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In 1973, just before the outbreak of the Yom Kippur War, I [Mrs. Zlata (Freiman) Hertzel] had traveled from Israel where I was living to New York to attend my brother's wedding, and while there, I came to see the Rebbe.


Before the audience was to take place, Rabbi Leibel Groner, the [Lubavitcher] Rebbe's secretary, instructed me to write down my requests on a piece of paper which would be handed into the Rebbe in advance. I did as he instructed - I wrote that I was married with children, that I was teaching in the Chabad school in Lod, and that my children were in daycare which was costing more than the money I was making. I wanted the Rebbe's advice - should I leave my job and stay home with my kids, instead of borrowing every month to make ends meet?


When I walked into the Rebbe's office, he had a big pile of letters on his desk and he reached into it to extract my letter - he pulled it out just like that without even looking for it. He read it quickly and then answered my question with this statement:

The Education of Jewish Children

Is a Conduit for Blessing


"I see you are teaching the children of Israel at the school Reshet Oholei Yosef Yitzchak, which is named after my holy father-in law," he began. "You should know that the education of Jewish children is a conduit for blessing - both material and spiritual - for you and your family for generations to come."


Then he repeated those words again, and I felt that the audience was over.


It was only after I left that the Rebbe's words started sinking in. I thought: "The Rebbe is telling me that my job educating children is a conduit for blessings. So clearly, there is only one thing I can do - keep working." I called my husband, Meir, and after I told him what the Rebbe said, he concurred with my decision.

Before I could return to Israel, however, the Yom Kippur War broke out and the news we were hearing was not good.


My husband was drafted into a combat unit on a moment's notice and, because I was still in New York, he distributed our children amongst our neighbors and relatives. I was informed that he was sent to the front lines at Ismailia, Egypt but that's all I knew. 
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Rabbi Leibel Groner

I immediately asked Rabbi Groner for another audience with the Rebbe, but he could not schedule it as I had just been to see the Rebbe a few days before. However, after I broke down in tears, he suggested that I wait outside the office and ask for a blessing for my husband when the Rebbe came out.


My heart was pounding, but I mustered the courage to approach the Rebbe as he passed by and make my plea. The Rebbe responded, "When you return to the Holy Land, you will find that all your loved ones are healthy and whole. Be sure to keep in touch with me and let me know the good news. You can call me collect."


He said this three times - once in English, once in Yiddish and once in Hebrew - and I knew his words would come true. I was trembling with excitement because I was sure it was going to happen exactly as he said. And indeed it did.


I had a hard time getting a plane ticket back to Israel because all the flights were commandeered for returning soldiers, doctors and other essential personnel. But I begged the airline - telling them that my husband was in combat and I had no idea where my children were - and so they let me on the plane, even though I would have to sit on the floor.

A Soldier Gave Up His Seat for Me


Once I was on the plane, a soldier gave up his seat for me, and I told all the other passengers what the Rebbe had said. I believe they were greatly encouraged by his words. Even people who were not religious. All the men present put on their yarmulkes - those who didn't have them covered their heads with napkins - and the plane turned into one praying synagogue. It was very amazing and moving to see this.


At some point during our flight, the plane started zig-zagging in the sky because we had encountered a dogfight between our planes and Egyptian planes. I was so scared that I burst out crying when this was happening, but one of the soldiers said to me, "Why are you crying? Your Rebbe told you that everything would turn out all right for you and your loved ones." And that reminder calmed me down.


When we landed, the airport was absolutely dark, and there was no public transportation of any kind - everything had been turned over to the war effort. But I managed to make my way home, and I located my children.


The war lasted close to three weeks. When the dust settled, though many Israeli soldiers had been killed and injured, my husband came home safe and sound just as the Rebbe said he would. As the Rebbe had requested, I made sure to call New York to report that all was well with my family.


After the war, I returned to work, and I kept on working. I have now been a teacher in the Oholei Yosef Yitzchak system for thirty-five years. I never wanted to block the conduit that was bringing blessings to me and my family. Yes, there were financial difficulties at the beginning, but after a time, my salary increased and I no longer needed to borrow money to send my children to daycare. I saw the blessings increase from year to year. I saw my children growing up, being educated, becoming successful in marriage, in raising their own children. I saw the Rebbe's blessing in action from generation to generation.

It’s the Most Important Thing in the World


And today I would say to anyone involved in Jewish education: "It's a huge thing that you are doing; it's the most important thing in the world. Our children are our most valuable treasure, and they are in your hands."


For this reason, I never retired. People say to me, "What? At your age, you are still working? How do you have the energy for this?" And I answer, "I do it for the blessing and for the happiness it brings me."


Today, I live in Upper Nazareth (Nazareth Illit) where I am the principal of a girls' high school. The girls are bussed in from the entire region, and they are so pleased to come, so pleased with the school - the good education, the good teachers, the good atmosphere. Our school even won a regional prize for excellence. And I really see the Rebbe's blessing all around me, still flowing after more than forty years.


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a mailing of "JEM - Here's My Story" (jemedia.org), as part of their extraordinary "My Encounter with the Rebbe" project, documenting the life of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, Rabbi M. M. Schneerson of righteous memory, in one of the 1000+ videotaped interviews conducted to date.

Mrs. Zlata (Freiman) Hertzel is the principal of the Chabad Girls School in Nazereth Illit. In 1996 her husband, Meir, passed away. She was remarried to Rabbi Yeshayau Hertzel, the Chief Rabbi of Nazaereth Illit where she was interviewed in May of 2015.


Connection: Weekly Reading of Vayeira -- "I have known him [Avraham], so that he will command his children and his household after him, and they will keep G-d's way, doing charity and justice" (see Gen.18:18-19).


Biographical note: Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, the Lubavitcher Rebbe: [11 Nissan 5662 - 3 Tammuz 5754 (April 1902 - June 1994 C.E.)], became the seventh Rebbe of the Chabad dynasty after his father-in-law's passing on 10 Shvat 5710 (1950 C.E.). He is widely acknowledged as one of the greatest Jewish leader of the second half of the 20th century. Although a dominant scholar in both the revealed and hidden aspects of Torah and fluent in many languages and scientific subjects, the Rebbe is best known for his extraordinary love and concern for every Jew on the planet. His emissaries around the globe dedicated to strengthening Judaism number in the thousands. Hundreds of volumes of his teachings have been printed, as well as dozens of English renditions.

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayeira 5780 emal of KabbalaOnline.org, a project of Ascent of Safed. www.ascentofsafed.com ascent@ascentofsafed.com

Rav Shach, the Chinuch Atzmai Principal and

The Not-Friendly Mayor
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In 1972, the city of Rechovot organized a welcome ceremony for the visit of a certain anti-charedi government official. The mayor demanded that all schools participate, and he specifically informed the principal of the Chinuch Atzmai school in Petach Tikvah that no excuse would be accepted for non-participation. 
As the mayor was not too friendly to the school as is, the principal and parents were very concerned. Rav Shach was consulted and he forbade participation in the ceremony. 

When the principal and parents expressed their concern over what the mayor might do, Rav Shach was adamant, “What is Assur is Assur. Hashem will help”.

In the end, inexplicably, the Chinuch Atzmai school never received an invitation. The principal was not informed and did not even know what time the ceremony was scheduled for. 

The mayor apologized for the oversight and to ‘appease’ the school, promised certain benefits.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5780 email of the Pleasant Ridge Newsletter.

 The Once Wealthy Man

Who Wanted a Loan to Continue Giving Tzedaka


Around forty years ago, a wealthy Jewish philanthropist in London suddenly lost his fortune. He did not tell anyone what happened, because he did not want those in need to hesitate approaching him to ask for help. He loved giving, and he did not want to stop even after his financial collapse. 


The man went to a prominent wealthy Jew in Manchester and requested a loan so that he could continue helping people. He explained that he has a number of investments that would be maturing in two years, and so he asked for a two-year loan of two million pounds. The man was prepared to provide the loan to the philanthropist but asked if he had a guarantor for the loan. 


The man from London explained that he’d rather not give any guarantors because he did not want anyone to know about his reversal of fortune. Therefore he preferred borrowing the money without a guarantor. 


“You are asking me to do the impossible,” the man from Manchester said. “How can I lend you so much money without a guarantor?” 


“I am doing this l’shem Shamayim,” the man explained, “in order to help people. I know Hashem can be the Guarantor.” 


The man from Manchester, with complete faith in Hashem, responded, “You are correct. Because this money is needed l’shem Shamayim, we will name Hashem as the Guarantor.” And he gave him the sum he requested! 


Two years later, the man from London returned to Manchester – without the money. He explained that he did not yet have the funds to repay the loan, and that he needed another two months. 


The man from Manchester began thinking that he would never see the money again, and so he went into his private room and spoke to Hashem. “You are the Guarantor for this loan,” he said, “and the time has come for it to be repaid. But I don’t want the money. I have a daughter who is already of age and has not been able to find a shidduch. Hashem, please send her husband and I will consider this as a payment of the loan.” 


The man’s daughter was engaged less than three weeks later. He also closed a profitable business deal that yielded almost the complete sum he had lent to the man from London. 


Two-and-a-half months later, the man from London returned, ready to repay the loan. But the lender refused, explaining that Hashem, the “Guarantor” had already repaid the debt in full, and the man did not owe him anything. 


But the man from London insisted, saying that he did not take free gifts and was intent on repaying the money he had borrowed. An argument ensued between them as each party was insisting that the other keep the money. Remarkably, they brought the case to a beit din in Israel. 


One of the judges who presided over the case, Rabbi Zickerman, who related this story, said that the judges were all in tears and overcome with emotion upon seeing the honestly and sincerity of these two Jewish men. They eventually ruled that the money should be returned to the “Guarantor,” to Hashem. 


It happened to be a shemittah year, and so the money was given to a special fund set up to assist farmers in Israel who observed shemittah. Both these men put their faith in Hashem: the one who borrowed the money in order to continue giving tzedakah, and the lender who gave the loan relying on Hashem as the Guarantor. 
And Hashem did not let them down; He was there ready to catch them. As David HaMelech says (Tehillim 25:2), My Hashem, I trust in You, so I shall not be shamed.” 


May we all be able to make sacrifices with our heart in order to get closer to Hashem and may we always have the same enthusiasm for our mitzvos and tzedakos whether we have something to gain or not. May we also learn from Hashem to be careful with our neighbour’s honour, no matter what his financial situation is. 

Reprinted from the Parshas Noach 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.) from the  from the Parashat Tzav 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey

The Rosh Yeshiva

And the Candyman


The owner of one of the largest kosher American confectioners [Mr. Stephen Klein, a”h of Bartons] was also a major supporter of the famed Bais Medrash Govoha in Lakewood, NJ. On one occasion, at a large function, he had the privilege to introduce Rabbi Shneur Kotler zt’l, the then Rosh Yeshiva of Bais Medrash Govoha. 


The businessman began by explaining that he and the Rosh Yeshiva had a great deal in common: “Both of us went to cheder in Europe, survived the war, and now run major institutions. Both of us provide the public with an excellent product that is sweet and enjoyable. Many people stand in line to speak with me, and many people stand in line to speak with the Rosh Yeshiva. We are both well-known and try to help others.” 
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Rabbi Shneur Kotler

Then he paused and smiled, “However, there is one fundamental difference between us. You see, I produce lollipops; the Rosh Yeshiva produces men!”

Reprinted from the Parashat Noach 5780 email of Oneg Shabbos (London, U.K.)

‘Who Causes Salvation
To Flourish’


Our company manufactures alternative medications under the auspices of several offices. About a week ago, the computer could not print the labels and we had to print the labels manually, entering the medication details, the ingredients, how to take it, and then to affix it to the medication bottles. 

We send the medication via courier to its designated destination. That week a call came into the office from an unidentified source and an unexpected address. On the phone was an Arab who did not understand what was sent to him in his village and what was in the package.

I asked him to read the labels on the vials that he received, but it turned out there were no labels or markings on the vials. Apparently, there was an error in shipping and the medicine was sent to the wrong address and even more disturbing was the negligence on the part of the employee who sent unlabeled medication which was against the law and could endanger the whole company. 

At the same time I received a phone call from a patient who had not received her order, and it turned out that the shipment that went to the Arab village was meant for her, but it was a mystery how it ended up where it did. 

I explained to her that a mistake was made in the shipping address and we were preparing and shipping her a replacement order immediately. It was at this point that I realized the great hashgacha from Above. The patient works in one of the reliable offices that audit our company, and had the unlabeled medicine came to their destination, we would have been in a lot of trouble. 

Hashem had bestowed much mercy and compassion on us and sent the order to another location to save us from a harsh inspection. Who knows what would have happened then?

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5780 email of Tiv Hakehilah.

The Contested Request
For a Tuition Reduction
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Rav Shraga Feivel Mendlowitz, zt”l, one of the Roshei Yeshivah of Yeshivah Torah V’Daas, felt very strongly that tuition should not be held against anyone who wanted to learn Torah. 

One day, as he was walking through the hall of the Yeshivah, he heard the sobbing of a woman in the financial office. Going in to investigate, Rav Shraga Feivel found a woman who had three sons in the Yeshivah, begging for a tuition reduction. 

Reb Shraga Feivel signaled to one of those working in the office to follow him out of the room. Once they were outside, he said, “Let’s go see for ourselves how she is living,” as it was only a few blocks from the Yeshivah to the woman’s apartment. 

Knocking on the door, Rav Shraga Feivel and his companion were admitted into a tiny apartment, where the very walls testified about the poverty that existed within that home. Rav Shraga Feivel stayed only long enough to leave a few dollars on the table, and then returned to the Yeshivah. 

Back in the financial office, he rebuked those who refused to give the tuition reduction. He said, “You are dealing here with matters of life and death. In the time it took you here arguing with her about whether to reduce her tuition from five dollars to three dollars a month, you could have gone out and collected much larger sums of money!” 

He instructed the office staff that from then on, they must look favorably upon all requests for tuition reductions!

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Savo 5779 email of Torah U’Tefillah compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Ponovitcher Rov’s Mother

ONE TIME THE PONOVITCHER ROV said the following story about his mother: 

“When I was a young child, I lived with my two brothers together with my mother who was an אלמנה (widow.) .Our mother was as poor as one could possibly imagine. The winter clothing that we owned was extremely minimal, we owned one coat, one scarf and one pair of boots, and that was all. 

“When the bitter-cold Russian winter set in, the coldness was brutal, reaching temperatures below zero degrees. Our mother was completely absolved from any obligation of having to send us to learn in cheder based on her life situation. 
Nobody would have any טענות (complaints) on her, (not in this world, and not even in the Next World). One would assume that she would have no choice but to leave us all at home during the freezing cold winter months. 

“But oh no! Not by mother! She understood with simplicity that every day that her children were at home and not learning Torah, they were lacking nourishment for their souls and they were being deprived of all future greatness in Torah. She was unwilling to have a hand in such neglect for her precious children. 
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Rav Yosef Shlomo Kahaneman, zt”l

The Ponovitcher Rov

What did she do? What could have been her solution? Every morning, she would wake up at 5 a.m. wake up the oldest son, garb him in the one set of winter clothing that we had, pick up the child and hold him in her arms. She would then would walk outside into the unbearable cold. (My mother herself was clothed in the only thin garment she owned, plus the tattered shoes that she wore.) 

Then my Mother, would walk twenty minutes in the ice cold holding onto her precious child. When she arrived at the Rebbe’s home, she would remove the winter clothing from the child, walk home, and repeat the same routine with the next two children. 

Whenever our neighbors would see the way my Mother walked outside, every morning, in the freezing cold, with her thin clothing, they would yell at her, “What are you doing! Have you gone crazy!? Do you want your children to become יתומים (orphans) from their mother as well?” 

However, my mother paid no attention to their screams, she was not willing to be מוותר on her children’s learning of Torah. She was tough as nails and would not budge.” 

The Ponivitcher Rov concluded “It was my mother who gave me the כח to build a Yeshiva - to us children she never said a word, however, we saw her courage and bravery and this was embedded into the deepest place of our souls. She taught us that there is no concept of it being “too hard to learn Torah”.

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5780 email of the Eitz Hachayim parshasheet.
Judging Favorably #62

The $18 Sweater
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Yael was holding a sweater sale and decided to advertise in a local newspaper with a large circulation. When the ad appeared, to her horror, Yael read, “Sweaters For Sale – Only $18.00.” 

“Oh, no,” she gasped. “I wrote $38, but the paper printed $18! What are all of my customers going to think?! They’ve been buying my sweaters for $38! They’re going to read that ad and be very annoyed with me and I have no way to defend myself. I won’t even know who they are, so how can I explain to them? 
“And what about all the people who read the ad and come to buy sweaters? They’re going to say, ‘Where are the seaters for $18?’ And I’m going to have to tell them, ‘There aren’t any. It was a typographical error – they cost $38.’ 

“Are they going to swallow that? No one ever thinks that newspapers make mistakes like that. I even felt that way myself. I remember going into a store to buy something that was advertised for $5.00 and when I got there they told me it was the ‘newspaper’s mistake’ and the item really cost $15.00. 

“And I remember thinking to myself, ‘Sure. Now she says $15.00. That’s some tricky way to trap customers, writing five and then telling them fifteen once they get in the store.’ 

“I’d like to take back what I thought about them.” (The Other Side of the Story by Yehudis Samet) 

Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sarah 5780 email of The Weekly Vort.

The Long Lost Brother

By Asharon Baltazar
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Aiming to assimilate the next generation of Jews, Czar Nicholas issued a decree mandating the conscription of Jewish boys into his army for 25 years of service. He pressured town councils to fill an enforced quota, and community leaders scrambled to find who to send. Kidnappings became the frightening norm, usually occurring when boys were on the way back from cheder, and the children were often never seen again. Parents lived in perpetual dread.


In the barracks, the boys, often as young as 8 years old, were subject to treatment intended to coax them to abandon the Jewish religion. Those who refused baptism endured beatings, torture, and starvation.


Eliyahu, a timid boy raised in a Chassidic family, had been snatched from his shtetl’s street by a man on a horse. Joining a group of other conscripted boys, Eliyahu defied the odds over the many years, tightly gripping the sliver of Jewish identity he managed to preserve. By the time he was discharged, he was a grown man alienated from his family, whose whereabouts remained unknown.


He settled in St. Petersburg and started a business, which quickly took root and flourished. Another happy development soon followed when Eliyahu met his wife, a Jewess, and the two lived a quiet life, observing Judaism to the best of their abilities.


Several hundred miles to the south lay the small but animated town of Lubavitch. Here lived the Rebbe Rashab, Rabbi Sholom Dovber. Jews from far and wide traveled long distances to meet with him, request his blessing, and ask him to intercede in heaven on their behalf.


One day, a widow, mother to three daughters, approached the Rebbe, seeking his guidance as per her friends’ advice. Sobbing miserably, she described her dilemma. Money didn’t come by easily in her home. Thank G‑d, she was blessed with fine daughters, but she had no idea how she would pay for the weddings she hoped to celebrate.


“Travel to St. Petersburg,” said the Rebbe, thus ending their audience.


The widow left the Rebbe’s room completely bewildered. Overwhelmed by helplessness, she started to cry again. The Chassidim milling around offered their help.


“The Rebbe told me to go to St. Petersburg,” sniveled the widow. “I have no idea what he means and he hasn’t told me where. I don’t know anyone in St. Petersburg. Even the fare I’m unable to afford.”


The Chassidim calmed her down, explaining that the Rebbe’s advice was never for naught. Someone volunteered to go around collecting, and a little while later they presented the widow with a fair sum of money. Hope reignited, the widow ventured off, still puzzled by the Rebbe’s instructions.


Stepping off the train in St. Petersburg, she wondered where to start. St. Petersburg is by no means a small city, and with no directions to follow, the widow began tracing its streets aimlessly. For hours on end, she kept her feet moving, hunger and exhaustion slowly inhibiting her search. Despair finally overtook her right outside an imposing residence. Anxious to take the weight off her feet, she sat on its steps, lay back, and closed her eyes. Sleep fell over her effortlessly.


She was awoken by yelling. A servant of the residence had found her asleep on the steps and assumed her to be a common beggar woman. Face burning, the widow gathered herself and prepared to leave.


At that moment, the front door swung open, revealing a man who looked on curiously. He asked the servant the reason for the noise. As the servant stuttered an explanation, the man realized the woman was a Jewess and ordered the servant to have her admitted.


Once inside, the widow was ushered to the dining room where the man and his family were having dinner. Someone sat her down and a plate of hot food and a steaming appeared in front of her. Noticing her hesitation, the man explained that he descended from a long lineage of Chassidim; everything in his house was kosher.


The warm atmosphere and her host’s kindness made the widow feel at ease. At his request, she divulged a bit about herself and about her deceased husband, mentioning his name. From the head of the table, the host made a strange sound. Blood drained from his face, and it was obvious he struggled to say something. Several moments later, the man asked the widow to repeat her husband’s name.


Suddenly, the man was very interested in her relatives, and he could speak of nothing else. The widow was questioned, almost interrogated, on her various family members, while the man became more and more agitated.


“So your husband is my younger brother!” he finally cried.


The man, who introduced himself as Eliyahu, now told the widow about his brother and their idyllic childhood. Unfortunately, while still very young, Eliyahu was kidnapped to serve in the Czar’s army. Then, all connection with his younger brother abruptly ceased.


When Eliyahu heard the widow’s financial plight and her inability to marry off her daughters, he promised to help.


The woman gained the financial security she and her daughters needed. But more importantly, they all savored the joy of reconnecting after so many years of separation.

Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sarah 5780 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Adapted from Sichat Hashavua #1192
The Best Way to Help Those Who Are Spiritually Weak

The following story from HaRav Erlanger brings home an point. Petach Tikvah was a small city in Eretz Yisrael which was established as a religious moshav.


In 1947/48, times were very difficult, and the young couples were struggling with their frumkeit. The local avreichim, Kollel students got together to see what could be done. They decided to bring great Rabbanim from Yerushalayim to give shiurim to the young couples in Halacha and Hashkafa.


Rav Wolbe, then a young man, thought that they were a step ahead of themselves. First, he said, let us raise money and give it to the young couples to help them. Then, we can bring in the Maggidei Shiur.


The others strongly disagreed. These people need to be educated, they said. Because of the disagreement in approach, Rav Wolbe went to the Chazon Ish. The Chazon Ish told him that his approach was correct.

Reprinted from the November 20, 2019 email of the Hakhel Community Awareness Bulletin.
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