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“The door to the washing machine broke, and I can’t find this model anywhere, do you have any idea where to get it?” 

The friend turned to me just by chance and asked if per chance I could send out through my office a picture of the model to various companies to find the door he needed. 

I immediately pointed out to him that my father had a large Gemach of washing machines in Haifa and over the years he had helped dozens of if not hundreds of families with machines. He would take two broken machines and take a part from here and a part from there and with his blessed hands he would have a repaired machine for a needy family. I told him that I would ask my father and if there was anyone in the country who knew this it was Father! 

He was thrilled and pleased with the hashgacha and I promised to let him know. Just that Shabbos we were guests by my parents and I asked my father about the door that my friend was searching for. His brow furrowed as he tried to remember where he had seen such a door. He confirmed that it was a rare model, and he could not get spare parts for him. 

He searched the storeroom and checked the doors, but he found nothing… after Shabbos he continued to search in other places but to no avail. Since it was already late, we decided to stay by my parents overnight until Sunday. The next day, after Shacharis, I loaded the kids and the bags into the car and I started the car to leave on the long trip to Yerushalayim. Just when we started, my father called me and asked if I was still around. I said yes, and excitedly, he told me: “I found the door!!!” 

He told me to come to him. When I arrived, he told me that while cleaning and polishing the door and packing it in a bag in a most respectable way. On the way to the kollel he received a call from someone who had a washing machine giving him trouble. On the way he went to his house and fixed the problem. When he finished the mitzvah he turned to him and said: 

“Do you remember that three years ago you brought me a door for a washing machine and you told me not to throw it away since it is impossible to get a door like this? It is still on the shelf and it bothers us, can I throw it out in the garbage?” 
Father looked on the shelves in the service room and he could not believe his eyes. The exact door we were looking for. The door reached my friend who could not believe his eyes and the hashgacha story that HaKadosh Baruch Hu prepared for him three years ago. י

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5778 email of Tiv Hakehila.

“Sho Do It!”
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Rabbi Eliezer Silver, zt”l and Senator Robert Taft

Mr. Herbert Tenzer (1905-1993) served as a distinguished congressman from New York in the 1960s. More importantly, he was an observant Jew who was a proud activist and was instrumental in providing relief for many Holocaust survivors. 

A few months before his passing, some years ago, he related to me the following story: The energetic and often outspoken Rabbi Eliezer Silver, O”BM, of Cincinnati, Ohio was a prominent force in the Va’ad Hatzalah Rescue Committee. He worked tirelessly throughout the terrible war years and their aftermath to save and place the victims of Nazi depravity. 

In addition to his prominence in the Jewish world, Rabbi Silver enjoyed a personal relationship with the very powerful Ohio Senator, Robert Taft. Rabbi Silver had a very difficult request that needed much political pressure and persuasion to accomplish. 

He asked Mr. Tenzer to accompany him to the Senator. “Shenator Taft!” he exclaimed, mixing his distinct accent in which the s would sound as sh, with a high pitched intoning of emotions. I have a very important and difficult requesht!” Rabbi Silver went on to plead his case of obtaining a certain number of visas for some refugees who may not have met all the criteria. 

Senator Taft looked nonchalant and non-committal. The Senator thought for a while then grimaced. He slowly and carefully stretched his response. “It would be arduous and burdensome,” Taft said. “But technically,” he continued, implying all the while that he was not the least bit anxious to get his hands dirty, “it can be done.” 

But Rabbi Silver did not hear anything except the last three words. “IT CAN BE DONE?” 

He shouted with joy. “SHO DO IT!” 

Needless to say, the stunned Senator got to work immediately and obtained the visas for the beleaguered Jews. (Heard from Rabbi Mordechai Kamenetsky)
Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly.
The Ultimate Shadchan

By Rabbi Ashear


Shidduchim are from Hashem, and there are times when Hashem will cause things to happen that are out of the ordinary, just to bring a couple together. The Pirkeh D'Rabbi Eliezer writes that when Rivka Imenu went to draw water from the well the day that Eliezer came, it was something very abnormal. She came from an aristocratic family and she had never gone out before to draw water. That day, however, Hashem caused it to happen to bring about the Shidduch.


The Midrash says sometimes a person has to go out to find a Shidduch and sometimes the Shidduch comes right to where the person lives. Every instance is different. It is all determined by Hashem. The Pasuk says by Shimshon's marriage, "כי מה' הוא- It was all arranged by Hashem." 

But the Sefer Chassidim pointed out that his wife was from the Pelishtim - she was a non-Jew. Which means, Hashem will even cause a person to convert, if that is what is necessary, to bring about a Shidduch.


Many times, things happen that we don't understand. It's only later we're able to see it was all the Yad Hashem bringing about the perfect circumstance for a marriage to take place. People say, "I can't believe that I married this person, it was so unlikely. But now I see, it's so clear it was Hashem who made it happen."


There's a well-known story which took place with the Rashash, Rabbi Shmuel Shtrashon, whose commentary is printed in the back of the Gemara. He had a loan Gemach and someone once borrowed a large amount of money from it. When the man came to pay back, the Rashash was in the middle of learning in the study hall. The man handed the Rashash the money and assumed he would rip up the loan document when he got home. The Rashash, however, was so engrossed in his learning, he didn't really pay attention to the money and the man. He put the bills in between the pages of the Sefer in front of him and he continued with his learning.


A few weeks later, as he was going through his loan documents, he realized this man was late in paying. He approached him for the money but the man said he paid already and reminded the Rashash about when he paid. 

The Rashash repeatedly told him, "I go by documents. If you paid, I wouldn't have this document now." But the man refused to pay again. Because this was communal funds, the Rashash had to take action. He told the man, "If you don't return the money, I'm going to have to publicize that you are stealing from the Gemach." The man wouldn't pay, and because of it, his reputation became sullied. He had to move to another location from the embarrassment that he experienced. Wherever he went, people found out about what happened.


Years later, the Rashash was learning that Sefer again and he turned to the page that had the money in it. He realized his mistake and he said to himself he must get forgiveness for what he did to that man. He spent the next few weeks traveling from city to city to try to locate him and finally he did. He begged the man for forgiveness and he told him now he'll publicize that it was all a mistake and he'll fix everything. 

The man replied, "It's too late, Rabbi. My life is ruined. Nobody will believe you. They'll say you're just doing it out of pity."


The Rashash then said, "I will do anything I need to do to get your forgiveness. Please, tell me."


The man said, "Maybe there's one thing you could do. I have a daughter; nobody wants to marry her because they think we're thieves. If your son will marry my daughter, then everybody will really believe I'm innocent."


On the spot the Rashash said, "If that's what's necessary, we have a deal." And their children ended up marrying each other.


Rabbi Mugrabi said, "You see something amazing from here. The Rashash was the Gadol Hador. His son was seemingly going to marry a girl from the most prominent of families, the top in her class. But instead, he married a very regular girl from a very regular family - to show you Hashem is Mizaveg Zivugim." 

The odds of those families marrying each other were one in a billion. But Hashem could do anything. He was the One who insured that this couple got married. We don't understand why it had to happen like that. Why the man had to suffer all that embarrassment, but each step was calculated and orchestrated by Hashem for everyone's good.


For us, we have to know, Hashem is always pulling the strings and He could bring about Shidduchim is ways that we could never imagine.

 

Reprinted from the August 1, 2018 email of Emunah Daily.
“Bad” Things Can

Cause “Good” Results
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A couple of months ago, strong winds in New Square, New York, felled a tree, which stood in one person's yard, onto his neighbor's roof. Baruch Hashem, no one was hurt, but the roof needed repairs. 

The neighbors conversed, and the one who owned the tree said that he would pay for all the damages. The other neighbor told him that it wasn't necessary, since they had insurance. 

A few days later, the neighbors spoke again. "My husband was scheduled for a pacemaker. Due to the fright of the tree falling on our house, my husband's heart somehow straightened out. He doesn’t need a pacemaker anymore…" 

What appeared to be a problem turned out to be a solely for the good. 
Reb Menachem Langer shlita of Bnei Brak was once travelling with his wife (a'h) and they weren't home for Shabbbos. That Shabbos their home was robbed. 
Among the items stolen were checks Reb Menachem received from his customers, their daughter's jewelry (she was a kallah), and the greatest loss was the one hundred thousand shekels that was borrowed to pay for their daughter's wedding. 


On Motzei Shabbos, one of the children had to get something from his parent's home, and he was the first one to see what occurred. He called up his father, to tell him what happened. He thought it would be easier for his parents to know beforehand, than to enter the home and see everything topsy-turvy. 


Reb Menachem Langer stopped his car on the side of the road. For a few minutes, he wasn't able to continue driving, because of his distress. 


When they got home, Mrs. Langer said, "Ribono shel Olam, only you know my broken heart, but I believe that everything is from You and for the good, although we don’t understand why. Therefore, I request that in the merit of my emunah, let my two children beget children [one child was nine years after the wedding, and the doctors gave up hope, and the other was six years after the wedding] and furthermore, let our divorced son find a shidduch…" 


Before a year was over, the two children had children and the divorced child was married. We learn from this story that when one keeps this mitzvah of believing that everything is for the good, he will be awarded immensely.
Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelch Biderman.
Praying from a Pit

Of Vicious Criminals
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Rav Yehoshua Leib Godlewsky, zt”l

Rabbi Yehoshua Leib Godlewsky, zt”l, was born in Germany on Chol HaMoed Pesach in 1917, and began learning in Rabbi Breuer’s Yeshivah in Frankfurt. When he turned 18 years old, he traveled to learn in the Telshe Yeshivah in Lithuania. 

At that young age, his Bitachon and righteousness were already outstanding. In those days, it was essential to carry a valid visa— not only to be used for travel, and if a visa expired, the punishment was very severe. 

While learning in Telshe, Rav Yehoshua Leib once neglected to renew his visa and he was sentenced to three days in prison. The prison turned out to be a large pit out in a field, and Rav Yehoshua Leib was lowered into it. 

The other prisoners were rough murderers and thieves, and they were quite amused at the sight of the young Yeshivah Bachur. Rav Yehoshua Leib went to the straw mattress that he was assigned to, but he would not go to sleep because he was afraid of what the other inmates might do to him. 

At the crack of dawn, Rav Yehoshua Leib put on his Tallis and Tefilin and started Davening, while the rest of the criminals were all still snoring. One by one, they slowly woke up with their shouts and harsh language. One of them sneaked over to see what the “Jew boy” was doing. 


When he saw Rav Yehoshua Leib Davening, the criminal became overwhelmed. He turned to the group and told them they had all better get quiet until Rav Yehoshua Leib finished praying. 

From that moment on, they treated Rav Yehoshua Leib with the utmost respect. They even refused to let him move his mattress, and they insisted that they return it to the pile for him. 

Soon after, the prison guard came down, and the criminals excitedly started telling him something. Since Rav Yehoshua Leib was from Germany, he did not understand what they were saying, but it was obviously about him because the criminals were pointing at him. A few moments later, another official came down to the prison and freed Rav Yehoshua Leib from the pit. 

Years later, when Rav Shmuel Dishon was giving a Hesped about Rav Yehoshua Leib, he said “Rav Yehoshua Leib was exemplary in his Davening. One could be aroused to do Teshuvah not only by hearing him Daven on Yom Kippur, but even by simply witnessing an ordinary Minchah of his! In that pit in Telshe, Rav Yehoshua Leib’s Shacharis softened the hearts of hardened criminals, so much so that they made the case and fought for him to be immediately released!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Laundry Line Din Torah
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Rav Archik, zt”l

Two women once came to Rav Archik [Aharon Yosef Baksht], the Rav of Lomza, with a Din Torah. They were neighbors who shared a clothesline, and now, they each claimed that an entire wash of laundry was her own. 

Rav Archik told them to leave the laundry with him, and he would announce his Psak, his Halachic decision the following morning. After the women left, Rav Archik took some of his own clothing and mixed it with the bundle they had left. 
The next day, the two women came back to see him. Rav Archik called in one of the women, and she looked at the basket of laundry and immediately picked out what was hers, and separated Rav Archik’s items from it. She told him that those items were not hers. 

Rav Archik then asked her to step outside, and he then reshuffled his clothing into the pile of laundry, and called in the second woman. When she entered, she glanced at the laundry and said, “Rabbi, the laundry is mine!” 

The Rav asked her, “Is the entire pile yours?” and she stated with conviction, “This entire basket is mine!” 

Rav Archik then told her what he had done, and that her dishonesty had been revealed. The woman was ashamed and apologized, and the city of Lomza was in disbelief over the practical wisdom of their Rav. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Eikev 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Day Walmart Cancelled Martin’s Multi-Million Dollar Snow Globe Order
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I heard an amazing story recently that was printed in the Yated magazine which shows so clearly the hand of Hashem in our everyday lives if we allow Him into our lives. A man named Martin worked as a middleman filling orders for Walmart, hiring companies in China to mass produce merchandise for them. 


One day in the early spring he received a massive order from Chuck, the buyer for Walmart, requesting 500,000 snow globes. Martin stood to make $1million dollars from this order, so he invested $2 million of his own money, a lot of which had to be borrowed, and he spent the entire summer overseeing the production.


 One day in late August, as he was spending some time with his family in a park, he received a call from Chuck, the buyer for Walmart.


 “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” Chuck said.“The higher authorities in the corporation changed their minds and decided that the snow globes are just a passing trend, and it didn’t pay to invest in them. I’m very sorry, but we have to cancel the order.”


“What?!” Martin exclaimed. “You can’t cancel the order. The merchandise has already been produced and is currently on a ship on the Pacific. You can’t back out now!”


“I am sorry,” Chuck said, “but in the third paragraph of our contract it says explicitly that we have the right to back out of the transaction. I’m terribly sorry.  Maybe try selling the merchandise to a different store.”

When Martin got off the phone, he looked pale as a ghost. His wife and children asked if everything was all right, and he assured them that he was fine. But this was not how he felt at all. Over the next couple of days, Martin walked around in a daze. He had no money, and owed hundreds of thousands of dollars. And, he was stuck with 500,000 snow globes.


He thought that if the shipment was delayed and still in China, he could at least avoid the shipping costs, so he called the company. He was told, however, that the shipment was sent on time ten days prior, and would be arriving in a couple of weeks.


At that point, Martin became a different person. He couldn’t sleep, he didn’t want to talk to anybody, and nothing interested him. He acted almost like a hermit. Martin’s wife started worrying about his health.


 “What happened to you emunah?” she scolded. “You only have faith when things are going well? True, you lost a lot of money. But we still have each other and the children, and thank G-d we are all healthy.”


Martin realized she was right, and agreed to speak to his Rabbi. He told the Rabbi his story, and repeatedly lamented his foolishness in borrowing large sums of money for this investment. He mentioned how hopeless the situation was, as he had no money and was stuck with half a million snow globes.


“Have you forgotten who runs the world?” the Rabbi asked. “Everything that happens in the world is decided by Hashem. There is nothing you could have done differently to avoid this loss. It was all from Hashem, so stop blaming yourself. And, it is never hopeless. Hashem can do anything. As long as there is life, there is hope. Go cry to Hashem. The gates of tears are never closed!”


His strength renewed, Martin opened a Tehillim and tearfully prayed for the next 4 hours. He later recalled how he begged the One who holds the key to parnasah to remedy the situation.


He returned home late that night, emotionally drained but finally with a measure of peace of mind. For the first time since receiving the phone call, he slept soundly. The anxiety and fear that had consumed him day and night were gone, as he handed his problem over to Hashem. He felt free from the burden of this problem.


The very next day, he received a call from Shawn, a representative of Martin’s insurance company. “I’m afraid I have some bad news for you,” Shawn said in a somber voice. “Your shipment of 500,000 items was badly damaged. Yesterday a crack was found in the ship’s hold, and all the boxes were flooded.  he merchandise is unusable.  We are very sorry about your loss. But you are fully insured, so we will be reimbursing you for the value of the entire shipment, and paying you a 15 percent restocking fee. You should be receiving a check for $3.5 million within a week.”

Just like that, the biggest loss of Martin’s life turned around and became his largest gain. He ended up making half a million dollars more than he would have if the order had been completed. G-d’s salvation came כהרף עין (in the blink of an eye).


We don’t have to worry about figuring out how a problem will be solved. Hashem is very capable. We have to believe and pray to Him with the realization that He could always help. 

Reprinted from the Parashat Ve’etchanan 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes.

Childhood Memories

From Dnepropetrovsk

By Fradie Brod
The following account was shared by Dina Sharinov (1923-2009), a childhood neighbor of Rabbi Levi Yitzchak and Rebbetzin Chana Schneerson in Dnepropetrovsk (Dnipro), Ukraine, and transcribed in Hebrew by Frady Brod.
I remember Rebbetzin Chana very well. Her face always seemed angelic. She wore long dark skirts, even when they weren’t very fashionable. She dressed smartly and aristocratically.
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Rebbetzin Chana and her son (the future Rebbe) at a reception in their honor in Paris.


As a child, I loved visiting the rabbi’s home. We lived on the same street as the rabbi, whom everyone affectionately called “Reb Levik.” At the front of their home was a long foyer, where we would spend our visits. Beyond that were rooms we were never allowed to go into, where the family’s privacy began.


Sometimes, Rebbetzin Chana asked us if we wanted to add new stamps to our collection, before showing us the mail with stamps from overseas. “This is from my son (she would mention the Rebbe’s name),” she said, with a hint of pride. “He’s advancing marvelously in his studies.” The greatest prize was to be allowed to carefully tear the stamps off of the envelopes.


Affable and attentive to everyone, Rebbetzin Chana helped those in need. Neighbors often came over to her, but I don’t remember if she ever reciprocated and visited others in their homes. Put simply, she was on a different plane.

A Special Request

My father, Reb Mendel Gansburg, was wholly dedicated to Reb Levik, treasured his words of advice, and prayed in his synagogue down the street. In the winter of 1939, someone came by our house and told us that Father needed to meet with Reb Levik. Immediately, my mother sent me running to alert Father. At that time, my father worked on an assembly line for electronics. It was a favorable job, as a Chabad chassid (and a regular in Reb Levik’s synagogue) directed the operations of the warehouse and turned a blind eye to my father’s absence on Saturdays.


I called my father, and he dropped everything and followed me. That was how he honored the rabbi.

Reb Levik told my father the police had visited his house the previous night. With the Communist chokehold gradually tightening around Reb Levik, he knew he would be arrested any moment. He entrusted my father with his priceless library, candlesticks and a few other possessions.


It was not long before Rabbi Levi Yitzchak Schneerson was arrested by the secret police.


Rebbetzin Chana was alone. No one wanted to support her. Even the most stalwart chassidim were afraid to step in and help, lest they were caught associating with someone now deemed an “enemy of the state.” Despite the danger involved, my father provided Rebbetzin Chana with basic necessities that he managed to procure. In her diary, Rebbetzin Chana describes him as “our dearest friend who deserves to be truly remembered” and “one of the few who displayed remarkable unseen abilities during this difficult time.” Indeed, my father overcame his fears and traveled to Kiev with Rebbetzin Chana to advocate for her husband in court.
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This photo of Rabbi Levi Yitzchak Schneerson was taken during his imprisonment.


Rebbetzin Chana also records this story about my father in her diary: While still in Dnepropetrovsk, there was a terrible food shortage in the city. My father stood in line for a long time to collect some food to bring home. He never touched it. Although it wasn’t known to be unkosher, my father quieted his hunger pangs with black bread and sour tomatoes. Kosher meant more to him than hunger.

Reb Levik said about my father that he had a good head and effectively grasped Chassidic concepts. Occasionally, my father received manuscripts of Reb Levik’s novel insights on Torah. He diligently went over the manuscripts until he mastered them.


At night, boxes filled with books were slipped out of Reb Levik’s home and ended up in a special corner of our house. I was a child back then, but I still remember the covers of many books; some were leather and others were adorned with elaborate jackets. The other valuables were buried next to a tree behind my house.

My Father Reveals a Secret

A few years later, Rebbetzin Chana followed her husband to his place of exile, Chi’ili, Kazakhstan. The Wehrmacht was on its way to Dnepropetrovsk, and our entire family fled the city.


Before we left the city, my father called me over.


“Dinachka, you are the youngest in this family and I hope you’ll live for a long time and return here. I want you to know that here, in this exact location, I buried the possessions of the Schneerson family. When they come back, I want you to tell them this.”


We fled in the direction of Bukhara. My brothers found work in a factory, and I on a farm. Part of my job was to drive long distances on a horse and buggy.


While still en route to Bukhara, my father wrote to Reb Levik and Rebbetzin Chana from every station, asking about their well-being. If I recall correctly, my father heard of an evolving community in Tashkent comprised mainly of Jewish refugees and decided to join. But he never made it. Due to the extreme famine, my father succumbed to malnourishment.
[image: image10.jpg]



The synagogue in Yekatrinoslav where Rabbi Levi Yitzchak, the Rebbe's father, served as Rabbi. Courtesy of JEM.


After Father’s death, we received a condolence letter from Reb Levik. In this letter, he also requested that we send over his possessions, which would be of great benefit to him. (The letter was eventually presented to the Rebbe by my cousin, Reb Yitzchak Gansburg, as a gift from me.)


We returned to Dnepropetrovsk after the war and were welcomed by an unpleasant surprise: non-Jewish strangers lived in our house now, and not a remnant of the books remained. Yes, they said, there were books in the house when they arrived; they used them as kindling during the winter. I didn’t dare ask about Reb Levik’s precious items buried in the backyard. A few years later, I returned to Dnepropetrovsk by myself and discovered a factory built over the hiding place, complete with a concrete floor. I made inquiries and learned that the previous residents had moved out after a sudden windfall.
Life Insurance

Sometime after Reb Levik’s incarceration, my cousin from my mother’s side, Berel (Boris) Gurary, visited us. He worked as a railroad inspector. He told us that once, while he was working, he saw the rabbi being transported from prison to his place of forced exile. Boris barely recognized the rabbi, whose noble features bore the signs of his incarceration. The rabbi confided that he was very hungry. Boris gave him some rolls that he had, and the rabbi blessed him with long life. “I made it through the entire war without eating nonkosher food,” Boris would marvel. “I knew that I would survive because I had ‘life insurance,’ a blessing from Reb Levik.”


During that brief meeting, Reb Levik told Boris to let it be known that he was innocent of all charges and never harmed anyone. The rabbi continued on his way, and we never saw him again.


As I remember, the main synagogue in our town was converted by the Communists into a clothing factory. Only after Rabbi Shmuel Kaminezki, the Rebbe’s emissary, came to town after the fall of Communism was it able to become a synagogue once again. Today, it is bigger and nicer than it ever was.


After Rebbetzin Chana made her way to America, I was fortunate to receive a postcard from her. Due to the Communist block on information, I never even knew that her son had become Rebbe. I certainly never imagined that so many years later, people would be interested in every detail of the lives of the Rebbe’s parents, our dear Rabbi and Rebbetzin Schneerson.

Reprinted from the Parashat Eikev 5778 email of Chabad.Org This article was originally printed in Hebrew and translated into English by Asharon Baltazar.
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