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Family of Dutch Diplomat Punished for Saving

Jews Gets Apology

By JTA (Jewish Telegraphic Agency)
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Jan Zwartendijk and one of the transit visas he issue to save thousands of Jews


Dutch Foreign Ministry apologizes to family of Jan Zwartendijk, punished after saving housands of Jews during the Holocaust.


A Dutch diplomat who saved thousands of Jews during the Holocaust and was punished for his actions received a long overdue apology.


The Dutch Foreign Ministry on Tuesday [October 16th] apologized to the family of Jan Zwartendijk, who was honorary consul of the Netherlands in what today is Lithuania during World War II, Dutch media reported.


Zwartendijk served in Kaunas as consul at the same time that Chiune Sugihara was there to represent Imperial Japan.
Largely Eclipsed by Sugihara


Largely eclipsed by Sugihara, Zwartendijk was the initiator and chief facilitator of the rescue of more than 2,000 Jews by the two diplomats. Sugihara gave the refugees, who were fleeing German occupation, transit visas that enabled them to enter the Soviet Union. 


But they would have been unusable had Zwartendijk not given them destination visas to Curacao, then a Caribbean island colony of the Netherlands. Some of those rescued by Zwartendijk nicknamed him “the angel of Curacao.”


Both men acted without approval from their superiors. Unlike Sugihara, Zwartendijk risked his own life, as well as those of his wife and their three small children, who were all living under Nazi occupation.
Given a Dressing Down by the

Top Dutch Foreign Ministry


Yet Zwartendijk, who died in 1976, was “given a dressing down” after his actions became known by a top Foreign Ministry official, Joseph Luns, who later became the head of NATO. 


The incident was revealed in a new book published about Zwartendijk, based on interviews with people who were told about it by Zwartendijk and other materials. Zwartendijk’s children said their father was deeply offended by how he had been treated.


“If that happened,” Dutch Foreign Minister Stef Blok said in a written response to Parliament on Tuesday, “that was completely inappropriate. Jan Zwartendijk earned recognition and tribute for his brave behavior, unfortunately posthumously, from the 1990s onwards.”


He said he and King Willem-Alexander of The Netherlands spoke with Zwartendijk’s son and daughter and expressed “great admiration for the actions of their father in 1940.”

Reprinted from the October 19, 2018 website of the JTA (Jewish Telegraphic Agency.)

The Simple Villager

Who Wanted to Help

By Asharon Baltazar
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A Jew reciting Tehillim. Art by Chana Voola


To Reb Berel of Beshenkovich, nothing was more precious than the opportunity to hear the profoundly spiritual and inspiring teachings of his Rebbe, the Rebbe Rashab (Rabbi Shalom DovBer of Lubavitch), first-hand.


On one occasion, Reb Berel set out by foot to Lubavitch. The journey was long and his feet ached, but knowing he would soon hear the sweet words of Chassidus made every step worthwhile.
Discovers that the Rebbe Had Left the Town


When he finally arrived, however, Reb Berel discovered that the Rebbe was absent, on leave to the quiet, lush countryside. A kind stranger gave him directions and he took off again immediately, without even taking a short break to catch his breath, so much did he yearn to hear Chassidus.


But again he was met with disappointment. The Rebbe had no plans to say Chassidus, he was told.


Heartbroken and spent from his efforts, Reb Berel slumped to the ground in abject misery.


A simple Jew, pious but unlearned, lived nearby. Every day he would furnish the Rebbe’s table with milk, cheeses, and butter from his dairy farm. He also took responsibility for ensuring the Rebbe would have a minyan (quorum) of men with whom to pray, frequently running to surrounding villages to find enough willing Jews to participate.


This simple Jew had become like a member of the Rebbe’s household—free to come and go as he pleased. When he saw Reb Berel’s deflated figure in the street, he thought that the stranger was in dire need. Perhaps he lacked a good meal or a bed, or maybe even some money. He rushed to help.

“But it Seems Like it’s Not Going to Happen”


“Thank G‑d, there is nothing I need from you,” Reb Berel sighed. “I just wanted to hear some Chassidus and I’ve come a long way to do so. But it seems like it’s not going to happen…”


Without thinking, the dairy farmer ran straight into the Rebbe’s house.


“Rebbe!” he cried with alarm. “There’s someone who came all the way here just to hear you teach Chassidus and he’s miserable. Miserable! Whenever I see someone in pain, I give him eggs, maybe some butter, or milk. You, Rebbe, can help this Jew by saying Chassidus.”


Barely an hour later the Rebbe announced that he would give a Chassidic discourse in his room.


Reb Berel sat, enraptured, listening to every word with delight. He left the Rebbe’s room, face aglow, warm with the knowledge that he had at last fulfilled the purpose of his journey.

Noticing a Sincere Display of Joy


Noticing this sincere display of joy, the dairy farmer entered the Rebbe’s room again. In a breathless, excited tone, he described what he had seen and requested a blessing: In Gan Eden, in the World to Come, he wanted to experience that same delight Reb Berel had felt after hearing the Rebbe speak.


“Every time you recite Tehillim (Psalms) from cover to cover, you merit a special reward,” promised the Rebbe. “In addition, you will merit to understand the Tehillim on a deeper level in the World to Come.”


Placated, as soon as he exited the Rebbe’s room the dairy farmer grabbed the nearest Tehillim and began to recite it with newfound fervor, confident that he would one day experience the great joy he had seen on Reb Berel’s face that day.

Reprinted from the email of the Parashat Vayeira of Chabad.Org Magazine.

How Important is the

Mitzvah of Tefillin to You?
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Life is one big test and these tests can come in many different forms. There’s a story is of a soldier who was training for Shayetet 13, the most elite combat unit in the world that’s part of the IDF (Israel Defense Forces). In order to get to this unit, you have to work quite hard. One of the final tests is known as arbaim al arbaim al arbaim - 40 by 40 by 40. That's going 40 km with 40 kilo on your back with only 40 cm of water. 


This boy was making his way up the ranks, his life's dream was to get into Shayetet 13. He was a religious boy and the training starts before morning. As they are about to start he notices the sun making its way out. He says to his officer, “can we stop just for a moment, I have to put on my tefillin”. 


The officer says to him, “not now, maybe soon, just a little while longer”, and they kept going. 


After another hour he asked again, “please Sir do me a favor, I want to stop for one moment just to put on my tefillin”. 


The officer said to him...”kid listen, not now, you're leading the pack, we have to keep going”. 


Again a couple hours later he says, “please sir, I never missed a day of tefillin in my life, please let me stop for one moment. I can only put them on until nightfall and the whole thing will take me just one minute, please”! 


He says to him “not yet”. 


As they keep going he notices nightfall rapidly approaching - he only has a few minutes left, he says, “Mefaked (officer), I need to stop”. 


The officer turns around and says, “you want to stop, you want to give up all your years of training? For tefillin? My friend, right now you have a good chance of making it into this elite unit. It ain't gonna look too good if you fall behind now, is all I can say”. 


Without thinking much he says...”that’s it, I'm stopping”. 


The Mefaked says, “suit yourself” and turns around and keeps walking. He sits down takes out his tefillin, slowly wraps it, and as he's wrapping it on his arm, he starts to watch as soldier by soldier is passing him by and he's watching his opportunity of becoming the next elite combat soldier just slipping by. He realizes, what could I do though. He finishes putting on his Tefilin and says the Jewish battle cry “Shema Yisrael Hashem Elokenu Hashem Echad”.


He finishes, puts his Tefilin away in the bag and then as he turns around, thinking, if I hurry maybe I can still make it -- maybe I can actually -- and he turns and sees his Mefaked standing in front of him...saying, “welcome to Shayetet 13”. 
He looks at him and says, “but I didn't complete the mission”? 


He says, “do you want in or out”? He answers “of course in! But why did you accept me”? 


The Mefaked responds...”who would you want backing you up in the field, someone who is willing to give up everything he believes in or someone who stays strong even under pressure”?
Reprinted from the Parashat Lech Lecha 5779 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the teachings of Rabbi Sananes.
“I Decree That It Should

Rain Immediately!”
Rabbi Avraham Ohayun 

On a winter Friday night Rabbi Mordechai Eliyahu left his home in Kiryat Moshe to go to the Ades Synagogue in the Nachlaot neighborhood of Jerusalem to participate in the “Shirat Habakashot” the song of asking which takes place there.


Before Rabbi Eliyahu left his house with his close students it was pouring rain. But when Rabbi Eliyahu started on his way the rain stopped and he made the long way there completely dry.


The Shirat Habakashot was pleasant and it was time to go home. It was pouring rain outside and again when Rabbi Eliyahu started on his way back home the rains again stopped.


The people accompanying the rabbi were astounded. “Esteemed Rabbi,” They said. “It seems that the heavens are watching over the Rabbi and making sure he stays dry!” Someone else commented, “Indeed on our way here it also happened that the rains stopped when the Rabbi stepped outside.”
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Rabbi Eliyahu questioned: “Is this indeed so? The nation of Israel needs rain and you think the rain stopped because of me? If it’s up to me, I decree that it should start raining immediately!”


At that moment the sky broke open and it started raining torrentially. Everyone accompanying the Rabbi was soaked through to their bones!


After the Rabbi came home and changed to dry clothing someone asked him; “Rabbi, I remember when we were together with the rabbi in England someone proposed to the rabbi to wear regular clothing and not his rabbinical cloak for fear of rain. On that occasion the rabbi waved his hand ignoring it; he went with his rabbinical cloak and it did not rain. So why now didn’t the Rabbi agree to walk home dry and he asked for the rains to return?”The rabbi smiled and reminded him that there’s a special prayer on Yom Kippur that the high priest would say asking G-d not to take heed to the travelers who ask that it shouldn’t rain so they can travel unhindered. “That prayer was for the people of Israel” the rabbi said smiling, “we needn’t worry about rain for the people outside of Israel.”


That’s why in Israel when the rains stopped the rabbi asked for them to come back. 

Reprinted from this week’s website of Hidabroot.com
How Losing a Job

Was a Life Saver

By Tzvi Yaakovson


After the double murder [of Jewish workers by an Arab] in the Barkan Industrial Park last week, someone called me and told me that I must write about an incredible story of Hashgochah Protis. 


Kim Yechezkel, Hy”d, who was murdered in the Barkan terror attack, was the newly hired secretary of one of the managers at the plant. Just a few days earlier, a woman from the nearby city of Emmanuel had held the same job and had been sitting at the same desk. 


That woman, however, lasted for only a single day in the job. One of the senior managers at the plant saw her and asked where she had come from, and he was told that she had sent in her résumé and was hired. 


For some reason, the manager was infuriated – possibly because he hadn’t been consulted, or because he had a different candidate in mind for the job. The woman was let go after her first day on the job. 


Of course, she was terribly distraught, but she managed to persevere and to find a different job in the area. Just a few days later, she realized that the loss of her first job had saved her life. The woman who had taken over for her, and who had sat at the very same desk, had been murdered.


In order to confirm the story, I traced it back to its source: The person who had called me had heard it from a friend, who had heard it from his brother-in-law in Emmanuel. The brother-in-law in question was married to a sister of the woman whose life had been spared. Ultimately, I managed to speak with the woman’s sister, who confirmed the story.

Reprinted from the October 17, 2018 email of the Yated N’eman.

A Song of Thanksgiving

By U.T.H.


On my way from Yerushalayim to Beit Shemesh a friend gave me a lift to the outskirts of the city. From the outskirts of the city I planned to take the Mehadrin line to Beit Shemesh. 


However, I noticed that there were three boys already standing at the stop and I realized that the Mehadrin line was not coming any time soon. I asked them what they were going to do, and they replied, that they would say Mizmor L’Sodah and rely and have faith that Hashem would provide a ride to take them home. 


I raised my eyebrow and I asked them where this trust came from? They calmly replied that this was their way, to say Mizmor L’Sodah before they needed salvation and again when leaving their ride and there was not one time when they did not see salvation. 


They began to say Mizmor L’Sodah and I observed from the side. It seemed a little strange, but I waited to see what would happen. Not five minutes passed, and an empty taxi stopped and invited us in at a very cheap rate because of the late hour and since he had no passengers. 


I was happy to take this offer and I told the group that this was a really cheap price. But they disagreed and said that salvation would come without any outlay of money. My curiosity was aroused, and I waited to see what would happen. 


About four minutes later, a large car stopped and asked who needs a ride to Beit Shemesh to the exact neighborhood where the boys and I lived. We all got in and went on our way. Of course, the boys had already said Mizmor L’Sodah an additional time, but I was still curious how all this came about. 


I asked the driver where he was coming from. The driver said he was coming from a Simcha at Zevil Hall. I wondered and asked why he did not take Highway 9 which was shorter and faster. The driver smiled and said the he really intended to take Highway 9 but suddenly, he thought that perhaps at this late hour there are people waiting for a ride and since was only a few minutes out of the way and behold, you were waiting for a ride. 


When I asked him when he left Zevil, it turns out it was at the precise moment when the boys began saying Mizmor L’Sodah. Had I not witnessed the whole incident, I would have found it hard to believe, but now it was obvious the power of giving thanks. I decided to publicize the story so that people will hear, learn from, and rejoice in this amazing suggestion!!!
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5779 edition of Tiv Hakehila.
A Miracle on Ben Yehuda

How My Father Met His Hero

By Joanie Dweck




Ben Yehuda Street, Jerusalem. Wikimedia.


The year was 1994 and Charles Dweck, along with four other boys in his seminary, headed down Ben Yehuda Street [in Jerusalem]. The pavement gleamed with new October rain, as the boys headed to a local restaurant, eager to shelter themselves from the cold, heavy drops dripping down their faces.


Suddenly, in the midst of eating, the five boys heard a gunshot coming from outside. In a panic, restaurant-goers began to scream and call for help. Unsure of what to do, Charles and his friends ran to the bathroom and the five of them squeezed into a tiny stall. Time passed, and no one had come to retrieve the boys. Did anyone know they were there? Charles silently prayed to Hashem that their hiding spot would remain hidden and that the gunman would not find them.


All of a sudden, they heard someone kicking open the stalls, one by one, until they got to the very last one, where the boys were hidden. Charles’ hands started shaking as he watched to door slam against the wall of the stall. The boys slowly slumped out of the stall. 


The second they came into full view, they found five guns aimed at their faces. The boys hurriedly explained that they were Americans; they had been staying in Israel for the last semester and had been eating in the restaurant when they heard the gunshots and ran to hide. 


In thick accents, a gunman assured the boys that they were Israeli military, looking for a terrorist of some sort, with no interest in tourists.  The soldiers allowed them to exit the bathroom and restaurant. Outside, they saw that a terrorist had been shot and killed by the army. Disgusted and traumatized, the boys were forced to step over the dead body and across the street.
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Charles Dweck with his family in Israel.


Fast forward 20 years. Charles is now married with four kids and still friends with most of the other American boys. They often reminisce about their positive experiences in Israel, while trying to forget the not-so-positive ones​—overall though, the horrifying incident affects him very little. 


Recently, Charles went to Israel for his grandfather’s 90th birthday, and while on the trip, the family visited a shooting range called “Caliber 3,” at his grandfather’s request. At the range, Charles is greeted by a man named Atan, a strong but weathered looking man. 


Atan explained that he is a retired soldier who now works at the shooting range, giving others a glimpse of what the IDF does day-to-day. As Atan began explaining what to do during emergencies such as bombs, missiles and shootings, Charles whispered his Ben Yehuda story to an advisor standing near him. 


The advisor informed Charles that Atan is knowledgeable about shooting and he should talk to him. After Atan completed his demonstration, Charles approached him and detailed his past experience. Atan stopped him and said, “October 24, 1994?”.


“Yeah, how did you know?” Charles replied shell-shocked.


“That was my first mission,” Atan explained. “It was me and my men that encountered that terrorist.” Charles stood up with tears in his eyes, walked over to Atan, hugged him and thanked him for saving his life.


Today, I too am grateful for Atan. Atan allowed my father, Charles, to have me.

Joanie Dweck is a sophomore at Yeshiva Of Flatbush. She is a Staff Writer for Fresh Ink for Teens.

Reprinted from the October 10, 2018 website of The New York Jewish Week.

I Can’t Accept Your

Child in My Yeshiva


Rav Shraga Feivel Mendelowitz, O”BM, was THE person who put Yeshiva Torah Vo’Daas on the map. Yet, when it came time to build other Yeshivos, he was the first person in line to help start competing institutions. 


When Yeshivas Rabbeinu Chaim Berlin wanted to start a new Yeshivah Ketana and the parents in Brooklyn hesitated to send their children to this new “upstart Yeshivah” but rather to the more established Yeshivah Torah Vo’Daas, 
Rav Shraga Fevel drew a line on the map and refused to take children from parents who lived beyond his red line. “Anyone who lives beyond this line must send their children to Yeshivas Rabbeinu Chaim Berlin!” 


Rav Mendolowitz proclaimed. He was not obsessed with its growth, but rather asked himself “what business am I in?” He concluded that he was in the business of spreading Torah: “If a second (competing) Yeshivah can accomplish more spreading of Torah then that is my business!” 
Reprinted from the Parshas Vayeira 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, edited by Mendel Berlin.
Sixty-Eight Years

Ago in Russia

By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


The year was 1950 in Russia. Communism was ready to conquer the world with its bold ideas of equality, opportunity, hope and freedom from economic oppression. Russia was excited and inspired with hope and vision but perhaps the most excited were a big percentage of the Jews there.


Millions of Jews had jettisoned their Judaism as a relic of the past and a vestige of the dark ages. Now the wisdom Marx the bravery of Lenin and the leadership of the great illuminator Stalin (may his name be cursed forever) would revolutionize the entire world! Communism would end the worries of mankind!


And one of these Jews was Abrasha Yafe.


His father, Reb Avraham, had been a religious Jew; a Chassid and follower of the Fifth Rebbe of Chabad, Rabbi Shalom Dov Ber of Lubavitch. But Abrasha was a card-carrying totally devoted Communist with a high party position, aspirations even higher and NO time or place in his heart for religion.


He was brought up religious but hadn't done anything Jewish for over ten years, since he was fifteen years old; he had seen the political light, communism would save the world and Judaism was totally and simply OFF his agenda.


Abrasha married a girl that shared his ideals who by 'coincidence' was also Jewish. Her grandparents had been observant. Her parents were only marginally so, but she was totally communist through and through and also a party official, although not as high up in the ranks as he.


So it was no surprise that when their first child, a boy, was born, they considered him no more than another potentially good party member.


But Abrasha's mother, whose name was Chaya Basha was religious and she saw things differently. She confronted her son; her grandson would have a Bris (be circumcised) and that was all there was to it!


Abrasha tried to ignore her, to turn away and change the subject or get occupied in other things but she refused to be ignored. She maneuvered herself in front of him and repeated "my grandson will make a bris! Do you hear me? A bris!"


So he sat down opposite her at the kitchen table and he calmly asked her to listen to reason. He explained that circumcision in our days is outdated, unnecessary, dangerous, foolish, primitive, superstitious, painful, and even against Russian law, but she just repeated that Jews since Abraham have been doing it and her grandson will be no exception.


So he tried a different angle. If anyone found out that he had ANYTHING to do with ANY sort of religious ritual his future would be destroyed. He'd get fired from his job, lose his salary, his rank his benefits, his security, his friends all his accomplishments and all of his hopes. How would he provide for his wife and baby? And worst of all he might be imprisoned or even killed for being a spy or a traitor! He begged her to forget the idea.


But she just stared at him in a way he had never seen before, put her hand on her heart, leaned forward and said, almost in a whisper, "If you refuse, I will kill myself."


Abrasha began to shake! He couldn't even look her in the eyes! She was serious. He was trapped! He cleared his throat a few times, stood and went to the bathroom. Washed his face, returned to the table and. made two conditions.


First that the 'Brit' (circumcision) would be in total secrecy so NO ONE would know. Secondly, that neither he nor his wife would be present. That way if the police discovered the 'crime' and arrested him he could claim that he knew nothing about it his old superstitious mother took the child when he wasn't looking.


Chaya Basha clapped her hands with joy, put on her coat and went immediately to Chanuch Hendel Galperin, who was a Mohel (circumciser) and who agreed on the condition that he would invite the guests, she should not mention it to anyone and only on the day of the Brit itself would he divulge the location where it would be.


When the day arrived, late in the afternoon he notified Chaya Basha, who brought the baby, and nine Chassidim who, with the greatest secrecy, speed and efficiency made their separate ways to a small inconspicuous third floor apartment. The door was locked, the window shades were drawn and closed, the child was circumcised and given the name Yisrael (after Yisrael Baal Shem; the Baal Shem Tov) everyone said 'Mazal Tov' quietly and then came the meal! (After a brit a festive meal is made.)


Chaya Basha produced a few small loaves of bread, a bottle of vodka, some herring and some salad and the meal began! L'chaims were poured and soon the Chassidim were singing a merry 'nigun' (Chassidic song) on the verge of standing up and dancing.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door!


A deathly silence fell over everyone. Chaya Basha took the child into the bedroom told the Mohel to quiet him down, put her finger to her lips that no one should talk and called out, "Who's there?"


No reply. Just more knocking!


She approached the door and again called out, who is there!? The person on the other side whispered something. "Who?" She repeated. Again mumbling.


Could it be the KGB? Was it a trick? She had no choice. If it was KGB and she didn't open they would break it down and arrest everyone for resisting arrest.  Meanwhile one of the Chassidim cleaned any sign of the ceremony and, luckily the baby had fallen asleep.


Cautiously she opened one latch after another and when the door opened there stood her son, Abrasha!


Without saying a word, he entered, closed the door behind him, approached the table where everyone was sitting, pulled out a chair and sat down. Someone poured him a L'chaim. He took the glass and raised it but before he could drink, one of the Chassidim produced a yarmulke, put it on his head and said, "maybe make a blessing" (it is a commandment to make blessings to thank G-d before eating. The yarmulke is worn to enhance the fear of G-d).


He made a blessing and downed the small cup. The Mohel put his hand on Abrasha's shoulder and said, "Tell me, have you ever heard of a Chassid by the name of Avraham Yafe? I knew him. He was a wonderful man."


When Abrasha heard the name of his departed father he began swaying slightly back and forth, closed his eyes and sang a slow beautiful 'nigun' that his father used to sing. Everyone joined in.


After a few more l'chaims, he began reminiscing warmly, how his father would pray for hours, the songs he sang when he prayed, the stories he told etc. And so it continued until sunrise. As the  rays illuminated the window shades, one of the Chassidim suggested to Abrasha that he make a resolution. Abrasha just shrugged his shoulders as to say, 'what for?'


But the Chassid didn't give up. "Abrasha!" he said warmly. "I knew your father well. He was a very genuine and honest man. He really believed in G-d and he also believed in you, Abrasha.


“He believed that neither of you would let him down. I'm sure that in heaven your father has no rest until you do what the Creator wants! Abrasha! Put on Tefillin, keep the Shabbat, eat only kosher food. Only then will you and your father be happy.”


Abrasha thought for a moment, stood, put his hand on his heart and said ... agreed! The next day he told his wife that he decided to turn over a new leaf and a few weeks later he miraculously found some excuse to leave his political position and get a job where could become an observant Jew.


It seems that the circumcision of his son removed the spiritual 'foreskin' of his heart as well. (A story from (HaYdion Kfar Chabad #537).
Reprinted from the Parashast Vayeira 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
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