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Rabbi Gavriel & Rivkah Holtzberg, hy”d

The yeshiva katana (mesifta) in Netanya originally was located in Hadera. The structure there was one of the worst you've ever seen or even heard of--the boys were actually making traps to catch mice and rats! Finally the municipality closed the yeshiva due to faulty kitchen etc., condemned the entire building, and issued a demolition order.


Then the yeshiva moved to Netanya, into the building of another Hassidic group. There, too, the conditions were not good. Rabbi Moshe Orenstein, the Rosh Yeshiva, wanted to purchase a new building, but had no money. A fund-raising campaign was initiated.


A number of years went by, Rabbi Orenstein saved every penny he could, and eventually a new building was constructed on a tight budget. In the beginning of 2016 they entered the new building, even though it was not finished.


This year, Rabbi Orenstein approached three professional tradesmen and asked for quotes for the construction of an institutional kitchen. One proposal was significantly cheaper than the others and of course that was the one he chose.


The contractor's builder arrived. A young man covered with tattoos. For three days he worked non-stop. When he finished, he said to Rabbi Orenstein, "I see that there are many unfinished things in the structure."


Ornstein said to him, "True, but we don't have the money to deal with it yet. When we raise the funds we will finish everything that needs to be done."


"Let me do it now. You saw that I was significantly cheaper than the others. It'll be worth it," offered the builder.


Orenstein agreed.


The builder worked for a few more days. When he finished he presented to Rabbi Orenstein his bill: NIS 200,000.


Rabbi Orenstein paled. He asked about the terms of payment - "How long can I take to pay it out? How many payments?"


The man stared at the rabbi for half a minute or so in silence. Then he took out his pen and wrote on the invoice: "PAID IN FULL."


Rabbi Orenstein was amazed and happy, but also confused. "Why are you doing this?"


The man replied simply, "I am repaying an old debt." He explained:


"Many years ago I lived in India. I was using drugs and also dealing them. In fact, I was quite a successful trader. But one day they caught me. I was condemned to a prison sentence of many years.


"One night when I was sitting in despair in my cell, the warden suddenly appeared and unlocked the door. He whispered to me, 'You have two minutes to escape.'


"I stared at him in amazement. 'What? How?'


He pointed to a young bearded man at the end of the corridor and said, 'Stop talking and go!'


I ran to the man, who was clearly a rabbi. He gave me a plane ticket to Israel, and told me to run outside and get in the taxi waiting near the gate. 'Your flight will soon take off. Just stay out of trouble and make sure to never come back to India.'


"'How can I ever repay you?' I stammered.


"'You do not owe me anything. One day you will do something for Chabad.'"


The man concluded his story by saying, "So now I am repaying the debt through the Chabad Yeshiva here in Netanya!"


Then he added, "Subsequently I found out that my rescuer was Gabi Holtzberg."*


Editor's note: Rabbi Gabriel Noah (Gabi") Holtzberg was the Chabad representative in Mumbai who was cruelly murdered in his Chabad House during a terrorist attack along with his wife Rivka and 4 other people, Bentzion Kruman, Rabbi Leibish Teitelbaum, Mrs. Yoheved Orpaz and Norma Shvarzblat Rabinovich, on 28 Cheshvan 5769- Nov.26, 2008.


Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from two English versions of the story that I received in two different WhatsApp groups. The Hebrew original was submitted by Chani Dunin, sister of Rivki Holtzberg, to I don't know what publication.


Connection: The murders occurred during the week leading up to Parshat Todot, last week's parsha.
Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5779 email of KabbalaOnline.com

 

Seeing Is Believing

By Asharon Baltazar
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The future of the Jewish nation hung in the balance, and the Tzemach Tzedek—along with two other rabbis—traveled to the Russian capital of S. Petersburg, where they advocated on their nation’s behalf. During the course of the trip, a Chassid of Polish descent helped the Rebbe with a certain matter. The Tzemach Tzedek didn’t know this man and wasn’t aware who had assisted him, but the fact was that the Chassid had used his wealth and familiarity with relevant government officers to help sway things behind the scenes.

Showing Up in the Rebbe’s Study


One day, the man showed up in the Rebbe’s study and introduced himself. The Rebbe expressed his thanks.


“Is there something I can bless you with?” asked the Rebbe.


“Thank G‑d,” smiled the man, “I have everything I could ask for. “I have everything I could ask for. Children, wealth and honor..."Children, wealth and honor. There has been this one question, however, that has been bothering me. The idea of Divine intervention. It’s written that G‑d directs every single thing—whether it seems significant to us or not. Also, everything that has happened has a special purpose from Above. I just cannot understand this.”


The Rebbe expounded upon the idea brilliantly. Though the man was clearly able to grasp the subtle ideas explained, he was not satisfied. “I still don’t understand,” he sighed.


The Rebbe gestured to the Chassid to come over to the window.


“Look outside. You see this wagon loaded with straw rolling down the road? Walking behind it is a Jew, and he had just found a piece of straw to pick his teeth. Something stuck there prevented him from praying with the proper concentration, and now he can pray in peace. 

One of the 36 Hidden Righteous


He doesn’t want you to know this, but he is one of the 36 hidden righteous people upon whom the entire world depends. This entire village, the man sitting in the wagon and the very wagon bearing the straw—everything was created for this righteous man. For what? So he can pray comfortably. That is Divine intervention.”


When the Rebbe finished, the Chassid said, “Now I understand what it is all about.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Toldot 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. Adapted from Shemuot Vesippurim Vol. 1, page 49

The Laundry Line Tragedy
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Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld


Many years ago in Yerushalayim, lived a young couple who were married for a number of years but were not yet blessed with children, though they Davened fervently for this. 


In those days, the only way to do laundry was by hand. After each article of clothing had been thoroughly washed and wrung out, it would be hung on an outdoor line to dry.


 One day, this young woman washed her laundry and, as usual, hung the items on her line outside. After she went inside, a hot-tempered woman who lived in a neighboring apartment entered the courtyard on her way home. As she walked by, she slightly became entangled in the laundry which hung drying on the line. 
Her temper flared up and in a rage, she ran to her apartment and quickly returned to the courtyard with a pair of scissors. Without a moment’s hesitation, she cut the clothesline and all the clean laundry fell into the dirt. She then went home. 


A short while later, the first woman went outside to see if her laundry was dry. When she saw how the rope had been cut, tears came to her eyes. Silently, she gathered up her laundry and brought it inside. 


As she began her second wash of the day, she vowed to herself not to tell her husband what had happened. Were he to find out, he would surely be distressed, and out of concern for his wife, he might seek to discover the identity of the one who did such an inexcusable thing. She knew that Machlokes is like fire, and one must do everything in their power to avoid it. 


When her husband came home from the Bais Medrash that evening, she didn’t say a word. However, there was commotion in another home that night. A young child of this hot-tempered woman suddenly developed a high fever and he seemed to be getting seriously ill. A doctor was called in to check on him, and the boy’s father went to visit the Rav of the city, Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, zt”l, in order to get a Brachah for the child’s recovery. 


Hearing of the suddenness with which the child got sick, Rav Yosef Chaim asked if anything unusual had occurred at home in the hours beforehand. The husband said he did not know of anything, but he said that he would go home and ask his wife. 


When he asked her, she became full of shame and told her husband of her terrible act. They quickly both returned to Rav Yosef Chaim. When he heard what had happened, the Rav swiftly put on his hat and coat. He said to them, “We have no time to lose. You must beg for forgiveness immediately.” He accompanied them to the woman’s home and knocked on their door. 


The husband was completely shocked to see the Gadol Ha’dor standing in his doorway, and the Rav said they had come to see his wife. The hot-tempered woman did not wait any longer. She saw the other woman, ran up to her, and started crying. She said, “I am the one who cut your clothesline. I feel terrible that I did that and Hashem has already punished me by causing my child to become very ill!” With great humility, she begged to be forgiven. 


The other woman accepted her apology and said that she forgave her with a full heart. The first woman thanked her profusely, and her child’s fever soon subsided and he made a full recovery. 


While all this was going on, Rav Yosef Chaim noticed that the husband of the woman who had hung out the laundry was totally confused by what was taking place. Rav Yosef Chaim asked him if he knew what had happened, and he said that he did not. 


Rav Yosef Chaim said, “You mean to say that your wife did not inform you of what had occurred to her today?” The man said, “That is correct. This is the first that I am hearing about it.” 


It became clear to Rav Yosef Chaim that this man’s wife was very righteous, since she did not make any mention of the incident. Deeply moved, he said, “In the merit of your silence, may you be Bentched with a son!” 


One year later, this woman gave birth to a boy, and they named him Yosef Sholom. He grew up to be the great Rav Yosef Sholom Elyashev, zt”l, the world renowned Poseik!
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Rav Yosef Sholom Elyashev
Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
(Editor’s Note: The above story has been printed in numerous versions and perhaps the name of the boy born has varied in those different versions. The only problem with the above version is that Rav Yosef Sholom Elyashev could not possible have been the boy mentioned in the story insofar as he was born on April 10, 1910 in the Lithuanian town of Siauliai. He immigrated with his parents to Yerushalayim in 1922 at the age of 12. I opted to print this version anyway because I thought it was a good story with a happy ending and maybe different talmid chacham may have been that child.)

Patience vs. Evil
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

At the turn of the 19th century there were big troubles brewing for all the Jews in Czarist Russia. Caused by Jews themselves.


For over three thousand years, through impossible obstacles and against all odds, all Jews had observed the Torah. The very idea of a non-observant Jew was almost unheard of.


Until the age of "enlightenment" in the early 1700s. Suddenly a spirit of reason began lifting Europe from the dark ages of Church oppression and certain Jews, who called themselves Maskilim ("rationalists"), decided to use it to remove the G-dly wisdom and morality of the Torah as well.


These maskilim presented the Minister of the Interior, a wicked man called Stolypin, with a proposition that all Rabbis be forced to acquire a thorough secular education before getting permission to lead a congregation. Their plan was to deprive the Jews of true Jewish leadership and then take over.


They knew that the minister was sure to sign because he was a rabid anti-Semite and the Czar, being a devoutly Russian Orthodox Christian, would be delighted to make the Jews susceptible to conversion.


So with the entire government on their side against the religious Jews they too would rejoice in "freeing" their Jewish brothers, as they had freed themselves, from G-d-ordained values.


So it would be a win, win, win situation!


The only obstacle was Chabad.
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Rebbe Shalom Dovber         Rebbe Yosef Yitzchak

When the fifth Rebbe of Chabad Rebbe Shalom Dovber Shneerson heard of this he quickly took action. He called his only son Yosef Yitzchak (the Rebbe Rayyat'z) who at that time was a young man in his early twenties, and gave him the mission of annulling this decree.


"How important is it?" his son asked, "How much time, energy and money should I sacrifice?"


His father looked him deeply in the eyes and said, "Even if it means risking your life."


The next day the Rebbe Rayyatz was on his way to the minister’s office in Moscow. He didn’t really have a plan but he had the name of someone who lived there could help; Baron Ginsburg a fabulously wealthy nobleman whose mansion covered a full city block and who was sympathetic to all Jewish causes.


The Baron received him warmly, invited him in, and they spoke for a long while. He was truly impressed by the young Rabbi's earnestness and deepness of thought, but had to apologetically admit that he had absolutely no influence on the Minister.


But suddenly he announced that he had an idea.


He told the Rebbe to put on his coat, and together they walked through the snowy streets of the city. A few minutes later they were sitting in the large warm study of an elderly professor who, as the Baron explained as they were walking, had been the Minister's private tutor years ago.


The Baron did not reveal the reason for the visit, rather he told the professor that he had brought him a very interesting person, and the conversation that developed truly proved to be lively and colorful.


Over an hour later as they stood up to leave, the professor thanked the Baron profusely then turned to the young Rabbi, warmly took his hand and almost begged, "Please, do come back tomorrow. I enjoyed our talk so immensely! I'm an old man and our conversation made me feel young and alive again! I feel that we have so much more to discuss. Please promise me that you will return."


The Rebbe returned the next day and then again the next, each time discussing deeper and more interesting topics. But he had trouble steering the topic to his problem. Then suddenly in the middle of the conversation of the third day he could hold out no longer and burst into bitter tears.


The professor looked at him wide-eyed, waited for him to stop crying and asked what was wrong. The Rebbe apologized for his outburst and explained everything.


"I would like to help you, believe me I would” said the professor. "You are a truly fine young man. But I'm afraid that I can't. Stolypin is a hard man. I know him very well. He is very intelligent and was an excellent pupil, but he is ruthless and stubborn. And worst of all for you, he hates Jews. The truth is, he hates anyone that does not agree with him, but he especially hates your people."


The professor thought for a few moments, disappeared into another room, and in a few minutes returned with an official looking card.


"This is an honorary pass to enter the ministry" he held up the card so the Rebbe could see it. "Stolypin gave it to me as a sign of gratitude. I can come and go as I like. Believe me I never even used it. Here, take it. You see it has no name on it. But just one thing," the professor paused and looked at the Rebbe intensely before he let go of the card, "If, G-d forbid, they catch you, do not say you got it from me. If you do I will deny it. May G-d bless you."


The Rebbe took the pass, shook the professor's hand warmly thanked him profusely, and headed directly for the ministry building.


The building was immense and ominous, but the Rebbe thought only of his father's words as he approached. He had to succeed.


He walked up to the stone-faced guards standing threateningly before the massive door. They instinctively put their hands on their sword handles. If they saw through his trick it would mean death on the spot. But before they opened their mouths, he produced the professor's pass.


They looked at the pass, then at him, then at the pass again, without uttering a word opened the door and the Rebbe strode in.


As the door closed behind him, he walked down the wide, silent, high-ceilinged corridor with sure steps and head held high as though he was the highest of officials glancing from door to door like an inspector, miraculously attracting no attention from the occasional officials that passed him by.


Not finding what he wanted on the first floor he walked up the marble staircase to the next floor, and as he arrived he noticed someone exit his room and close the door behind him. He had a feeling that "That must be him".


He waited till the man disappeared down the steps at the other end of the corridor then walked to the room he had just left, read the name on the door and sure enough it was the one he wanted. The Rebbe turned the knob and entered. There was no one there.


He closed the door behind him, walked quickly to the large desk that stood in the middle of the room and saw that on it were two, neatly stacked piles of papers, one marked "For Inspection" and the other "Inspected".


He had no time to waste. He began with the "For Inspection" pile trying to remove each document calmly without disturbing anything, and....There it was! The request of the maskilim! It was a miracle!! Thank G-d!!


On the table were several rubber stamps. The Rebbe quickly picked up one which read, "Approved". He put it down and picked up the one next to it "Not Approved". He patted it on the inkpad there, put the request on the table before him, quietly but firmly stamped it and then slipped it into the middle of the "inspected" stack.


He gave a last look to see that everything was as he found it, and swiftly but silently left the room, gently closing the door behind him with another  thanks to G-d on his lips.  If he had been caught he would have paid with his life.


A week later the Maskilim had no idea why their proposition had been rejected.

Reprinted from the Parshat Toldot 5779 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel. (Adapted from Rabosainu Nesiainu Admor HaRayyatz, page 59.)
Candy for a Child


Rabbi Elazar M. Shach, O”BM, was known for carrying candies in his pocket to be handed out to children who either came to him for a blessing or took an oral test from him. The sweet candy was to impress upon the children the sweetness of Torah. 


Once, when another Rav was with Rav Shach, the Rosh Yeshivah called over his grandson and offered him a candy from a large bag of candies. 


"The Rav responded, "The Rebbe is making him into an Eisav." 


"You do not understand," Rav Shach explained. "Eisav acted like a child. A young child lives in the world of imagination, something which he is allowed to do - because of his tender age. 


“The criticism against Eisav is that he had no business living in the world of imagination, the world of a child. Eisav must live in the real world, the world of reality and truth. 


“A mature person can no longer live a life filled with imagination. He must now use common sense and confront reality in its true nature, something Eisav refused to do. One who follows in this path, who takes the Eisav approach to life, cannot accept upon himself the concept of Yiras Shomayim, Fear of Heaven. He is like a fool, gravitating to every foolish image which he or others conjure." (Heard from Rabbi A. Leib Scheinbaum) 

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5779 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

A Suggestion from

The Cleaning Lady


Rabbi David Ashear published an amazing story in his Daily Emunah book that he heard from Rabbi Yitzchak Zilberstein which took place several years ago in London. There was a young lady from a very respected and well-to-do family there. She had everything going for her: Beautiful Midot, Yiraat Shamayim etc. Everyone thought she would get married very quickly. She went out with the finest boys who went to the greatest Yeshivot. But nothing clicked. 


The years passed and she was already twenty eight years old. She had been dating for almost ten years, without success. Her parents had almost given up; the Shadchanim practically stopped dealing with her. Even when a date was set up, nobody really had any expectations that it would work out. All of her friends were married. Some had three and four children but she was still all alone.


Her parents, kept a lot of hired help, including various gentile day workers. One day, one of those workers approached the parents and asked, “Can I speak to you for a moment? Before I come to your house in the afternoon, I work cleaning the house of Mr. and Mrs. So and So. They are very religious Jews, like you, and they have a thirty year old son who has been trying for years to get married. They say he’s the best boy. According to what I see in both houses, I think he would be a great match for your daughter.”


The parents actually felt insulted. “Where have we gotten to?” they thought, “Our suggestions are now coming from our housekeeper. What does she know about this?” Of course, they politely thanked her and told her they would consider it.


They made a decision to look into that boy, and it turned out that he lived just a few blocks away from them, but they had never heard his name before. Everyone who knew him spoke so highly of him, so they decided that it can’t hurt to try. They met the boy for the first time, and he made a terrific impression. He was one of the best boys in his Yeshiva and possessed all the beautiful qualities they were looking for in a son-in-law. Not too long after they began dating, the couple became engaged.


At the engagement party, the father of the bride, took the microphone and started to cry. In a broken voice, he said, “My precious friends and family, you are not going to believe what took place here. For the last ten years, we have been searching the globe for a Chatan for our daughter. We spoke to Shadchanim, rabbis, friends and acquaintances. Practically everybody in town knew of our situation. 


“We went through hundreds of suggestions, but nothing ever worked out. Now, just four minutes from our house, we have found the man we have been waiting for. He was suggested to us, not by a rabbi and not by a friend, but by a cleaning woman, who had just began working for us a few weeks earlier. 


“We must learn from here that Hashem is in charge. He is the one who is going to send us our Shiduchim. We must stop spending weeks and months of our lives in aggravation, blaming ourselves and others that our children are not married. 


“Instead, we should surrender to Hashem and say, “You are the only one with any say. When You know the right time has arrived, You will bring the salvation in a way that You see fit.” 


It can come in ways that we, literally, would never expect. Before the time was right, nothing anybody did could help us. Now, when the time did arrive, we experienced ‘ישועת ה' כהרף עין’-Hashem’s salvation in the blink of an eye.”
 

Reprinted from the Parashat Hayye Sara 5779 email of Jack E. Rahmey based on the teachings of Rabbi Amram Saanes.

The Baal Shem Tov’s Opinion Of the Value of Olam HaBa


Someone once complained to the Baal Shem Tov zt'l, "For years I've been poor and ate only bread and water, but I didn’t complain. That was sufficient for me, and I accepted by fate with joy. But now, my daughter is ready for marriage, and I need money…" 


The Baal Shem Tov blessed him, "Invest in the first opportunity that comes your way and you will succeed." 


The man set out for the market with the intention of investing in the first business opportunity that came his way. He was still on the road when it turned dark, so he stopped at a hotel. A room in the hotel cost a hundred rubles, and that was all he owned. He wouldn’t have any money left over for the investment the Baal Shem Tov advised him to make, so he slept on a bench in the hotel's lobby. 
Soon, a group of wealthy merchants came in. After a few cups of wine they were inebriated and began speaking leitzanos. One of them said, "If someone offered me a hundred rubles for my Olam HaBa, I would gladly sell it to him, because it isn't worth more than that.” 


His cronies laughed heartily. The pauper realized that this was his first opportunity to make an investment, so he went over to that wealthy merchant, and said that he overheard their conversation and he wants to buy his Olam HaBa for a hundred rubles. (Although there was no logic how this investment would make him wealthy, he trusted in the Baal Shem Tov's counsel.) 


“By all means," the wealthy merchant replied. The pauper paid the hundred ruble, the wealthy merchant wrote up a document, and the wealthy merchant's friends signed it, laughing throughout the ordeal. 


When the merchant returned home, he told his wife about his day, how much money he earned. Then he added, "And at the end of the day, I earned another hundred rubles," and he told her about the pauper who bought his Olam HaBa for one hundred rubles. 


He was certain that his wife would find this story humorous, but she was outraged. “I don’t want to be married to someone who doesn’t have Olam HaBa. Get out of the house and don’t return until you get the shtar back in your hands.” 
He explained to her that it was just a joke, and the document wasn’t valid, but she was adamant; without the shtar, she wants a divorce. He searched and searched until he found the poor Yid, and explained to him that he wants to buy his Olam HaBa back, even for a higher price, but the pauper refused. He offered to pay a thousand rubles, ten times the original sale, but the Yid kept saying, "Sorry, I buy Olam HaBa. I don’t sell it." 


The merchant said, “How much do you reckon my Olam HaBa is worth?” 
“In my opinion, your Olam HaBa is worth 250,000 rubles." That would be enough money to marry off his oldest daughter and the rest of his children, honorably. The wealthy merchant had to liquidate some of his assets to get all that cash together, but he paid the pauper and got his document back.


The Yid returned to the Baal Shem Tov, told him what happened, and explained that he feared he dealt dishonestly. Since, if the man’s Olam HaBa is worth 250,000 ruble, why did he originally buy it for only one hundred rubles? And if his Olam HaBa is worth one hundred rubles, why did he charge him 250,000 rubles to buy it back? 


The Baal Shem Tov explained, “At first, his Olam HaBa was worth only one hundred rubles, later it was worth 250,000. Because the value of one's Olam Haba is according to how much one values it. In the beginning, he didn’t value his Olam Haba, and therefore it wasn’t worth more than a hundred ruble. Later, when he attached importance to it, it was worth much more.”

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5779 email with Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Elimelech Biderman.
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