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Naftoli Frankel, Hy’d


In the summer of ד"תשע there was a very tragic story of three Bochurim in ישראל ארץ (the Land of Israel) who were hitching when Arabs kidnapped them. For 18 days, Jews around the world poured out their hearts that they should rescue and find these three Bochurim. 

The pain of the boys’ parents is unthinkable. On the day the boys were found (unfortunately murdered), the mother of Naftoli Frankel (one of the boys) noticeably had some form of נחמה (comfort.)


What kind of comfort could a mother who went through such pain have? They asked her and she answered, “My son Naftoli had a special love for the מצוה of תפלין (mitvah of wearing tefillin) - he wouldn’t miss a day of donning them. The ארורים אכזרים ש''ימ (the brutal Arab kidnappers) would not have allowed my child to put on his תפלין (tefillin).

Now that I found out what happened [that he was killed the same night he was kidnapped], I am at ease that my cherished child never missed a day of putting on תפלין (tefillin) in his life. The Hebrew letters of his name נפתלי (Naftali),are the same letters as the word תפלין (tefillin)“. (Story heard from R' Pesach Krohn).

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Eitz HaChayim yeshiva.

The Woman Who Thanked Hashem for Her 

Complicated Pregnancy

By Rabbi Dov Brezak


The following story was told to me by a member of one of our [emunah] workshops. It happened a year and 11 months ago.


This mother was in her eighth month and when the obstetrician examined her he said that the umbilical cord was in the wrong place and there was a great danger to both the mother and the child. He sent her immediately in an ambulance to the hospital for emergency surgery.


The mother told me that she was thanking Hashem throughout her ordeal. She literally was thanking Hashem for every little thing that was going wrong. She thanked Hashem that the umbilical cord was out of place. She thanked Hashem that she had to go to the hospital immediately and she thanked Hashem that she had to have emergency surgery and so on. 


When she went into the ambulance she was not permitted to be in a laying position as that was too dangerous. She thanked Hashem for that too. In between and as she was thanking Hashem the entire time she also threw in a few short tefillos that Hashem save her and the baby.


When she arrived at the hospital they rushed her into a room and immediately started preparing her for surgery. They were in such a rush that she was being treated a bit roughly. She thanked Hashem for the rush, for the panic and alsofor being treated roughly. She thanked Hashem for everything that was going wrong. And she did so sincerely.


Before they completed preparing her for the surgery, the professor who was the head of this department in the hospital happened to have walked into the room. He asked as to what was going on and they told him about the urgency and emergency surgery.


He examined the mother and he declared that he saw nothing wrong; there is no need for surgery. Understandably, the doctors were all up in arms and protested. “What do you mean there is no need for surgery?! This lady and her baby are in grave danger,” they said. 


The professor examined her again and afterwards emphatically announced that there is nothing wrong with the mother and the baby and that no surgery was necessary and they can send the lady home.


The other doctors kept her there a few more hours on monitors until they were comfortable enough to send her home which they did. She gave birth a month later to a healthy baby, bechasdei Hashem. The baby is one year and 10 months old.


She added that one of the doctors commented that the professor does not usually make his rounds at this time. Not only that but the professor almost never gets involved with people that are not his private patients. It was indeed very strange said the doctor.


But we know that it wasn’t strange at all. It was Hashem who did this thing and in the merit of the mother’s thanking Hashem throughout Hashem made her a miracle.

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Shehakol Nihiye Bidvaro.

The Power of a Commitment To Greater Holiness


In Rabbi [David] Ashear’s first “Living Emunah” book there’s a story of a woman from Great Neck who related that in the summer of 2012, her 2-year-old daughter fell into a pool. When she was pulled out, she did not have a pulse, her eyes were open, her face was blue, and her nails were purple. It appeared as though she had already passed away. 


While her husband performed CPR on their daughter, the mother cried out to Hashem. She made a decision at that moment to accept upon herself from then on that she would dress modestly and cover her hair. 


Miraculously, within a few minutes the child’s pulse was restored, at which point she was rushed to the hospital in a Hatzalah ambulance. During the time the girl spent in the hospital, Tehillim was being recited by Jews across the world. Six of the top neurologists were brought in to examine the girl, and she underwent hours upon hours of testing. When the testing was finally completed, the chief doctor, Dr. Keith Meyer, said to the parents, “Your daughter is a walking miracle.”


The doctors obtained a video of the accident taken by a surveillance camera and it showed to their sheer astonishment, that the girl had been underwater for three minutes and ten seconds. She should have been clinically dead. Yet, there was not even a trace of any brain damage, Baruch HaShem she was alive and well.


The doctor, who is Jewish, said to the parents, “I don’t know what I have believed until now, but now I clearly see that there is a G-d in the world.” He noted that he had, unfortunately, seen many children who had been underwater for less than a minute and suffered permanent brain damage. It made no medical sense that this girl suffered no damage after being underwater for that long.


We see from this story that Hashem can do anything. Nothing is impossible for Him. No matter what the situation is, the problem can always be solved. As long as there is hope and tefillah, the salvation will come!

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

The King’s Wife


There is a Medrash in Eichah Rabbah: Rav Abba bar Kahana tells the story of a king who had to travel away from his palace for a long time, and he wouldn’t be able to communicate with his wife, the queen, but he told her not to worry, as he would be back. 

Soon after he left, some neighbors came and tried to persuade her to forget about the king and start having fun in town, but the queen refused. When they would try to tempt her, she would run into the inner chamber of the king, take out her Kesubah, and read that the king had promised to remain faithful to her and support her, and this gave her the resolve to stay loyal to the king. 

The next day, the neighbors would come back again and insist to her that the king had left her, and that he was not going to return to her. Again, she would run into the room, read her Kesubah, and once again be assured that her husband would return. 

A few weeks later, the king returned. He said to her, “I know what the neighbors are like, and I know what they probably tried to get you to do. Tell me, how was it that you remained loyal to me?” 

She responded, “Whenever they would try to tempt me, I would go into the inner chamber and take out my Kesubah, and read that it says that you would always support me. I would tell myself, ‘I trust that!’.” 

The message of this Medrash is that when we go out into the world, there are a lot of influences that try to drag us down. The one thing that allows us to stay faithful to Hashem is when we run into a Shul and take out the Torah, which is the Kesubah between us and Hashem, and we can be sure that Hashem will uphold His promise to support us through any difficulties we may encounter!

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as edited by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

A Low Turnout Rally
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Rav Yaakov Moshe Toledano  Rav Yaakov Galinsky

A number of years ago, after the[Israeli] government’s [Ministry of Religious Affairs] expressed their unwillingness to sponsor a new Mikvah, an evening event was organized by Rav Yaakov Moshe Toledano, zt”l, in order to raise funds, in a far-out settlement near Be’er Sheva, where many new immigrants from Morocco had settled. 

Rav Yaakov Galinsky, zt”l, was to be the guest speaker, and Rav Toledano apologized to him profusely, because the turnout was not as big as expected, and only a single couple came to the event! 

Nevertheless, Rav Toledano insisted that Rav Galinsky deliver his speech with the same enthusiasm as if he were speaking to an audience of hundreds of people. After the speech, the couple thanked Rav Galinsky for his words of encouragement, and made a donation for two-thirds the cost of the Mikvah!
Reprinted from the Parshas Shemini 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as edited by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Story #1109 
Two Real Estate Bargains

From the desk of Yerachmiel Tilles

editor@ascentofsafed.com
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The Babi Sala, zt”l and his grandson Rav David Abuchatzeira, shlita

Rabbi Chaim Zaid, a head of the mesivta [yeshiva for the younger teenage boys] in Yeshivas Nachalat Shlomo, located in the Kiryat Herzog neighbourhood of Bnei Brak, is known to be a caring mentor. Nevertheless, his role ordinarily does not extend far beyond the yeshiva walls. 

But then, ten years ago, R' Chaim learned that one of his former students had been stricken with cancer. Now, beyond the spiritual support he was accustomed to extending to the boys, R Chaim offered his whole-hearted assistance in every aspect, assuming all responsibility for the necessary medical treatments and procedures, accompanying his student every step along the way.

THE MISSING MONEY

In the winter of 2009, the student, whom we will call Uriel for the sake of his privacy, aged twenty-two, was discovered to have a cancerous brain tumor, and the disease had already spread to other parts of his body. He was sent to France for expert treatment, but the doctors there were unable to control the disease. Rabbi Zaid remembers clearly the last phone call he received from France, when Uriel wept in sheer despair.


The doctors had told the family that there was nothing more they could do for him and that they could begin counting the days. But the group of dedicated askanim [community supporters] following Uriel's progress refused to despair. "We have doctors in order to heal, not to pronounce a death sentence" they declared. Accordingly, they set out determinedly to find help from another source.


They consulted many experts in the medical profession, and other knowledgeable contacts as well. While they were still weighing all their options, one of the group suddenly recalled that his sister ran a Bikur Cholim [Visiting the Sick] society in a major city in the United States.


He got in touch with her, and she immediately mentioned a name, one Professor Rich, a non-Jew and as yet unknown in Israel but in the U.S. he was swiftly gaining acclaim for the unique method he had developed himself, one that offered the hope of a cure for cancer patients who had already received a 'death sentence' from others in the medical profession. His treatment involved operating on the patient, but obviously in return for a substantial fee. In fact, his going rate was a staggering $130,000.


With their hopes raised again, Uriel's family was caught in a dilemma. There was no doubt in their minds that they had to find a way to procure the services of the only person who held out some hope for Uriel - but the amount the doctor was asking was simply beyond their means. They saw absolutely no way forward.


Further, the $130,000 was not even a complete estimate for all the costs involved. Professor Rich would also have to be brought to Israel, housed in suitable accommodations, provided with a rented operating theatre in a private hospital -- all this added on approximately $30,000 to the bill.


They did consider sending Uriel to the United States, but in the end, realized it would only cost more money, and in addition, it would have added to the strain on Uriel.


And so, the various people involved began to look for ways to raise the sum. They turned to several charity funds, but none of them could commit to such a large expense.


They turned to several leading rabbinical figures, asking for advice, and they all told them that the public could not be expected to produce such a huge sum of money. At this point, they felt stymied; there was no sign of help from any angle.


It was an agonizing situation, as they helplessly watched Uriel suffer, his condition gradually deteriorating, waiting for what now seemed the inevitable.


But after just one day passed in this way, R' Chaim Zaid received a surprising phone call. The lady on the other end introduced herself as Mrs. Abutbul, Uriel's sister. Then, to his complete shock, she informed him joyfully that they could proceed with all their plans and book Professor Rich.


R' Chaim was overjoyed but confused; what had happened? Mrs. Abutbul didn't keep him in suspense. "I decided to sell my apartment," she told him simply. R' Chaim was taken aback.


"I urged her to think it over carefully and to consult with knowledgeable rabbis, asking if she was permitted to do such a thing. After all, she had a husband and six children to consider. But she was adamant. She had already called Uriel to inform him of her decision, even before speaking to me. 

She also told him that she was certain the surgery would be successful and that he would recover in order to dedicate his life to Torah. For the sake of Torah, she was fully prepared to make this sacrifice. G-d would help. Afraid of what rabbis might answer, she did not even want to ask, so determined was she and so certain that the Al-mighty would not let them down."

THE CAB DRIVER

After discussing her plan with R' Zaid, Uriel's sister immediately put her Ramat Beit Shemesh apartment up for sale, asking for $130,000, with the full sum to be paid in cash. Her home was actually worth more, but since time was of the essence, her priority was to make a quick sale. A potential buyer quickly materialized, eager to snap up a bargain, and the contract was signed.


Meanwhile, R' Chaim had swung into action in order to raise the remaining sum, another $30,000. He turned to his former students in the yeshiva, now adults, and begged them to help. "We asked each one to pledge to raise 1000 shekels," he recalled.


The young men set out with great enthusiasm, hiring taxis with their own money to take them on their collection rounds.


"Professor Rich was scheduled to arrive on a Wednesday, but on that day, I had a prior commitment in the north of the country, to give a talk in a girls' school. I was on my way there when I received a call from one of my students, Yehuda, who was then out collecting. He had a question for me: The cab driver who was ferrying them from one place to the next had asked him and his friend to deliver a suitcase to a certain address. Should they do him the favor?


"I told him in no uncertain terms to refuse. I would not let my students get involved in any shady business!


A few minutes later, Yehuda called back. The driver was begging and pleading, he said. But I was adamant. Under no circumstances should he agree, I insisted, adding that if the driver wanted, he could speak with me directly, after I had given my talk.


"By then we had arrived, and I delivered my address. As I walked out of the building to return home, there was Yehuda, together with the cab driver, waiting for me! I couldn't understand what could be so important, that the driver had made such a huge detour to find me. Why couldn't he deliver the case himself? Still, I was unmoved. I went over to him and told him again that there was no way I could let my students transfer suspicious packages; surely he could understand?


"The driver didn't reply straight away, but instead took out the case in question and opened it in front of me. It was a small, expensive-looking valise - but most interesting was the contents - small instruments, knives, strange little flashlights. Then the driver tried to explain:


"'Today, before I picked up your students, I was at the airport, where I picked up a passenger who had just arrived from abroad. A very distinguished sort of man, wealthy-looking too. I drove him to where he told me to go, but after I had let him out, I realized that he'd left this suitcase behind.


"'Actually, by the time I noticed the case, a few hours had already passed, and I didn't know what to do. First I thought I'd open it, to see what was inside. I was kind of hoping it would be full of dollars - but instead, all I found were these strange instruments. Now what? So much time had passed that I was embarrassed to go back and look for the man, so I asked your students if they would do me the favour. The name of the person is inside, and I can tell you where he's staying.'"


R' Chaim was intrigued. He took the valise and looked for the name tag - and his face turned white. The case belonged to none other than Professor Rich, who was supposed to be arriving that day to operate on Uriel.


"Straight away I asked the cab driver to give me the address of the hotel, and we got there as quickly as we could. From the reception desk we called his room, introducing ourselves and asking if he could come down to meet us, which he did. His mouth dropped when he saw the case - he must have despaired of ever seeing it again.


"'This case contains all my surgical equipment, for an operation I came here to perform,' he told us emotionally. 'The contents are worth maybe as much as $40,000 - but it's not just the money--these items are irreplaceable! I designed many of the instruments myself, after months and months of research and effort.'"


For a few moments, all were silent, digesting the incredible turn of events. Then R' Chaim pulled himself together -- for the benefit of his beloved student:


"I wanted him to realize that something amazing had happened, and to fill him in on the whole picture. 'Just imagine,' I told him. 'You arrived here to operate on my dear student - and then, where did you forget your valise? In the very cab that was busy transporting people making the rounds to collect money for that student! Surely you can see the Hand of Divine Providence here?


"And another thing - you probably don't know, but the operation was only made possible because of Uriel's sister - she sold her apartment to pay for it, and now she and her husband and six children have no roof over their heads!'"


The professor was stunned. He'd clearly never come into contact with such mesirut nefesh [self-sacrifice] and was very touched at Mrs. Abutbul's selfless action. He was also totally unaccustomed to viewing 'mundane' events through the prism of Divine intervention, and wasn't sure how to respond.


After having sunk deep into thought for a while, the Professor suddenly announced that he was going to forego the entire payment of $130,000!


It was like a dream," R' Chaim said. That very week, Uriel's operation took place in a private medical centre in Herzliya, with dozens of his friends and family praying that the operation be successful.


And, thank G-d, it was. Uriel began recuperating. Not so long after that he was able to host a public Thanksgiving Meal in gratitude.

A FIVE ROOM APARTMENT IN JERUSALEM

Uriel's sister was immensely relieved and grateful, of course, but now she was faced with a dilemma. Although she had her money back, it was too late to re-claim her apartment; she had signed a contract, and soon she would have to move out.


She and her husband sat down to figure things out. "If we're going to move, we might as well consider Jerusalem," she began hopefully.


Her husband immediately pointed out how unrealistic such an idea was. "The money we have available is enough for a converted store-room in Jerusalem, not an apartment for a family!" he told her, trying to stop her from getting her hopes up. But Mrs. Abutbul wasn't to be put off so easily, and decided to visit a friend in Jerusalem to ask for her advice.

Why not at least see what's available, now that you're here?" the friend suggested, and so they walked to a nearby real estate agent,


When the agent heard the sum Mrs. Abutbul had at her disposal, he just laughed. Disappointed, they left the office and started to wander around the nearby streets aimlessly, when all of a sudden, they noticed a For Sale sign on a building. 
The two friends exchanged glances.


"Nu, why not?" the friend said, and so they knocked on the door. A woman opened for them and ushered them inside. It was a five-room apartment, in excellent condition. But the price?


"I'll have to ask my husband," she told them. "I'll call him now, and he'll be here soon. Please sit down while you wait."


Sure enough, within a few minutes the owner arrived, and immediately began to list the advantages of his apartment, the dimensions, the directions it faced. Mrs. Abutbul needed no convincing -- she already loved the apartment -- but the real question was, what was the asking price?


"Three hundred and ten thousand dollars," was the reply.


Mrs. Abutbul just sighed. Of course she had known that it was impossible - but even so.... Regretfully she admitted that she had less than half the amount the apartment was worth.


The owner was clearly displeased. Turning to his wife, he asked her in annoyance why she had bothered to call him home for a couple of jokers. Upset that the wife was now being blamed for her own actions, Mrs. Abutbul tried to explain, and in her doing so the whole story came out: how she had come to sell her home in Beit Shemesh for less than the market price, how she didn't need the money in the end...

The owner didn't let her finish, but interrupted in mid-stream: "You sold your apartment to pay for your brother's operation? Are you Mrs. Abutbul, by any chance?" he demanded to know.


"Yes," she said quietly, amazed that he knew her name.


"And do you know who I am? I am the cab driver who found Professor Rich's precious suitcase! I just can't believe this turn of events -- that you should have come to my house, wanting to buy it!"


They all stood in shock, silent, staring at each other.


The owner continued: "And why am I selling such a good apartment? My mother passed away recently, and she left me a private villa in a quiet settlement. So we are moving there. I just have to call Rabbi Chaim Zaid right now, to tell him all of this!"


He dialed the number, and as soon as R Chaim answered, the words burst out of his mouth: "You won't believe this, Kavod Harav [honorable Rabbi]. Uriel's sister is right now in my apartment, wanting to buy it! Of course, she doesn't have the necessary amount, but maybe I should sell it to her for what she has anyway, for less than half of the market price? What does the Rav say?"


"I told him not to be in such a rush to decide," R Chaim continued his narrative. "I suggested that we go together to a major rabbinical figure, to ask for advice and a blessing. I suggested the well-known rabbinical leader, Rabbi David Abuchatzeira, the grandson of Baba Sali and the chief Rabbi of Nahariya, as I often did.


The very next day we travelled together to Nahariya. We recounted the whole story, from beginning to end. The rabbi advised the driver to sell for the low price, promising that in reward he and his wife would live long, healthy lives.


"And that is the end of the story, I guess," R Chaim concluded. "The Rav himself was very moved by it. He said that it was one of the most incredible examples of Divine Providence that he had encountered in years."


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from an article by Chananya Bleich in Sha'ah Tovah # 42, 21 Iyar 5770 - 5 May 2010 and subsequently posted on ShemaYisrael.com, based on his exclusive in-depth interview with Rabbi Chaim Zaid.

Biographical note: Rabbi David-Chai Abuhatzeira, who after several decades is still serving as the Chief Rabbi of Nahariya, Israel, is one of the five sons of Baba Meir Abuhatzeira, the son of the legendary Baba Sali. Rabbi David is currently considered the scion of the esteemed Abuhatzeira clan.

Connection: Seasonal - 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayikra 5779 email of Kabbala Online, a project of Ascent of Safed. 

How We Baked Matzah

In a Nazi Labor Camp

By Asharon Baltazar
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Three men, all prisoners, could think of nothing but the imminent festival of Passover. As thousands of Jews—including their own relatives—were being sent to their deaths on a daily basis, Yaakov Friedman, Moshe Goldstein, and Rabbi Yekusiel Halberstam (the Klausenburger Rebbe) had the bravery and presence of mind to secure matzah for Passover 1945.

Here is Moshe Goldstein's account of the amazing turn of events that afforded them the ability to observe the Festival of Freedom amidst abysmal suffering and death:

In the days preceding Passover, the war was nearing its end. The relentless droning of American aircraft filled the German skies, followed by the whistling hail of bombs that pounded the Mühldorf railway complex into rubble.


Spared of destruction were the nearby forced labor camps where we toiled under the harshest conditions. We prisoners celebrated this mighty display of Allied destruction, but the anxiety of our German overseers ran high. The railway was vital to the war efforts, and orders were issued to immediately repair the damage. The Germans decided to send a group of 12 Jewish slaves to begin the cleanup.


I knew the work would be excruciating but I hoped that perhaps I would find some food amidst the rubble.I volunteered to go. I knew the work would be excruciating but I hoped that perhaps I would find some food amidst the rubble.


We arrived at a scene of utter devastation. Freight cars lay on their sides, smoke rising from gaping holes. Stretches of railing were ripped off the ground and tossed aside in twisted heaps. Nearly every building suffered extensive damage. It was clear some of the cars were unrepairable.


I managed to disappear between the rows of trains that were still upright. It took a while, but I eventually found a boxcar from Hungary loaded with wheat in burlap sacks. Wheat! And so close to Pesach! G‑d had granted us a good start, but how could I possibly smuggle the wheat into the camp?


A faint groan from amid the wheat sacks caught my attention. There, in a dark corner of the boxcar, lay a man, crushed by the enormous weight of the grain. The man mumbled something more, which I recognized as Hungarian, my native tongue. I saw he wore the gray uniform of an SS officer.


“What happened?” I asked.


The SS officer moaned weakly about being pinned under the sacks.


“I understand. Let me help you.”


As I approached, I noticed the officer’s boots, deep black in color and luxurious in appearance. On my own were bits of tattered leather, barely held together.


“I’m going to take off your shoes,” I said. “That way, you’ll feel less restrained, and then we’ll see what we can do.”


Once I had undone the laces, I slipped the heavy boots off. Then, wielding whatever strength and hate I could muster, I swung at the man’s head. I took the boots and continued my search.


I knew I did not have much time and I needed to think of a way to bring in as much wheat as possible without the guards knowing. Lugging the sacks through the main gates didn’t even occur to me; the wheat would be confiscated and I would be shot without a second thought.
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Reb Yaakov Friedman and the Lubavitcher Rebbe.


I rummaged around some more, and discovered two pairs of pants. I put them on and cinched the bottoms around my ankles with some rope. I was then able to pour a small quantity of wheat into the space between the two pairs of pants. Once my legs were filled with as much wheat as I dared carry, I began the long walk back to the camp.


The bombings left the Germans rattled and fearful, and for the initial days following the air raid, the inspection of prisoners at camp gates was enforced almost half-heartedly. I was thus able to smuggle in a fairly large amount of wheat.

We had wheat, but now what?

Reb Sender Direnfeld, a fellow inmate and a Belzer Chassid, offered to hide the wheat, and amazingly, he managed to keep it away from prying German eyes.


Later, an old mill was procured from somewhere. We ground the wheat in the dead of night, and using a clean piece of cloth, sifted the flour from grit.

Next we needed fuel for a fire.


During one stint in the field, I asked everyone to find a stick and carry it back to the camp. The branches were conspicuous and caught the attention of a German guard. He motioned me over.


“Why is everyone with a stick?”


“What difference does it make? People want to walk around with a stick,” I answered.


We had flour and we had fuel. We were ready to bake matzah.


One night just before Passover, we set about baking matzah. Near the barrack door stood a prisoner, standing guard with fearful eyes.


We lit a fire under a metal can which functioned as our oven, and the Matzah baking—under Nazi noses—began. The Rebbe, Reb Yaakov, and I mixed the flour and kneaded the dough. We worked quickly, not only because of the strict 18-minute limit, but also because of the ever-present danger of being caught. We ended up with 20 small matzahs.


On Pesach eve, after returning from work, our small group sat down for the Seder. On wooden slats around us lay sleeping bodies, exhausted from the relentless work. For those celebrating, the hardships of the Holocaust and daily camp life melted away as we experienced the Biblical redemption from Egypt. Unable to sit for long, we each ate an olive-sized piece of matzah, the taste of tears mingling with the matzah crumbs in our mouths.


We could not sit leisurely and recite the Haggadah, but in those moments we each prayed—more fervently than ever before or ever since—the words that still ring in my ears: “Next year in Jerusalem.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Tazria 5779 email of Chabad.org Adapted from Yaakov Friedman's memoirs, Tiferet Yaakov (Hebrew), written by his son-in-law, Rabbi Sholom Horowitz.
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