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Why Observing Shabbat Makes Me a Better Doctor

By Dr. Jacob L. Freedman

For starters, it keeps me sane.
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“Do you ever have any problems keeping Shabbat and being a doctor?” asked my new colleague at the hospital. I’ve been answering some variation of this question ever since I started medical school and my roommate asked me, “How the heck are you going to pass our big Anatomy test on Monday if you don’t study at all on Saturday?”


I’ve had a lot of interesting experiences explaining my Shabbat observance since entering the field of medicine. As a 3rd year med student there was the surgeon who looked at me incredulously one Friday afternoon when I told him that I was going to have to walk home from the hospital if he made me dictate any more of his post-operative notes. There was my colleague in residency training who complained that it wasn’t fair I never had to cover Saturdays until I offered to cover her patients that Thanksgiving.


Once I began observing the Jewish Sabbath back in 2005, negotiating my new career in medicine wasn’t half as hard as I thought it might be. The first step was seeking out a residency training program – and subsequently a hospital position – where the department chair was willing to accept my schedule.


The interviews always included a few time-tested jokes about being “available 24/6” and “knowing exactly what my vacation schedule will look like for the next 224 years according to the Jewish calendar.” I also made some friends volunteering to cover Sundays and agreeing to help out every December 25th and January 1st. This allowed me to arrange for my colleagues to cover for me on Friday nights and Saturdays in what most people were able to accept as an even trade.


Come Shabbat I never truly shed my white coat and stethoscope. While my pager is reliably signed out on Friday afternoons, there have been emergencies that have kept me in the hospital longer than I would have expected and I’ve hiked home in the dark more than a few times. There have also been times at synagogue where I’ve been fortunate enough to have had the medical training to assist folks in the same way that I would have were it a regular Tuesday. Doing whatever you have to do to save someone’s life overrides Shabbat. Furthermore, caring for patients is not a violation of Shabbat for doctors, nurses like my sister Hannah, or for my buddy Noam who’s an EMT.


Observing Shabbat prevents me from being another victim of the burnout epidemic ravaging my colleagues in the medical field.


Keeping Shabbat keeps me sane. Back in med school when my roommate asked me how I’d identify all 3,481 parts of the human abdomen and thorax for our anatomy test, I explained to him, “Resting one day a week gives me the power to study hard through the other six days.” The mindfulness Shabbat provided me left me rejuvenated enough to brave the monsoon of medical school exams and I weathered the storm well enough to land at Harvard Medical School for a top-notch residency program.


Observing Shabbat prevents me from being another victim of the burnout epidemic ravaging my colleagues in the medical field. I never would have been able to resist the seduction of writing new academic papers, moonlighting a bit more to pay off my debts, or following up on labs tests and completing old patient notes. Luckily I have Shabbat to keep me balanced and engaged with my loved ones as a family member.


Looking at the faces around the hospital on Monday mornings, you don’t have to be an expert psychiatrist to see despair in the eyes of the folks who worked straight through the weekend and didn’t spend any time with their loved ones. It’s the look of mental exhaustion, the look of preparing to quit by age 45, and the look of needing a good psychotherapist to talk about the tragedy of physician burnout. 
(In med school a friend of mine spent a record-breaking 137 straight days at the library!) It’s also worth noting that research shows physician burnout is directly linked to poor patient care and medical errors which means that Shabbat is good for my patients too.


Shabbat has been a much bigger savior than a hindrance. Many years ago while hiking in northern Israel, I met a young Chassidic man who was headed in a similar direction. We didn’t really share a language but we nonetheless communicated easily in the shared solitude of our beautiful surroundings by a mountain stream. At some point in our makeshift conversation he asked me – though an imperfect translation – if I “protected Shabbat.” The answer was easy: I don’t protect Shabbat; Shabbat protects me.
Jacob L. Freedman, MD, is a board-certified psychiatrist practicing in Boston, Massachusetts, and a former student of Yeshiva Aish HaTorah in Jerusalem. In addition to his practice as a clinical psychiatrist, Dr. Freedman has worked as a healthcare and a risk-management consultant and serves as Chief Medical Officer at Mentegram. He can be most easily reached at: JacobLFreedman@gmail.com.

Reprinted from the Parshat Chukat 5776 website of Aish.com

Emunas Chachomim #4

The Hornisteipler Rebbe and the Draft Age Jewish Boy in Danger of Being Inducted into the Tsarist Army


A wealthy Jew who was a supplier to the Russian army came to the Hornisteipler Rebbe, R’ Mordechai Dov Twerski (son-in-law of R’ Chaim of Sanz), for a blessing. 

His son had reached draft age, and the draft commission had exempted his son from military duty, save for one anti-Semitic doctor. Because of the doctor’s opinion, the commission changed the exemption to a one-year deferral. 

Now the father stood helplessly before the great and holy Hornisteipler Rebbe, knowing the deferrals would not last forever. He cried, “Rebbe, that doctor is determined to send my boy to the army.” 

The Rebbe replied, “What makes you think that that particular doctor will always be on that commission? When your son appears before the commission, that doctor will not be part of it.” 

The father was elated, confident in the Rebbe’s prediction. The people in his town were skeptical that he was placing his trust so fully in the Rebbe’s words. They ridiculed him, but he remained firm in his faith of the Rebbe’s words. 

Just before his son was scheduled to appear before the commission, a telegram arrived releasing the doctor from the commission and appointing another in his place.


The man’s son received a permanent exemption. 

Immediately thereafter, a second telegram arrived, stating that the first telegram had been sent in error and the first (anti-Semitic) doctor was to be restored to his place. 

The wonder was clear for all to see. The father’s friends, who had so freely ridiculed him for placing his trust in the Hornisteipler Rebbe, were silenced. (The Sanzer Rav & His Dynasty)

Reprinted from the Parshas Shelach 5776 email of The Weekly Vort.

Reb Shlomo Zalman and the Mentally-Challenged Child


The parents of a mentally-challenged child came to Reb Shlomo Zalman Auerbach, of blessed memory to discuss institutionalizing him. When the Rav asked what the boy said about the proposal, they replied that it had not occurred to them to ask him. 


Reb Shlomo Zalman was irate. “You intend to evict him from his home and consign him to a strange place with a regimented atmosphere,” he sternly told them. “He must be encouraged and not allowed to feel that he is being betrayed.” 
Reb Shlomo Zalman then asked to see the youngster and the parents fetched him. 


“What is your name, my boy?” Rav Shlomo Zalman asked. 


“Akiva,” came the meek reply. 


“Akiva, my name is Shlomo Zalman. I am the Gadol Hador - the greatest Torah authority of this generation - and everyone listens to me. You will be entering a special school now; I would like you to ask you for a big favor. Please represent me by taking the job of Mashgiach (spiritual leader) in the school and look after all of the religious matters in your new home.” 


The boy’s eyes were riveted to Reb Shlomo Zalman’s face and the awestruck parents sat with their mouths agape as the Rav continued. “I shall now give you Semichah (Rabbinical Ordination) which makes you a Rabbi. I want you to use this honor wisely.” 


From that point on, the boy walked around with a spring in his step due to the acknowledgement and honor shown to him by a great Rabbi like Rav Shlomo Zalman. 


Comment: One of the reasons we are placed in positions of stature or are given certain rights and privileges is for the benefit of others. One’s societal standing is valuable, as the Talmud (Kiddushin 7a) teaches that a woman can give an important man a gift and the pleasure she receives from the acceptance of the gift is worth a Shevah Perutah, the minimum amount needed for the marriage to take effect. 


We have many opportunities on a daily basis to build others by associating with them (such as inquiring of their wellbeing and actually sticking around to hear their reply). There are numerous people in the world who feel abandoned and useless. We will be surprised to know that spending even five minutes talking with them can not only boost their day, it can spark a change in them that lasts a lifetime. So, let’s open our eyes, find someone down on themselves and try to take interest!

Reprinted from the Parshas Korach 5776 email of Reb Mendel Berlin’s Torah Sweets Weekly.

Hashem Always Loves Us

By Rabbi David Ashear


Hashem always gives us much more than we deserve. If we would make an accounting based on our deeds, we would find that we owe Hashem so much. He loves to give us anyway, because we are His children. If we would really know how much Hashem loves us, we would never feel distant.


Rabbi Pruzansky told a story about a Rabbi Brown, a principal of a high school for troubled girls. The Rabbi discovered that one of his former students had totally left Judaism. She was living in downtown Brooklyn, away from her parents and far from religious life. 


He thought to himself, "Her poor parents are such nice people. It must be so hard for them to see their daughter slipping away like this."  


One day he called to invite her for Shabbat. She initially agreed, but on Friday afternoon, she called to cancel, saying that she wasn't feeling up to it. The Rabbi said that he was sorry to hear, but he invited her to join them on Sunday for their Purim Seudah. The girl was silent for a moment, and then she said, "Oh. Sunday is Purim? I didn't realize. Let me think about it and get back to you."


After the Rabbi hung up, he told his wife that their guest would not be coming. Mrs. Brown then said, "Let's at least send her food for Shabbat. I am sure she could use it." She packed up food, including Challot and Grape Juice, and the rabbi drove with his children to her apartment building. 


He called her from the lobby, saying he had a Shabbat package for her. The girl came down moments later with tears in her eyes. 


"Thank you, Rabbi. This is exactly what I needed. After I hung up with you, I was really down. I couldn't believe that I had fallen so far from Judaism that I didn't even know that Sunday is Purim. I cried and prayed to Hashem for the first time in a very long time. I said, 'Hashem, please show me that you still care about me.  I know that I have fallen, but show me that I am still your daughter. 


“The next thing I know, you and your family are here bringing me food for Shabbat. What more of a sign could I ask for? I feel cared for. I feel loved." 


Baruch Hashem, she came back to live with her parents; she came back to her Father in Heaven. When we know that Hashem always loves us, we can be close to him at all times.

Reprinted from the May 17, 2016 email of Daily Emunah.

 
A Slice of Life

First Steps

By Noah Dinerstein


When I took my first step I was 10 months old. My dad was there holding me up. At six years old, he put his hands on mine as I gripped the handle bars of my two-wheeler, and guided me up and down the street for hours until he finally let go and I rode that Huffy on my own.


A few years later I was big enough that he trusted me to shift when he dramatically announced "2nd!" VROOM "3rd!" At 16 he trained me for my driving test that I passed. And when I was 18 he helped me pack and walked me to my dorm, hugged me in the parking lot, squeezing as tight as I had squeezed the handlebars on my Huffy, and we cried. He was there for every first that ever mattered in my life.


Every first except one: My first steps onto the path of Torah Judaism.


Neither my dad nor my mom were there for my first dive into the Orthodox Jewish pool. It was a phase to them. Like Pogs. When I came back from my Israel trip I talked about the trip. Whoa did I talk about the trip. "Mom did you know about all the laws of kosher? And Passover? We've never cleaned the house before! Whoa SHABBOS! We should do Shabbos!....like this week! Why not? on Friday nights we eat dinner anyway... all we have to do is turn off the TV and phone and music and it's actually pretty sweet and feels great. SHAVUOT! I never learned about Shavuot in Hebrew School! We studied Gemara all night - wait! - I didn't tell you about Gemara. Its like Jewish Law School! Dad you would love it! I feel smarter!


At first, sitting at the kitchen counter, my mom's face was one of pride and astonishment. She called her best friend Lisa and put the phone on speaker and said to me "C'mon say all those things about what you learned on your trip again!" I didn't think anything of it. OF COURSE she was excited. She had always been upset that Zack and I would choose basketball over Bar Mitzva practice. Or the epic fight we had (which she won) over going to my Hebrew school confirmation or to my school dance. So, yeah, she was pumped. My dad too. Until.....Well...Until I started actually doing it.


It had been two years since that homecoming. Two years of working in Boston and being a pretty successful young hotelier. Two years of slow learning, Shabbat meals from time to time, flexing my "Kosher-style" muscle, and so on. But none of it was in your face. I could party on a Friday night if I wanted. MacDonald was still cool. My parents still found ways to uncomfortably deny the tropical storm headed towards the east coast. Until it was upgraded to a hurricane..

Hurricane Tzitzit.


I stuffed those tzitzit into my pants like tuna into a can. I didn't want them to fall out. That sunny day in spring it took one string to break loose and then so did all hell. One string showed out of the back of my Levi's and we were off. It was as if our family was in a competitive breath holding competition for two years and someone came along and smacked them all on the back at the same time.


Things were said. It's not a nice memory. It was brought to a climactic movie-worthy halt when I exclaimed with a shaking, stuttering, yelp, "I've decided. I'm going to yeshiva!" Silence. Crying. Silence. Explaining. Crying. Silence.


They tried to talk me out of it. I went anyway. They didn't pay for anything relating to yeshiva. They wrote letters to the rabbis about brainwashing. They called me. I called them. We talked. But not really. We entered a tough world of never saying enough and always saying too much. Never knowing when to swing or take a pitch. Never hitting or folding. Never giving in or giving up. Stalemate.


This is not about any of that though. It is about how my parents were at my Orthodox Jewish wedding. How my mom planned half of it with my wife's mom. How my parents met this young, beautiful, authentic girl who grew up observant and came from a family of bearded rabbis and they loved her. And her family.


It's about when my dad looked me in the eye this past Friday evening and said he was thankful to me for bringing Shabbat into the house he built. This is about my father taking pride in taping up the refrigerator lights before Shabbat so I wouldn't come to accidentally break rules he didn't even abide by.


Its about my mom calling one of the rabbis she had previously, aggressively questioned, but now was calling on to explain exactly what it would take to make her entire kitchen kosher in a town that hadn't seen a kosher kitchen since Nana's time. About checking labels looking for a semblance of a kosher symbol so they could just give their baby boy some balsamic vinegar dressing that he loves so much! Its about how my parents go to the Chabad House that opened in their town on their own volition! My mom offers to get the Rebbetzin's Sheitel (wig) styled! What is a SHEITAL?! How my dad learns new concepts from the Chabad rabbi and calls me to discuss. About the prominent moment my brother and I shared when he took a day off of work to accompany me to a 12-hour Jewish meditation seminar and hashtag emotional things went down!


This is really about how instead of thinking of all the ways my lifestyle limits our relationship, my parents and brother adapted to make sure it expanded our relationship. This is about the letter I found in my dressing room at the wedding hall where my mom, pen probably shaking in hand, dug down to the deepest most delicate place in her heart, and confessed that I was always destined for this life and she couldn't be more proud. My parents and I have never been closer and my mom tells me that she can't wait until we host them at our table for Shabbat.


My father wasn't there for my first steps of return to our beautiful, rich heritage but he was there for my most important. He walked me to my bride. When the sea of bodies parted and I saw her, I was like a laser beam of Divine connection eliciting the most powerful and spiritual experience of my life. I broke down. The arm around mine was my father's, who picked me up and was giddy with so much joy for his son. He taught me how to walk all over again.

Reprinted from the Parshat Emor 5776 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.

A Mistaken Visit

Solves a Dilemma 

By Rabbi Ron Yitzchok Eisenman

A New Jersey Rabbi mistakenly ended up at the Old Montifiore Cemetery in Queens, not knowing he will bring a person to tears as a result. Rabbi Ron Yitzchok Eisenman, rabbi of Congregation Ahavas Israel in Passaic, NJ, is the author of two books, "The Elephant in the Room" and "For Everything a Time." He published the following article in the Mishpacha Magazine under the title "Meeting Expectations":

"Would you be available to officiate at the levayah of a woman who passed away in Maryland and the burial will be in New York?" the caller asked.


The woman was not observant, but her two sons were interested in having a rabbi present.


It would be at 11 A.M. on Friday, at the Old Montefiore Cemetery in Queens.


I thought about the traffic in New York on "Erev Fourth of July weekend." Nevertheless, a Jew needs to be buried...


On Friday morning, I headed off.


When I arrived, I went straight to the most famous grave in the cemetery, that of the Lubavitcher Rebbe ztz"l.


I davened and walked back to the building that serves as combination welcoming center, beis medrash, and library. There, I overheard one man say to his wife in Hebrew, "Do you think there's anyone here from Bat Yam?"


My ears perked up, as my father, who was born in Yerushalayim, grew up in Bat Yam.


I smiled and said, "I'm from Bat Yam!"


We schmoozed for a few minutes and then I went to meet the funeral procession.


I arrived at the gravesite, but there was no deceased mother, and no two sons. After a flurry of calls, the mystery was cleared up.


The sons (including the nifteres) hadn't come to the Old Montefiore Cemetery; rather, they'd mistakenly gone to the New Montefiore Cemetery, about 25 miles east and a one-hour drive away.


I decided to head back to the Rebbe's Ohel, telling my contact to call me in 15 minutes.


Back at the Ohel, I bumped into Mr. Bat Yam.


"Hey, rabbi, you're back, what happened?"


"I came to say goodbye."


The man became serious and said, "Tell me a story about the Lubavitcher Rebbe."


"I'm not a chassid," I said, "and I really have no stories. But there are plenty of people here who can relate great stories about him."


"I want you to tell me a story."


I figured I had to wait the required 15 minutes anyway, so I decided to tell him the one story of my family's connection with the Rebbe.


"About 40 years ago," I began, "my father ztz"l was unsure if he should have heart surgery. My parents consulted with the Rebbe, who said: 'I want you to listen to the advice of a doctor who is a friend.'


And with those cryptic words, the Rebbe stopped talking.


"The next week, my father's doctor spoke to my father in a way he'd never spoken to him in all the years they'd know each other. 'Moshe,' the doctor said, 'I'm talking to you today as a friend. Please have the surgery, it can save your life.'


"Suffice it to say that my father had the surgery and lived another 20 years."


And with that Mr. Bat Yam started to cry.


"Why are you crying?!"


"Rabbi, I came here to America to seek a second opinion for a medical condition. I'm not religious, but my wife insisted I speak to the Chabad rabbi in Bat Yam before I left. He said we should go to the Rebbe's Ohel. He said, 'When you get to the Ohel ask a non-Chabad person for a story about the Rebbe. In that story you'll get the answer to your question about your medical treatment.'


"This morning," the man continued, "I had my consultation with my doctor. When the examination was finished, he said, 'I know you're from Israel and we've never met before, but I feel strangely close to you. Listen to me, and know that I am saying this as a friend... this is what you must do!' "


We stared at each other.


I no longer wondered why Hashem had brought me to the Old Montefiore Cemetery that morning.
Reprinted from the July 11, 2016 website of COLLIVE.

Looking for a Minyan at

The Republican National Convention in Cleveland?

By Ed Wittenberg


Rabbi Yossi Freedman, co-director of Chabad of Downtown Cleveland, said the Chabad will offer a space downtown for prayers, services and food during the Republican National Convention July 18-21.


Freedman said the Chabad is renting the ground-floor open space at 55 Public Square previously occupied by John Q’s Steakhouse, which closed in 2013, from Optima Management Group of Cleveland.


Services will be offered at 6:45 and 7:45 a.m. each day of the convention.


The space will also be used as a pop-up restaurant, manned by Chef Dave’s Catering, a kosher catering business based in Beachwood, Freedman said.


Breakfast, lunch and dinner will be served there, and to-go items will also be available, said Larry Frank, president of Chef Dave’s Catering.


“We’ll be there to service all the Jewish people coming in for the convention –delegates and different people coming in for networking,” Freedman said. “We’ve reached out to David Gilbert(president and CEO of the Cleveland Host Committee of the RNC), and he is forwarding people to us if they are in need of Jewish services.”


Freedman, who is overseeing the project with his wife, Chaya, the other co-director of Chabad of Downtown Cleveland, emphasized the organization is “apolitical” and is there to serve all Jewish people who take part in the convention regardless of their political affiliation.


“It’s a great opportunity for us, especially since we are very close by the (Cleveland) Convention Center and The Q (Quicken Loans Arena),” he said. “We’re about a block or two away from everything that’s happening.”

Reprinted from the July 13, 2016 website of Matzav.com Ed Wittenberg reports for Cleveland Jewish News:

The Mesiras Nefesh

Of Rashi’s Father


The greatest commentator we have on virtually all areas of Torah is Rashi. His name is an acronym for Rabban Shel Yisroel, which means ‘The Rebbe for all of Klal Yisroel’.


There is a story told about his mother while she was pregnant with Rashi. She was visiting the city of Worms, and happened to be walking down a narrow alleyway. Suddenly, a French knight on a horse turned down the alley she was on, and was galloping down the street and headed straight for her. There was no room for her to move to the side because the road was so narrow, and she couldn’t possibly get back to the beginning of the alleyway because of how fast the horse was running. 


Without any other choice, just as she was about to be trampled by the horse, she pressed herself against the stone wall of the alleyway, flattening herself as much as she could. Inexplicably, the stones slid inward and allowed her to make room for the knight to get past her, avoiding any harm! When it was safe again, she stepped back into the alleyway and saw how there was miraculously an impression that her body had left in the stone wall where she had pressed against. The wall remained indented like that for years to come! 


There is also a great story told about Rashi’s father, Rav Yitzchok, who was a dealer in precious stones. One time he was selling a particularly rare and precious gem. One of the king’s noblemen happened to notice it and told Rav Yitzchok that he would like to purchase it, as it was a perfect match of a gem in one of the king’s idols, and they had been searching for another such stone. The nobleman ordered Rav Yitzchok to pack it safely and travel with him to see the king and present it to him, and he would be paid very generously for the gem.


Rav Yitzchok had no intention of selling his gem for use in idol worship, but he dared not refuse the nobleman, so he agreed to travel. For part of the trip they had to travel by boat, and Rav Yitzchok came up with a plan. He started talking to the other noblemen and passengers about the gem, and about how much the king would pay for it. He threw in comments like, “If you would only see it, you would appreciate how valuable it is!” 


Finally, the people’s curiosity was piqued enough, and they asked to see the gem. Rav Yitzchok refused, and said that if anything would happen to it, he would be devastated. However, the people said that nothing would happen. He allowed them to persuade him to show the gem to them, and with deliberate drama, he unwrapped the precious stone. 


As everyone was admiring the gem, Rav Yitzchok pretended to lose his balance when the boat started rocking, and he threw the precious stone into the water, pretending that it happened by accident! Immediately, he started crying and shouting that he lost his treasure, and carried on for the rest of the trip, blaming everyone for ‘making him’ show them, and now he would not be getting the promised fortune from the king. 


When he later stood in front of the king, Rav Yitzchok was still crying over his ‘loss’, and when the king saw how remorseful and upset Rav Yitzchok was, he dismissed him and sent him home! 


It has been said that because of the sacrifice Rav Yitzchok made by throwing his valuable gem into the water in order not to benefit Avodah Zarah, he was Bentched with a child like Rashi, who would illuminate the world with the light of Torah, and be the Rebbe for the entire Klal Yisroel!

Reprinted from the Parshas Nasso 5776 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Unruly Yeshiva Student Who Didn’t Want to Be Kicked Out of Yeshiva

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


Here is a story I heard from Rabbi Yosef Zaltzman that he heard his grandfather Rabbi Avraham Zaltzman tell at a Chassidic gathering (aka farbringin). 


One of the Chassidim present at this Farbringen was Rabbi Mendel Futerfass, a well-known Chassid who had been imprisoned many years in Siberia, and often his comments 'made the evening' as would be the case here.

Rabbi Avraham related that when he was twelve-years-old he learned in the Chabad Yeshiva in the city of Lubavitch, Russia. He was such a wild, uncontrollable child that it was very difficult for him to sit and learn Torah. So he and two other boys in the Yeshiva with similar natures were given various odd jobs to keep them busy in positive ways.

One of these jobs was to milk a few goats in a nearby farm and supply milk to the pupils. But this too became boring and one day, desperate for action, they somehow managed to get one of the goats to drink vodka and then led the intoxicated animal to the entrance of the large study hall where all the pupils were diligently immersed in Talmudic studies, and pushed it in.

The goat, totally oblivious of the holiness of the place, jumped on tables, knocked over several rabbis and scattered books and papers in all directions and caused pandemonium. It was hours before the studies could be restored and, of course, it was no secret who was to blame.

The three boys were summoned to the supervisor of the Yeshiva, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak (The son of the Rebbe 'Resha'b'; Rebbe Shalom Dov Ber, the fifth Rebbe of Chabad and founder of the Yeshiva), and were told to pack up their belongings and leave.

With no other choice they did as they were told and several hours later were waiting in the train station in the nearby city of Rodna, with their suitcases in hand to return to their homes.

But suddenly Avraham turned to his friends and said, "What are we doing?! We can't leave! We have to go back and plead for mercy!" But the others just shook their heads 'no'.

"It won't work, Did you see the look on the supervisor's face? He doesn't want to see us again. We're finished!" One answered

The other boy agreed. "We were living on mercy as it is. He's not going to take us back this time."

"Yeah, we're out for sure!"

But Avraham didn't give up and before the train arrived he succeeded in convinced one of the boys to come back with him and give it a try.

They said good bye to their friend and trudged back to Lubavitch with no real idea what their next step was but Avraham wouldn't go down without a battle.

They couldn't go back to the Supervisor; he was too angry. And the Rebbe, the supervisor's father, also wasn't the one to approach; he would never override his son's decision, especially in this case when they were obviously guilty.

Their only chance was the supervisor's grandmother, the Rebbe's mother, Rabbinit Rivka. She had a wonderful warm heart and was a mother for all the pupils; she cooked, sewed and washed for them and was always there in times of illness and need. She was their only hope! Maybe she could help.

They went to her house, knocked on the door and when she answered Avraham poured out his heart. She listened without saying a word and when he finished, her answer was to the point.

"I can't go against the decision of my grandson; he's the supervisor of the Yeshiva. The only one that might be able to do that is my son, the Rebbe. But I can't talk to him about this either. I simply can't mix in.

"But, what I can do is this: every morning at 10 my son, the Rebbe sits in his room and drinks a cup of tea. Come tomorrow morning and I'll show you where the room is ... but that is the most I can do; you will have to do the talking."

The two boys found some place to sleep that night and the next morning little Avraham reported to Rabbinit Rivka while his friend, who was simply too afraid, waited outside.

She let him in, pointed him to the room where the Rebbe was sitting, whispered 'good luck' and watched as he bravely approached the door.

The door was open and when the Rebbe saw him standing there he looked up, stared at him for a moment and asked him what he wanted.

"I want to learn here, in Lubavitch." He was almost crying.

"Lubavitch?" smiled the Rebbe as he motioned him to come closer, "But there are so many other good yeshivas! There is Slovadka, Navordak" and he listed all the other Torah academies in the area.

"But I want to learn here, in Lubavitch!" The young boy began to whine. When the Rebbe saw this he began to smile and when Avraham saw the smile he began to cry. This, in turn, caused the Rebbe to laugh, which made Avraham cry even harder.

Suddenly the Rebbe became serious and said, "We will think about it, come back later today."

Avraham backed out of the office, sniffling and wiping his eyes with his sleeve but suddenly he stopped, took two steps forward, which put him back in entrance of the room, and just stood there looking sheepishly at the ground.

"Nu? What do you want now?" The Rebbe asked.

"Err, I have a friend." Avraham answered. "He's waiting outside."

"A friend is it? Well, we will think about him also." The Rebbe replied. "Come back in a few hours."

"Well, the story has a happy ending" Rabbi Avraham concluded to his listeners. "We returned to the Rebbe a few hours later, the Rebbe took us into his son; Yosef Yitzchak's office, said a few words and left.

"His son imposed a stiff fine on us; we had to learn tens of pages of Talmud and Chassidut by heart. But he accepted us back in! And that's the story!"

Rabbi Mendel Futerfass who had been listening with interest was the first to comment.

"Tell me, Reb Avraham, why do you think he did that? What made him accept you back into the yeshiva?"

"Like I said," He replied "That's the point of the story. Because I wanted so much to learn in Lubavitch that I actually wept! That's how much a person should want Chassidut; that his heart is breaking!!

"Nope!" Said Reb Mendel. "You're wrong. Your yearning for Torah is not what got you accepted back into the Yeshiva.

"The reason the Rebbe took you back was because. you said that you have a friend outside! He expelled you because you thought only of yourself and he took you back because you cared about your friend!"
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