am Echad Kadosh — One holy nation

Amidah — The Shmone Esrei prayer

Apikorsus — Heresy

Aravos — Willow branches part of the four species taken on Succoth

Aron Kodesh — The Holy Ark, where the Torah scrolls are kept in a 

synagogue

Askan/im — Community activists

Asarah Ma’amarot — The Ten Sayings

Aseret HaDibrot — The Ten Commandments

Aseret Yemei Teshuva — The ten days from Rosh Hashanah to Yom Kippur

Ba’al(ei) Teshuva — A person who has repented

Ba’al Koreh — a person who reads from the Torah

Ba’al Tzedaka — A charitable person

Bachur/Bocher — Young man

Bachurim — Young men

Baruch Hashem — Thank God

Bat — Girl/Daughter of

Be’ezras Hashem — God willing

Beis Midrash — Study hall

Ben Torah — Someone who studies Torah



Glossary w 289

Bentched Gomel — Made the blessing after having a dangerous experience

Bereishit — Genesis

Bracha/Brachos/Brachot — Blessing/s

Bitachon — Faith

Bli ayin hara — Without an evil eye

Bnei Akiva — A youth group for religious students

Brit/Bris — Circumcision ceremony

Caspomat — Bank machine

Chag Sameach — Happy holiday

Chanukah — An eight day festival commemorating a miraculous military 

and religious victory of the Jews over the Hellenists

Chassan/chatan/chossen — Bridegroom

Chassid — Righteous person, follower of Chassidism

Chasunah — Wedding

Chatzos/t — The middle of the day or night

Chavrusa/ta — Torah study partner

Chesed — Act of kindness

Cheshvan — The second month in the Hebrew calendar

Chevra Kadisha — Jewish burial society

Chizuk — Encouragement (literally, strengthening)

Chol Hamoed — The intermediary days of the Succoth or Passover holidays

Chuppah — Marriage canopy/ceremony

Daven — Pray

Davening — Praying

Eema — Mother

Eitza — Suggestion

Eliyahu Hanavi — The Prophet Elijah

Elul — The twelfth month of the Hebrew calendar

Emunah — Belief/faith

Eretz Yisrael — The Land of Israel

Erev — Eve

Ezrat Nashim — The women’s section of the synagogue

Frum — Religious
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Gabbai — Synagogue manager

Gad — One of the Twelve Tribes, luck

Galut — The Diaspora, exile

Gan — Garden, kindergarten

Gan Eden — Paradise

Gehinnom — Purgatory

Gemara — The Talmud

Gematria — Jewish numerology

Geniza — A special repository for holy writings

Geveret — Lady

Gimmel — The third letter of the Hebrew alphabet, three

Gut Shabbos — A good Shabbos

Hachsharah — An agricultural Zionist training program

Halachah — Jewish law

Haggadah — The story of the Exodus from Egypt read at the Passover 

seder

Halachically — According to Jewish law

Hakadosh Baruch Hu — The Holy One Blessed be He, God 

Hashem — God (literally, The Name)

Hashgacha Pratit/s — An individual’s Divine Providence

Havdalah — Ceremony at the end of Shabbat 

Hefker — Ownerless, free for the taking

Hesder — A type of national service in Israel, combining military service 

with Yeshiva learning.

Hester Panim — God seemingly hiding His Face

Hishtadlut — Effort

Hoshanah Rabba — The seventh day of Succoth

Iyar — The eighth month of the Jewish calendar

Kabbalat Shabbat — Welcoming the Sabbath

Kaddish — Prayer of Praise to God also said by mourners 

Kashketel — a type of velvet hat some Chassidic boys wear on Shabbos

Kavanah — Intent

Kefirah — Apostasy
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Kehillah — Community, congregation

Ken Yirbu — May they increase

Ketubah — Marriage contract

Kever — Grave

Kever Yisroel — A Jewish burial

Kiddush — Sanctification of the Sabbath over wine

Kiddush Hashem — Sanctifying God’s name

Kippa — Skullcap

Kivrei Tzaddikim — The graves of righteous people

Koach — Strength

Kol mevaser mevaser v’omer — A voice heralds and says

Kotel — The Western Wall

Lag BaOmer — The thirty-third day of the Omer

Lamdan — A serious learner

Lashon kodesh — Hebrew, (literally, holy language)

L’chaim — A toast, (literally, to Life)

L’illui nishmat — For the elevation of the soul

Lo aleinu — It shouldn’t happen to us

Ma’ariv — The evening prayer

Machzor — Prayer book for festivals

Madrich/a — Counselor

Maggid — Teacher/preacher

Maggid Shiur — Teacher

Malach — Angel

Masechta — Tractate

Mashigiach — Ritual Supervisor

Mashiach/Moshiach — The Messiah/Redeemer

Masmid — A diligent learner

Mazal — Luck

Mazal/Mazel tov — Congratulations

Megillah — Scroll

Midda — Character trait 

Middot/s — Character traits
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Mikveh — A ritual pool for immersion

Minchah — Afternoon prayer

Min Hashamayim — Heaven sent

Minyan — Quorum of at least ten men for prayer

Mishna — The Oral Torah

Mitzvos/Mitzvoth — Commandments

Morah — Teacher (female)

Motek — Honey, Sweetheart

Motzaei Yom Tov/Shabbos — After a holiday/Shabbat

Nachas — Pleasure/pride

Nachas Ruach — Pleasure

Nes — Miracle

Nes Galuy — An open miracle

Neshama/os — Soul/s

N”y — Nero Yair — May his light shine (May he live a long life)

Oleh/Olah — A new immigrant to Israel

Parnassah — Livelihood

Parshah — Torah portion, dating for marriage scene

Pesach — Passover

Peyos — Sidecurls

Pintele Yid — The spark of a Jewish soul

Purim — A holiday celebrating the defeat of the evil minister Haman who 

wanted to kill all the Jews in Persia’s kingdom

Pushke — Charity box

Rabbanim — Rabbis

Rachmanut — Compassion

Raphael — The angel of Healing

Rav — Rabbi

Rebbetzin — The wife of a Rav, a female teacher of Torah

Redt — Read as in a shidduch

R”l — Rachmana Litzlan, God forbid

Rosh Chodesh — The New Month as determined by the lunar cycle

Rosh Hashanah — The Jewish New Year
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Ruach Hakodesh — Divine Spirit/prophecy

Schar mitzvah — The reward for a mitzvah

Shechinah — The female expression of God’s Presence

Sefer/Sefarim — Book(s), a book with Torah thoughts

Sefer Torah/Sifrei Torah — Torah scroll(s)

Segula — Merit/portend of good luck

Seudah — Festive meal

Seudat hodaya — Festive meal of thanksgiving

Shabbat/Shabbos — The Sabbath

Shabbaton — A Shabbat celebrated together in a group like a school or 

youth group

Shaliach — Messenger, envoy

Shadchan/it — Matchmaker 

Shadchanim- Matchmakers

Shalom — Hello/Goodbye/Peace

Shamayim — Heaven (literally, the sky)

Shavuot — The Festival of Weeks celebrating the giving of the Torah by 

God to the Jewish people

Sheitel — Wig

Shema — The quintessential Jewish prayer declaring God’s Oneness

Shemone Esrei — A central prayer said three times a day 

Shemot — Deuteronomy

Sheva Brachot/brochos — Seven blessings said under the chuppah; a week 

of celebrations for a newlywed couple 

Shevi’i shel Pesach — The seventh day of Pesach (a holiday)

Shidduch — Match

Shir HaShirim — Song of Songs

Shiur — Class, lesson

Shmirat Halashon — Guarding one’s tongue (from gossip, slander and evil 

speech)

Shomer — Guard, keeper, observer

Shomer Shabbat — Someone who observes the Sabbath and keeps all its 

commandments
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Shomer Torah/Mitzvoth — A religiously observant person

Shtetl — A Jewish village in Europe

Shul — Synagogue

Siddur — Prayer book

Simcha — Happiness or a happy event/celebration

Simchat Torah — The festival following Succoth celebrating completion 

and beginning of the Torah reading cycle 

Siyata D’Shmaya — Heavenly Protection

Sugya — Topic (in learning)

Sukkah — Booth in which Jews eat and sleep during the holiday of Succoth

Sukkos/Sukkot/th — A fall Torah festival 

Talmid/im — Student/s

Talmid Chacham — A Torah scholar

Talmud — The Oral Torah with commentaries

Tanach — The Bible

Tanna — Talmudic sage

Tefillah — Prayer

Tefillot/s — Prayers

Tefillin — Phylacteries

Taharah — The ritual of preparing the dead for burial 

Tehillim — Psalms

Teshuva — Repentance (literally return or an answer)

Tet Vav — 15th (Many Jewish holidays fall on the 15th of the Hebrew 

month

Tichel — Headscarf

Tikkun — Rectification

Torah — The five Books of Moses given by God at Mount Sinai

Trempiada — A place for hitchhikers to wait for rides

Tzaddik/im — Righteous people

Tzedaka — Charity

Tzitzit — a four-cornered fringed garment worm by religious Jews to re-

mind them of the commandments

Vasikin — Earliest morning prayer
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Va’yehi or — And there was light

Vayomer — And He said

Vidui — Confession

Yaakov Avinu — Our Patriarch Jacob

Yad Shtayim — Secondhand, the classifieds

Yahrzeit — Anniversary of death

Yamim Noraim — The Days of Awe (Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur)

Yehi zichro baruch — May his memory be for a blessing

Yeled mavrik — A bright, brilliant boy

Yerushalayim — Jerusalem

Yeshiva bocher — A boy who learns in yeshiva

Yeshiva Gedolah — Yeshiva for post high-school studies

Yeshua — Salvation

Yiddishkeit — Judaism

Yimach shemam — May their names be blotted out

Yom Kippur — The Day of Atonement

Yom Tov — A holiday 

Zechut/Zechus — Merit

Z”l — Zichrono/a livracha, May his/her memory be for a blessing

Zoche — Merits

Zohar — A book of Jewish mysticism

Ztz”l — May the memory of the tzaddik be for a blessing



Other books by Rosally Saltsman and Robin Meyerson:





 

Rosally Saltsman
& Robin Meyerson

Inspiring True Stories of Divine Intervention

In
sp

irin
g

 Tru
e S

to
ries 

o
f D

ivin
e In

terven
tio

n
B

Y
E

 C
O

IN
C

ID
E

N
C

E

Well done! I like the idea of Bye Coincidence 
and its execution, and was moved by many 
of the vignettes. I cannot help but feel that 
this work, providing personal examples of 

Hashgacha Pratit, is a kiddush Hashem. It could 
be a powerful influence on readers who may be 

distant from their Jewish roots.

Michael Kaufman, author of  
In One Era, Out the Other and  
Am I My Body’s Keeper? Torah, 

Science, Diet, and Fitness — for Life

In His infinite wisdom and kindness, God 
provides us with everything we need, whether 
we recognize it or not. These stories of Divine 

providence will open your eyes, mind and heart 
to recognizing Hashem’s hand as He guides 

you through life.

Farla Klaiman, editor of 
Holocaust memoirs and 

Judaic literature
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