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Gleanings
F ro m t h e Re b b e ’s w i s d o m







In his latter years, the Rebbe would stand for hours every
Sunday, as thousands of people, both Jew and non-Jew would
stand in line to receive his blessing. The Rebbe would look
each person intently straight in the eyes for an eternal moment,
often smiling, sometimes answering a question or providing
advice, always giving his blessing or answering ‘amen’ to the
person’s own request. Each person received from the Rebbe’s
hand a dollar bill to be given to any worthy cause of their choice.
All agreed that the spectacle was entirely supernatural.
As the line went on, the Rebbe became more and more
vitalized, as though he himself was receiving life from these
people. When, after many hours, the line would finally come
to an end, the Rebbe would turn to his personal secretary
and ask, “Is there no one else?”
It happened that an elderly woman waited in line, sitting
upon a small chair which she moved ahead together with the
line. When she finally arrived before the Rebbe, she could
no longer contain herself and burst out, “Rebbe, I am younger
than you…and I only sat…and you stand here and greet
each person…and just look at you!”
The Rebbe beamed and replied, “When you’re counting
jewels you don’t get tired.”
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Editorial
O

n a Shabbat morning in early August,
MTC was host to four young Israelis. These
young men were concluding their vacationing
trip abroad and were returning to Israel to
join their units on the Lebanese front. It was
their custom to visit and pray in the local
Chabad house in the various cities that they
toured. We talked. It was difficult to find any
redeeming factors in the manner in which
the war was being fought.* Our conclusion,
however, was an upbeat one. The war against
Hezbollah had united our people. From the
left to the right, in Israel and in the Diaspora,
Jews were of one mind. Israel had to rid
itself of a cancer that threatened the lives of
its citizens. In so doing, Israel was doing the
world a great favor.
When I stood up to deliver the Shabbat
morning sermon, I repeated our conversation
and shared the following story that had
occurred but a day earlier.

people. I want you to put on tefillin and say
a short prayer." He gladly complied. When
we finished he told me that he had not put
on tefillin since the day of his Bar Mitzvah.
He could not stop thanking me.
I then proceeded to the waiting area
ready to immerse myself in my studies.
Sitting there was bearded chosid with long
payos (side curls) who was obviously from
the Outremont, downtown area, and not a
Chabadnik. We exchanged nods in greeting.
Something inside of me prompted me to
share with him, in Yiddish of course, what
had just transpired, despite the fact I was not
at all sure as to what his reaction would be.
(I have a hunch that most readers can identify with my doubt...)

That Friday afternoon I discovered that
one tire on my car had completely deflated
and another was following suit. Inasmuch as
all four tires were virtually treadless, I decided
it would be prudent to simply get the car to
the tire shop where my winter tires were
stored and replace the current tires with the
winter ones. It was getting close to Shabbat.
I still had much preparation to do so I stuffed
my briefcase with books to take with me.
In my briefcase was an MTC calendar that
I had been lugging around since last Rosh
Hashana. I thought of removing it to make
more room, but decided to leave it there.
Walking out of my office I glanced at the pair
of tefillin that I often take with me when I'm
on the road. Should I bring them along now?
It's late and I'm pressed for time. I took them.

My new found acquaintance listened
and, to my delight, responded with undisguised enthusiasm and sincere appreciation
for the fact that a Jew had put on tefillin
after so many years. For the next hour we
were engaged in deep discussion about the
great virtue of reaching out to fellow Jews
and connecting them with their Yiddishkeit.
At one point he said to me, (what follows is
a translation) "You know, when Moshiach
comes we, the 'haimishe' (ultra-orthodox)
Jews, will be ashamed in the presence of
these Jews. The have come back to
Yiddishkeit on their own. They did not receive
the kind of education that we did. They do
not live in communities that encourage
and support observance as we do. Our
observance is often merely out of rote. Their
sincerity and conviction is to be envied.
'Halevai' (were it only to be) that we serve
G-d as they do." When his car was finally
ready we parted with a warm 'Good Shabbos.'

Arriving at the shop, tefillin in hand,
I said to the fellow behind the counter, who
was Jewish, that I needed to talk to him for
a few moments in his office. He looked at
me with a puzzled expression. I went on to
explain that I wasn't going to solicit him for
money. He smiled and directed me to follow
him. “I am going to ask you to do something
for Israel, for yourself and for all the Jewish

I am now waiting at the counter to pay,
and a young Jewish woman is also standing
there. The situation in Israel is in everybody's
heart and on everybody's lips. A brief discussion about Israel quickly ensues. As we
walk out, I turn to her and say that there is
something that she can actually do. I suggest
that she light Shabbat candles that evening.
She looks at me and shrugs her shoulders.

"It's been a long time, rabbi." I go on to tell
her about Michla Goldwasser, mother of one
of the kidnapped Israeli soldiers, Ehud.
Michla, speaking on Israeli television, Arutz
Sheva, was explaining that although she is
not religious she lights Shabbat candles. She
was appealing to Jewish mothers and girls to
light Shabbat candles for her son and for all
of our brothers and sisters in Israel whose
lives are in peril.
By now, my 'fellow customer' was listening intently, but still unsure whether she
would light candles. Walking out of the shop
we wished each other Shabbat Shalom.
Suddenly, remembering the calendar, I turned
to her and said, "Wait, I have something for
you." I reached into my briefcase and gave
her that calendar which have the blessings
and candle lighting times. She took it from
my hand, paused, and promised to light the
candles that Friday night.
Driving home it occurred to me that I had
been privileged to be part of a precious
encounter of Jewish unity and oneness that
transcend the boundaries of different backgrounds, levels of knowledge, experience and
gender.
The chosid from Outremont, the man
behind the counter, the young Jewish
mother and I, the Lubavitch 'shliach', are
simply Jews.
Those few moments bespoke a strength
that is indestructible and eternal.
‘Didan Notzach’ - ‘Victory shall be ours’.
We will prevail.



Nechama, Itchy and Zeldie join me in
wishing you and yours a Shana Tova.
May we merit lasting peace in Israel
and the world over in a world perfected
and redeemed.
Rabbi Moishe New

* For the reader interested in understanding the underlying causes of Israel's responses to Arab aggression and terrorism, please go to our website,
www.themtc.com. Under 'audio' look for the lecture given August 16, 2006 entitled 'Israel Today - What is Happening To Us?'.
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Dear Editor,

W

hile a student abroad in the early ’70’s,
I found my way to a chapel in a local
convalescent home for a Shabbos-Yontif.
As I arrived, one of the infirmed, wheelchair-bound
residents, a man easily in his 80’s who had clearly
been a victim of a major stroke, was receiving an
aliyah. They brought the Torah down close to him
and the sha’liach tzi’bor (not unlike Rabbi New
with those of us who need it) enunciated each
word of the blessings, which the old Yid repeated
in garbled moans and grunts as he obviously had
lost any power of speech. Admittedly, I thought
little of this unfortunate scene, which I (in my
youthful myopia) could but chalk-up to age, infirmity and normal life-cycle trials and tribulations.
But I watched the old man carefully through
Musaf, imagining what could have brought him
here through the years, now alone, in pain and
unable to express verbally the fearful emotions
incarcerated within his fate of silence. His upper
torso shook wistfully from time to time; a fellowresident would say a few words to him in Yiddish,
to which he would shake his head in response;
people helped put his tallis back on when it fell off;
and everyone respectfully ignored the flow of
guttural sounds which constituted prayer.
Then came the first Kaddish – and in a
thunderous, crystal-clear voice, towering and
reverberating above the heads of the fifteen or so
of us standing there, this Yid pronounced (I can’t
think of a better verb) a Kaddish in which each
word was trumpeted and resonated, as if a declaration communicated from Sinai. I was absolutely
thunderstruck (I remember the image that then
crossed my mind, of the Israelites at the base of
Sinai on That Day). The chapel became an echochamber for the awesome lament of one alteh-Yid…
I, had become speechless…and my astonishment
only grew with each successive Kaddish.
At the end of the services, I approached the
old man on my way out and wished him a
“Git-Shabbos, Git Yontef” to which he responded
with an acknowledging nod and a mouthed, recip-
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rocated greeting. I turned to leave, but came back
to him (oh, the chutzpah of youth) and asked (in
my broken Mama-Loschen from grade school):
“Inschuldick-mir, ober ich darf ihr freigen – Fin
va’met kimt a’zah schti’meh…und nor fe’Kaddish?
(My apologies, but I am compelled to ask you –
from where – from what depths – how do you find
such a voice…and only for Kaddish?).
The old Yid was really taken aback. He looked
at me, started to cry and tried to babble a reply
which, no matter how hard I tried, was completely
incomprehensible to me. He grabbed me gently by
both fore-arms, shook me repeatedly and kept
repeating words, phrases, sounds…which I could
simply not decipher. His frustration and angst
multiplied, and my regret at having created such
stress for him grew equally. He went on and on,
while all I could grasp from him was
“Kinder…zich’rin…Kiddish…Kedhusim…??? The
tension was palpable and I felt that I had, in my
puerile zealousness, done this poor Yid a great
wrong…Then it hit me!
I asked him (as best I could) – “Zie hoben
doch’geleibt und ihr Kaddish ist a zih’chrin auf
alleh fin untzereh Kedoishim –ihr eintze’geh vorten
ge’bentched fin der Eibershter?” (You survived and
your Kaddish is a memorial to all of our brethren
who died sanctifying the name of the L-rd – your
only remaining words blessed by the Al-mighty?).
His joy was overwhelming…He hugged me
fervently…We sat for an interminable amount of
time…in absolute silence…hand-in-hand…I flew
home that Monday.
It strikes me…these many years later…how
wondrous, menschlich, respectful and profoundly
expressive of true piety, continuity it would surely
be if, when Kaddish was recited at the MTC, the
babble would cease and one could otherwise hear
pin drop…along with the gentle flutter of Divinelyinspired wings and the whispered blessings of all
departed souls.
Mi’choel ben Yis’roel

LOU AND JOEY ADLER LEARNING INSTITUTE FALL AND WINTER COURSE SCHEDULE
SUNDAY

TUESDAY CONT’D

THURSDAY

8:00 – 9:00 am

6:30 pm

6:00 -7:00 am

Rashi Sichos

Torah Class

Chassidus

In-depth textual study of the
Rebbe’s Rashi sichos.
Instructor: Rabbi New

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
For students. Instructor: Rabbi New

In-depth, textual study, selected from
the broad-based array of Chassidic writings.
Instructor: Rabbi New

9:40 – 10:00 am

7:30 - 8:30 pm

12:30 - 1:30 pm

Living Torah

Tanya

Lunch & Learn

Screening of a DVD magazine
on the weekly Torah portion.

The primary, classic work of Chabad chassidus
- a blend of mysticism, philosophy & psychology.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi New

8:00 - 9:00 pm

12:30 – 1:30 pm

Torah Class

JLI Courses

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi New

See back page.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

8:30 – 9:30 pm

Likutei Sichos
In private homes. For men.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

MONDAY

1:45 - 2:45 pm

8:30 - 9:00 pm

6:45 – 7:25 am

Understanding Davening

Halacha

Parsha

LISAK GROUP

Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

The foundations of Jewish law
and its practical applications.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

8:30 - 9:30 pm

Talmud

WEDNESDAY

Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

8:20 - 9:00 am

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
In private homes.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

12:30 – 1:30 pm

Likutei Torah

Textual study related to the weekly Torah portion.
Instructor: Rabbi Moishe New

8:15 – 9:00 am

Lunch and Learn

DR. JACOB TINK

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

6:00 – 7:00 pm

Tanya
The primary, classic work of Chabad chassidus
- a blend of mysticism, philosophy & psychology.
For men. Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

7:30 – 8:30 pm

JLI Courses
See back page.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

Chassidic discourses by
the Alter Rebbe, founder of Chabad.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

Torah Class
A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
For women. Instructor: Rabbi New

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

Lunch and Learn
Diesel/Seymour Alper Inc. alternatively
A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi New

Likutei Torah
Chassidic discourses by
the Alter Rebbe, founder of Chabad.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

12:00 - 1:00 pm

Lunch and Learn
At the MTC
A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
By reservation. Call our office.
Instructor: Rabbi New

8:15 – 9:00 am
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

6:45 – 7:25 am

8:20 - 9:00 am

In-depth, textual study, selected from
the broad-based array of Chassidic writings.
Instructor: Rabbi New

MARTINI PRODUCTIONS

12:00 - 1:00 pm

Textual study related to the
weekly Torah portion.
Instructor: Rabbi New

6:00 -7:00 am

Talmud

12:00 - 1:00 pm

TUESDAY
Parsha

FRIDAY
Chassidus

10:30 - 11:30 am

Lunch and Learn

Torah Class

12:00 - 1:00 pm

Lunch & Learn

C & C PACKING

A discussion on: the Torah portion
of the week, current events or holidays.
Instructor: Rabbi New

SHABBOS
8:00 - 9:00 am

Chassidus

JLI Courses

In-depth, textual study, selected from
the broad-based array of Chassidic writings.
Instructor: Rabbi New

See back page.
Instructor: Rabbi New

Forty-five minutes before Mincha

8:00 – 9:00 pm

8:30 – 10:00 pm

Parsha

Advanced Talmud

A discussion on the Torah portion of the week.
For women. Instructor: Rabbi New

Textual study of Talmud with commentaries.
For men.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan

Halacha
Textual study of Jewish law. For men.
Instructor: Rabbi Kaplan
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MTC’S
Thank you!
SPONSORS OF THE DAY
September 1

Ben and Penny Cohen in honour of
their wedding anniversary

April 3

Andy and Ali Kastner in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Alexa

Tishrei 7

Shmuel and Chani Gniwisch in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Shaina

April 28

Robert and Shari Kahan in honour of
the birthday of their son Zachary

Tishrei 12

Shmuel and Chani Gniwisch in honour of
the birthday of their son Yosef

Nisan 15

Michael and Marcia Flinker in honour of
the yarzeit of Mr. Issie Flinker, of blessed memory

Tishrei 17

Stanley and Carole Satov in honour of
the yarzeit of Mr. Sam Pockrass, of blessed memory

Nisan 17

Philip and Edie Friedman in honour of
the yarzeit of Mrs. Lucy Friedman, of blessed memory

Tishrei 26

Hershel and Ronna Zelman in honour of
the yarzeit of Mr. Zev Zelman, of blessed memory

May 15

Robert and Shari Kahan in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Alexandra

October 13

Marcia and Michael Flinker in honour of
their wedding anniversary

Iyar 7

Stanley and Carole Satov in honour of
the yarzeit of Mrs. Miriam Satov, of blessed memory

October 24

Howard and Gloria Richman in honour of
Mr. Reuben Richman’s birthday

Iyar 12

Stanley and Carole Satov in honour of the yarzeit
of Mrs. Dorothy Pockrass, of blessed memory

Cheshvan 23 David and Laurie Puterman in honour of
Ateret Malka’s birthday

Iyar 16

Martin and Joelle Sacksner in honour of the yarzeit of
Mr. Yaakov Dovid ben Moshe Chaim, of blessed memory

December 17 Ben and Penny Cohen in honour of
Peter Cohen’s birthday

Iyar 23

David and Laurie Puterman in honour Yehuda’s birthday

Sivan 1

Shaya and Tuky Treitel in honour of the yarzeit of
Menashe ben Yitzchok Mayer, of blessed memory

Sivan 17

Shmuel and Chani Gniwisch in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Chaya Mushka

Sivan 21

David and Laurie Puterman in honour of
Yisroel Yitzchak’s birthday

Sivan 22

Ronald Pearl in honour of
the yarzeit of Mrs. Goldie Pearl, of blessed memory

July 5

Lee and Vickie Karls in honour of
the birthday of their son Evan

July 24

Henry and Gail Karp in honour of
the birthday of their son Richard

December 19 Henry and Gail Karp in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Ashley
Kislev 21

Steven and Leslie Sonnenstein in honour of
their wedding anniversary

Kislev 22

David and Laurie Puterman in honour of
Ovadia Shalom’s birthday

Tevet 21

Shmuel and Chani Gniwisch in honour of
the birthday of their son Moshe Yisroel

Shevat 23

The Adler family in honour of
the yarzeit of Mr. Lou Adler, of blessed memory

February 3

Lee and Vickie Karls in honour of
his wife Vickie’s birthday

July 27

Lee and Vickie Karls in honour of Lee’s birthday

February 5

Lee and Vickie Karls in honour of
the birthday of their son Austin

Tamuz 12

Hershel and Ronna Zelman in honour of
the yarzeit of Mrs. Minnie Zelman, of blessed memory

March 1

Robert and Shari Kahan in honour of
the birthday of their daughter Samantha

Tamuz 18

Henri Bybelezer in honour of Peggy’s birthday

March 5

Michael and Marcia Flinker in honour of
Michael’s birthday

August 26

Lee and Vickie Karls in honour of
the birthday of their son Spencer

March 24

Andy and Ali Kastner in honour of the birthday
of their son and daughter, Ashley and Blake

Av 24

Hershel and Ronna Zelman in honour of
the yarzeit of Mrs. Hinda Zemish, of blessed memory

Adar 7

Corey and Karen Eisenberg in honour of the yarzeit Elul 10
of Mr. Stanley Ralph Eisenberg, of blessed memory
Elul 15
Marilyn Belzberg in honour of the yarzeit of
her father, Mr. Sam Belzberg, of blessed memory
Elul 12
David and Laurie Puterman in honour of
Laurie’s birthday

Adar 10
Adar 15
Adar II, 26

Shaya and Tuky Treitel in honour of the yarzeit
of Tzivia bas Yekusiel Yehuda, of blessed memory
David and Laurie Puterman in honour of
David’s birthday
Stanley and Carole Satov in honour of
the yarzeit of Mr. Richard Satov, of blessed memory

Martin Halickman in honour of the yarzeit of
Mr. Isadore Halickman, of blessed memory

All MTC activities and programs on that particular day are attributed to the day’s sponsor.
Each sponsorship is recognized on our website; in our weekly Mosaic Express and in this magazine.
The sponsorship amount is $1800 per day and is billed annually,
creating a consistent form of annuity contributing to MTC’s financial stability.
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To become an MTC Sponsor, please call Itchy.

All In The Family

W

hen the judge gave the Jewish community
of Cordoba, Argentina, ten days to find a
home for three abandoned children or
they would be given into the care of a local
church-run children’s shelter, Chabad representatives Rabbi Yossi and Chana Turk made a decision
that altered the course of their lives.
They adopted Gavriel, 6, Nicola, 4, and
Candelaria, 2.
Now instead of
eight children, the Turks
have eleven.
When the Turks
went to pick up the
Perlmutter children,
state shelter workers
had one request. The
sneakers the children
were wearing should be
returned. They were
shelter property.

families and Israeli backpackers. “It is caring for
three children who have been neglected. It takes a
lot of time and dedication. Trying to keep a tranquil
home is not easy.”
Tantrums are to be expected from children who
have been through such upheaval, and Gavriel,
Nicola and Candelaria throw plenty. Stressed but
resourceful, the Turks noted that the children possessed a gift for music.
They have hired music
and art teachers to
draw on their strengths
and a tutor for Gavriel
who has never been in a
normal school setting.
Weekly consultations
with a psychologist
have helped, too.

Not only do the new
Turk children require
special handling, the
Turks’ biological children have had to
At the doorway of
adjust. “They cannot be
Rabbi Yossi and Chana Turk
the shelter, the children
made to feel like they
L-R: Gavriel, Nicola and Candelaria, soon after adoption
were apprehensive. The
have been replaced,”
children had never met the rabbi, but what said Rabbi Turk. Story-time and tuck in time are
captured their attention was the Turk’s twelve- twice as long at the Turk home now. The couple
year-old son. In their short lives, after their father has rearranged their schedule to give each child
died and their mother had abandoned them, after one-on-one time.
being jostled from aunts to uncles to distant
relatives who could not care for them, the three
Government aid for the children amounts to
children had never seen a young boy wearing a $50 per month–total.
kippa and tzitzit. They stared, but with him in sight,
the children were willing to accompany the Turks
Talk to Rabbi Turk and the focus is not on his
home. Little did they know that this young boy family’s sacrifice, nor on the stunning generosity
would soon be the one they would call “brother.”
of spirit required to take in and raise three children, shaken by unknown repercussions of abuse
First stop, the shoe store.
and emotional trauma. Rabbi Turk recounts the
miraculous providence that helped him receive
Basic hygiene was unknown to the children. official sanction to bring the children home.
All three were still in diapers. Regular baths, hair
combing, thrice-daily meals, all that children
Before the three children could start their new
take for granted was new. Even the existence of lives, the Turks had to pass an evaluation by a
children’s books was a revelation. Leaping from state-sponsored psychologist. With eight kids of
neglect to care seems a fairy tale ending but the their own, doubtless the Turks had plenty of expechallenge has only begun.
rience. But would they, an already large family,
qualify? Chana Turk worried.
“The difficulty is not in quantity of children,”
said Rabbi Turk who welcomes 40 people to his
On the appointed date, the psychologist greetShabbat table each week, mostly poor Argentine ed them with a warm smile. “Rabbi Turk, don’t you

Reprinted from
ChabadCordoba.org

Tantrums are to be
expected from children
who have been through
such upheaval, and
Gavriel, Nicola and
Candelaria throw plenty.
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All In The Family
(cont’d)
remember me?” she said. Rabbi Turk drew a blank
and asked the psychologist to fill him in on the
connection. Six years ago, when the Turks celebrated
their tenth year in Cordoba, Argentina’s second
largest city, a ten hours’ drive from Buenos Aires,
the Jewish senator who was attending the
banquet brought a guest, who was none other
than the psychologist.
“Six years ago, the Divine Providence that
brought the children to us had already begun,”
says Rabbi Turk.

The children today.

Family

Sukkah

Party !

Thursday, October 12
5:30-7:30 pm
(rain or shine)

• Fun Arts & Crafts
• Exciting Entertainment
• Delicious Supper
Paid reservations before Oct 6, noon – $5 per person, after - $10 per person
Call 514-739-0770 or reserve online www.themtc.com

CO-CHAIRS JILL ABERMAN & SIGAL WEIZMANN
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Stay tuned for details on our upcoming, exciting programs !
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The Last, Precious Gift
by JOANNIE TANSKY

N

o one understands death. It is unfathomable. It is a mystery. It is incomprehensible
and devastating. It is also part of life.
Just as Torah guides us on how
to live as a Jew, so to does it guide
us on how to die as a Jew. Our
souls continue their journey long
after they have left this world and
those left behind play an integral
part of that journey – beginning
with the funeral and burial. (see
chabad.org: From Life to Life)
How one lived their life vis-àvis religion has no bearing at the
time of death. It is the great equalizer. Everyone is entitled to, and
should have, the most honorable
and respectful Jewish burial.

She told me that
most people, religious or
not, know very little,
if anything, about this
ritual, so I should not feel
in any way uneducated.

Although this is a topic that
most people shy away from, and
rightly so, there are things that one
should be aware of before tragedy
happens. At the time of the death
of a loved one, most people are
in no mental or physical condition to entertain
decisions, save for the time and place of the funeral.
Before you continue reading know two things:
Everything that happens in one’s life is Divine
Providence. Nothing happens in mere happenstance. So, if what you are about to read makes
you feel culpable in any way, put these thoughts
aside. What you did not know was not in your
control, nor, in fact, were you supposed to know it
until this moment. Now that you are reading this
article and you will obtain knowledge you did not
possess it is because Providence has deemed it
such. What you do with it is entirely in your hands.
And finally, this is not meant to be a depressing
article. It is intended to be informative, educational
and enlightening.


Up until nine years ago I gave absolutely no
thought as to what happens to a person from
when they pass away to when one sits in the
funeral home looking at a box (called in Hebrew,
the aron). That time frame was not part of my
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lexicon. Then one day I read the most incredible
essay, which we published in the Mosaic, entitled
Clothing of the Soul by Varda Branfman1. The article dealt with tahara, the ritual cleansing and
bathing of the dead, dressing the body in shrouds
- tachrichim and finally resting it in the coffin. It
is the preparation for the burial.
I thought about the article for a few months. It
flirted with the little I knew about funerals, skipping into my consciousness when I would least
expect it. I decided to do a bit of research as to
whether there existed an independent, volunteer
group in Montreal who also performs this task.
I found out her name but it took another couple of
months until I mustered the courage to call her.
I don’t know why I was so nervous about the call;
after all, I wasn’t actually going to do anything
except ask questions.
While dialing her number I kind of hoped she
would not be home so I could leave a message and
not really have to speak. She answered the phone
in a kind, soft voice. “Hello”, she said. “Hi”, I replied.
“It’s Joannie Tansky and, well, um, I read an article
about tahara recently and wondered, uh, well,
if you could tell me a bit more about what it is.”
“It’s so nice that you called”, she answered. I was
pleasantly surprised by her reaction to my call. It
was in the same vein as the article. Gentle. She
sensitively explained to me how she got involved
and how she recruited others. She told me that
most people, religious or not, know very little, if
anything, about this ritual, so I should not feel in
any way uneducated. Furthermore, it is not something that is openly revealed even by those who do
know. She explained that she was sending over a
small booklet for me to read and I was to call her
in a few days with any questions.
Truthfully, after reading the booklet I had no
questions. It was very straightforward, explaining
in detail what must be done, how and when. A
week later I called her back. “What happens if
I decide that I want to do a tahara?” I asked. “I will
call you,” she said. We left it at that.

The Call
It’s interesting how life works. I finally got ‘the
call’ two weeks before the birth of my first grandchild, very close to Shavuos. It was 10:30 on a
regular Tuesday morning. “We have to do a tahara

at noon. Can you come?” “I guess so,” I murmured. “Thank you so much. Can you be outside
at 11:45? We’ll pick you up then.” Thankfully I was
very busy at work as there was a class which I was
taping so the time flew by. It was as if she had
called and two minutes later I was waiting outside.
There were three of us in the van; two women
in the front and me in the back. Their conversation
was mundane, mine was nil. I was given three
sheets of paper stapled together, essentially a
small synopsis of the booklet I had previously read,
including all the appropriate blessings. They
explained what I had to say when we got there and
they would instruct me as to the rest.
Absolutely nothing can prepare a person to see
death. Suffice it to say it is one of those things
that will remain etched in my memory forever.
In the article ‘Clothing of the Soul’, a person
who has died is compared to an infant, helpless
and at your complete mercy. What struck me while
watching the women perform the tahara was the
kindness, tenderness and dignity given to the body.
They followed the booklet to the exact letter of the
law, working quietly and efficiently. The whole
procedure took an hour.
What the booklet did not prepare me for was
the end, after the body is clothed in tachrichim,
(the shrouds). I realized that these women were
preparing a soul, a neshoma, to meet her Maker. All
of the rituals were for a Divine purpose and they
clearly understood their profound responsibility.
It took me a few hours to come back to myself
after that first time. I could not share the experience with anyone, nor, frankly, did I want to. I told
one of the women when we were through that
I hoped Moshiach would come immediately so
neither I, nor she would ever have to do this again.
Amen, amen, was her sincere reply.

The Explanation
Tahara shows the utmost respect for the
deceased and is not merely an old custom or tradition, rather it is an absolute requirement of Jewish
law. Women perform a tahara on women, men on
men. There are usually four women present and
no one speaks unless it is to ask a question or give
directives. There is one woman who leads, usually

the most experienced. Before beginning there are
prayers recited asking for forgiveness for any sins
the deceased may have committed, praying that
Hashem guard her and grant her eternal peace and
asking her as well to forgive us if we inadvertently
cause her any spiritual harm or discomfort.
Everything is done exactly as it has been for
centuries, as quickly, efficiently and gently as
possible. The body is never fully uncovered, giving
unqualified dignity and respect
to the deceased.
The mechanics of the
tahara are precise. One always
begins washing the body on
the right side, which, as stated
in the Kabbalah, is the side that
represents kindness. Once the
body has been fully washed, it
is immersed in a mikvah three
times. It is then dried and
dressed in tachrichim. They
should be simple and preferably handmade of muslin, cotton or linen. ‘Her
final clothing is symbolic of the priestly garments,
with white pants, a long shirt, a top coat, belt,
apron, head and face covering. The face is covered
like that of a bride under the canopy, hidden from
the outside world in order to connect with G-d
Above and oneself below. And to symbolize the
purity and innocence, the deceased, like the bride,
is dressed completely in white.’ 2
Dressing the deceased in traditional tachrichim
is so important and the meaning so profound, that
Jewish law insists that the funeral be postponed
until proper tachrichim are obtained, or even made
– even though the same Code of Jewish law
normally prohibits any unnecessary delays before
the funeral. ‘… Jewish tradition recognizes the
democracy of death. It therefore demands that all
Jews be buried in the same type of garment.
Wealthy or poor, all are equal before G-d, and that
which determines their reward is not what they
wear, but what they are. Nineteen hundred years
ago, Rabbi Gamaliel instituted this practice so that
the poor would not be shamed and the wealthy
would not vie with each other in displaying the
costliness of the burial clothes.’ 3

It took me a few hours to
come back to myself after
that first time. I could
not share the experience
with anyone, nor, frankly,
did I want to.

Finally, earth from Israel is sprinkled into the
aron, the body is then gently placed inside and
the lid is put on.
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The Last, Precious Gift
(cont’d)
Jewish law is unequivocal in its insistence that
the body, in its entirety, be returned to the earth, in
a way that allows for the natural process of its
decomposition and re-integration with its primordial source-the soil of which it was
formed. It also insists that in the
interim between death and interment,
the integrity and dignity of the body
be respected and preserved. Thus
Torah law forbids embalming the
body, viewing it or cremating it.
I have kept a diary for the past twelve
years. I wrote the following in
February, 2004 following a tahara:
“I have had the merit to be in the
Chevra Kadisha (Burial Society) for
almost five years. You never get used
to it. It never becomes, oh, another
tahara. Quite the opposite; the more
involved one becomes, the more one
realizes how sacred, how holy this
ritual is.

This is one of the
reasons that Jewish law
stipulates that the
burial be done as soon
as humanly possible.
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Although the body is cold, when
pouring the ritual water I always
cringe at the thought that perhaps the person
does feel something. You want to be so, so
gentle, keeping their dignity in tact. One is
very cognizant of the fact that the soul is still
aware, hovering close to the body until after
the funeral. Yet, with all of this I managed to
keep my emotional distance - until today.

to be softly singing a niggun (Chassidic
melody). Somehow a niggun is the bridge
between this world and the next. Thinking
about it, that’s what I would have wanted to
give this woman– a sweet, soft niggun. She
needed a soothing woman’s voice. Although
the tahara is performed with the utmost
respect, things in the last few moments on
this earth are very physical; we’re still busy
with business from this world. I thank G-d
that I had the merit to be a part of it and pray
that she finds true peace wherever she is...”

In Closing…
According to the spiritual traditions of Judaism
articulated in the Talmud and Kabbalah, the soul
does not completely leave this world until after the
burial. Thus, the period from death to interment is
very bewildering for the soul, for it is in a vulnerable
state of transition, disconnected from both the past
and the future. This is one of the reasons that
Jewish law stipulates that the burial be done as
soon as humanly possible. Postponing the burial
beyond the day of death, unless Jewish law so
mandates, is to unwittingly relegate the soul to
unnecessary suffering.
Indeed, the fact that Jewish tradition treats the
soul of the deceased as aware and as a real person,
is in itself a comfort and help in this most difficult
time for those who are close to him or her. To do
things in a way comforting to the deceased is therefore comforting to those who care for him or her.4

Although I had had quite a few private, deep
conversations with her, I didn’t really know
who she was. She fiercely safeguarded her
privacy. She exuded nobility that is inbred.
You can’t teach someone to be regal. What
struck me during the tahara was that this
woman, in her death, was still regal, still
dignified and still guarding her secrets.

An individual is always accompanied by other
Jews during every rite of passage in Jewish observance. Our religion is soothing, helps console the
living and accompanies the deceased. All we have
to do is tap into the incredible resources given to
us in the Torah, which have remained constant for
over three thousand years and we benefit - in
times of joy and in times of sadness.

After we finished I sat in my car for a long
time. I thought about many things – what
had transpired in my own life the past few
years, months and even days. And then
I thought if this were my last five minutes
what would I do? I didn’t know. Say Shema,
recite a prayer, thank G-d for all that He has
given me? Maybe all of the above. Whatever
I did though, I realized I would like someone

Some of what was written in this article is
personal, some is Jewish law and some is rooted
in the Kabbalah. All three are united in the holy
and sanctified ritual of tahara. I am privileged to
be part of a link of Jewish women involved in a
tradition thousands of years old.
I think of my grandmothers when I do a tahara.
I think of those who died al Kiddush Hashem, for


the sanctification of His name, throughout our
history, of those who perished in the Holocaust
and of those women whose families were simply
not aware of this ritual. I also think how remarkable it is and how fortunate we are that G-d
endowed us with a gift to be able to help our loved
ones as they pass from this world to the next.
Tikkun olam – heal the world. Tikkun neshoma
– heal the soul. Both of these statements are
within and beyond our grasp, for it is G-d who
runs the world and ultimately His will is truly a
mystery. All we can do is use the knowledge we
were so graciously and benevolently given to
enrich our lives and those of our loved ones.
May we all live to see a time, which G-d
promised us, where illness will be eradicated and
death will be erased forever, a time when we will
be united with all of our loved ones. May that time
happen immediately, without delay.

This article is dedicated to five women, of
blessed memory, all of whom added their own
special light to the world in life and in death. They
were part of the MTC family, were joined together in
their love of Yiddishkeit and in battling their
diseases. They died within three years of each other.
May they all be good advocates on high on behalf
of all of their loved ones, bringing down His
blessings for all that is good, materially and
spiritually. They are:
Masha Rosenfeld
Goldie Pearl
Roz Sirzyk
Aniko Galambos
Hinda Bizem
ALEIHEN HASHALOM

If you have any questions or comments please
feel free to contact Rabbi New, rabbinew@themtc.com
or me, henya@themtc.com.

Sources
1. Reprinted from Taharah: A Personal Look at the Jewish Way of Death and Burial
2. From One World to the Next, by Sara Esther Crispe
3. The Jewish Way in Death and Mourning, by Maurice Lamm
4. Soul Talk, Chabad.org

P R AY E R S E R V I C E S

WEEKDAYS
Morning Service - 7:30 followed by breakfast
Evening Services (Mincha and Maariv) – Schedule
varies, please call our office or visit our website.
SHABBAT & HOLIDAYS
Evening Service at Candle Lighting Time
Morning Service – 9:00
Followed by a Kiddush/luncheon
SUNDAY MORNINGS & LEGAL HOLIDAYS
9:00 followed by breakfast
SHABBAT & HOLIDAY YOUTH PROGRAMS
9:30-12:00
Stories, games, songs, prayer, snacks - ages 3-11
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Sympathies

MTC EXPRESSES ITS DEEPEST SYMPATHIES TO
The Aberman and Shouela families
on the passing of Mr. Ezekiel Shouela

Norman Miller on the passing
of his wife, Mrs. Judi Miller

The Baran and Goldwax families
on the passing of Mr. Julius Baran

Shirley Milstein on the passing
of her mother, Mrs. Pearl Deuitch

Mort and Linda Besner on the passing
of Linda’s mother, Mrs. Sylvia Liederman

The Rodal family on the passing
of their daughter and sister, Raizel Rodal

The Blidner and Hildebrand families on
the passing of Alana

The Suss family on the passing
of Mr. Marcus Suss

The Bizem family on the passing
of Mrs. Hinda Bizem

Baruch Smith on the passing
of his father, Mr. Jack Smith

The Chankowsky and Winterstein families
on the passing of Mr. Michael Winterstein

The Stein family on the passing
of Mr. David Stein

The Cobrin, Davis and Wellen Families
on the passing of Mr. Louis Wellen

The Wiltzer and Pellat families
on the passing of Mrs. Eva Wiltzer

Mrs. Mary Colodny on the passing
of her sister, Mrs. Doris Weiner
The Galambos and Gotlzer families
on the passing of Mrs. Aniko Galambos
The Glazer family on the passing
of Mr. Harry Glazer
Julie Gniwisch on the passing
of her mother, Mrs. Rose Schwartz

Bassie and Chaim Treitel, Mrs. Sarah Shemtov, the
Shemtov and Duchman families on the passing of
Reb Mendel Shemtov, (Bassie’s father) of blessed
memory. Reb Mendel was a much beloved and
respected figure in the international world of
Lubavitch and a dear friend of the MTC.
May they be spared further sorrow
and know only of simchas.

Faces

We, Israel are a single being with many millions of faces.
Know this, for there is no way around it:
Whatever one of us is eating, all of us chew it with him.
When one of us does an act of G-dly beauty, all of us participate.
If one of us is suffereing, all of us share in that pain.
When one rejoices, all of us dance and sing.
None of us can say to the other, “It is your fault!”
All of us share the blame for each other’s failures.
And even more so, we share the benefits of each other’s good deeds.
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From Genocide to Rebirth

The author and two IDF soldiers

The following describes an emotion-filled journey
that I, along with Bruce Welik experienced as part of
the 2006 March of the Living. I witnessed with my
own eyes the aftermath of the horrors and suffering
of the Jews in Krakow, Aushwitz-Birkenau and
Majdanek. I saw firsthand the barracks, gas chambers
and crematoriums where countless Jews perished...

F

or me, the trip truly reached another level
with the visit to the Terezienstadt (Terezin)
ghetto in Prague, Czech Republic. I was not
prepared for what I saw there. Terezin served as
a propaganda machine for the Red Cross. It was
misrepresented to the entire world as a selfgoverned Jewish settlement where Jews worked
in “relative comfort.” The truth, however, was that
Terezin was a place of extreme suffering, deportation and inhumane conditions. What was most
incredible about Terezin is that it also demonstrated
the courage and never-ending struggle of the
Jewish people to find faith. This was extremely
evident when we entered a tiny, damp, hidden
synagogue (discovered recently after the 2002
floods) with prayers scrolled on the walls. Prayers
such as “Da Lefnei Mi Ata Omed (Know Who
Before You Are Standing),” “Ani Hashem Elokecha
(I Am Your L-rd G-d),” “Shma-Yisrael,” and “Im
Eshcachech Yerushalayim.” (If I forget thee
Jerusalem) It was then and there that I realized
how strong the Jewish faith and spiritual need of
the prisoners was; they risked their lives to hide and
pray to Hashem. While I watched Bruce put on his
tefillin and pray for the souls of the dead and the
continuous courage of the living, I thought to
myself how fortunate we are to not have to hide
our identity.

As the trip continued, this thought was
reinforced with an incredible show of patriotism.
We encountered ten thousand Israelis in Prague
cheering and singing in the streets while supporting the Maccabi basketball team, playing for
the European Cup. Incidentally, the game was
rescheduled for early Friday afternoon, in order not to conflict with
Shabbath. The celebration continued back in our hotel, where
300 supporters, accompanied
by several Israeli Lubavitchers,
gathered for a Shabbath dinner.
Emotions and spirits were flying
high – “Am Yisrael Chai”!!! In this
moment, I thought to myself,
what a contrast. Just a few hours
earlier, I was imagining the struggles of numerous Jews as they
piled into a hidden synagogue,
praying for their lives in silence,
while 60 years later, in the exact
same location, thousands of
Maccabi supporters cheered
loudly in the streets.

by SARA ELDOR

Bruce Welik

“Am Yisrael Chai” was again
demonstrated upon our arrival in
Israel. On Yom Hazikaron, we
were all humbled as we stood in
complete silence to pay respect
and commemorate the courage
and strength of the soldiers who
fought to give the Jewish people
a home. I was fortunate enough
to visit my old elementary school
in Ramat Gan and attend a ceremony conducted
by first graders dressed up in white and blue,
confidently singing songs of hope. I was brought
to tears. This emotional day culminated with a
visit to Har Hertzel (a burial site of soldiers and
dignitaries) and prayers at the Kotel.
On Yom Hatzmaout, my Hebrew birthday, the
sight of thousands of Jews gathering together
waving Israeli flags, singing, dancing and rejoicing,
led me to realize how far we have come, MESHOA
LE’TKUMA (from genocide to rebirth).
– Am Yisrael Chai –
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He Commands Legions
by JOSEPH TELUSHKIN
Reprinted from THE FORWARD
Rabbi Telushkin was ordained at
Yeshiva University in New York,
pursued graduate studies in Jewish
history at Columbia University
and is a prolific author.

Convention of the Rebbe’s emissaries

“We reminded the
Rebbe of that,” Krinsky
answered, “He, of course,
remembered, but he
insisted that we ask
your father.”

I

t often occurred to me when Rabbi Menachem
Mendel Schneerson was alive, that he was the
one person, aside from the Israeli Prime
Minister and the Israeli military’s chief of staff,
who commanded a Jewish army. Who else in
Jewish life could instruct a young man or a young
couple to go to a specific remote city and live there
possibly for the rest of their lives – and still
be obeyed?
Most people who
grow up frum do not end
up in Nashville, Tenn, or
in Columbia S.C or in any
of the other relatively
small cities in which the
Rebbe determined there
was a possibility for
Jewish growth. It is the
natural tendency of most
observant
Jews
to
remain in a community
made up of people with
like-minded views and
lifestyles. The Rebbe, whose 12th yarzeit we observe
June 29, realized that such a view amounted to
giving up the possibility that the large majority of
American Jews would ever be exposed to a vibrant
and joyous halachic Judaism.
My father, Shlomo Telushkin, of blessed
memory, served for nearly 50 years as an accountant both to the Rebbe and earlier to his beloved
father-in-law, Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneersohn.
He told me once of a conversation at which
he had been present during which the discussion
focused on the fact that the European rabbinic
leadership had for so long written off America
as a treif median – an unkosher country – and
did all within its power to discourage Jews –
particularly knowledgeable committed Jews – from
going there.
One of the consequences of this behaviour
was that American Jews as a group were, for a long
time, quite Jewishly ignorant. The elder Rabbi
Schneersohn quoted the biblican verse, “our fathers
sinned but they are no more”, indicating his disapproval of the stance taken by earlier European rabbis.
The Rebbe devoted much, if not most, of his
efforts to undoing the ignoring of – and ignorance
of – American Jewry. And he also concerned him-
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self with every Jew. Indeed, one thing that has
struck me about Lubavitch in so many of the
communities I have visited is that to Chabad there
are no unimportant Jews.
True, all knowledgeable Jews are aware that
the Talmud teaches that each life is of infinite
value, but personally – and I say this with shame
because it applies to me too – I know few people
who constantly live their lives by this teaching.
Almost all of us have a tendency to ignore the less
dynamic and professionally successful, but the
movement generated by the Rebbe is remarkable in
the energy it expends on those people that most of
the community find expendable.
Whether it’s attending to the burial needs of an
unfamous and unwealthy person, or helping a
family to kasher its kitchen, Lubavitch is there. This
reflects on the goodness of so many shluchim, but
it most assuredly reflects on the goodness of the
man who was their model Jew.
As I know from my own family experience, the
Rebbe didn’t only concern himself with the masses, he concerned himself with individuals. In June
1986, while the Rebbe was still in good health, my
father suffered a serious stroke, one from which he
never fully recovered. For several days he lay in a
hospital bed in a coma, and I was with him when
he awoke from his coma.
During those days, we were receiving calls
twice daily from the Rebbe’s office asking about
my father’s condition. “The Rebbe wants to know,”
we were always told. A few days later, I received a
call from Rabbi Yehuda Krinsky, the Rebbe secretary and spokesman. He told me that an accounting issue had come up, and the Rebbe had said,
“Ask Shlomo.” Hence, the call to me.
“But you know how sick and disoriented my
father is?” I protested.
“We reminded the Rebbe of that,” Krinsky
answered, “He, of course, remembered, but he
insisted that we ask your father.”
I immediately went back to my father’s room,
and posed the question to him. He looked at me,
puzzled, and said the answer was obvious, and he
told it to me.

At that moment, I experienced a profound
sense of the Rebbe’s deep humanity. He made a
calculation and asked my father a question that he
knew my father would be able to answer. Sitting
there in his Brooklyn office at 770 Eastern Parkway
and dealing with the issues confronting American
and world Jewry, he had the moral imagination to
feel the pain of one individual, my father, lying in
a hospital bed, partially paralyzed, wondering if he
would ever again be productive.
And so the Rebbe asked
him a question, and by doing
so reminded my father that he
was still needed, and could still
be of service. This episode
moved me when it happened
20 years ago, and moves me
even more profoundly as
I write it now.
It is 12 years since the Rebbe’s passing.
Outreach is a term with which we are all familiar
– there is even an association of Jewish Outreach
Professionals – but the Rebbe was the one who
first saw and articulated the need for outreach, the
first to start sending out large numbers of people.

in New York in the early 1920’s, she was sure she
was witnessing the last generation of Orthodox
Jews in the United States. The reason? She knew
many Jews who had grown up observant and who
had left it, but none who grew up non-observant
and who embraced a life of tradition.
If today the observant community is vibrant,
and if many non-observant Jews are choosing to
lead more active Jewish lives, it
is, in large measure, because of
the work done by the Rebbe.
He helped change the whole
direction of Jewish life, something that is achieved only by
the rarest of individuals.
An old Oregon proverb
teaches that you can only
measure the height of an evergreen tree after it has been cut
down. Twelve years ago, the Rebbe was cut down.
And yet now, another miracle has happened.
We can not only measure the tree, but, as
evidenced by the ever-expanding growth of
Chabad, the tree itself continues to grow.

My mother, Helen Telushkin, of blessed memory,
told me that when she was growing up as a child
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‘Traditional Jewish’ Perspective
on Halloween

J

ack O’Lanterns, witches, goblins, devils and
every costume imaginable – are these simply
innocent pastimes to thrill children, or are they
something that Jewish parents, in particular,
should examine and evaluate carefully?
Historically speaking, the Halloween’s origins
trace themselves back to the pagan idolatrous rites
of the ancient Celtic and Druid civilizations. The
Celtic year ended on October 31, and they would
then celebrate a joint festival dedicated to the
“sun god” and the “lord-of-the-dead.” Some
historians even believe that Halloween was once
also associated with savage human sacrifices.
Subsequently the Church
appropriated this holiday.
In fact, the name “Halloween” means “Hallow
evening”, or “holy
night”, and is connected to All-SaintsDay also known as
Hallowmas or AllHallows-Day. It is
the eve of one of
the most important
feasts in the Church
calendar, solemnly observed by the Roman
Catholics, Anglicans and
Lutherans.
Halloween glorifies concepts relating to
demonic forces, haunted places, witches, ghosts,
goblins and general occult practices. Our faith
celebrates life, not death. We believe in serving G-d
with joy, not dread or horror. Most importantly, as
a people we have always revered wholesomeness
and uprightness not mischief.
While it surely behooves us to respect all faiths
and religions, and we should appreciate others
celebrating their religious festivals with pomp
and ceremony, joining them is another matter
altogether. This holds especially true when the
observances and ideals promote beliefs, which are
entirely alien to Judaism.
Clearly, Halloween is a holiday with a strong
religious background and character that is foreign

to our religion. To be sure, it is often interesting
to explore other cultures, but Judaism does make
a very strong distinction when it comes to celebrating and observing other religious traditions.

by RABBI MENDEL KAPLAN,
CHABAD OF FLAMINGO, ONTARIO

In addition to the “religious” considerations,
parents may want to contemplate the subtle
messages they may unwittingly convey by
encouraging (or even allowing observance of
these “traditions”).
Much of Halloween paraphernalia expresses
themes of violence, destruction and spitefulness.
Why would we want to treat this like a joke?
But Rabbi, the costumes
are fabulous and the kids
have so much fun!
True, that’s why
now’s the time to
buy the costumes
and save them for
Purim. As for a good
time, take them out
for the night, the
movies, bowling or
ice-skating are just a
few suggestions. (They
will be empty anyway).
Last, but not least –
“I don’t want my child to be
different:
Issues of peer pressure are never easy –
whether your children are three or thirteen. How
you handle issues of principle now, at this stage
of your child’s life, may set the tone for
later challenges. Being
firm, yet matter-offact conveys the
message that this
counts, and that being
different is not
a tragedy – or
even a burden.
Just as we
shouldn’t criticize others who do differently,
we shouldn’t feel a need to
apologize for being different!
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Treating Body and Soul
by MYRON LOVE
Reprinted from
LIFESTYLES MAGAZINE

A man of great modesty,
Minuk was recognized
by the Canadian Friends
of Hebrew University
three years ago and
was a recipient of the
Queen’s Jubilee Medal
last year.

W

hen world-renowned liver specialist Dr.
Gerald Minuk was invited by the World
Health Organization to come to Libya and
share his expertise on hepatitis, his first response
was to consult with Winnipeg’s Lubavitcher Rabbi,
Avraham Altein. The rabbi’s advice: If
there are any Jews left in Libya, he should
go and try to help them as well.
Two years ago, when Minuk was invited
to lecture to doctors in the Gulf state of
Qatar, he also consulted Rabbi Altein. In
that case, the rabbi approved the journey
as long as Minuk did not try to hide his
heritage and went as a ‘proud Jew’. After
postponing the trip because of the Jewish
High Holy Days, he went to Qatar in
February 2002. It was his first visit to an
Arab country and he was able to present
his passport full of Israeli stamps on
entering the country without a problem. In fact,
he received VIP treatment throughout his stay,
including the honor of watching an international
tennis competition from seats in the royal box.
With the rabbi’s advice in mind, when he saw
his Muslim colleagues being called to morning
prayers, he let it be known that he, too, had to
say his prayers and put on his tallis and tefillin.
“Although those who saw me had to take a second
look to be sure they were seeing a Jew pray in their
facility, many came up to me afterward to tell me
that they had nothing but respect for someone
who respected and practiced his own religion,”
Minuk says. “I was even offered a full-time position
in the kingdom.”
A man of great modesty, Minuk was recognized
by the Canadian Friends of Hebrew University
three years ago and was a recipient of the Queen’s
Jubilee Medal last year. He is also the founder of
Canada’s first Stand Alone Section of Hematology.
While he is proud of his efforts to further the
understanding and treatment of liver diseases
worldwide, he is equally passionate about
maintaining the daily minyan at the House of
Ashkenazi, one of the oldest Orthodox synagogues
in western Canada and possibly the only one left
that still has a women’s gallery upstairs.
Minuk is a third-generation member of the
Jewish community in Winnipeg in west-central
Canada. At its peak 40 years ago, the Jewish
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community in Winnipeg numbered close to 20,000
and was the third-largest in Canada. While the
population has slipped to under 15,000 over the
last three decades, the community still supports a
large number of thriving communal institutions.
Minuk’s grandparents, Fishel and Simma Minuk
and Moshe and Dora Rubanenko, were among
the earliest Jewish residents in Winnipeg. They
were part of the wave of Russian Jews who came
there before the first Word War. Minuk’s mother,
Edith, was the youngest and only daughter in
a family of four. His father, the late Max Mink,
a pharmacist and his inspiration for a career in
medicine, was from a family of six. Minuk himself
has two older brothers and a younger sister, all
living in Winnipeg.
Gerald, or Yosel, as he is known to his friends
and family, was born on June 8, 1951. He graduated from the University of Manitoba in 1975.
It was while filling in at a general practice in
Churchill in northern Manitoba on the shores of
Hudson’s Bay that he first became interested in
hepatitis, a liver disease which is common among
northern aboriginal peoples. Following graduation, he did postgraduate training in hepatitis and
other liver ailments at the National Institute of
Health in Bethesda, Maryland.
He returned to Canada and his posting as
Canada’s first dedicated liver specialist was at
Foothills Hospital in Calgary. He always hoped to
come back to Winnipeg though, and, in 1987, after
five years in Calgary, he was able to realize his
dream. He is currently professor of medicine and
pharmacology at the University of Manitoba and
head of the Section of Hematology at the Health
Sciences Center, Winnipeg’s largest hospital.
Starting from scratch, Minuk built up the
first, and still the largest, liver program in Canada.
The unit was the first in Canada to offer a university approved, two-year liver training program to
young physicians interested in becoming liver
specialists. Its complement of doctors in practice
or in training, as well as ancillary staff, is a
cultural potpourri of individuals of different races,
cultures and religions, and the unit continues
to grow.
Minuk has also been working on research that
may well prove to be revolutionary to our under-

standing of cancer. “What we found a few years
ago was that when liver cells become cancerous,
they change their charge from negative to positive.
More recently, we discovered that by changing a
cancer cell’s charge from positive back to negative,
the cancer cell stops behaving like a cancer cell and
returns to a normal cell’s activities. What this
could represent is a new approach to the treatment of cancer, wherein instead of trying to kill
cancer cells with chemotherapy or radiation therapy (which often doesn’t work or kills healthy cells
as well and is thereby toxic to patients), we would
revert them back from being cancerous to a noncancerous state. That other forms of cancer, such
as breast cancer, colon cancer, etc., are also positively instead of negatively charged, raises the
possibility that our research may be relevant to
cancers elsewhere in the body.”
While Minuk has been much in demand worldwide as a speaker on the subjects of hepatitis and
liver cancer over the past year, he says he has had
to stick closer to home and care for the increasing
number of liver transplant recipients in the
province. That is because a previous colleague
with this responsibility accepted another position
at the Mayo Clinic in south Florida.
“He left a caseload of about 150 very complex
patients that I had to assume in addition to my
own large patient population,” Minuk says. He is
expecting a replacement from Switzerland. Last
summer, he had the assistance of Dr. Yaacov
Baruch, a liver specialist from the Technion in
Haifa on a three-month sabbatical. Minuk had
gotten to know Baruch when the former spent a
sabbatical doing research at the Technion a couple
of years earlier.
While Minuk naturally devotes much of his
time to his patients, medical research and students, he still plays a leading role in the successful
continuing operation of the House of Ashkenazi.
The 85-year-old synagogue has been the Minuk
family shul since their original family shul a couple
of blocks away closed down 40 years ago. Despite
the fact that the old neighborhood no longer has
any Jewish residents other than those in the
Sharon Home (the Jewish, north Winnipeg nursing
home three blocks away), the Ashkenazi still
manages to hold daily minyans – thanks in large
measure to Minuk’s efforts – and attracts about
100 people on the holidays.

“When I was in Calgary, I told the fellows at
the Ashkenazi to try to keep on going until I came
to Winnipeg and could help,” he recalls. “When
I came back in 1987, I assumed
responsibility for identifying
potential attendees.” Among
those attendees are his Jewish
colleagues, medical students and
visiting professors. “It’s part of
the job description or itinerary,”
he jokes.
He notes that it was easier
maintaining the minyans in his
first 10 years back in Winnipeg
than over the past five years.
“Some of our regular members
have died, while others have
either moved to a different part
of the city or left the city altogether,” he explains.
Minuk himself does not live
an Orthodox lifestyle, but is
moving in that direction. What
motivates his efforts on behalf
of the House of Ashkenazi, he
says, are three factors. First,
there is his appreciation of the
fact that the Ashkenazi is the
last of more than a dozen synagogues that once
existed within a few blocks of each other in the old
North end of Winnipeg when most of the city’s
Jewish population lived in the area in the first half
of the 20th century. “How sad it would be for this
last vestige of the old North end Jewish community
to have to close,” he says.
He is also a strong believer in traditional Jewish
practice. “I believe that it is appropriate in terms of
being able to concentrate on your prayers, for men
and women to pray separately and that prayer
should be in Hebrew,” he says. “It troubles me
when Jewish rituals are changed seemingly for
the sake of convenience. As Rabbi Altein (the
Ashekanzi synagogue’s official rabbi for the past
31 years) has said on more than one occasion, the
rules are clearly outlined. It is no longer Judaism if
the rules are changed for the sake of convenience.”

Minuk has also been
working on research that
may well prove to be
revolutionary to our
understanding of cancer.

Minuk’s third reason for helping to keep the
shul alive is the loyalty he feels to the regular daily
attendees. “For many of them, coming to shul to
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Treating Body and Soul
(cont’d)
daven is an important aspect of their day and the
disappointment on their faces when we don’t make
a minyan is really heart-breaking,” he maintains.

Thus far, he has been
successful in helping
to create a Lubavitch
summer yeshiva program
for Winnipeggers
of all ages.

Minuk’s efforts on behalf of
the synagogue go beyond keeping the daily minyans going. Ten
years ago, to help the Ashekanzi
celebrate its 75th anniversary,
he organized series of medical
lectures at the shul to coincide
with the evening minyans. He
is also a regular member of the
House of Ashkenazi baseball
team that plays in the B’nai Brith
Men’s League. The team consists
of his brothers, his nephews, cousins and others –
most of whom are connected to the synagogue.
The team has been competing every summer for
the past seven years with middling results.
“We played our best game to date last summer
right after some Lubavitcher rabbis came to the
field and had every member of the team put on
tefillin and say the prayers.” Minuk says. “After
that, we had no errors, hit well and won the game
handily – which is unusual for us. While I don’t
believe in Divine intervention when it comes to
baseball, you can draw your own conclusions,” he
conveys with a smile.
In recent years, the 52 year-old Minuk has
become more physically active, thanks, he says,
to the encouragement of his nephews. (He and
his wife Lindsay, who is also a doctor, do not have

children of their own.) While he has been running
three times a week for years, he has in more recent
years taken up tennis, golf and ping-pong with
his nephews and niece. Last winter, he returned
to curling after a 20-year hiatus. He competed in
the Canadian Doctors Bonspiel in Calgary on a
team that reached the final, but fell just short of
the championship.
In addition to furthering the understanding
and treatment of liver diseases, Gerald Minuk
dreams about one day establishing a yeshiva for
western Canadian Jewish youth. He envisages the
yeshiva being associated with his beloved House of
Ashkenazi. Thus far, he has been successful in helping to create a Lubavitch summer yeshiva program
for Winnipeggers of all ages. Now in its seventh
year, the yeshiva program brings in several older
yeshiva students – some with family in Winnipeg –
from elsewhere to do the teaching.
Minuk would like to raise funds to make the
yeshiva a year-round program. To this end, he
has established a medical software company
called Mayer Zev Enterprises (name for his
father), which develops CDs for physicians and
governments who are interested in providing
safer, more effective health care. Initially the
software programs focused on liver disease, but
now deal with 15 different areas of medicine,
including heart disease, infectious diseases and
neurology. The content software is developed by
international experts in their respective fields.
Proceeds from the sale of the programs go
toward the yeshiva in Winnipeg.

mtc’s
pre-school
fall 2006
call nechama 514.739.0770, ext. 258
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The Merging of Two Souls

I

t has been an entire week. As per our tradition,
I have not seen him or spoken with him. I have
not even heard his voice. And yet I have his
picture in my mind, his words in my heart and his
being engraved in my soul.
It is the day of our wedding and I wake early to
prepare. Externally I am having my hair done, my
nails, my makeup. But within I am in a completely
different world. I recite psalms trying to infuse
every moment with holiness. I fast as it is my
personal Yom Kippur, my Day of Atonement and
I ask forgiveness for my past while cleansing and
preparing for our new future.
In my wedding dress I represent a queen and
I pray for the ability to be a crown to my husband.
Not to be his decoration, but to be the tie between
his superconscious and his conscious, to enable
him to be his best. Just as a crown rises above the
head and yet connects with it as well, so too the
Jewish woman binds together the spiritual and the
physical, theory with reality. The crown rests on the
temples, the most sensitive part of the head.
Spiritually the woman rests on the temples as well.
She is able to massage where there is pain, while
simultaneously ensuring that the head does not
inflate, for she serves as its borders. And yet she
holds the head up high. Because she is queen she
allows him to be king.
I take off my earrings, bracelet and necklace. In
another room he empties his pockets, undoes his
tie and unties his shoelaces. He is not marrying me
for my physical beauty or external jewels. I am not
marrying him for the money in his pockets. He
comes to be unbound, with no ties, with no connection to anyone or anything but to me and our
commitment, to each other.

are marrying what we see, but we are also marrying what we don't see. With utmost belief we are
sure that we are the other halves to our soul. Only
together can we complete ourselves and complete
each other. Yet it will take work, hard work. He
is not the answer to my incompleteness but rather the
means for me to get there.
So we recognize that we love
what we know and what
we are aware of, but we
are also marrying the parts
that are hidden now from
each other, and even to
ourselves. We are determined to love these parts
as well and to learn to
understand how they are
also an integral part of our
healing and growth.
Finally, after the longest
week of my life, my chatan, my groom,
approaches me. It is almost too intense to look.
I glance at my husband-to-be for a moment but
then my eyes well up with tears. I can no longer
see but I don't need to. We are about to be bound
together. But we are not just two people. Our
marriage represents the continuity of the Jewish
people. We are not only about to be bound to each
other, but in doing so, we bind together the past,
the present and the future.
We will now reunite again under the chuppah,
the marriage canopy, to become husband and wife.
The canopy is open on all sides to represent how
our home and hearts should be, welcoming and
open to all around. We will be outside, under
the stars, to bring heaven down to earth while
elevating ourselves closer to heaven.

The music starts and my chatan, my groom, is
about to be led to me. He will cover my face with
a veil, in order to shield the holiness, the Divine
Presence, which rests on the face of a bride. My
veil will be opaque so that I cannot see out and no
one can see in. My eyes will anyway be closed to
more highly sensitize my ability to think and feel.
I want the utmost privacy at this moment and to
not be distracted by the stares from our hundreds
of guests.

Now it is I who is led to him, as he awaits me
under the chuppah. As I approach, I encircle him
seven times. As there are seven days of the week
culminating in the holiness of the Sabbath, so too,
I will surround him, enveloping him in love and
commitment, culminating with my standing by his
side. Just as I am his crown which sits as a circle
around his head, now I too create that bond, that
foundation, that security.

By veiling me we make an important unspoken
statement to one another. We recognize that we

In a circle all sides are equally close to its
center and there exists perfect harmony. Once

by SARA ESTHER CRISPE

By veiling me we
make an important
unspoken statement
to one another.
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The Merging of Two Souls
(cont’d)
I have completed my seven circles, he returns to
encircle me by placing an unblemished and
unmarked simple gold ring on my finger. This is
our 8th circle, one above the natural, the days of
the week, and uniting us with the supernatural,
the One Above. Seven blessings are now recited,
imbuing additional holiness to our relationship and
commitment. But right before we turn to celebrate
with each other, with our guests, as husband and
wife, we first must break a glass.
The last thing my new husband does under our
wedding canopy is that he steps on this glass. It is
silent and we all hear it shatter. The shattered glass
represents the suffering that must always be

remembered, even in our joy. Even though we are
imbued with happiness, we as a people, as a world,
are not in such a state. And therefore it is our
responsibility to remember that as we rejoice we
need to create a world where all can rejoice. And
we must live our lives with a sensitivity to those
less fortunate than ourselves and be grateful for all
the good that has been bestowed upon us.
After the glass is broken, it is now time for
us to celebrate our joy. I remove the veil, as my
husband and I gaze at each other for the first time
as a married couple. The music begins, our guests
start singing and dancing, and we are led from the
canopy to begin our new life together.

Check your mail for
upcoming dates for

JTCs
Jewish Teen Connection

Sunday !
Funday

Kids in

boys & girls
ages 3 - 5

boys & girls
grade 1 - 3
&4-6

girls
grades 9 - 11

Exciting kids programs
for the High Holidays
and every Shabbat
Games, songs, prayer, snacks
ages 3 - 11
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•

9:30 am - 12:00 pm

action

For info call
MTC YOUTH
DIRECTORS

Rochel or Feigy
@ 739.0770

Yaram and Sara Bar on the marriage of their
daughter Shelly to Raizel Tabib

Gordon and Eleanor Kadonoff on the birth
of their granddaughter, Aviva Chava

Steven and Devorah Bromberg on the birth
of their son, Chana Tzvi

Jacques and Estelle Kalfon on the marriage of
their daughter, Deborah to Ronald Berzon

Philip and Randi Cola on the Bar Mitzvah
of their son, Adam

Mira Katz on her Bat Mitzvah

Perry and Alexis Caplan on the occasion
of Riley’s Bar Mitzvah

Mark Kolofsky and Eugenia Galperin
on their marriage
Ryan Lewis and Elanna Aaron on their marriage

Yossi and Nathalie Davis on the Bar Mitzvah
of their son, Dovid Mayer
Sholom and Sara Diament on the birth
of their son, Alter Dovid
Philip and Ilana Fine on the marriage
of their son David to Sandy Zeitoune
John and Merle Finkelstein on the Bat Mitzvah
of their daughter, Lindsey
Johnny and Wendy Galambos on the birth
of their daughter, Chana Sara
Hillel Gamal and Kim Mashaal
on their engagement
Berl and Breindy Gansbourg on the marriage
of their daughter Rashi to Shmuly Weiss

The Mechaly and Bergman families on the birth
of Mollie to Sara and Mark
The Merovitz and Portnoy families on the birth
of Jordan to David and Karen
The Migicovsky, Kramer and Glazer families
on the engagement of Zachary to Lori Goldfield
Barry Schwartz and Esther Cohen
on their marriage
Alex and Randi Sigal on the Bat Mitzvah
of their daughter, Erin
Darrah Virgo on the Bar Mitzvah
of her son Betzalel

Mazeltovs

MTC wishes a hearty Mazeltov to

Michael and Jakki Zelman on the birth
of their son, Zachary Joseph

The Galambos, Gotzler and Galinsky families
on the marriage of Aliza (Jillian) and Yerachmiel
Mayer and Naomi Gniwisch on the birth
of their daughter, Shterna Sara
Shmuel and Chani Gniwisch on the birth
of their daughter, Alta Rochel
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Supertots Day Camp
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Around our Table
Rice with Honeyed Apples
INGREDIENTS

DIRECTIONS

1
2
2
1/4
1

Prepare rice according to package directions.
Heat the oil. Add apples and honey. Simmer until
apples are just tender, about 10 minutes. Mix all
ingredients together and add the orange zest.
Yields 4 servings.

cup brown or white rice
tbsp. olive oil
peeled apples, cored and diced
cup honey
tablespoon orange zest (optional)

Fusili with Roasted Vegetables
INGREDIENTS

DIRECTIONS

3
2
1
1

Roast red peppers in a 450 oven on a lined
cookie sheet. Either spray the peppers with Pam
or brush them with olive oil

1
2

red peppers
zucchini, in quartered even chunks
diced Spanish onion
box of fusili noodles
Olive oil
Basil (fresh only or omit from recipe)
ripe tomato
Vinegar
cloves crushed garlic
Salt and pepper

DRESSING
3/4 cup olive oil
1/4 cup vinegar (balsamic, wine or regular)
1
teaspoon salt
About 7 basil leaves
2
cloves crushed garlic
1
ripe tomato cut in chunks
Blend all ingredients until smooth.
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Cut the zucchini in quartered, even chunks.
Heat a frying pan on high for about 90 seconds.
Add 4 tablespoons olive oil and continue to heat
the pan for another minute. Add the zucchini
all at once. Lower the heat to med/high and
cook for approximately 5 minutes or until zucchini starts to brown slightly. Add the diced
onion and continue cooking on med/high heat
for another 5 minutes. Take the pan off the heat
right away.
Meanwhile cook and drain the pasta.

ASSEMBLY
Cut up the roasted peppers in chunks. Add the
peppers and zucchini mixture to the pasta. Pour
in about 3/4 of the dressing. Taste to see if it
needs a bit more. This can be eaten hot or cold.
To make it dairy, simply add parmesan cheese.

Baked Ratatouille
INGREDIENTS

DIRECTIONS

3
2
2

Wash and slice all the vegetables.

5
2

peeled potatoes cut in thin round slices
very finely cut onions
small eggplants, sliced thinly (preferably
chinese eggplants, as they are less bitter)
small zucchini-courgettes, sliced
tomato sauce
tomatoes sliced
bread crumbs
oil
salt and pepper

Heat the oven to 350° F. Grease an oven dish
with the olive oil and layer the vegetables in the
order given for the ingredients. When the first
series is complete sprinkle with bread crumbs,
olive oil and season with salt and pepper, and
continue with a second layering until you have
finished all the vegetables. Spoon the tomato
sauce on the top layer.
Cover the oven dish with foil and bake in the
oven for 70 minutes. Remove the foil and bake
at 450° F for ten minutes. This dish can be
served hot, or cold. Yields 6 servings.

Marinated Tomatoes – Pomodori Marinati
INGREDIENTS

DIRECTIONS

5
1
4
2
2
5
1/4

Peel the onion, slice it finely, and sauté it in a
pan with the olive oil and 2 tablespoons warm
water; keep the flame low so they wilt but don’t
brown. Stir them about often, and add more
water if need be to keep them from drying out;
figure 8 minutes in all.

not too ripe fairly large tomatoes
vidalia onion
tablespoons white wine vinegar
sage leaves
bay leaves
basil leaves
cup extra virgin olive oil
Salt and pepper to taste
2
teaspoons salted capers, rinsed and
chopped (optional)
1/2 cup pitted black olives, chopped (optional)

Season the onions with the vinegar, salt and
pepper to taste, the sage and bay leaves, and
raise the flame to high for a minute or two, stirring constantly. Turn the onions out into a bowl
and let them cool.
Wash and dry the tomatoes, cut them into 1/4inch (1/2 cm) thick rounds, and arrange them in
a bowl. Pour the onion mixture over the tomatoes, together with the optional ingredients if
you so decide. Let all sit for a few minutes, shred
the basil over the tomatoes as garnish, and
they're ready.
To make it dairy, simply add parmesan cheese to
the mixture.
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Israel Blog
by NECHAMA D. KUMER

I

n my first three decades, I never heard a real
explosion up close...or lived in a war zone. That
was until last Thursday, July 13, 2006.

Bombing was faint as I made my way to work
after running errands. The Hezbollah was busy –
again – attacking northern border towns. It was
“old news” and sadly did little to faze most.
Surprisingly, smoke from missile fire rising off
nearby Mt. Meron raised little alarm.
Around 2 p.m., my coTzfatians and I were shocked
to discover that our small
town of 20,000 was next
on the terrorist target list.
Two distinct booms were
followed by an even louder
whoosh and explosion from
extremely close proximity.
Shaking in fear, I tried to
find my bearings, unsure
what to do next.

So my innocence
of explosion-less
three decades has been
lost to my children,
the oldest of whom is
still only six and a half.

My employer got a call that a rocket landed
adjacent to his house and the area was up in
flames. He dashed out in a panic to go save his
family (they are all safe and well, thank G-d).
Pandemonium followed as people tried to call
their families, find out where the bombs struck,
and make their anxious way home. Within
moments the offices cleared out, everyone in a
frightened daze.
I do not own a car, and all bus and taxi services
had frozen in the ensuing mayhem, but I had
to get home. I began walking and saw windows
shattered from the blast, and pieces of asphalt
strewn around, having flown tens of feet from
the blast’s impact. Cops (and the omni-present
media) were everywhere. Thanks to the kindness
of two strangers, I hitched my way to find my
husband and children and a few dozen neighbors
huddled in the bomb shelter in the basement of my
apartment building.
This was but the dramatic beginning of several
days of bombing—which has still yet to end. I have
not kept count of all the bombs I have heard fall.
It’s in the several hundreds. Though most are
distant, three exploded within a two minute walk
from my house.
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They shook my home, rattled the windows, and
sent my family frantically running time and again
to the “safe room” we set up in a kids’ bedroom.
We all sleep wall-to-wall in that same room since
the war’s start, so the children won’t be afraid, and
so we will be together “just in case.”
So my innocence of explosion-less three
decades has been lost to my children, the oldest of
whom is still only six and a half. The slightest
“bump” makes them jump in fear thinking it’s
another “boom”; and my not-yet-three year old
made up a “happy” tune called, “We don't have
a bomb…”.
A block away from my home, my day-care
babysitter’s apartment complex was bombed and
caught fire. She spent her day in my house while
the fire was extinguished and the bomb was
defused. It took hours since the missile was composed of fifty mini-bombs each meant to maximize
the destruction (and they miraculously did not go
off!). My sitter distracted herself from the trauma
by playing with my bored children who have cabin
fever after days of being cooped up at home.
My upstairs neighbor was hit with shrapnel
from the first Tzfat bombing and was hospitalized.
Apparently, she will be living with some pieces of
glass and metal in her side for many years to come.
Fortunately, she was discharged the day before
the hospital itself was nearly hit by a missile that
landed within feet of the facility, causing significant structural damage but claiming no casualties.
So why am I still in Tzfat?
There are no banks, postal services, or businesses, almost no medical clinics and only a
handful of grocery stores still open. At least they
are still collecting garbage… Many of my friends,
relatives and neighbors have left, and I understand
why. The fear can be debilitating.
But in leaving Tzfat, only the fear, not the danger, is left behind. Cities further south have been
hit, and Hezbollah claims to have even farther
reaching rockets, so where would we go? Leave
Israel? I firmly believe in what the Lubavitcher
Rebbe reiterated (war) time and again – “Israel is
the safest place in the world. ‘The L-rd our G-d’s
eyes are constantly upon Her from the beginning
of the year until the end of the year.’” It is a chal-

lenge to trust that G-d is protecting us, but it is a
fact. With every missile comes another miracle story.
No words can make up for the lives lost or hurt
in this war (may there be no more!), but the miracles far outweigh the tragedies. To give just one
example: According to the bomb squad, on
Shabbat afternoon alone, 35 missiles landed in
Tzfat, twelve of them in people’s homes – and no
one was even scratched!
And out of the smoldering rubble and hovering
sense of trepidation, come inspiration and meaning.
Hearing a war outside your front door can’t
help but make you start to do some introspection.
We cannot answer the “why” for what G-d is
doing, but we definitely feel Him here with us.
People from across the religious spectrum are
searching for ways to be more spiritually involved.
Those who have not prayed in years, have reopened their hearts and mouths to G-d; and for
those who do pray daily, prayer has been refreshed
bringing new meaning to ancient words, along
with some personal prayers added to the liturgy.
It’s a spiritual wake-up call, and we are listening
loud and clear. Whether it be through lighting a
Shabbat candle, lending a helping hand to someone in need, or putting on tefillin, each person is
finding his or her way to sanctify the situation – to
connect to G-d especially now.
We’ve pressed the “reset” button of our
priorities. A shattered dish, spilled juice, and
bedtime at 8 p.m. sharp are now insignificant.
Petty quarrels between neighbors and family feuds
take a back seat to harmony and love. Thoughtless
remarks are quickly forgiven, and it’s easier to
see the sunny side of even the most difficult
people. Appreciating family at every moment is
paramount. All time is quality time, and we take
comfort in being here – together.
The war began on the fast of the 17th of
Tamuz. This date begins the Three Week mourning
period for many tragedies which befell the Jewish
nation, the greatest of which was the destruction
of both Temples on the 9th of Av. The primary
cause for second Temple’s destruction and current
exile was the senseless hate felt among fellow
Jews. The remedy for that hate is to have unconditional love for our fellows.

I am witness to a boundless rise in unconditional love. People of all ages, backgrounds, and
observance levels are now bomb shelter roommates sharing food, jokes, chess sets, blankets,
and words of encouragement. Today, volunteers
surprised us with hot kosher food portions, bread
and fruit, besides smiles and good wishes.
Community members are pulling together to
offer what services they can (babysitting, shopping, free food) to the ease the strain. People
I have not heard from in years are calling from
the US to ask about our well-being. We received
warm invitations from close friends and distant
acquaintances to come stay in their houses till the
war ends.
My husband and I, and even our children, are
also trying to offer what support we can, be it
through story hour for kids, or a neighborhood
gathering in the bomb shelter replete with refreshments, l’chaim, and words of Torah. Everyone is
giving and wholeheartedly. I am sure G-d sees all
these acts of kindness, and He is proud. May the
merit of these mitzvahs bring the end of the exile
and cause the rebuilding of the third and everlasting Holy Temple in Jerusalem, our eternal capital.

And out of the smoldering
rubble and hovering sense
of trepidation, come
inspiration and meaning.

As I write these lines and hear the distant explosions, I pray for the end of the war, and the era when
“swords will be turned into plowshares” and true
and eternal peace will reign. May it be now.
Dear Reader – I write to you from the sounds
of sirens, in the hope that many like you will read
my article. Why? Because I believe that you not
only care and want to be informed, but also that
you want to help. So what can you do to make
peace happen?
Pray. Give what you can to charity. Add
another mitzvah or Torah learning to your day.
Write letters to politicians and raise public awareness in support of the Holy Land. Influence other
people to do all of the above.
May you be rewarded abundantly for all your
good efforts.
Shalom,
Nechama D. Kumer
The Holy City Tzfat, Israel
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Why Does G-d Create
Handicapped Babies?
Question:
friend gave birth to a baby with a rare
condition that has rendered her severely
handicapped. She is not expected to live
much past her tenth birthday. I just can't understand why G-d does that. If life has a purpose,
what is the purpose of such a short and sad life?

A

Editor’s note:
The answer which follows is only one
of the many teachings and insights
offered by our tradition that help
shed light on what appears to be
entirely inexplicable and unfair.
Moreover, it must be emphasized
that although we are to accept
G-d’s actions as just, nonetheless
the Torah enjoins us to protest
to G-d when we perceive injustice, and to ‘demand’ of Him
that He conduct Himself
with us in a manner that
we - in all of our human
limitations - can experience as good and
pleasurable. In the
final analysis, Torah
tells us that G-d
Himself wants us to
experience happiness, health and
success on every level and, indeed... forever.

Answer:
Every birth is a gamble. A soul enters the world
innocent and pure. But it may not stay that way.
This world is a maze of diverging pathways, both
good and evil, and the choice is ours which way we
go. Once a soul enters a body, it is free and therefore vulnerable to corruption. While acts of good
elevate the soul, every act of evil makes a blemish
on the soul.
Some souls are so lofty, it simply isn't worth
the gamble. These souls are too precious to risk
being compromised by life in a body. They are too
high to come down to this world. But the other
option, not to be sent down at all, to never reach
this world, would mean that we would miss out on

meeting these holy and lofty souls and hearing
their message.

by ARON MOSS

So these souls do come down. But in order
to be protected from the potential evils of an
earthly existence, they are sent down into a body
that will not compromise their holiness. They enter
this world in a form that is above sin, above evil.
From a purely physical perspective we call them
"disabled" or "handicapped"; from the perspective of the soul they are protected. They will
never sin. Their sojourn in this world is often
brief, and in terms of this world may seem
sad. But they have retained their purity.
And they have fulfilled their mission.
These special souls remind us
that true love doesn't need a
reason. We often love others
for what they give us – we
love our children because
they are cute, smart, and
high achievers; we love
our spouse for the
pleasure and contentment they give us; we
love our parents because
they care for us. This is love,
but it is not pure.
When a child is born that will never achieve
worldly success, cannot provide the usual source
of pride for her parents, all extraneous reasons to
love her fall away and what's left is the purest love
that there can be. These children are lovable not
because of what they do for you, and not because
of what they will one day become, but simply
because they are.
These pure souls remind us what love should
be. Only such a pure and holy soul can elicit such
a pure and holy emotion. We can only stand in awe
of them, and the parents and friends who care for
them. And we can only thank them all, for giving
us a glimpse of what true love really means.
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How the Chosen are Chosen
by SUSAN COLL
Reprinted from Moment Magazine
Book Report on: The Chosen:
The Hidden Mystery of Admission
and Exclusion at Harvard, Yale
and Princeton by Jerome Karabel,
Houghton Mifflin, 2005

I

f there is a single astonishing fact to be gleaned
from Jerome Karabel’s detailed account of the
history of college admissions, it is not that the
leaders of America’s most elite universities aimed
to keep out Jews, but rather that they left a
decades-long paper trail chronicling their efforts.
Drawing on annual
reports
and
other
archived source material
in The Chosen: The
Hidden
History
of
Admission and Exclusion
at Harvard, Yale and
Princeton, the Berkeley
sociologist traces how
these three institutions
limited Jewish enrollment from the 1920’s to
the late 1950’s using
methods that continue to
influence the process of
college admissions today.

Harvard

...methods that continue
to influence the process of
college admissions today.

In the early 20th century, an influx of highachieving, college-bound Jewish boys created a
dilemma for America’s elite universities. Objective
standards of evaluating candidates, such as
academic performance and standardized tests,
were yielding a disproportionate number of Jewish
students. Until that time, there was little diversity
on these campuses. Dean Frederick Scheetz Jones
of Yale articulated the new ‘problem’ at a conference of the Association of New England Deans
held at Princeton in 1918: ‘A few years ago, every
single scholarship of any value was won by a
Jew. I took it up with the Committee and said that
we could not allow that to go on. We must put a
ban on the Jews.”
Nervous educators feared that enrolling too
many Jews would cause WASP flight, pointing to
Columbia University as an example of a school that
had reached the tipping point. “By 1914,” Karabel
writes, “the ‘Jewish problem’ was so great at
Columbia that its dean, Frederick Keppel, openly
acknowledged the wide-spread perception that the
large number of immigrants had made it ‘socially
uninviting to students who come from homes
of refinement’”.
To further illustrate his point, Karabel reprints a
college song popular in the 1910’s:
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Oh, Harvard’s run by millionaires,
And Yale is run by booze,
Cornell is run by farmers’ sons,
Columbia’s run by Jews…
Harvard was particularly vulnerable because of
its location in a city with the fourth largest Jewish
population in the country and its reputation as
the most open of the three institutions. Harvard’s
president, A. Lawrence Lowell, wrestled with the
problem of how to limit numbers without attracting the attention of a faculty that, ‘while hardly
free of anti-Semitism, was reluctant to publicly
endorse a policy of discrimination.’ The solution lay
in redefining their ideal student. ‘Though awards
were still to be given primarily on the basis of high
scholarship‘, as an internal memorandum put it,
‘recipients henceforth were required to be ‘men of
approved character and promise.’
Karabel suggests that the current system of
college admissions, with its emphasis on extracurricular activities, character references and
personal interviews, evolved directly from efforts
by these schools to grant wide latitude to admissions offices. Egalitarian buzzwords became fluid
in their meaning. ‘Merit’ came to include athletic
ability as well as more elusive qualities like character and leadership potential. Applications posed
questions meant to identify Jews who might have
slipped through. Candidates were asked to provide
their mother’s maiden names and answer the
question, ”What change, if any, has been made
since birth in your own name or that of your
father? (Explain fully.)” Passport-sized photos were
required, and high school headmasters were asked
to identify the religious preference of students.
After World War II, when the GI Bill enabled
a large group of highly qualified applicants to
afford private education, Harvard saw a dramatic
change in demographics. Karabel observes that in
1946, half the freshman class and almost threequarters of the 5,400 students had served in the
military. “By all accounts,” he writes, “the veterans
brought to the campus a degree of maturity and
seriousness never before seen in Cambridge. They
included students whose ethnic and class origins
made Harvard more heterogeneous than ever
before.” Yet exclusionary practices persisted:
“While 80 percent of the applicants from the
leading prep schools were admitted, only 33
percent of the applicants from the three highly

selective urban high schools with large Jewish
populations gained entry.”
While The Chosen is at its core, an examination
of discriminatory practices at the Big Three,
Karable’s narrative is wide enough in scope to
offer an analysis of U.S. history as viewed through
the lens of higher education. Karabel shows how
shifting admissions policies typically reflect
economic, political and social forces. Perceived
American inadequacies following the 1957 Sputnik
launch, for example, spurred a renewed emphasis
on attracting qualified science students. And by
1975, the demographics at these schools had
dramatically shifted on the heels of both the civil
rights and women’s movements. “Whereas the
1920’s was dedicated to exclusions, the period
between 1960 and 1975 witnessed a growing
commitment to inclusion.” writes Karabel. By
1976, he explains, women made up more than one
third of freshmen at each of these schools, 15
percent were ‘students of color’ and Jews made
up roughly 33 percent of the population at Yale
and 19 percent at Princeton. “in barely a decade,
a level of diversity previously unimaginable had
become a firm institutional commitment.”
The Chosen is not light reading, and it veers
toward repetition as it details the same practices

at different universities. Yet for anyone with
even a marginal interest in what goes on behind
closed doors of college admissions offices, this
is perhaps the most comprehensive account to
date. Karabel concludes by observing that while
these schools have transformed dramatically over
the last century, the problem on campuses today
is a lack of economic diversity. Only three percent of
students attending the
most selective colleges and
universities come from the
bottom income quartile.
Much depends on the
definition of merit, argues
Karabel. “Those with greater
resources – cultural, economic and social – will
generally be able to ensure
that the educational system will deem their children more meritorious.” So
where do Jews, who make up two percent
of the American population, stand in the merit
of rankings today? At most recent count, Jewish
students now comprise approximately 29 percent
of Yale, 20 percent of Harvard and 10 percent
of Princeton.

Princeton

Learn to read
Hebrew
8-week course, $60
Monday evenings, 7:00 pm
call for details

Instructor, Velvel Minkowitz
To r e g i s t e r , p l e a s e c a l l 7 3 9 . 0 7 7 0 , e x t . 2 2 1
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Reverse Biology
When Fasting Nourishes
And this shall be an everlasting statute for you:
in the seventh month, on the tenth day of the
month, you shall afflict your souls... Leviticus 16:29
In the World to Come, there is neither eating nor
drinking... Talmud, Berachot 17a

T

he human being
consists of a body
and a soul – a
physical envelope of flesh,
blood, sinew and bone,
inhabited and vitalized by
a spiritual force described
by the Chassidic masters
as "literally a part of
G-d above."

In truth, however,
a fast day brings about
a deeper, rather than
more distant, relationship
with the body.

Common wisdom has
it that spirit is loftier than
matter, and the soul holier (i.e., closer to the Divine) than the body. This
conception seems to be borne out by the fact that
Yom Kippur, the holiest day of the year – the day
on which we achieve the height of intimacy with
G-d – is ordained by the Torah as a fast day, a day
on which we seemingly abandon the body and
its needs to devote ourselves exclusively to the
spiritual activities of repentance and prayer.
In truth, however, a fast day brings about a
deeper, rather than more distant, relationship with
the body. When a person eats, he is nourished
by the food and drink he ingests. On a fast day,
vitality comes from the body itself – from energy

stored in its cells. In other words, on less holy days,
it is an outside force (the energy in one’s food and
drink) that keeps body and soul together; on Yom
Kippur, the union of body and soul derives from
the body itself.
Yom Kippur thus offers a taste of the culminating state of creation known as the "World to
Come." The Talmud tells us that "in the World to
Come, there is neither eating nor drinking" – a
statement that is sometimes understood to imply
that in its ultimate and most perfect state, creation
is wholly spiritual, devoid of bodies and all things
physical. Kabbalistic and Chassidic teaching, however, describe the World to Come as a world in
which the physical dimension of existence is not
abolished, but is preserved and elevated. The fact
that there is "neither eating or drinking" in the
World to Come is not due to an absence of bodies
and physical life, but to the fact that in this future
world, "the soul will be nourished by the body"
itself, and the symbiosis of matter and spirit that
is man will not require any outside sources of
nutrition to sustain it.

Two Vehicles
The physical and the spiritual are both
creations of G-d. Both were brought into being by
Him out of utter nothingness, and each bears the
imprint of its Creator in the particular qualities
that define it.
The spiritual, with its intangibility and its
transcendence of time and space, reflects the

Beauty
ActsActs
ofofBeauty

Never underestimate the power of a simple, pure deed done from the heart.

The world is not changed by men who move mountains, nor by those
who lead the revolutions, nor by those whose purse strings tie up the world.
Dictators are deposed, oppression is dissolved, entire nations are transformed
by a few precious acts of beauty performed by a handful of unknown soldiers.
In fact, it is Maimonides who wrote in his code of law, “Each person must see himself as though
the entire world were held in balance and any deed he might do could tip the scales.”
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sublimity and infinity of G-d. The spiritual is also
naturally submissive, readily acknowledging its
subservience to a higher truth. It is these qualities
that make the spiritual "holy" and a vehicle of
relationship with G-d.
The physical, on the other hand, is tactual,
egocentric and immanent – qualities that brand it
"mundane" rather than holy, that mark it as an
obfuscation, rather than a manifestation, of the
divine truth. For the unequivocal "I am" of the
physical belies the truth that "there is none else
besides Him" – that G-d is the sole source and
end of all existence.
Ultimately, however, everything comes from
G-d; every feature of His every creation has its
source in Him and serves to reveal His truth. So
on a deeper level, the very qualities that make
the physical "unholy" are the qualities that make
it the most sacred and G-dly of G-d’s creations.
For what is the "I am" of the physical if not an
echo of the unequivocal being of G-d? What is
the tactility of the physical if not an intimation
of the absoluteness of His reality? What is
the "selfishness" of the physical if not an
offshoot, however remote, of the exclusivity of
G-d expressed in the axiom "There is none else
besides Him"?
Today, the physical world shows us only
its most superficial face, in which the divine

characteristics stamped in it are corrupted as
a concealment, rather than a revelation, of
G-dliness. Today, when the physical object conveys
to us "I am," it bespeaks not the reality of G-d
but an independent, self-sufficient existence
that challenges the divine truth. But in the World
to Come, the product of the labor of a hundred
generations to sanctify the material world, the
true face of the physical will come to light.
In the World to Come, the physical will be
no less a vehicle of divinity than the spiritual.
In fact, in many respects, it will surpass the
spiritual as a conveyor of G-dliness. For while the
spiritual expresses various divine characteristics –
G-d’s infinity, transcendence, etc. – the physical
expresses the being of G-d.
Today, the body must look to the soul as
its moral guide, as its source of awareness and
appreciation of all things divine. But in the World
to Come, "the soul will be nourished by the body."
The physical body will be a source of divine awareness and identification that is loftier than the
soul’s own spiritual vision.
Yom Kippur is a taste of this future world of
reverse biology. It is thus a day on which we are
"sustained by hunger," deriving our sustenance
from the body itself. On this holiest of days, the
body becomes a source of life and nurture rather
than its recipient.

H O L D T H E D AT E

Women’s
Shabbaton
Friday, November 3
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MTC IS PROUD TO BECOME AN AFFILIATE OF

The Rohr JEWISH LEARNING INSTITUTE is the world’s largest institute of its kind, with over
200 global affiliates. Its professionally conceived courses are taught through interactive dialogue
accompanied by dynamic textbooks and dramatic audio-visual presentations.

Come along for a TEST DRIVE.
FALL – 6 week course
Get behind the steering wheel of Jewish law with

YOU BE THE JUDGE
You’re in the driver’s seat as we examine real cases presented before the beit din, the court of
Jewish law. We provide the Talmudic primary sources that are the key to getting you started as
you take an exhilarating ride down the road of Jewish legal genius.
Mondays
Wednesdays
Thursdays

Nov 6 – Dec 11
Nov 8 – Dec 13
Nov 9 - Dec 14

7:30 – 8:30 pm
8:00 – 9:00 pm
12:30 – 1:30 pm

Rabbi Zalman Kaplan
Rabbi Moishe New
Rabbi Zalman Kaplan

WINTER – 8 week course
Tune up the engine of your soul with

THE KABBALAH OF CHARACTER
Using the template of the Kabbalists, this course will provide tools for powering your personality
for maximum performance and efficiency. You’ll learn how to restore balance and meaning to
your life by attending to personal ethical development, because life is a journey, not a race.
Mondays
Wednesdays
Thursdays

Jan 22 – Mar 12
Jan 24 – Mar 14
Jan 25 – Mar 15

7:30 – 8:30 pm
8:00 – 9:00 pm
12:30 –1:30 pm

Rabbi Zalman Kaplan
Rabbi Moishe New
Rabbi Zalman Kaplan

SPRING – 6 week course
Keep an eye on your rear-view mirror with

FLASHBACKS IN JEWISH HISTORY
As we struggle to co-exist in a multicultural society, grappling with the rise of anti-Semitism and
the threat of Jihad, remember that as Jews we have faced these difficult challenges before. Join
us at the crossroads of history as we look back to ancient Greece, Islamic Spain, and Christian
Europe, in an attempt to understand where we are headed today.
April 23 – May 28
April 25 – May 30
April 26 – May 31

7:30 – 8:30 pm
8:00 – 9:00 pm
12:30 – 1:30 pm

Rabbi Zalman Kaplan
Rabbi Moishe New
Rabbi Zalman Kaplan

Fee: $100 per course; $260 for all three courses (texts included). To enroll call 514.739.0770 or visit myjli.com.
(In the ‘locations’, enter Canada and then Quebec. Our location is ‘Hampstead’. Follow the rest of the instructions. Look out for early-bird specials.)
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