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The Hot Water Urn
By Rabbi David Ashear
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Rabbi Elimelech Biderman told that, many years ago, Rabbi Kalman Greenwald donated a hot water urn to benefit those who come to visit Kever Rachel. He donated it L'ilui Nishmat his Aunt Dina bat Yehuda who did not leave over any children after her. There was a request written on the urn to please say Berachot L'ilui Nishmata. 

Over time, that urn was replaced by a much bigger one, one that connects to a water source directly and replenishes on its own. The one donated by Rabbi Greenwald was put into storage. 

Recently, on Tuesday, the 23rd of Shevat, Parashat Mishpatim, close to evening time, the new urn suddenly stopped working. They couldn't get it to start again so they went to the storage room and brought out the one donated L'ilui Nishmat Dina bat Yehuda. There were three other urns at that time in storage, but this is the one they happened to get. 

That urn was used Tuesday night and Wednesday, the 24th of Shevat. Then, on Thursday, someone who knew how to fix things tried to operate the new urn again. Strangely, all he did was plug it into the wall and it started working again as if nothing was wrong. 

Afterward, they realized the 24th of Shevat was the yahrtzeit of that woman, Dina bat Yehuda, who the other urn was donated for. It was so clear that, Min HaShamayim, the other one stopped working right before her yahrtzeit and was fixed right after it. It was all calculated and set up by Hashem so she could get the merit of the people's Berachot on her yahrtzeit.


Everything is Min HaShamayim, what we have and what we don't have, but our attitudes are up to us. We have the ability to be happy, with the Emunah that Hashem is always doing best.

Reprinted from the February 13, 2019 email of Emunah Daily.

What Are You Going to Do 

For the Children of Israel?
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Rabbi Yitxzchak Halevi Herzog  Rabbi Berel Wein


A modern-day example of a great person inspiring one to greatness was recorded by Rabbi Paysach Krohn a few years ago when he interviewed Rabbi Berel Wein. 

It was 1946, and Rabbi Yitzchak HaLevi Herzog, O”BM, Chief Rabbi of Eretz Yisrael was visiting Chicago. The building was packed, standing room only, as the Rav first gave a Torah class and then addressed the gathering which consisted of lay people, Torah scholars and Yeshivah students. 

After concluding his class, Rav Herzog turned to the Yeshivah students and addressed them – exclusively. “I have just returned from Rome,” he began, “where I met with Pope Pius. I had with me the names of 10,000 boys and girls whose parents had placed them in Catholic institutions or with families for safekeeping during the terrible war. 

“The parents knew that they would probably not survive; their hope was for their children. I said to the Pope, ‘Give me back these children! These are our children! You are well aware why they were given to you. Now we ask you to return them to us – where they belong.’ 

“The Pope said, ‘I cannot give you even one child.’ 

“I pleaded with him, but he refused to budge. ‘We have a rule,’ he said, ‘that once a child is baptized, it cannot be revoked. He cannot leave for another religion. All of these children were baptized. They are now ours!’ 

“I pleaded and I begged, but he refused to listen to my cries.” 

Suddenly, Rav Herzog began to weep incessantly, unable to stop. He put his head on the lectern and wept mournfully. Everyone in the shul was silent, almost afraid to say anything. 

When the Rav raised his head, his face tear-stricken and red, he looked like a lion. He looked at us the students and called out, “I cannot do anything for those 10,000 children, but what are you going to do for the children of Klal Yisrael (the Jewish children)? It is your responsibility to help raise the future of our people! What are you prepared to do about it? Are you listening? Will you remember what I am asking of you?” 

He repeated himself, “What are you going to do for the children of Klal Yisrael?” When the Rav finished the students all lined up to shake his hand. “When he took my hand,” Rabbi Berel Wein, who was present, said, “he looked me straight in the eye and asked, ‘Are you going to forget what I said? Will you remember what I said? What are you going to do for the children of Klal Yisrael?” 
Rabbi Wein concluded, “Every time I am tired, every time that I am about to put down my pen – I am haunted by those words: ‘What are you going to do for the children of Klal Yisrael?’”

Reprinted from a recent email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.
The Incompetent Apprentice

By Asharon Baltazar
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Occupying a seat in the front row of the Etz Chaim Yeshiva in Volozhin attested to rare genius, and young Yosef Dov Soloveitchik (1820-1892) was a perfect example. He spent his days poring through thick volumes, his aptitude for study legendary. He is remembered as the rabbi of Brisk, which remains associated with his unique style of study until this very day.


While he had no trouble navigating Talmudic waters, halacha and its real-world ramifications still felt somewhat foreign to him. It was this strong desire to master the practical application of his Talmudic acumen that ultimately pushed him outside the yeshiva walls.
A Reputation for Being Unashamedly

Bold, Blunt and Passionate


Word of Rabbi Shlomo Kluger (1785–1869), a leading halachic authority with a reputation for being unashamedly bold, blunt, and passionate, reached him. Although he lived in Brody, questions from all over Europe streamed his way. Yosef Dov longed to meet him.


But a vast distance separated him from his dream. Yosef Dov was in Volozhin, a Belarussian town, and Brody lay down south in Ukraine. He owned nothing but the clothes on his back, and hiring a wagon for such a long trip was a luxury reserved for the wealthy. But at last Yosef Dov formed a plan. Dressed in a peasant’s outfit he managed to obtain, he approached the market frequented by coachmen and loudly offered his apprenticeship in exchange for a trip to Brody.
One Driver Agreed to the Proposal


One driver agreed to the proposal and immediately began to make good use of his new apprentice. The wagon axles required a fresh layer of grease and the horses needed to be groomed and fed. Everything proved difficult for Yosef Dov, who didn’t know the first thing about wagons or horses, and it took repeated attempts before he satisfied the critical eye of his employer. Reeking strongly of horse, with grease-streaked arms, Yosef Dov had lost any semblance of a yeshiva student. But it was worth it: a merchant soon hired their wagon for a trip to Brody.

Hardly able to contain his excitement, Yosef Dov bridled the horses, thinking: “Soon I will meet Rabbi Shlomo Kluger!”


From his perch on the wagon, Yosef Dov occupied himself with Talmudic topics, barely paying attention to the rolling landscape. A loud bark pulled him out of his reverie when the driver stopped the wagon and shouted at him to take the reins while he snatched a nap. As the horses trudged along the worn path, his excitement continued to bubble. He could barely focus on the road. He was going to meet with Rabbi Shlomo Kluger!
What Should They Talk About?

What should they talk about?


The possibilities buried in the Talmud and its pages of commentaries stole Yosef Dov’s attention rather easily. He no longer felt the pull of the horses nor heard the clopping of hooves. Even as the horses veered off course, Yosef Dov held the reins limply and continued to stare ahead, happily lost in his own head.


His turn at navigation came to an abrupt end when the wagon struck a ditch on the side of the road, and the rudely-awakened wagon driver realized why he was unfamiliar with this part of the road to Brody: It wasn’t the road to Brody.


He began to bellow scathing insults, swinging his fists, and hammering the young man who was still oblivious to the trouble he had caused.


“You’ll never be a wagon driver!” he shouted as he slapped the young man’s hands off the reins.


Yosef Dov lowered his head and said nothing. The wagon driver was right. He had neglected his responsibility and disrupted the journey.


When Yosef Dov finally disembarked in Brody, parting with a murmured apology, he started asking passersby about the famous rabbi. But his questions (and filthy attire) were met only with raised eyebrows. Clearly, no one sympathized enough with the urgency of a coachman’s apprentice who wished to meet their rabbi.
No Simple Apprentice


When he finally managed to locate the home, Rabbi Kluger invited him inside. Yosef Dov’s thoughts came spilling out, and an excited conversation revolving around a difficult Talmudic topic ensued. Rabbi Kluger soon saw that the young man before him was no simple apprentice, but a brilliant prodigy. He invited Yosef Dov to remain as his guest and also provided him with a fresh change of clothes.


On Shabbat, Rabbi Kluger tried to convince his guest to address the crowd of synagogue-goers, but Yosef Dov demurred. He wasn’t much of a speaker. Rabbi Kluger, however, insisted, and Yosef Dov acquiesced.


His erudite and engaging talk created a favorable impression; a throng lined up to shake his hand in admiration when services were over. One man approached with tears in his eyes and had trouble meeting Yosef Dov’s eyes.


“Please, forgive me,” muttered the wagon driver from Volozhin. “I had no idea who you were, and I request forgiveness for wronging you.”

“There is no need for forgiveness,” said Yosef Dov warmly. “You were right, after all. It’s hard to imagine me being a wagon driver!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5779 email of Chabad.Org Magazine
It Once Happened

The Case of the Lost Valise
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The Rebbe Rashab (Rabbi Sholom DovBer Schneersohn, zt”l, 1860-1920) once was travelling to Petersburg by train. When he reached his destination he claimed all of his baggage except one valise which was nowhere to be found. His attendants searched the entire train station, but that suitcase which contained several important books was lost.

Visited by a Young Man Whose

Business Had Unfortunately Failed

Several days later the Rebbe was visited by a young man named Reb Avrohom Eliahu Guarary. The young man was newly married and had invested his considerable dowry in a business which had unfortunately failed. Now, he was left with only one thousand rubles and had come to seek the Rebbe's advice.


No sooner had he entered the room when the Rebbe said, "Ah, Reb Avrohom Eliahu will bring me back my suitcase from the train station!" He handed the young man the claim and sent him off, unaware that the case was missing.

The Train Station was Deserted


The train station was deserted and Reb Avrohom stopped to have a smoke. He noticed a man watching him and staring at his pack of cigarettes. "Do You smoke?" Reb Avrohom asked the man.


"Yes," he replied.


The young chasid offered the gentile a cigarette and they were sharing a smoke together when the man asked, "What are you doing here at such an hour?"


Reb Avrohom replied affably, "There is a rabbi by the name of Schneersohn visiting, and I am here to pick up his suitcase."


"That's a handy coincidence. You see, I'm the warehouse manager. Why don't you give me your baggage ticket and let me see if I can find your case."


The manager went into the large warehouse and instructed his workers to bring him the suitcase, but to his consternation, they couldn't find it. He ordered them to check each piece of baggage carefully. Sure enough, they found the valise lying behind a large crate. Reb Avrohom thanked the man profusely and returned to the Rebbe, valise in hand.

Indebted to the Man who Returned his Suitcase

The Rebbe was very happy to receive his lost suitcase and said to the young man, "I am now in your debt. How can I help you?"


Reb Avrohom poured out his whole story of the ten thousand ruble dowry which he had lost in an unsuccessful business. Now he had only one thousand rubles and wanted to know how to make the most of it. The Rebbe advised him, "Go to the city of Koritz and there G-d will provide you with a livelihood. Just make sure that you bring along food for the trip."


Reb Avrohom returned to his wife and told her what the Rebbe had said. His wife baked and cooked all kinds of delicious foods for his journey, and they chatted excitedly about the success they faithfully anticipated.

Arrived in Koritz on a Hot, Humid Day


Reb Avrohom arrived in Koritz on a hot, humid day. He decided to cool off by taking a swim in the Black Sea. After the refreshing swim, he sat down on the beach to eat some of the delicious food his wife had packed. He noticed another Jew nearby and Reb Avrohom, being a friendly type, offered him some of his wife's food. They struck up a conversation and Avrohom told the stranger the story of his failed business and the blessing he had received from the Rebbe.


"I would like to help you," said the man. "Come back here tomorrow. I'm going to bring a friend with me. Perhaps between the two of us, we can figure out a way to help you out. But don't forget to bring along some of your wife's great cooking," the man added, smiling.


The next day the three men met and concluded a deal. "I have decided to sell you my entire shipment of cigarette papers for a thousand rubies," said the friend. "I hope you are successful and make a big profit from it." They shook hands, and went their separate ways. Reb Avrohom headed for the town of Kremenchug to claim his goods. That town was a center of cigarette manufacture and there he would be able to sell the papers. He headed for the factory of a certain Reb Tzvi and made him a proposal: "I will sell you my entire stock for ten thousand rubles," he said.


"What! The paper is worth two thousand at the very most."


"No," replied Reb Avrohom, "I want to recover my whole loss. I will take ten thousand or nothing." And it was impossible to move him.


Reb Tzvi listened to the young man's whole story and decided he would go to Koritz himself and try to make a similar purchase. But when he arrived he was disappointed to find that there was no cigarette paper to be had. In fact, there was a severe shortage in the whole city. The seller had given Reb Avrohom his last lot for the thousand rubles out of pity for the young man.


Reb Tzvi lost no time. He telegrammed Reb Avrohom, requesting him not to sell his supply of cigarette papers to anyone else. He then rushed back to Kremenchug and paid the asking price of ten thousand rubies.


Having recovered his loss, Reb Avrohom returned to the Rebbe for further instructions.


"But, Reb Avrohom Eliahu," said the Rebbe this time, "my debt to you is already repaid!"

Reprinted from Issue #260 of L’Chaim Weekly (Parashat Vayakhel-Pekuday 1993/5753).

The Young Man Who

Cared about His In-Laws


A young man was engaged, and his future in-laws promised him precious presents and a dowry. They kept their promise down to the last penny. 


His first Shabbos as a married man, in his in-laws home, he saw something was amiss. The candlesticks were made of clay, the beds were broken, and in general, he saw several signs of poverty in his in-laws home. 


He asked his wife about that. She told that her parents sold all their home utensils, and went into debt too, to cover the cost of the dowry they promised. 


He replied, “We can’t let matters be this way.” On Motzei Shabbos he returned the dowry and gifts. He couldn’t have his wife light Shabbbos candles in silver candlesticks, while his in-laws had clay ones. He couldn’t sleep well, knowing his in-laws were suffering because of him. 


On Sunday morning, he borrowed twenty thousand rubles from a friend. He used a thousand rubles to buy utensils for his home, and he went to the market to see where he could invest the rest of the money. A big merchant offered him a lucrative business opportunity for ten thousand rubles. He invested and became wealthy in a short time.


Because of his wealth, when his children became of age, he made prestigious shidduchim. One of his mechutanim was Reb Shimon Sofer zt’l (son of the Chasam Sofer zt’l).


At that wedding, in Cracow, a rav asked him how he earned his wealth, and how he merited this prestigious shidduch with Reb Shimon Sofer. He told him his story. He explained that he was willing to forgo his own pleasure and wealth so his in-laws don’t suffer. And just as he did kindness with them, Hashem performed kindness to him, and he earned wealth and wonderful shidduchim.


This story is brought down in Mishnas Yosef (Brachos 8.) who concludes, “It isn’t my way to write stories in this sefer but this story has an important message that the wise can learn from. 


They should be cautious with the money and vessels of their father-in-law, and more importantly, they should be cautious with their father-in-law's heart. And if you will act with kindness, you will receive many brachos from Above."

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

A Time to Fall

Every day after class, the devoted teacher, Reb Gedalyah, sits with his students on the school steps, just to spend time with them. He does this to truly understand his students, so he can know how to help them. 

The other teachers in the cheder tell Reb Gedalyah to stop this practice because he is losing his break, without getting paid for it. They also claimed that it isn’t good for the students to be so friendly with their teacher. 

But Reb Gedalyah believed that his practice was important, and he would keep it every day. Once, on a rainy day, however, he slipped down the stairs, and couldn’t get up. 


Hatzalah was called, and he was brought to the hospital on a stretcher. Reb Gedalyah asked himself, “Why did this happen to me? I’m moser nefesh for my students, despite that all my comrades make fun of me because of it. Is this my reward for my devotion?” But he immediately stopped those morbid thoughts, and repeated to himself that everything is for the good.


The doctors took x-rays and other exams, and discovered he has a broken rib, but that wasn’t the main problem. He also had two failing kidneys. They told him, “If you didn’t come to the hospital now to treat your kidneys, you wouldn’t live another hour.” They asked him why he hadn’t come earlier to the hospital to treat his failing kidneys. He answered he didn’t have any pain at all. 


(This was unusual. Generally a person in his state would be in excruciating pain.) He began dialysis, and some days later underwent a transplant. In retrospect, it was understood that his fall saved his life, and that it was for his good.

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5779 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman.

The Power of an

Encouraging Word
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Rabbi Dovid Goldwasser


Rav Dovid Goldwasser once related, “As I walked down the street one morning, deep in thought, I looked up momentarily to get my bearings. As I did, I saw a neighbor approaching from the opposite direction. His head was bent toward the ground, and he seemed troubled and withdrawn. 

As I greeted him with a warm ‘Good morning’, he glanced at me, but didn’t reply. I felt I had to add something more, so I brightly said, ‘How’s your Avodas HaKodesh, your holy work?’ 

His head snapped up briefly, in shock, as if I had said something wrong. He then quickly lowered his eyes back down and silently walked past me. Perturbed that I had perhaps unintentionally offended the man, I thought to myself that if only one could more often remember to follow the teaching of our Sages, ‘Silence is a protective fence for wisdom’, but, I sadly concluded, the words had already been spoken out loud.

An Exceedingly Hectic Day


The program of the day that ensued became exceedingly hectic and eventually the morning encounter slipped my mind. When I returned home late that evening I got a message that the man I had met in the morning had called, and would be trying to reach me again.

 I speculated that he had been so upset by my remark, that he had found it necessary to pursue the matter with a call. When we finally spoke, the man launched into a personal narrative. He told me that he was a fundraiser for a Jewish communal organization, and the past year had not been very productive. In fact, the funds he had raised were less than his salary, and he just didn’t feel it was proper to be compensated for his time and work.

On His Way to Resign His Position


That morning, he had been on his way to hand in his resignation, and as he walked by me, feeling sorry for himself with his self-esteem in the dumps and feeling quite miserable, my question had blown him away. He couldn’t believe that somebody actually framed his work in the realm of Avodas HaKodesh! He didn’t think anybody cared what he did for a living. 

Like a bolt of lightning, my words struck him to the core, and he wondered if I was a messenger from Shamayim, delivering to him a sign from Heaven. Suddenly, he felt revitalized and reenergized, and he decided to give his assignment another chance.

A Very Successful Day


And actually, his day turned out to be a very successful one. In that one day he raised more money than he had the entire year! He had called just to let me know the beneficial effect of my casual greeting. I learned from this that you can never gauge the consequences of your words!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Ki Sisa 5779 email of Torah U’Tefilah as compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

The Power of Forgiveness!
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The Alter of Slobodka


In Parashat Vayechi we see how Yosef forgave his brothers and didn’t have any negative feelings towards them realizing that everything that happened to him was all from Hashem. Rabbi Ashear in his book “Living Emunah 3” had a similar story of complete forgiveness that’s brought down by Ner Le’ragli of a certain student in Yeshivat Knesset Yisrael of Slabodka who spread false, uncomplimentary information about a fellow student, whom we will call David. 
The lashon hara he spoke caused David the loss of a prospective shidduch opportunity. David remained unmarried until the time when the Russian army began conscripting single men into its army, and so David was drafted. He endured several years of suffering under the harsh conditions of the Russian military.


Many years later, the man who spread the false rumors in his youth was overcome with guilt, realizing that he had caused David untold suffering and hardship. He did not have the courage to directly ask David for forgiveness, so he wrote a letter to the Alter of Slabodka, Rav Nosson Tzvi Finkel, explaining what he had done and asking that the Rabbi convey to David his request for forgiveness. 
The Rabbi approached David and told him what the other student had done many years earlier, ruining an outstanding shidduch opportunity and causing him to be drafted.


“No Problem,” David Calmly said. “I completely forgive him.”


The Rabbi found it difficult to believe that David was truly sincere and so he said, “Are you sure, after everything you’ve gone through. That you have no ill feelings toward him?”


“Yes,” David firmly stated. “I believe with complete faith that everything that happened to me was Hashem’s will, and that nobody could break a shidduch or send me to the Russian army other than Hashem. And if He did it, then it must have been the best thing for me, and so I am happy about it.”


The Rabbi kissed David’s head and said, “You are a true tzaddik.”

Reprinted from the Parashat Vayechi 5779 email of Rabbi Amram Sananes as written by Jack E. Rahmey.

The Rebbe and the Nazi Guard
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While imprisoned in a Nazi camp during the Holocaust, the Klausenberger Rebbe (Rabbi Yekusiel Yehudah Halberstam, 1905-1994), O”BM, retained an unswerving dedication to Torah and Mitzvos. He continued to wear Tefillin, which he had hidden with him. 

One day, a Nazi guard discovered him with his Tefillin. He fell upon the Rebbe, beating him furiously. Then, once the Rebbe had fallen, the guard placed his foot on the Rebbe’s face, pressing the bottom of his boot into the Rebbe’s cheek. “Now,” mocked the guard, “do you still think you are the chosen people?” 
According to the version told to Rabbi Label Lam, the Rebbe replied, “If you’ll let me speak I will explain why I believe we are the chosen people.” 

In that moment of temporary reprieve the Rebbe asked, “If I was in the same position of dominance over you as you are over me, would I be doing to you what you are now doing to me?” 

The guard paused thoughtfully and shook his head “no.” 

The Rebbe concluded convincingly, “Then, we are the chosen people!”

Reprinted from the Ki Setzei 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly, edited by Mendel Berlin.
LI Table Tennis Phenom Estee Ackerman, 17,

Eyeing 2020 Olympics

By Laura Albanesel
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Table tennis player, Estee Ackerman recieves a award on Feb. 5 from Town of Hempstead supervisor Laura Gillen for her accomplishments in her sport. Photo Credit: Shelby Knowles


Estee Ackerman knows what it’s like to stand out.


She was about 8 years old when she walked into her first ping-pong club, New York Table Tennis in Flushing. She remembered that pretty much everyone around her was Asian, speaking in Chinese and Korean dialects that day – the sport is hugely popular in both China and South Korea – and Ackerman, an Orthodox Jewish girl with her own container of Kosher food, appeared at first as something of an interloper. She wasn’t even that good, she said, smiling, and after getting thoroughly whooped, she left “humiliated.”


It’s a testament to Ackerman, though that she’s still standing out, though for entirely different reasons.


The high school senior, now 17, is one of the top table tennis players in the country – molded, as she was, by those mostly Chinese players at the ping-pong club; her parents, Glenn and Chanie, who enthusiastically support her, and personal coaches who hone her skills on the basement ping-pong table in the Ackerman’s West Hempstead home. 


Now, with the 2020 Olympics on the horizon, Ackerman – currently ranked the 23rd U.S. woman in the country – has her sights set on a new goal. She wants to go to the trials, hopefully make the cut, and open this country up to the massive potential of competitive table tennis.


In December, she defeated two-time Olympian Lily Yip to win first place in the women’s hardbat division at the U.S. Open. (Hardbat, which isn’t used in the Olympics, is a racket without a sponge, which means slower speeds and less spin.)


“I don’t compete for the medals,” Ackerman said before accepting a citation from the Hempstead Town Board honoring her accomplishments in the sport on Feb. 5. 


“Trophies are not my value…But I realize this is my message. If you’re Jewish or not, whatever it is, but if you have a passion, if you have a dream in life…I would love and always try to stress the message to younger girls of, just go for it. If you have the dedication, if you have the effort, put it into practice.”


Even if the challenges, at least at first, can seem daunting. After all, Ackerman competes while strictly adhering to the Sabbath, not playing on Friday nights or Saturday before sundown, as well as on certain Jewish holidays. Last year, she competed in the US Open Table Tennis Championship despite having to fast for one of the days (she ended up with two gold medals – one against Yip and the other in U-20 doubles – and a bronze). 


She doesn’t know when the 2020 Olympic Trials will be, but if they fall on a weekend, there’s always a chance she’ll have to sit down on one of the days, limiting her chances to make the cut.


But that’s fine by her, Ackerman said. 


Her faith takes priority, though ping-pong does hold a cherished spot in her life. As she gears up for the trials, she’ll practice about four to five days a week, for a few hours at a time. While table tennis doesn’t necessarily favor the large or the strong, like most sports do, it does require quick reflexes, conditioning, and excellent hand-eye coordination. It’s also something that doesn’t require too much money – another great unifier that drew Ackerman to table tennis.


Along the way, she’s defied expectations, becoming an ambassador of the sport to various communities that might not otherwise have much exposure to ping-pong. She does it while still maintaining an academic schedule, playing on her school’s basketball team, and trying to maintain some semblance of a personal life, she said.


“All my competitors are home schooled,” she said. “I’m in the Yeshiva University High School for Girls that has a dual curriculum. I’m there at 8 a.m., I get home at 6 p.m. Don’t think for a second I don’t say to myself all the time, Estee, how much better would I be if I would train on Saturdays, if I would train on our holidays. Different things like that. But like I say all the time, I have my value set, with Judaism No. 1, school No. 2."


"Well,  maybe school No. 3, actually, with ping-pong No. 2.”

Reprinted from the February 13, 2019 website of Newsday. This story was forwarded by Jay Kaplowitz who frequently davens with Estee Ackerman’s father in the Young Israel of West Hempstead (Long Island) minyan.
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