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Soldier Who Protected 200 American-Jewish POWs to be Awarded

By JTA



This undated photograph released by the Yad Vashem Holocaust Memorial shows World War II US Army Master Sgt. Roddie Edmonds. (Courtesy of Yad Vashem via AP)


Master Sgt. Roddie Edmonds refused to reveal to a German commandant during WWII which troops under his command were Jews.

An American POW who protected 200 American-Jewish POWs during World War II will be posthumously awarded by the Jewish Foundation for the Righteous.


The foundation will bestow its Yehi Ohr Award on Master Sgt. Roddie Edmonds, who refused to reveal to a German commandant during World War II which troops under his command were Jewish while being held at the Stalag IXA POW camp. 


The award ceremony will take place on Nov. 28 at the New York Public Library. His son, Pastor Chris Edmonds, will accept the award.


Edmonds was captured during the Battle of the Bulge by the German army on December 19, 1944. As the highest ranking officer in the POW camp, Edmonds was responsible for the camp’s 1,292 American POWs.


The camp’s commandant ordered Edmonds to identify the Jewish soldiers in order to separate them from the other prisoners. Instead, Edmonds refused, and when the German commandant placed his pistol against Edmonds’ head, demanding that he identify the Jewish soldiers, Edmonds responded “We are all Jews here,” refusing to identify the Jewish soldiers, thereby saving their lives.


Edmonds survived 100 days of captivity, and returned home after the war, but never told his family of his actions. Edmonds died in 1985, and only long after was first recognized for his heroic actions. The foundation also will be honoring several of the surviving Jewish servicemen saved by Edmonds.


“Over the years we have worked with and honored many holocaust survivors and their rescuers, but the story of Master Sgt. Roddie Edmonds saving 200 Jewish-American soldiers truly distinguishes the man and leader he was. Though unfortunately we were not privileged enough to honor him during his lifetime, we hope that this year’s Yehi Ohr Award will show the gratitude and appreciation that our nation has on behalf of his heroic actions that day,” said chairman Harvey Schulweis, who also created the foundation.


Also at the event, the Robert I. Goldman Award for Excellence in Holocaust Education will be presented to Michael Gadilhe, a social studies teacher from John Carroll Catholic High School in Birmingham, Alabama, for his commitment to teaching the Holocaust in his community.


The Jewish Foundation for the Righteous provides monthly financial assistance to more than 425 elderly and needy Righteous Gentiles, living in 20 countries, and sponsors a Holocaust teacher education program.

(Editor’s Note: Master Sgt. Roddie Edmonds has already been recognized by Yad Vashem in Yerushalayim as a Righteous Among the Righteous for his heroism. As a result of the publicity last year over this honor, efforts have begun to try and get the Pentagon to honor him with the Congressional Medal of Honor, the highest ranking combat medal in the United States military.)

Reprinted from the November 25, 2016 wire story of the JTA (Jewish Telegraph Agency.)

Kaddish at a Baseball Game

By John Yaakov Guterson
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My Dad loved baseball games. At the ballpark, we would sit together, eating our peanuts, discussing each nuance of possibility. “Baseball is like poetry,” Dad would say, where innings become rhythms of pace and pause. Father and son, side by side, the diamond before us.


Dad would relish his one beer, after which a touch of foam inevitably appeared on his mustache. This always made me smile. Dad seemed to know everything before it happened: “Get ready for the hitKaddish is something of a marathon and run!” or “Time to bring in the southpaw!” He rejected sitting too close to the field: “Higher seats give you better perspective, John.” Dad was a kid again, all smiles, excited, revved up. How I loved being with him at those games.


Kaddish. Kaddish is what one says when a parent passes. It is the Torahway. Saying the Kaddish prayer, like doing any mitzvah here in our physical world where the deceased no longer can, has the extraordinary ability to lift the soul of the deceased higher and higher. As such, the experience of Kaddish is transcendent, a connection to G‑d, and for me, a connection to my dear father, Mordechai Ber Guterson, who breathed his last on Friday night, Oct. 4, 2013.


Kaddish is also something of a marathon: three times a day at shul for 11 straight months, leading the prayers, praying loud enough so that all can hear and follow. It takes breath, consistency, endurance, resilience. It takes a fastidious rearranging of work schedules and vacations. It takes honor and love.


And if you’re late to shul, by chance, then you’ve missed that moment to say Kaddish. Opportunity lost. I confess to some restless nights, fearful that I would oversleep. For obsessives, a perfect set-up.


Dad, I will not let you down. You and Mom brought me into this physical world; you raised me, made me who I am. I’ll be there.


And Dad, you lovingly wrote to me years ago that although you considered yourself to be a “non-believer,” you were at peace knowing that I would be your Kaddish. You wrote: “It’s always good to have an ace in the hole.” I embraced those words, Dad, like a soldier.


And so it was not by accident that at the end of my 11 months of Kaddish that I went to a baseball game. Celebrate my Dad. Pirates vs. Cardinals. My 10-year-old son and my son-in-law joined me, their presence as buffers for my emotions.


To say Kaddish one needs a minyan, a quorum of 10 men. In the Torah world, we are not alone. Needing nine Jewish men to join me, Rabbi Silverman came to the rescue, as he had already organized a “Jewish college students night at the ballpark” for that very game.


Now, I can’t tell you the names of any of those college students who left their seats in the bottom of the first inning. I knew none of those young men who spared 15 minutes to stand near a 60-year-old, white-bearded son as he paid homage to his deceased father. But there they were—some knew Hebrew, some did not, but that didn’t matter. Simply being there was the key, the power of 10 Jews together.


For without all 10 of us, whether theySimply being there was the keyunderstood fully or not, I would not have been able to say that last Kaddish, the culmination of 11 consistent months, of 990 minyans, of never missing once. And so, as the crowd roared in the background, those nine guys meant everything to me.


As I walked back to my seat, I realized how much my Dad would have loved the whole scene. I could feel him there with me, smiling, thanking me, loving me and then urging me to get back to my seat soon, not to miss another pitch. Tears welled up inside me as I took that walk, another goodbye to my father.


As I approached my seat, there was a 10-year-old boy, wrapped up in the moment, the thrill of a ballgame, pistachios in hand.


He looked up at me with a big smile on his face, and said: “Hi, Dad!”

Dr. John Yaakov Guterson received his medical degree from Albert Einstein College of Medicine. He now resides in Pittsburgh, Pa., with his wife, Amy, where he works as a psychiatrist. Dr. Guterson was honored to speak at this past year’s Kinus. Artwork by Sefira Ross, a freelance designer and illustrator whose original creations grace many Chabad.org pages. Residing in Seattle, Washington, her days are spent between multitasking illustrations and being a mom.

Reprinted from the Parshat Chaya Sara 5777 email of Chabad.Org Magazine.

New Book Makes Delightful

Jewish Sense Out of the 

“Silly World of Chelm”

By Daniel Keren

“The Silly World of Chelm” by Shepsel and Avraham, Two Lights Publishing, 407 pages, 2016)
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Let’s admit it! It is a crazy world we live in. Most university educated individuals in America and the rest of Western World are willing to deny the reality of G-d and instead put their trust in Darwin’s “Theory” of Evolution, although no concrete proofs have been put to demonstrate that it is anything more than just a theory.


Throughout most of our people’s history in galus, (exile) Jews have been bitterly persecuted by Johnny come lately religions that just because of majority population demographics claimed to know the truth and have insulted Klal Yisroel because of our belief in the One true G-d and our steadfast commitment to maintaining our bris, covenant forged 3328 years ago at Har Sinai.


More recently, our brethren were jailed and martyred in the Former Soviet Union for the crime of being Capitalistic lackeys, while being blacklisted in the United States by the House Committee on Un-American Activities for being Communist sympathizers. It doesn’t take much for the world to hate Jews and it has been said that this is actually Hashem’s antidote to the great danger of assimilation.


Anyway in such a world is it unusual or unexpected that Yidden would try and escape from the pressing difficulties of life by attempting to discover ways to laugh away at our predicaments? There are many schools of Jewish humor and perhaps one of the most beloved is that of the “brilliance” of the great Wise Men of Chelm. Chelm is actually the name of a Polish town not that far from the Ukrainian border and why this town became the target for jokes going back to the 19th Century has been lost in the passage of time.


Originally written in Yiddish by the literary geniuses of Isaac Bashevis Singer, Ovsey Driz, Aaron Zeitlin and Shlomo Simon, English translations going back to the middle of the last century have made the Wise Men of Chelm beloved and famous to Jews in America.


Yet it was a distinct but beautiful series on Wise Men of Chelm brought to life for many years in a delightful weekly Jewish Press column written by the late Arnold (Avraham) Fine, 1924-2014, perhaps better known for his nostalgic “I Remember When” JP column and illustrated by Howard (Shepsil) Spielman that makes these characters memorable to English-speaking Orthodox and traditional Jews.


Tens of thousands of Jews in the New York Metropolitan region looked forward each week to these quirky stories about the Wise Men of Chelm that rather than disparaging our rabbis, instead poked humor at the human psyche, especially that belonging to a Jew who even though he is perhaps a silly denizen of Chelm still has a nefesh Elokis with a holy bond to the Abishter, our Father in Heaven that is unbreakable.


If you are like me, you probably have somewhere in the house a few of those Wise Men of Chelm columns cut out from old issues of the Jewish Press that you saved in order to read to your children and if you are really foresighted future grandchildren.’


Now you need not look any more for those yellowed and perhaps faded bits of Jewish journalistic brilliance. Rabbi Zalman Goldstein of the Jewish Learning Group has saved you the effort of looking for those old Jewish Press columns with the publication of his new and fantastic Ultimate Collector’s Edition titled “The Silly World of Chelm: Everyone’s Favorite Tales of the Wise Men of Chelm.”


With the permission from The Jewish Press and the Klass family, Rabbi Goldstein with the help of Jerry Greenwald and Chumi Friedman has put together an amazing and delightful anthology of JP “Wise Men of Chelm” columns that will bring back warm memories to old-time Jewish Press readers as well as joy and good times to first time readers of all ages. You have in this new hard cover volume some 170 classic Wise Men of Chelm stories from the pen of Fine and Spielman that will give many hours of pleasure as you and your family members read these smile creating tales over and over again.


With Chanukah not that far away, this new and soon-to-be classic anthology of the Jewish Press’s “The Silly World of Chelm” is a great gift for any Jew you care about, regardless of religious commitment. You can read it to your children or other people’s children anytime including at the Shabbos table. “The Silly World of Chelm” can be found in Jewish bookstores or by emailing the publisher at Info@WorldOfChelm.com
Reprinted from the December 9, 2016 edition of The Jewish Connection.

It Once Happened

The Master of the House


One time, a chasid who was a simple merchant came to the Maggid of Mezritch, the successor of the Baal Shem Tov. "I am not able to concentrate during prayer and study," he complained to the Maggid. "Often, my mind begins to wander and I start to think about work, or my family, or even the latest news in town. And, what is even worse," he continued, "I sometimes have improper thoughts at these times."

"I am unable to help you," the Maggid told the visitor sadly. "But, go to my disciple, Rabbi Zev of Zhitomir. He will be able to advise you what to do."

The visitor took the Maggid's suggestion to heart. He immediately set out for the village in which Rabbi Zev lived. He arrived at the village later that evening. Without much difficulty, he was able to locate the inn that Rabbi Zev managed. The hour was late, though, and the inn closed.


Because he had come at the Maggid's suggestion, the merchant was certain it was permitted for him to knock on Rabbi Zev's private door and gain entrance in this manner. He knocked on the door, but there was no reply.


The visitor knocked again on the door, this time a little louder. Again, no one seemed to hear - no one answered the door. Again and again the visitor knocked, pounded, banged, and even kicked the door, all to no avail. Despite the commotion, the door was not opened.


The winter night was cold and the merchant was uncomfortable. He had traveled a long distance to arrive at Rabbi Zev's inn. He was tired and hungry. But, the Maggid had sent him to Rabbi Zev, and so he persisted in trying to gain entrance to Rabbi Zev's private dwelling or at least the inn rather than staying some place else for the evening. He kept knocking and finally began shouting in anger and frustration. "How can you be so merciless to leave me standing out here in the cold?" he cried loudly. Still, through everything, the door remained closed.


As daylight broke, the door was opened. The visitor entered and made arrangements to stay at the inn for a few days. Throughout the entire time, Rabbi Zev practically ignored his guest.


The man began to wonder why the Maggid had sent him here. How was he to learn from Rabbi Zev, who would not even give him the time of day? He resigned himself to the futility of his trip and began preparing to leave. Up until now, Rabbi Zev had rebuffed the merchant's attempts at communicating.


He decided to try once more before he left. "I cannot understand why the Maggid sent me to you!" he told the innkeeper. "I told the Maggid that I could not concentrate during prayer and study because my mind wandered off in all directions. He told me that he could not help me but that you could. I think my trip was in vain," he exclaimed sullenly.


To this Rabbi Zev replied, "I will tell you why the Maggid sent you to me. You have seen that I have acted like a true 'master of the house.' When I did not want you to enter my house, you were compelled to remain outside. So too, with your complaint. If you do not wish to have extraneous thoughts or, worse yet, improper thoughts, enter your mind during prayer, Torah study or at any other time, do not let them in! Fill your mind with words of Torah. You, as the 'master of the house' of your mind, can let in whatever you wish and refuse entrance to those thoughts that you chose not to let enter."


Rabbi Zev's words made a strong impression on the chasid. He returned home knowing full well that he could be in control of his thoughts if he so desired. True, it would require effort and work, but ultimately he would be the one to determine which thoughts were "welcome" and which were not.

Reprinted from the Parashat Chayei Sara 5777 edition of “L’Chaim Weekly,” a publication of the Lubavitch Youth Organization in Brooklyn, NY.
South Dakota is Getting its Only

Full-time Rabbi — and Becoming

The 50th State for Chabad

By Julie Zauzmer
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Mussie Alperowitz and Rabbi Mendel Alperowitz walk with their two daughters in Crown Heights, Brooklyn, on Friday. They will soon leave Brooklyn for South Dakota. (Photo by Eliyahu Parypa/Chabad.org)


Chabad, the Orthodox Jewish group known for its indefatigable outreach efforts, seems so omnipresent in remote locations that when a satirical site said that Chabad wanted to be the first group to land on Mars, it didn’t seem all that far-fetched.


They haven’t made it to space yet. But very soon, Chabad will have planted its flag in all 50 states.


South Dakota is getting a Chabad House — marking the last state for the Orthodox organization, and the first full-time rabbi for South Dakota in years.


Rabbi Mendel Alperowitz, a 27-year-old seminary graduate who currently works in Chabad’s headquarters in Brooklyn, will move with his wife Mussie, 26, and their 18-month-old and 2-month-old daughters to set up a Chabad House in Sioux Falls.


“What inspired us so much is that we really saw a community of people, despite living out for a number of years far from their Jewish rituals, so passionate about their heritage,” Alperowitz said.


Mussie echoed: “When you see so many people asking you, you really feel like, ‘Wow, we’re needed.’”


There hasn’t been a full-time rabbi in the state of South Dakota in many years, possibly since Rabbi Stephen Forstein’s departure in 1982. The state has fewer than 500 Jewish residents, according to the Census Bureau, which said in 2010 that the two Dakotas were the only states in the nation with fewer than 1,000 Jews.


Those who do live in South Dakota are currently served by one Conservative synagogue and two Reform ones, one of which dates back to 1876 when Jews were among those who flocked to the Black Hills during a gold rush. The three synagogues employ student rabbis who travel from their rabbinical schools to conduct life-cycle events and some Shabbat and holiday services.


The Alperowitzes will provide more worship services and more Jewish education for children and adults.


“Oh my, we are so excited,” said Aloma Graham, 56. “I just cannot believe something like that is coming here, that we can actually be a part of. I’m so excited.”


Graham was born and raised in South Dakota, where she hardly knew anyone who was Jewish. But she started looking into her family history years ago, and she found out that before her grandmother became a Baptist, married her grandfather and moved from Brooklyn to South Dakota with him to buy a farm, she was Jewish.


Graham said that she felt she identified more with the Judaism that her grandmother renounced than with the Catholic faith that her mother and stepfather raised her in.


“I went back to that and started doing some reading and studying and trying to reconnect to that part of my life: my community as a Jewish soul,” she said. “I felt a sense of community, the sense of being part of something.”


But that community was very remote, more of a belief than a reality. Now at last, after decades of observing holidays and attempting to keep kosher on her own, she will have a real Jewish community right in her home town.


Alperowitz heard story after story like Graham’s when he first visited South Dakota last spring. He volunteered as one of the roving Chabad rabbis who visit remote communities for each major holiday, and he and Mussie went to Sioux Falls to throw a party for the festival Purim. Forty-five people showed up.


“People were so excited. They were saying, ‘You’ve got to move here. We need someone here,'” he said. “They were almost lobbying.”


By the end of that first trip, the Alperowitzes started to take the idea seriously, and soon they said that they felt ready to commit permanently to South Dakota. Mussie described it as “pretty much a life thing.”


The community they’ll find in Sioux Falls will have few Orthodox Jews like them. Stephen Rosenthal, a board member of Sioux Falls’s Reform synagogue who has lived in South Dakota for more than 40 years since he followed his father’s meat business there, said he warned the Alperowitzes that they will be ministering to mostly Reform Jews.


“Our congregation is Reform, and we will have an Orthodox rabbi as the one rabbi in the state. There will be problems,” Rosenthal said. “I don’t know what those problems will be. We don’t have one hundred percent the same theology.”


Rosenthal said he appreciated the rabbi’s openness to discussion when he brought up his concerns, and he’s looking forward to deeper Jewish education at the Chabad House — and possibly some good meals there. Rosenthal and his wife keep kosher, despite the fact that they can’t buy kosher meat anywhere in their state. They stock up on trips to Omaha, almost 200 miles away, or Minneapolis, about 250 miles.


Alperowitz himself was raised in one of Chabad’s 3,300 centers, which often double as the rabbis’ houses and are found on every continent but Antarctica. His parents ran a Chabad House in England (where today there are 24 Chabad locations — plus more in Scotland, Ireland and 34 more European countries).

Since his ordination in 2012, Alperowitz has worked for Chabad and has not run a congregation of his own. But he was drawn to the idea of serving these remote Jews.


“It’s safe to say that on my block [in Brooklyn] there may be more Jews than the whole city where we’ll be in South Dakota,” Alperowitz said. He likes the idea of a small congregation where he can pay attention to every member.


To visit Jews in the far reaches of the state, he expects a lot of long drives through the Black Hills, he said. “That’s our goal in moving there: to make sure there isn’t one Jew in the state that feels lonely.”

Reprinted from the November 28, 2016 edition of The Washington Post.

The Effectiveness of Rabbi

Chanina ben Dosa’s Prayer

By Rabbi A.L. Scheinbaum


We are confronted daily with questions for which we have no answers – other than we have these questions only because we see the surface. Our perspective is not all-inclusive; we see a limited image of reality. We may rest assured that, in Heaven, there are no questions. Everything makes sense.


We have a similar exposition from an earlier sage, none other than the Advocate of Klal Yisrael, Horav Levi Yitzchak, zl, Berditchever, which underscores this idea (cited by Rav Chaim Nakaz in Hahe’arah she’b’nistar). 
Chazal (Berachos 34b) relate that when the son of Rabbi Yochanan ben Zakkai (the Nasi and leader of the Jewish People at the time) became dangerously ill, he went to Rabbi Chanina ben Dosa and asked him to pray for his son. Rabbi Chanina lay his head between his knees and sought Divine mercy for Rabbi Chanina’s son – and he lived. 


The Talmud goes on to explain why Rabbi Chanina’s prayer had such efficacy when, in fact, Rabbi Yochanan was his Rebbe and greater than he in Torah erudition. The question which glares at us is: Why did Rabbi Chanina adopt such a physical position (head between his knees) in order to pray? Is one specific physical stance during prayer more conducive for an effective entreaty?


The Berditchever explains that Rabbi Chanina ben Dosa was on a high spiritual plane. His mind was in the Heavens, in a place that, wherever his eyes gazed, he saw truth in its pure, pristine and unembellished form. From this vantage point everything that Hashem did was perfectly clear.


In order to pray with the proper emotion, one must sense the pain of he who is suffering. Thus, in order to pray effectively for mercy for Rabbi Yochanan’s son, Rabbi Chanina placed his head between his knees, intimating that he was descending from the realm of spirituality to this physical world of pain and adversity, where very little is understood, where pain is a constant companion, where adversity is a way of life. It was only in this world that he could entreat Hashem to have compassion on Rabbi Yochanan’s son. ו

Reprinted from the Parshas Toldos 5777 email of Penimim on the Torah

Reb Moshe 25th Yahrzeit Edition 

- An Aussie Perspective -
By Ramona Freedman


HaGaon Rabbi Moshe Feinstein zt”l needs no introduction. His greatness stretched in every direction imaginable. And yet, it was only recently that I had the privilege to delve into his teachings - his life - his world. And it has been a game-changer. 
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How did this come to pass? Well, I have in my treasured possession a copy of “Reb Moshe: The Life and Ideals of HaGaon Rabbi Moshe Feinstein – Expanded 25th Yahrzeit Edition.” You may think … well, nothing extraordinary about that! Most Jewish homes have bookshelves groaning with Chumashim, Mishnayot … autobiographies. You name it – we are not called the People of the Book for nothing!


So why is it a big deal that a mother-of-three in sunny Sydney Australia has Reb Moshe’s book? It is not a rare manuscript … it is not a limited edition. Well, to answer, first I must share how it came to be in our home. In fact, my twelve-year-old beloved son, Asher, gave it to me …


Everyone has a story. In fact, everyone has many chapters to many stories in this terrific and sometimes tremendous road we call Life. While pregnant with our fourth child, I was dramatically and dangerously diagnosed with breast cancer. Long story. Medical madness. Bottom line was I lost my baby and wasn’t able to have any more. Was I overwhelmed with gratitude for my three?  A resounding ‘Yes’ to that! Did I have heartache about losing my baby and not having more? Yes, yes and yes again.
One Day Hashem Came to My Rescue!


Over the years, I couldn’t shake the distress. One day Hashem came to my rescue!


I attended a baby-related celebration. The morning didn’t start well. My face was flushed and I felt dizzy. I was torn between being ecstatic for the parents … but truthfully, I just couldn’t put my sadness to rest. I put on a brave face, was genuinely happy for the family and genuinely very unhappy with me! How could I still not have a grip on this years later?


A man walked in late. It was crowded. I had never seen him. Now, this has never, ever happened to me before or since, but I had this insistent feeling that I must speak with him. Urgently! I knew this sounded preposterous, ridiculous! 

Why? I didn’t even know what I wanted to speak about! So, I found my husband, pointed to the man, asked if he knew him. He vaguely did and told me he was a rabbi. I asked if he could please introduce me as soon as possible. Quite rightly, he asked why? And my response, “Well, I don’t know, but I absolutely have to speak with him and I need your help. I just don’t feel comfortable going up to him directly for the first time.”
Repeatedly Asked My Husband 
To Speak to the Rabbi


Of course, this sounds bizarre and ultimately quite embarrassing. I persisted, the magnitude and importance of this interaction was so critical, that I asked a second, third and okay, begged a fourth time. My husband was busy, he thought, perhaps, I’d truly lost it. My face was red and he knew it wasn’t easy for me. Finally the function came to an end and the rabbi in question got up to leave. I was beside myself! I asked one more time for an introduction. He acquiesced. And I had a chance to speak.


In that split second Hashem revealed to me what this was all about, I almost couldn’t breathe! I looked up and said, “Rabbi, my name is Ramona and I would like to quickly speak to you about our son Asher.” I started speaking about how I wanted Asher to grow in Torah learning. I asked if he taught boys his age, or taught at all? I told him that I didn’t know much personally, but I really believed that Asher has a real Torah mind and would he consider teaching Asher? I also said that I couldn’t explain it but I felt that they’d have a real connection.


He replied and said he only taught students who were keen to learn and was happy to meet my son. Just prior to their first meeting I said to Asher, “Don’t ask me why, but I really believe you are going to have an instant kesher with this rabbi.”
My Son Asher’s First Chevruta!


They met. Asher loved his first lesson, the rabbi was happy. Asher’s first Chevruta!  I was over the moon. I have one son and his Torah learning is paramount and worthy of my positive attention and effort. I’ve got time to schlep him to Torah classes. Of course, it goes without saying that I feel the same way about my daughters’ education as well. 


You see, it was this rabbi who thoughtfully inscribed and gave the “Reb Moshe” book to Asher. And so it appeared on my work desk at home. Asher’s rabbi was enthusiastic about this book and it was infectious. Asher was concerned that 516 pages might be a bit much to digest … so I suggested that we read it together each night. And we began. I must confess my nose is more-often-than-not in novels of quality fiction (I admit to needing a brief respite from real life along the way …). Yet I had such a sincere respect for my son’s rabbi, that I began reading and using the very handy Glossary. It certainly helps a girl who went to public school in Australia with no Yeshiva education …
Something Very Powerful Occurred


And something very powerful occurred. Within two pages, I looked up with tears in my eyes and said to Asher, “Darling, I want you to absorb every word on every page of this book, I can already tell it is profound beyond description.” And so, with a little Post-It note as our bookmark, we began working our way through each chapter. We were, of course, sufficiently ‘wowed’ by Reb Moshe’s extraordinary intellect, his genius … but it was his middot, his values – his innate knowing of people and their needs - that left us speechless.


Frequently, my son and I would pause after a short story, look at each other and have this mother-son bond, united in the reading about the sheer greatness. Oftentimes we would re-read paragraphs, the impact was so powerful. 


When we read that Reb Moshe was devastated years after his handwritten Teshuvos were stolen in Europe – we had tears thinking of the loss for Klal Yisrael! Every page he ever wrote radiated with kindness, selflessness and insight! You see, I am not interested in Hollywood celebrities. I am not interested in self-made social media narcissists. I have a mission as a mother to these three precious children now aged 14, 12 and 10. I want them to know about the gedolim. I want them to understand the piety and humility that has the potential to exist in this selfish, often-times greedy world. I encourage all to buy this book and refer back to it.
Reb Moshe Personified

Faith and Compassion


Reb Moshe personified faith and compassion. He loved helping his talmidim. In the same vein, every time my son learns Torah I am happy, intrinsically, internally happy – I feel joyous! And I thank Hashem infinitely. Here’s the real deal: On that difficult day when I met my son’s rabbi, Hashem revealed to me that I had cried enough tears over what wasn’t … and it was time to wholly invest in what was! That day was the last day I shed tears about babies. I never cried again. To be sure, a miracle in my world. 


Yes, I have my thoughts from time-to-time, I have accepted that along any life journey we carry some things for the long haul. Hashem helped me and I felt resilient for the first time in years. I felt liberated ... Hashem personally intervened and I am forever grateful.


This 25th Yahrzeit edition is not a book destined to gather dust. Oh no, we will open it, read it, re-read it and draw inspiration. It was my best friend when there was a break in shul davening over Yom Kippur. What a privilege to read a chronicle of someone so holy, wise and pure. Honestly, there are no adequate adjectives in English to do justice to the Gadol Hador. 


Reb Moshe’s reach and impact knows no bounds. Even though I was a child on the other side of the planet … I can say loudly, frankly and quite incredulously: I lived in the time of Reb Moshe. I can’t believe that! He was a shining light radiating Torah truth every minute of every day. How blessed we are.
The above heartfelt article on Reb Moshe Feinstein, zt”l was submitted by Ramona Freedman, Kesher Communications, author of "Moving Home: My Path to Jewish Observance".
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