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Make Sure the Boy

Isn’t Wearing Payis
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Rabbi and Mrs. Landau were concerned about their daughter Miriam’s growing frustration in meeting her intended match. Miriam was only 21 years old, a successful teacher in a school in Yerushalayim, and very popular amongst her circle of friends in the neighborhood of Bayit Vegan.


When Rabbi Landau mentioned the latest suggestion of a young man proposed by a neighbor, Miriam simply did not feel like meeting the young man. Not that she wasn’t interested in getting married; she just wanted to make sure that the young man was “in the ball park” of what she was looking for in a future mate. 
She did not want to experience another evening of disappointment and frustration. Miriam did not turn down their neighbor’s suggestion… she just asked her father if he could informally meet the young man first. “You already know in your sleep what kind of boy I am looking for,” Miriam told her father. “Meet him first, and if you think it’s worthwhile for me to meet him, then I will…” 


Miriam then reminded her father, “And please don’t forget to make sure that he doesn’t have peyos hiding behind his ears!” 


Rabbi Landau smiled; he knew his daughter’s likes and dislikes well. He felt Miriam’s suggestion was fair, and called their neighbor to arrange to meet the young man at his yeshivah. First, however, Rabbi Landau asked for information about the boy – Yehoshua Mandel – and found that “on paper” all the facts seemed to fit perfectly into the prototype of whom Miriam wanted to marry. 


Rabbi Landau met Yehoshua in the yeshivah dining room, and the two went outside for a walk. They spoke about a variety of topics, and after twenty minutes, parted ways, as Yehoshua left to attend his afternoon seder. Rabbi Landau waited on the sidewalk as Yehoshua turned to enter the yeshivah. Perfect, he thought to himself, as he scrutinized the boy’s head – no peyos behind the ears! 


A week later, Miriam and Yehoshua met. She was far from disappointed! Six weeks later, they were engaged; the wedding took place two weeks before Pesach. Pesach was spent at the Landaus in Bayit Vegan, Shavuos at the Mandels, and Sukkos brought the young couple to the Landaus once again. 


On the first night of Yom Tov, as Yehoshua left the house to learn in a local yeshivah, Rabbi Landau noticed tufts of hair growing behind his ears. He couldn’t help but ask Miriam about this – after all, it was so important to her NOT to marry a boy with peyos like that, and now this?!? 


Miriam burst out laughing, as she explained: “Yehoshua has had peyos behind his ears since he was a young boy. The day he was supposed to meet you for the first time, he needed a haircut. Normally, his roommate in the yeshivah gave him haircuts. But that day his roommate wasn’t there, so Yehoshua had to go to a barbershop. 


‘Before he noticed what was happening, the barber had accidentally cut off one of his peyos! The barber apologized, but it was too late. Yehoshua asked the barber to cut off the other one as well, as he was too embarrassed to meet you with only one. He kept the peyos short until after the wedding, as he would have looked unkempt trying to grow them back. 


“After the wedding, when Yehoshua told me he was going to grow the peyos back again, I had to laugh. It was something that mattered so much to me before we met, but mattered so little to me after we were married. You see, I had always associated peyos with overly serious, somber personalities. Once I got to know Yehoshua, I realized how silly I’d been. And when Yehoshua explained to me how he’d ‘accidentally’ lost his peyos on the day he met you, we both just marveled at the hashgacha pratis involved!” (Einei Hashem)

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5778 email of The Weekly Vort.

Closing a Circle; Doctor Treats Man Who Saved

Him from Abortion

By Moriah Chen
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38 years ago Michael Gardiner a father of a boy and a girl lived in the Romema neighborhood of Haifa near the Carasso family. Mrs. Vera Carasso found out she was expecting and for some reason had 2 X- Rays done on her a week before she found out. Because x-rays could harm a fetus she seriously considered aborting the child. Being hesitant she went to Mrs. Gardiner to unburden and Mrs. Gardiner told her to speak to her husband who was a physicist.


Gardiner recounts the story: “My neighbor told me she made a tragic mistake getting an x-ray done while pregnant. Indeed 40 years ago it was considered something very dangerous. So I started researching the literature on radiation exposure and I concluded that she needn’t worry and she doesn’t need to abort.”


“I took a great responsibility upon myself and I actually couldn’t sleep for a few days, but I couldn’t bear the possibility of abortion which is killing a life, especially since it wasn’t necessary.”


Vera kept her pregnancy and Yariv Carasso was born. Vera recounts: “If Michel Gardiner hadn’t done all that research for me chance are I would have aborted not to take any risks.”
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Dr. Yariv Carasso


The families eventually parted ways, Yariv grew up and completed his studies becoming a medical doctor and is currently a Doctor in the hematology ward in the Rambam Hospital in Haifa. Gardiner who needed treatment for an ailment affecting his blood was treated by Dr. Carasso. 


When the doctor left the room Michael’s daughter told him that she thinks he’s the son of their former neighbors. Ultimately they got Vera’s phone number and she confirmed; “the doctor that treated you is my son who you convinced me not to abort. He was born because of you.”


Vera messaged her son (the doctor) telling him about the patient he had just recently seen. The doctor said: “I knew my mother had an X-Ray when she was pregnant with me but I had no idea this man was the one who convinced my mother not to abort me! 


“My mother just wrote “you should know that because of him you were born.” I’m full of admiration for the man who did all that research for my parents and actually saved my life. For me, taking care of him and giving him medical treatment is a great and rare opportunity to close a circle!”

Reprinted from the Parashat Toldot 5778 website of Hidabroot.

By Invitation Only

By Batya Schochet Lisker
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It was nearly midnight; the wind was howling mercilessly. Severe Siberian cold waves swept across the remote forest region with a vengeance, as the bitter temperature plummeted further to torturous bone-chilling levels. It was week two of his treacherous trek, and the chassidp ointlessly struggled to shield himself from the inescapable chill and heavy snowfall, shivering desperately in his fur-lined hat and sheepskin coat. 


Although he was accustomed to dealing with gnawing cold, he was unprepared for the hardship inflicted by the cruel elements when he undertook to brave winter’s bleakest hours to fulfill the directive of his rebbe, the Maggid of Mezeritch.


Reflecting on his last conversation with the Maggid broke up the monotony, as the team of horses hauled the buggy through the deep snowdrifts that engulfed the treacherous and sometimes impassable Ukrainian roads.


“Rebbe,” he had asked, “how is it possible to fulfill the Torah dictates that regulate dominion over one’s thoughts and feelings? It is difficult, but possible, to achieve mastery over deeds, or even speech. But thoughts and feelings cannot be restrained! They infiltrate one’s mind and heart randomly. How can these be restricted? What should a person do when prohibited or depressing thoughts invade his mind or heart?”


Rather than responding, the Maggid instructed him to immediately set out for the village of Zhitomir and the home of Rabbi Zev, one of the Maggid’s devoted disciples.


Warmed by his recollections of his rebbe, and inspired by the notion of clarification, the chassid endured the bitter cold with incredible stoicism. The frigid air felt like ice as it scraped the back of his throat, yet he persevered.


Arriving at his destination in the dead of night, the chassid was relieved to see light glowing from a window in Rabbi Zev’s home. To his consternation, however, his knocks on the door brought no response. Peering through an open slat, the chassid observed Rabbi Zev surrounded by piles of books, engrossed in study. 


Minutes turned into hours, as numerous attempts at louder knocking and banging were similarly ignored. Dismayed, but having no other recourse, the chassid remained in the biting cold, repeatedly pounding, to no avail. All the while Rabbi Zev seemed to be in a state of oblivion, burning the midnight oil, completely unaware of the clamor echoing in the dark.


At long last, just before dawn, Rabbi Zev acknowledged his visitor, making his way to the door and graciously welcoming him in. Thankful to be alive, the speechless chassid staggered in, allowing Rabbi Zev to seat him by the blazing fire and revive him with a glass of hot tea, reveling in the attention.


After asking after the welfare of their rebbe, Rabbi Zev escorted the chassid to the most comfortable room he had, to recover his strength after his ordeal. Rabbi Zev continued to extend impressive courtesy to his guest for the next few days, attending to his every need.


Finally, his vitality restored, the chassid revealed to his host the objective of his journey. “The Maggid advised me that only you could provide me with an adequate answer and guidance,” he concluded.


Rabbi Zev quietly contemplated this heartfelt request. “My esteemed comrade, does a man have less ownership over his mind and heart than he does over his home? On the night that you appeared on my doorstep, I began to enlighten you. You attempted to gain entry into my home, of which I am the master. I grant admission to anyone I wish to receive. I deny access to anyone I do not wish to tolerate. It is my decision as to whether or not I let someone in.”

Reprinted from the Parshat Chaya Sarah 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

Rabbi Mordechai Gifter Aboard a Plane in Distress
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Once, an airplane carrying a Telshe Yeshivah student back to Cleveland began experiencing severe turbulence. The young man became quite nervous, but after seeing that his own Rosh Yeshivah, Rabbi Mordechai Gifter, O"BM, was sitting in front of him, he felt secure. “After all,” thought the young man, “with such a Tzadik (righteous man) on board, what possibly could go wrong?” 

Suddenly the captain’s voice was heard over the intercom. “We are experiencing some difficulty with the plane’s hydraulic system and may be forced to make an emergency landing. Everyone please return to your seats, fasten your seatbelts, and follow the instructions of your flight attendants.” 

The student quickly leaned forward towards his Rebbe. “Perhaps, we’re in danger. I have a Tehillim (Psalms) in my carry-on. Are there any particular chapters or prayers to recite?” 

Quickly, Rav Gifter reassured the young man, and suggested to him a few appropriate chapters to recite. Then, he urged him to quickly buckle up and prepare for landing. 

His advice was interrupted by shouts coming from a frantic passenger who sat next to Dovid. “Stewardess, quick! Get over here! Make me a double scotch on the rocks. Make it Johnny Walker Blue Label! Better make it fast, and better make it good, ’cause it may be my last drink before I die!” 

Comment: During the transaction in which Esav gives up his birthright for a bowl of lentil soup was preceded by those very words: “Behold I am going to die, so why do I need my birthright?” (Bereishis 25:30) 

Death is the ultimate motivator. Some people see the transience of this world and say, "eat, drink, and be merry, for tomorrow we die." Others, however, look at death and say, "We need to cover ground, before the ground covers us," and spur themselves to change the world...by learning Torah or reciting Tehillim and changing themselves for the better.
Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Mendel Berlin.

Who Can Help a 

Jew in Great Danger?
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton


In Russia there were always problems for the Jews; the church was omnipotent and omnipresent and everyone, including the entire Royal family, were fanatic Russian Orthodox. Everyone - except the Jews.


Of course this was a bone in the throat of the church who regularly plagued them with pogroms, mass inductions in the army, strange taxes and decrees but miraculously the Jews survived and even flourished. In fact, every so often a gentile wanted to convert to Judaism.


When this happened it spelled danger. If the church got wind of such an 'atrocity' reciprocities were sure to follow. Both the convert and all those involved would be severely punished.


But it so happened that in one city the Jewish community found a solution. The Berger Meister who had control of the records and administration of the city was a Jew by the name of Ariye who was a follower (Chassid) of the first Rebbe of Chabad; Rebbe Shneur Zalman of Laidi.


So whenever a gentile wanted to convert Ariye would open the city records, find the name of a Jew that had passed away, erase it, and switch names with the convert thus sort of 'raising (or exchanging) the dead ....... at least on paper so no one ever suspected a thing.


But somehow it leaked out and Ariye found himself accused of falsifying records and opposing the Church.


He put up a huge amount of money for bail and sped as fast as his carriage would carry him to Rebbe Shneur Zalman.


The Rebbe was a miracle worker. Ariye was sure that the Rebbe would just say some word and he would be free. After all, it was with the Rebbe’s agreement and blessing that he took the job of Berger Meister in the first place.


But it wasn't to be.


The Rebbe heard his story, asked him for the date of the trial, fell silent in deep thought for a few seconds and told him, “Have the trial postponed.” He even gave him advice how to do it and told him to come see him a week before the new date.


Ariye returned to his city, after considerable effort succeeded in delaying the trial and, as the Rebbe said, one week before the new trial date, returned to the Rebbe full of hope. But, to his dismay, the same thing happened as before; the Rebbe  just looked at him silently and told him to push the trial off again and come to him before the new date.


And so it was two or three more times until finally Ariye appeared before the Rebbe and told him that it was impossible to postpone the trial anymore; The judge was tired of his excuses and there was no one left to bribe.


The Rebbe again was silent. Ariye began to worry. Maybe the Rebbe couldn't help! After all he really was guilty; he DID help a gentile convert and DID alter the books both of which were big crimes.


The Rebbe interrupted his thoughts.


"In a few days, in the town of Zsh'lubin will be the wedding of my grandson with the granddaughter of the holy Rabbi Levi Yitzchak of Berditchev. Go there, be at the wedding. Go to Rabbi Levi Yitzchak and ask for his blessing. I can’t help you. Only he can save you. Then tell me what he says."


Our hero did as he was told. He arrived the night before the wedding to find thousands of Chassidim gathered before the door of Rav Levi Yitzchak packed like sardines and it was impossible to get close.


But his life was at stake, so he tried a desperate trick. It was twelve hours till morning. He would gradually push through the crowd until he was standing near the Rebbe's door. Then he would just stand there till morning if necessary and pray that he would get an audience.


It took him several hours but gradually he inched through until miraculously and suddenly he found himself being whisked into the Rebbe's room with the advice to 'just stand in a corner until the Rebbe notices you'.


He stood as still as possible and was witness to the strangest site; Rebbe Levi Yitzchak was lying in a bed in the middle of the room apparently totally asleep while on either side of the head of the bed was sitting a Chassid reading aloud; one was reading Mishnayot (books of Jewish law) while the other was reading at the same time Zohar (Jewish mysticism). The strange thing was that occasionally the Rebbe would correct one of the readers in his sleep!


After an hour or so of this Rebbe Levi Yitzchak sat up, washed his hands in a bowl next to his bed, looked at our hero and motioned to him to approach.


Ariye took a few steps told his sad story and made his desperate request.


"Who sent you here?" Asked Rebbe Levi Yitzchak


"Rebbe Shneur Zalman, your in-law" was the answer.


"Ahhh! My holy in-law. But tell me who told you to be the Burger Meister? Is this a job for a Jew? Who gave you permission for such a thing??"


"Rebbe Shneur Zalman, your in-law." was the answer.


"Ahhh! My holy in-law!" But tell me my beloved friend, who told you to help convert this fellow?? Isn't it just looking for trouble?"


"Rebbe Shneur Zalman, your in-law" was the answer.


"Ahhh! My holy in-law!!" Why didn't you say so?


And so it continued. Rebbe Levi Yitzchak asked a few more questions got the same answers and finally said.


"Well well! If my holy in-law, the great genius and Tzadik Reb Shneur Zalman sent you to me then for sure there will be problems. Nothing to worry about! Everything will be transformed to good. "


Reb Ariye left the room and pushed through the massive crowd in the wedding hall till he located Rebbe Shneur Zalman and told him what had happened.


"See!" the Rebbe responded. "See? I gave you some good advice ehh? What do you say? Good advice ehh?"


Ariye didn't exactly understand what was going on until he returned home for the trial the next day to discover that the day before, just moments after he received Rebbe Levi Yitchak's blessing, a miraculous tragedy occurred!


An unexplainable fire broke out in the city hall and hundreds of records, including all the evidence and testimony against him, had been totally destroyed!!!


The Judge threw his case out of court from lack of evidence and he and all involved in the conversion were saved. It was a long, nerve-racking process but it was worth it:

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad. Adapted from “Otzar Sipuri Chabad, Volue 15, page 179.)

The Man Who Cared about The Hungry Homeless
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Rav Yitzchak Zilberstein once related a story. A man who worked at a restaurant once walked home after work, instead of using the bus. His walk took him past a homeless shelter where he noticed how hungry some of the residents were. Whatever food they had was either from what they found, or from donations. 
This man thought to himself as he walked, “We throw out so much food at the restaurant. If I could bring the food here, it would really make a difference to these people.” 

The next day, he asked his boss if instead of throwing the leftovers away, he could donate them to the homeless shelter. His boss happily agreed. After work that day, the man packed up the leftovers and brought them over to the shelter, where the people were so excited to finally have good, decent food. 

Everyone ate, except for one woman, who stood in the back of the room, and refused to participate in eating the free food. This went on for three days. Everyone ate, except this woman, who just stared angrily at the man. Finally, he decided to approach her and asked, “Why won’t you take any food?” 

She growled at him and snapped, “I will not take anything from a Jew!” 

The man countered, “But I am not a Jew! I just want to help out. Why do you refuse to eat anything?” 

She said loudly, “You must be a Jew! Only a Jew would think of such an idea to do this. Only a Jew would want to help others. And I will not take anything from a Jew!” Her attitude, as sad as it was, had prevented her from enjoying any type of generosity. 

The man was confused. He thought, ‘How could this lady think I am a Jew?’ Later, he was speaking with his mother, and he mentioned what had happened with the woman. He said, “Can you imagine that this woman’s hatred was so strong that she somehow convinced herself that I am Jewish, simply because I was being kind, and her impression of Jews is that they are kind and nice to others? Apparently, I must be a Jew in her eyes.” 

When his mother heard this, she began to cry. He asked her why she was so emotional, and she responded, “I never told you the truth about your heritage. I am Jewish, and I married your father, who was a gentile. According to Jewish law, the lineage of the religion follows the mother, and you really are Jewish!” 

This sudden revelation got him thinking very deeply about himself, and it triggered him to pursue the process to become a Baal Teshuvah. This incident led the man to become Frum, and he eventually moved to Eretz Yisrael. And to think that all of this occurred because a non-Jewish woman knew that Jews are always kind and nice to each other, and they use their hearts to try and help others!
Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5778 email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Rabbi Aryeh Levin and the

Advantages of a Small Apartment
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Abraham Axelrod, the deputy-mayor of Yerushalayim, once related, “I was once standing near Rav Aryeh Levin during a funeral at the Sanhedria cemetery. After the grave was filled he said to me with a smile, ‘I live in a very small home, and many times people have tried to persuade me to move to a larger and more comfortable place to live, but I have always refused.’ 

“He continued, ‘Look here,’ he said as he indicated the grave, ‘after one’s life on this earth is over, a person is brought from his home, however big and fancy it may be, to over here. For me, the move and transition from my home to here will not be hard, because there is not much difference in the amount of space a person gets over here and the amount of space in my room. I won’t notice the change very much. 

“But when someone has gotten used to living comfortably in a splendid home with much space, it will be very difficult for him at the end of his days to move from his nice home to this small bit of space!’”

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5778 email of Torah U’Tefillah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.
Alternate Route

By Rabbi David Ashear
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             Rebbetzin Chaya Mushka    Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn         

We thank Hashem every morning in the Birkot Hashachar for preparing the steps of man - גבר מצעדי המכין. The simple explanation is that we're thanking Hashem for the countless miracles that must take place inside our bodies for us to be able to walk. 


Many commentaries, including the Midrash Shmuel and the Chatam Sofer, explain that we're also thanking Hashem for guiding our every step to the places we need to be, to fulfill our purpose each day. 


The average person takes about six thousand steps a day. Many times, we end up in places we weren't planning to be. It's all part of Hashem's plan for us. There is no such a thing as a wrong turn; every step has a purpose.


One day, in the 1970's, Rebbetzin Chaya Mushka Schneerson was being taken by her driver, Chesed Halberstam, and his little son Ari z"l, to a park in Long Island for her daily walk. 


But on this day, their regular route was closed due to road work, so they took a parallel street instead. As they drove along that street, they heard the sound of a woman screaming in Russian. When they stopped at the next traffic light, the Rebbetzin asked if they could go back to see what the screaming was all about. 
They drove back and saw a woman crying by the curb while workers were carrying furniture and household items from the house behind her onto a truck belonging to the court marshal. They found out the woman was being evicted for not paying her rent for so many months.


The Rebbetzin then asked Mr. Halberstam to find out from the marshal how much money this woman owed, and if he would accept a personal check. He came back and told the Rebbetzin that the total amount owed is $6,700, and if the marshall confirms with the bank that it's covered, he'll accept a personal check, and then he'll order the workmen to bring everything back inside. 


On the spot, the Rebbetzin took out her checkbook and wrote a check for the full amount and gave it to Mr. Halberstam to give to the marshal. The marshal called the bank and then instructed his workmen to take everything back into the house. The Rebbetzin then urged Mr. Halberstam to quickly drive away before the woman realized what happened. Mr. Halberstam was so amazed by what had just taken place. Later, at the park, he asked the Rebbetzin what had prompted her to give such a large amount to a total stranger.


The Rebbetzin replied, "Once, when I was young, my father [Rabbi Yitzchak Yosef Schneersohn, the sixth Rebbe of Lubavitch] took me for a walk in the park and sat me down on a bench and started explaining to me about Hashgachah Pratit. 

“He told me, 'All of our footsteps are divinely inspired, and when something causes us to deviate from our normal routine, there's a reason for it, and we have to be in tune with that.' 

“Today," continued the Rebbetzin, "When I saw us taking a detour, I remembered my father's words and started looking for a reason as to why Hashem would lead us through this alternate route. When I heard the woman crying, I said maybe that's the reason; so I helped her."


When a person knows he's always being guided by Hashem, he has a different attitude when he makes a wrong turn. He's calmer when there's traffic; he's less aggravated when he's lost.


I was in a taxi cab in Israel and the driver was telling me about how much he sees Hashem in his daily life being a driver. He looked like a reputable man, and I needed to go to the airport that night, so I asked him if he was available later to take me. His eyes lit up; it was a big job for him, as the airport was an hour away. 
He gave me a price and he said, "I'll be back ready and waiting fifteen minutes before you need to go." While we were on the way to the airport, he took out a wallet from his glove compartment and asked me if I could read the name on the credit card in English and tell him who it belongs to. It had cash inside. 

The man told me, "I found this today in my cab, and I told Hashem that I'm going to return all of it. When I picked you up before, I was having a very slow day, and I was about to go home for the night. And then you gave me this airport job, which turned my day into a great one. I'm making more money now, with this job, than I would have made keeping the money in the wallet."


Hashem leads everyone to the exact places He wants them to be in. We have to appreciate how fortunate we are to have Hashem with us.
Reprinted from the November 16, 2017 email of Emunah Daily.

The Tree

Talmud, Taanit 5b
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A man was travelling through the desert, hungry, thirsty and tired, when he came upon a tree bearing luscious fruit and affording plenty of shade, underneath which ran a spring of water. He ate of the fruit, drank of the water and rested beneath the shade.


When he was about to leave, he turned to the tree and said: “Tree, O tree, with what should I bless you?


“Should I bless you that your fruit be sweet? Your fruit is already sweet.


“Should I bless you that your shade be plentiful? Your shade is plentiful. That a spring of water should run beneath you? A spring of water runs beneath you.


“There is one thing with which I can bless you: May it be G‑d’s will that all the trees planted from your seeds should be like you.”

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org (Illustration by Michoel Muchnik)
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