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“INTHE REALM OF
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A BONEI OLAM STORY: THE OUTSTANDING STAFF I CAN HEAR HASHEM CHUCKLING
A STORY OF KINDNESS, HOPE, AND OF BAIS RIVKAH ALSO MAKE AS IF TO SAY, “WHO MADE YOUR
DREAMS FULFILLED. TIME TO GIVE TO THE COMMUNITY. EVENT TRIPLE IN SALES?”
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EDITORIAL

BALANCING

ACT

Sara (Kravitsky) Blau, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5766 (20006)

o you push yourself past your comfort zone
D to give when it’s uncomfortable? Do you
host guests when you’d rather not, make
dinner for a woman who just had a baby, or donate

to the current Charidy even when you don’t feel like
you have what to give?

Or, on the flip side, are you accustomed to giving
— too much? Do you do favors for the whole world
besides your family? Are you busy saving the world
at the expense of your loved ones, or even yourself?

“You can’t give from an empty cup” — self-care is
all the rage now. But is it legitimate? Is it selfish to
take care of yourself first?

The halachos of Parah Adumah are an unlikely
source for a fascinating perspective:

A Kohen who purifies another Yid with the Parah
Aduma causes impurity to himself. This paradox
teaches us to give to our fellow Yidden even at the
expense of our own comfort or even our own spir-
ituality. There is room for sacrifice. Think Shlichus,
the various Chesed organizations run by Chabad
women worldwide, and the selfless giving of our Bais
Rivkah teachers that you will read about in this issue.

The ashes of the Para Aduma were divided; one

part was put away for “safekeeping.” This is another
angle, symbolic of the need to leave time for our-
selves, guilt-free, to make sure that we don’t sacrifice
all of our “purity” in the interest of saving another.
This includes the full range of very real needs that
we have physically and emotionally, and we are en-
trusted to take care of our guf so that our neshama
can accomplish what we need to. To that end, we
need to fill our cup so that we have what to give.
This isn’t selfish; it ensures that we are able to fulfill
our G-dly obligation of “V’nishmartem meod I’'naf-
shoseichem.” It’s all about asking ourselves, in the
moment, what Hashem needs from us — to take
care of ourselves and our families or bend over back-
ward for someone else.

So go ahead and push yourself — but not so far that
you fall apart and can’t function. That ever-elusive
balance. @

§M %

Sara Blau
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From the

REBBE
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The Rich

The following is a free translation of a letter by the
Rebbe, dated Tishrei 25, 5719 (October 9, 1958):

17 Elul and the books you kindly sent for

my library; my hope is that you will con-
tinue to make available to us the books you will
publish in the future. Please forgive my delay
in responding, which is due to the busy days in
the interval.

-’ acknowledge with thanks your letter of

Many wonder about the saying by our sages that
“Rabbi [Yehuda HaNassi] honored the rich.”

To me, the meaning is clear and well-under-
stood, based upon one of the fundamental prin-
ciples in the teachings of the Baal Shem Tov,
which is:

Everything in the world, even the most minor
thing, is by Hashgacha Protis, and especially
things that affect a great number of people.

The rich are people whom Hashgacha Protis
has granted the means to achieve much good
in Hashem’s world. Accordingly, they certain-
ly have also been granted the spiritual facul-
ties necessary to fulfill this role—a role many
times more demanding than that of a person
of average means or a pauper. Rabbi [Yehudah
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HaNassi] lived in a period in Jewish history that

was a time of transition from a relatively tran-
quil life to a life of persecution, and he had to
rally all the forces within Bnei Yisroel to enable
them to withstand these trials and emerge intact
and invigorated. So his was the task to appraise
each and every individual and seek to utilize all
their potentials. Thus he expressed his rever-
ence toward those whom Hashem had granted
greater potentials, which were certainly utilized
to preserve all that is holy for Am Yisroel, for
this was the aim of all Rabbi [Yehuda HaNassi]’s
works.

It is only that, in keeping with the manner in
which Hashem conducts the world, every Yid
has been given freedom of choice, and “Hashem



tests him to know whether he loves Hashem...
keeps His commandments and heeds His
voice”; as the Torah writes, “See, I have set
before you today the life and the good...” A
rich man also has the choice of choosing to
fulfill the conclusion of the above verse, “and
you shall choose life,” or, Hashem forbid, the
opposite.

Lverything in the world,

even the most minor thing,

is by Hashgacha Protis, and
especially things that affect a
great number of people.

It is obvious that if the above applies to those
who are rich in gold and silver, how much
more so does it apply to those who have been
blessed with a wealth of talent and ability to in-
fluence their immediate and distant surround-
ings.

Also obvious is that it is not at all sufficient
to merely refrain from using one’s “wealth”
toward undesirable purposes. Since there is
a Master to the world and nothing in it is in
vain, there must be an active, positive utiliza-
tion of one’s wealth. Failure to do so would
disrupt the entire edifice of creation, which
was formed so that all its parts should active-
ly contribute toward its all-inclusive, unified
goal.

Surely it is superfluous for me to point out
that I am speaking of the true purpose of our
people, the people of the G-d of Avraham,
as a community and as individuals—namely,
life in accordance with our Torah, the law of
life, Torah in its entirety without compro-
mise. For the greatness of Torah is that it is
“learning that brings to deed”--the actual
observance of the mitzvos in everyday life,
as it is said regarding [the mitzvos]: “and live
by them.”

Please forgive me for touching on this most
basic point immediately in my first letter to

you. Perhaps this arouses wonder in you: do
I indeed expect to bring about the desired
results with these lines? But there are several
explanations for this:

Firstly, we are living in a time replete with oc-
currences that but a short while ago were in
the realm of the impossible; anyone who con-
templates them, if only briefly, sees things that
transcend the reasonable every step of the way.
How true are the words of our sages, “Do not
discount any thing.”

Secondly—and this is a point whose truth is
absolute and rooted in the teachings of Chas-
sidus—it is in the nature of every Yid and the
constitution of his neshama that when one
speaks to him regarding the Torah and the
optimal observance of mitzvos, one does not
need to achieve any “change” in him, since his
deepest self agrees to it. One need only remove
whatever might be obstructing the “garden
spring, a well of living water” (as the verse
refers to every Yid) so that it may gush forth
on its own. And this can occur, in the words
of the Zohar, “in a single hour and a single
moment.”

It is not at all sufficient to merely
refrain from using one’s “wealth”
toward undesirable purposes.
Since there is a Master to the
world and nothing in it is in
vain, there must be an active,
positive utilization of one’s
wealth.

Another basic point: you have been granted,
by Hashgocha Protis, influence over many
people, and since many of these people are
themselves leaders and wielders of influence in
various circles; so if these lines would have any
amount of actual effect, this would be dissemi-
nated and be magnified many times over...

Translation by and printed with permission from
WWwW.sie.org.
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Message from /e
Chairman o the Board

Dear Alumnae,

Bais Rivkah was named by the Frierdiker Rebbe
1“N99myt in honor of his grandmother, Rebbetzin
Rivkah, 1“y, whose yahrzeit is approaching.

My mother, Esther Golda Futerfas n“y, grew up
in Kharkov with her widowed mother, Mariashe
Badane Futerfas. Bubbe alone cared for her four
young children during a most turbulent time.
Russia and Ukraine were undergoing great po-
litical and cultural upheaval, seducing many of
our best and brightest with the novelty of revo-
lutionary ideologies. It was illegal for a child not
to attend a government licensed school, so my
widowed grandmother chose to place my mother
in the French school of Kharkov.

Why the French school?

My grandmother figured the French were the
worst antisemites at the time. She put her young,
impressionable daughter in an atmosphere where
she would not be welcome in the social life of her
classmates. Spiritually, she would have a fighting
chance. You can well imagine my grandmother’s
concerns and sleepless nights as a result of the en-
vironment, culture, and values that her precious
daughter was exposed to day after day.

My maternal great grandmother, Rochel Leah
Segalovitch, was very close to Rebbetzin Rivkah
and would visit her in Lubavitch. One visit, she
took my mother, who was twelve years old at the
time, along with her. During their visit, Rebbetzin
Rivkah walked over to the window and showed her
the Tmimim walking in the street.

There was much poverty in Lubavitch at the time,
and it was apparent in the patched boots and
clothes that the bochurim wore. The tziyur of the
Tmimim in Lubavitch was a far cry from the pol-
ished attire in the streets of cosmopolitan Kharkov.

“Do you like what you see?” The Rebbetzin asked.
“Yes,” my mother replied.

“Enough to want to marry one of them when the
time comes?”’ the Rebbetzin continued.

“Yes,” my mother answered, and burst out crying.
“Why are you crying?”’ asked the Rebbetzin.

“Because I don’t know if I will still want to marry
one of them when I’m ready to get married.”

“You will want and you will,” the Rebbetzin reas-
sured her.

I think we can find many similarities between our
reality today and the situation my mother was in
then.

Today, as then, the prevailing cultures and value
systems in the world at large were very uncondu-
cive to a Torah-true lifestyle. Today, as then, the
alternatives to a Chassidishe lifestyle were very
tempting and within easy reach. Today, in contra-
diction to then, we are blessed and privileged to
have Bais Rivkah.



Soon after our Rebbe and Rebbetzin arrived at these
shores, the Frierdiker Rebbe 1“n%7myt founded Bais
Rivkah and appointed our Rebbe as its ‘X'w3’. As far
as I know, it’s the only time in the history of Chabad
that the title ‘X'W)’ was bestowed by a Rebbe to an
individual during his lifetime.

It is beyond the reach of our limited intellect to com-
prehend the implications of such an unusual occur-
rence. What seems clear to me, however, is that the
relationship between our Rebbe and Bais Rivkah,
its staff, students, and alumnae, is a unique one. The
Rebbe is its ‘v,

‘N'VY means prince, but it also implies YX7 MxX'vV3,
lifting up. Every detail of Bais Rivkah has always been
carried and elevated by the Rebbe. Any student who
was privileged to have been educated in Bais Rivkah
has been blessed with the ability to see life and its
challenges from an elevated vantage point; from the
Rebbe’s ‘wx1 mX'wy’ perspective. The outside world

is not viewed merely as seductive or threatening, but
rather as an opportunity. It is precisely in the outside
environment that we can fulfill our mission of teach-
ing and inspiring —by personal example— each and
every person that we come in contact with to serve
Hashem with joy.

Each one of you has gone on to lead your own lives,
taking advantage of the opportunities and overcom-
ing the challenges that come your way. Remember
the special powers you were given and can draw from
constantly.

May we merit to see the 11Ipa MPPYYM NONONRT NYIND
wnn,

Rabbi Avraham Shemtov ®

Eyewear

« Essel eyewear

» Glasses and contact lenses

« Doctor on premises

« Large selection of frames for all ages
« Most insurances accepted

628 EMPIRE BLVD
SIDE DOOR

347-221-1095
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just heard about Embrace and found the PDF of the latest issue online.

All T can say is, wow! What a special initiative! The magazine is so well

done. I haven’t read all of it yet, but whatever I did read looks well done
and professional. This is such a special way to keep Bais Rivkah living on in
the hearts of alumni. As someone who lives far away from Crown Heights,
not particularly on Shlichus (I live in Beitar Illit, Israel, in a fairly insular Jew-
ish community), I sometimes feel detached from it all. This magazine really
does a good job driving the feeling of community home.

Thank you!

I really love your magazine and enjoyed every single issue so far. I want-

ed to point something out, though you may not have meant it. The arti-

cle about the woman’s journey to stop eating compulsively was inspiring;
however the accompanying photos were not. I felt like they were a bit fat-sham-
ing. Please try to be more sensitive in the future.

1, Gmar Chasima Tova!!!

Wow! What a beautiful magazine you put together. Very informa-

tive, inspiring and timely. Thank you! May you see continued na-
chas gezunterheit and freilecherheit from all students and may we already
see the Geula.

In response to “A Journey of Accepting the Gift of Children” in the Fall Issue:
Thank you for bringing up what the Rebbe says on the subject of raising large
families. I would like to add that B”H, here in Crown Heights, we are gifted with
so much help to help mothers recuperate after birth and be able to move forward.

There is mothersofcrownheights.com which is very resourceful. It provides
resources for meals, cleaning help, and volunteers to help the family. They
also provide contact information for places where mother and baby can go
to rest for a few days following birth (and it can be fully sponsored).

In regard to “The Making of a Healthy Mom” p. 60: The woman lives in
Crown Heights, where there’s a new rehab center that just recently opened
and takes insurance. It would be worth giving it a try, if she hasn’t already!
They help with weakened core muscles and pelvic floor issues (that caused
me constant lower back pain) which can happen after pregnancies and birth.

The PT that I take helps me strengthen and use the muscles that are dormant
and are therefore getting weak.

Hatzlocha and Refua Sheleima

12 EMBRACE ‘
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read the Embrace before the meal on Friday night. It was such an
enjoyable hour. I folded pages so I'd remember on Motzei Shab-
bos to comment on the few that stood out to me.

The letter to the editor from the single woman. She wrote so well
and was spot on. I loved the response as well.

I wanted to respond to her as well. My sister and I run a small high
school here in crown heights. The mission statement of our school is
that each and every girl has value. Each girl holds a responsibility to
the world to do good. Our job is to instill in them the confidence of
“Bishvili Nivra Haolam™ by reaching into them, igniting that spark,
showing them that they can succeed with the skills we teach, and
pushing them to use their talents.

We have quite a few single women who teach in the school. They
range from age 20 to age 40. The impact that they (and all our
teachers) are making on these students, and the ripple effect that
this will create for years and generations to come, is huge! I see it
firsthand. For example, many of the girls enter 9th grade barely able
to translate the word Vayomer. Within the first month of school,
their teacher has them working bechavrusa, translating full Pesukim
and Rashi on their own. The confidence it gives is huge! I only wish
I knew how to show my teachers how appreciative I am of their
efforts and impact. Iy”’H, they will get married this year, but in ad-
dition, the mission they are fulfilling right now is vital to the world.

I loved Kesem Mia Hetsrony’s article. If it had been written by any
other person, it would seem phony and “too happy.” But I remember
Kesem Mia from over a decade ago. She really is what she wrote: a
truly happy person, a genuine person. Someone who will work hard
happily, embrace a challenge, and get the job done.

I thought Chaya Mushka Raskin’s article was very relatable. She
wrote what I’'m sure every mother feels at one point or another.
I loved that she didn’t take the easy route, which would not have
made her a happier, more fulfilled person, but she took the long-
short route to add more brachos into her life.

Thank you again for the obvious effort you put in to creating
such a masterpiece.

TELL US WHAT YOU THINK!

Letters, comments, questions and suggestions are welcome!
Write to us at Embrace@bethrivkah.edu

13
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Shana (Itkin) Teichtel, Crown Heights
Graduating Class of 5724 (1964)

y parents — Rabbi Meir and Sima Itkin — were part of a group of Lubavitcher Chassi-
dim who escaped the Soviet Union after World War IT and came to the United States
at the direction of the Frierdiker Rebbe.

As our family awaited permission to immigrate, we stayed in Paris. I was a baby at the time, but I remem-
ber the story being told of the visit by the Rebbe, who had come to escort his mother to America. You can
imagine the excitement of the refugees at his arrival, with everyone rushing to meet him.

My father told me later that the Rebbe realized the need of the Chassidim to connect with the Rebbe
through him, and so he took the most personal thing that each person owns — his name — and spoke
about it. To my father he said, “Your name, Meir, comes from the word o#r, light. You will light up
the world.” This short conversation set the stage for my father’s lifelong attachment and devotion
to the Rebbe.

To both my father and my mother, the  «ppr0 1 the Rebbe. Whatever he
Rebbe was everything. He epitomized the ) .

philosophy they believed in, the values they ~ SCVS VOUL LDL [l do.

held dear, and most importantly, the love

that united all Yidden. And whatever he

said — or even hinted at — was of utmost importance to them; they followed his directives to the letter.

So it was no accident that they bought the house at 760 Eastern Parkway, as close as one could possibly
get to the Rebbe’s headquarters at 770. My father had considered another property at first, not on the
main street but a few blocks away where other religious families lived, but the Rebbe asked him, “Don’t
you like me as your neighbor?”’ So that was that.

Because of our location, we had a steady stream of visitors. We never knew how many people would

14 EMBRACE



drop by on a given Shabbos following davening
while they awaited the start of the Rebbe’s farbren-
gen. In a sense, our home became an extension of
770, and I grew up around many legendary Chassi-
dim, listening to the stories that they had to tell.

An incident that made a lasting impression upon me
occurred when I was thirteen. I was about to enter high
school and I wanted to go to Beis Yaakov where my
older sister had gone. But as luck would have it, Chabad
had recently opened a new high school for girls, Bais
Rivkah, and my father said that I had to go there.

I objected. I said I didn’t want to go to a school that
was just beginning to establish itself; I didn’t want to
be experimented on. So my father said — as I could
have predicted — “Write to the Rebbe. Whatever he
says you will do.”

I wrote a letter to the Rebbe and delivered it without
first showing it to my parents. I explained to him
why I didn’t want to go to Bais Rivkah, and I used
the expression, “I don’t want to be a guinea pig.”
Definitely not the right choice of words.

But the Rebbe knew just how to answer me — a teen-
ager who wanted to conquer the world, to be special,
to be unique. And he did it so simply. He crossed out
“guinea pig”’ and he wrote “pioneer.”

Of course, I wanted to be a pioneer. I'd climb a
mountain, I’d ford a river, I'd do anything! He ap-
pealed to my sense of independence and pride. And
of course, I went to Bais Rivkah.

After I graduated, I wanted to do something very
special. I wanted to be a journalist because I loved
to write. With my parents’ approval, I applied to
Columbia University, was accepted, and even won a

Regents’ Scholarship. And I was very excited to go.

Then the phone rang. It was Rabbi Hodakov, the
Rebbe’s secretary, asking my father to come meet with
him. My father went and was told, “We hear that your
daughter wants to go to university. We don’t think it
is the right thing for her to do right now.” My father’s
immediate response was: “No problem.” Of course, to
him it was no problem; to me it was a big problem.

When my father came home and said, “You’re not
going to university,” I was devastated. This was my
dream. I was going to become a famous journalist
who made a major difference in the world. Now I
had no hope; I had no future.

However, I did as I was told and enrolled in Bais
Rivkah Seminary, feeling that all my hopes and
dreams and aspirations were going down the drain.

But, again, the Rebbe knew what was best for me,
which is not to say that the Rebbe ignored my
teenage angst at the time.

continued on page 73
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Hindy (Bruchstat) Greisman

Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5758 (1998)

WHAT DO YOU DO NOW, AND WHAT COM-
PELLED YOU TO GET THERE?

I focus my energies on several areas, and I am fortu-
nate to be passionate about them all!

We all have dreams of what we are going to be when we
grow up, or even once we are grown we wonder which
opportunities we will capitalize on and where life will
take us. I always thought I would be a housewife, maybe
a preschool teacher as I was for many years. I was pas-
sionate about childbirth and women’s health, and even
joined some intense home birth vs. hospital debates, and
it was actually one of my teachers in high school who
planted a seed for me to be a doula... The last thing that
I ever imagined I would be is a kallah teacher.

When I was in twelfth grade, we took our Dor Ye-
shorim tests, and naturally, some of the girls were
having a hard time with the needles and blood. One
of my friends was hyperventilating and I stayed with
her, calming her down. Mrs. Rochel Vail, who was one
of the only doulas around in those days, said, “I think

16 EMBRACE
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Sara (Kravitsky) Blau, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5766 (20006)

you should be a doula.” Sure enough, a few years later
I was trained and began working as a doula.

Many of my clients would share with me that they
felt that there was so much information they wished
their kallah teacher had taught them. It felt like there
was a gap in the education some kallos were getting.
In my ten years of marriage, these sentiments were
being shared more and more often. Around that
time, I shared a post on my son’s class WhatsApp
chat about a review that was taking place on Mikvah.
org. One mother shared that she found the review
helpful; there was even some information that she
had never learned before! She kept telling me, “I
think you should become a kallah teacher!” These
were sentiments [ had been hearing from my sisters
and friends over the years. She encouraged me to
take a training course being given by Mikvah.org
over the summer.

Hindy recetving kos shel bracha from the Rebbe together
with her father.



Around that time, my teenage brother passed away. [
wasn’t in the frame of mind to register or consider getting
trained, even though it was on my radar for a while. With
a cousin’s encouragement, I did end up applying. They

Hindy's brother, Menachem Mendel, who passed away

three and a half years ago at age nineteen.

graciously extended the deadline for me, as I needed to
get a recommendation from a Rav, as well as write about
myself which was really hard for me. As challenging as
it was, I decided to do it I'illuy nishmas my brother, who
would never have the opportunity to do this mitzvah.
Passionate about the importance of this delicate topic,
understanding the necessity of kallos receiving a proper
learning experience, and in honor of my brother a”h, I
became a kallah teacher. Today’s kallah teacher curricu-
lum includes so many additional and important topics
that were not covered back in the day.

I also have bris gemach, where I lend out a full bris
set which includes a pretty white pillow and bris
outfit. I started the gemach nine years ago when my
grandfather, Rabbi Kalmenson, passed away. He was
a mohel and the Rebbe said, “Anyone that he is mall
will be a yirei shamaim.” I started the bris gemach in
his memory (I only had girls and it would be six years

BR ALUMNAE

until I used it myself!). There was one Shabbos that
I had five sets lent out and I marveled at how there
were five Shabbos brissim in the neighborhood. I feel
honored to partake in a simcha of another Yiddishe
neshama.

T also recently started a Purim costume Gemach, right
before Covid hit. We’ll see where it takes us.

CAN YOU TELL US SOMETHING INSPIRING
ABOUT BEING A KALLAH TEACHER?

Each kallah is unique and I give her my full attention.

You know how it says, “You learn the most from your
students”? I see this with every Kallah. I am always
so inspired by the young women walking through my
door who are committed and dedicated to this special
but sometimes difficult mitzvah. There are so many
brachos associated with this mitzvah, but it is still
tedious and time-consuming. I find that the kallos are
inspired and excited to keep the mitzvah to the fullest.
Taharas Hamishpacha is a chok; it is not something
that we understand, and yet, the women I teach are so
motivated. It moves me each time.

I try to instill in the kallos that during the time of
harchakos, there are plenty of ways to feel supported
and comforted, even without physical touch. Whether
it’s after a baby or even a miscarriage, there is a way
to work through your emotions and bring your rela-
tionship to a whole new level. Especially after birth, I
teach my kallos to focus on gratitude to Hashem for a
new child being born.

I also emphasize that building a marriage on the
foundations of Torah involves not only the detailed
halachos, but also the responsibility of shalom bayis,
choosing calm over chaos and kind words over unkind
words.

I also mention that even though there’s an app today
to keep track of the calendar, the chachamim note that
Yarei Shamayim keep a hard copy also, in case of a
glitch (which has happened in the past), and to check
on a three-day Yom Tov. (This can be easily done by
printing out your online calendar.)

WHAT WAS A DETERRENT IN YOUR PATH
AND HOW DID YOU OVERCOME IT?

This might sound funny, but I have stage fright. It is
hard for me to be in the limelight and even talk public-
ly. I would avoid oral reports like my life depended on
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Hindy recerving a dollar from the Rebbe.

it and would blush crimson when my name was even
mentioned during attendance.

I once tried out for a choir by calling the choir head
and putting the phone on the floor upside down. I
went to the other side of the room and turned around,
and then I sang. B”H I was accepted for the choir and
even got a solo. (Ironic, I know.)

Being a doula and being a kallah teacher constantly
pushes me out of my comfort zone. I remind myself
each time that this is what I want to do and I think

Hindy's grandfather (center, with white hat), Rabbi Kalmenson, at

a bris.
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of the reason I do it. My care and passion for these
matters drive me.

HOW DID BAIS RIVKAH SHAPE YOU AND
IMPACT YOU?

The high school teachers that looked beautiful and
regal exemplified tznius in every way to me. When
I was in ninth grade, the style was very masculine-
bulky workman boots and oversized clothing. I used
to look at the teachers who looked so elegant, poised,

A baby in an outfit from Hindy's bris outfit gemach.

and put-together. Obviously, modesty is a journey,
but that was really impactful for me.

WHAT IS YOUR MESSAGE FOR ALUMNAE
AND CURRENT BAIS RIVKAH STUDENTS?

We hear a lot about having a mashpia. It’s crucial to have
guidance as a teen, and even as an adult. The Rebbe’s
foresight prepared us for challenges and life ambiguities.
The Rebbe trained and encouraged us to have a mashpia
from a young age — and it’s even more important when
school is a mere memory and life is busy!

I never would be where I am today if not for my
mashpia. As a teenager, I pushed the envelope with
my questions and challenged authority. I am so
grateful for the proper guidance that was life-chang-
ing for me, thankful to those who have guided me to
reach where I am today. I am grateful to be involved
with all that I am involved with and to run a home
that is like a Chabad House in Crown Heights. ®
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Mrs. Chanie (Avtzon) Wolf, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5763 (2003)

f ' Ve little boy enters wrapped
n a tallis, eyes shielded from

impure 1mages. A loving Rebbi
greets him, and the atmosphere is
festive. A special honey cake has
been prepared and engraved with
pesukim. Candies rain down
from above him, a gift from
Malach Michoel, as he recites
along with the Rebbi: Alef, beis,
gimmel.

The letters are covered in honey.
Taste the honey, zeese vingeleh.
Always remember that Torah is
sweet.
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ne of the greatest gifts that parents (and
teachers) can give their children is a joyful ex-
perience of Yiddishkeit.

Dovid Hamelech teaches us in Tehillim: “Todu
es Hashem B’simcha” — serve Hashem with joy.

Reb Chaim Vital, who recorded the teachings of
the Arizal, writes': “Know that one who performs a
mitzvah, it is not sufficient that he [simply] does it...;
rather, when doing a mitzvah one should not think of it
as a burden upon him and hurry to remowve it. Instead,
one should conceprualize that by doing this mitzvah he
is earning millions of gold coins and rejoice in doing the
mitzvah with endless joy, full heart and soul and great
excitement...”

Why joy?

Joy is not merely a pleasant addition to Yiddishkeit;
it is an essential part of it. It is a reflection of our
values, for whatever is important to us makes us
happy. Money makes us happy because we value
money and what it can buy. Popularity and social
media likes make us happy if we value the opinions
of others. To learn Torah and do mitzvos with joy is
to see them for what they truly are: the greatest gifts
in the world.

We have been chosen by Hashem, out of all the
nations on earth, to be His people. We have been
granted the privilege of building His home in this
world. We have been gifted a priceless treasure — a
guide to living, not merely existing. As we declare in
the bracha before every mitzvah we perform, “asher
kideshanu b’mitzvosav” —You, Hashem, have made
us holy to You with Your mitzvos. With each mitzvah
we perform, we are bound to You, the Creator, in
an everlasting union. Is this not the ultimate cause
for joy?

When our children see us celebrating Yiddishkeit,
they absorb a most potent message: Torah and
mitzvos are gifts. They are a privilege. We want to
keep them.

As the Rebbe teaches?: “In addition to succeeding in
teaching her children the regular observance of Torah
and mitzvos, the Fewish mother imparts to her children
a unique enjoyment and warmth toward Torah and
mitzvos... This, in turn, inculcates in the child — even
when the child grows old... a deep love and cherishing
of Torah and mitzvos.”

Many minhagim that are integral to chinuch

involve helping our children associate Torah and
mitzvos with joy and positive memories: The
hachnasa I’cheder, introducing a child to Torah
learning, is filled with sweetness. The day a boy
or girl becomes obligated in mitzvos — bar or bas
mitzvah — is marked with a joyous celebration. The
Seder night, which is focused on the mitzvah of ve-
higadeta I’vincha, transmitting the heritage of Am
Yisroel to our children, is a uniquely memorable,

Joy is not merely a pleasant addi-
tion to Yiddishkeit; it is an essen-
tial part of it. It is a reflection of
our values, for whatever is import-

ant to us makes us happy:.



exciting experience. And the traditional mesibas
Shabbos enhances the holy day in a way that chil-
dren can appreciate.

With every celebration of a milestone in a child’s
chinuch, we are teaching them, as mothers have
sung to their babies for generations, “Zorah is di beste
schoirah,” Torah is the most precious commodity.

There are many ways we can make this positive as-
sociation with Yiddishkeit on a daily basis.

And perhaps most importantly,
when a home is filled with love,
laughter, and joy, everything
about the home and its values s

experienced as positive.

Celebrating a child’s achievements in Torah learn-
ing through a siyum at home sends a powerful
message that we value it. Depending on the age of
the child, it can be for mastering Alef Beis, a perek
or parsha of Chumash, a masechta of Mishna or
Gemara.

The words and tone of voice we use when speaking
about mitzvos are significant. “Guess what? We are
having guests!” said with enthusiasm tells children
that hachnasas orchim is a joy. “Who wants the
zchus of giving up his bed?”

Taking on a new mitzvah, at an appropriate age, is
exciting. We can help set a positive foundation for
it by using language such as: “Wow, you’re ready
to start dressing tznius just like Sara Imeinu!” And
when timing is flexible, such as starting to go to
Shul with Tatty, it can be presented as a privilege
to be earned: “You’ve been davening so nicely in
Shul, I think soon you’ll be ready to go for the
whole Shachris!”

And perhaps most importantly, when a home is
filled with love, laughter, and joy, everything about
the home and its values is experienced as positive.

The Challenge

Unfortunately, as parents we may struggle to com-
municate this positive energy. We may be over-
whelmed by the challenges involved in fulfilling
certain mitzvos (Pesach cleaning!) Avodas Hashem
is called avoda (labor) for a reason: Yiddishkeit re-
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quires a true investment of effort. As is the nature of
this world, what is good is not easy; what is healthy
may not be tasty; what is right is unpopular. We may
be stressed about the cost of tuition or burdened by
the responsibilities involved in running a home.

And so, we fall into the trap of focusing on the chal-
lenges. We kvetch about the bills or the mountains
of laundry and how many Yom Tov meals there are.
How we wish someone could host us for Pesach or
how tired we are because the baby was crying at
night. The message we start giving off is, like the
name of the Yiddish-culture play, “Shver tzu zein a
Yid” — it is hard to be aYid.

los nimshachim halevavos™ — the heart is drawn after
the actions. Simply choose to smile at home. Use
positive, enthusiastic language even if you aren’t
fully feeling it. Put on some joyful music. Real it
‘till you feel it.

If we feel stressed or overwhelmed, we can try to
avoid venting in front of our children and instead
reach out for support from someone who can help
us gain perspective and rise above the situation. It
is also helpful to make sure we are physically taking
care of ourselves — for when we are depleted, joy
may feel elusive.

Our challenges may be very real. But if this is what
our children hear at home, will they want to do
what we do? If Yiddishkeit is associated, chas vesh-
olom, with frustration and stress, will they want to
embrace our values?

Choosing Joy

So, what can we do if the joy is lacking?

First, as the Sefer Hachinuch says, “acharei hapeu-

And most importantly, we need to learn. Perhaps
it has been years since we truly learned Chassidus
in a meaningful way and we are uninspired. Learn
with your spouse or a friend. Listen to or watch
a shiur. As we strengthen our perspective with the
light of Chassidus, joy will follow.

Simcha is an avoda. And perhaps now more than
ever, it’s one we so desperately need. ®

1. Shaar Hamitzvos 5
2. Sefer Hasichos 5752 vol. 2, p. 357
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ASKING FOR
2~ FRIEND

DEAR AFAF.

I live in Crown Heights in a small apartment with lots of little kids, ka”h. My niece is dorming in town
for the year, which is really exciting, except that she asked if she can count on me to eat over every
Shabbos, and now I'm feeling a lot of pressure.

On the one hand, I know she’s on shlichus and grew up hosting guests all the time and won’t be able to
relate to me not always having guests. And I really am excited that she’s in town to bond with my kids.
But I’'m feeling anxious about having to make every Shabbos meal a “guest” type of affair. Because
I work full time during the week, my Shabbos meal is usually a bare-bones, plain-white-rice type of
Shabbos—very informal and easy meals. I feel that, to host properly, I need to make a whole menu, use
glass dishes, and add a stress to my life that I don’t feel up to having.

I want to say yes, but I’'m afraid it will result in stressing me out, which will result in me letting that out
on someone somewhere.

How should I navigate this?
Signed,
Torn
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DEAR TORN,

First of all, I want to commend you for being so in
tune with yourself, grounded, and real. Being a mother
of little kids while working full time is extremely ex-
hausting, and a low-key Shabbos is very important for
your health, in all senses of the word. You know that,
while it’s good to be idealistic, demanding too much
of yourself is going to backfire.

At the same time, you care deeply about your niece
and want to be able to give her that home-away-from-
home that a girl in a dorm could really benefit from.
However, every week feels like a really big commit-
ment, and it just doesn’t seem like it could work. But
how could you say no to your niece?

I'm going to suggest that sometimes things that feel
like a major contradiction can be overcome with a
little bit of creative thinking.

It may be true that, in general, to host properly
you need a whole menu and real dishes. The ques-
tion is, is that what your niece is asking you for? Is
she looking for a place to have a beautiful, formal
Shabbos meal, or is she looking for a place she can
comfortably roll into after shul and hang out with
her cousins? A place she can go to when she’s not
in the mood of “being a guest” and “imposing” on
another family? I would not assume that she expects
your home to be like hers; I’m sure she realizes there
is a difference between a family on shlichus and a
family in a local frum community. And remember,
if she is looking for formal meals, there will always
be other families in the neighborhood who would be
happy to have her.

I would suggest that you bring up your dilemma with
your niece (or her mother) directly (depending on
your relationship dynamics). Explain to her that in
your house the meals are rather informal, and that’s
how you like it. Tell her that since you consider her as
part of the family, she is most welcome to join as often
as she likes. (Or, if every week still seems too over-
whelming, you can offer to have her every other week,
which still goes a long way for a girl who is away from
home.) You can also suggest that she can come over
and help cook if she likes specific dishes. You might
be surprised at how well the arrangement turns out
once you are up-front and honest about what factors
are at play.

I’'m going to add one more point as food for thought.
Chazal teach us that inviting guests is greater than
greeting the Shechinah. Shabbos itself is all about

BR HOME

welcoming the Shechinah, otherwise known as “the
Shabbos Queen.” You may find that once you find a
way to fulfill this mitzvah without overly strain-
ing yourself, you will feel the beautiful energy that
hosting guests brings to your home and to your
Shabbos meal. I have experienced this myself, and
while we still don’t host guests every week (as I also
have many young kids at home), I am more enthusi-
astic when I do because the little bit of extra effort is
well worth the results.

I'm going to suggest that some-
times things that feel like a major
contradiction can be overcome
with a little bit of creative think-
ing.

Most choices in life are not all or nothing. Finding
the right balance is key. And remember, a mitzvah
like this, which may push you just a little bit out of
your comfort zone, is a spiritual effort that is bound
to bring much bracha into your life.

Hazizlacha rabbah. ®
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My father proclaimed at a farbrengen: Just as wearing tefillin every day is a

Mitzva commanded by the Torah to every individual regard|ess of his standing in

Torah, whether deeply learned or simple, so too is it an absolute duty for every

person to spend a half hour every day thinking about the Torah-education

.\'s-'
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of children, and to do everything in his power - and beyond his power - to
inspire children to follow the path along which they are being guided.

BethRivkah.edulDollarADay l
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Rochie (Nash) Junik, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5768 (2008)
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e were married only a few months when I

first became pregnant. My husband and I

were so ecstatic that we would soon be par-
ents!

During our second appointment with the OBGYN,
we were told the unfortunate news that the baby did
not have a heartbeat. We sat across from the doctor,
his office covered in pictures of babies that he had
delivered, wishing that one day, our child would join
his gallery of joy. It wasn’t to be.

We left the doctor’s office absolutely broken. We felt
completely alone.

The experience of that first miscarriage was incredi-
bly isolating. It was just us, my husband and me, alone
in our sadness. I felt as if I had failed as a woman. I
could not carry a child. The shame engulfed me like
a dark cloud and added to the terrible pain of losing
a pregnancy.

Heartbroken and lost, we went to the Rebbe’s Ohel
in search of comfort and opened an Igros Kodesh. “I
am pleased to hear about the news of your pregnan-
cy. May it bring much bracha in all aspects of your
life.” Further down the page, the Rebbe wrote that he
wasn’t happy with the doctor’s approach to pregnan-
¢y, and we should look for another doctor.

While timely, the Rebbe’s letter was also confusing.
After all, the pregnancy had just ended.

As per the Rebbe’s instruction, we found another
doctor. Soon afterward, I became pregnant. Again,
we wrote to the Rebbe, asking for a bracha. When
we opened the Igros, the letters were similar to the
letters we had read during our first pregnancy; “the
pregnancy should be a source of bracha; get another
opinion from a rofeh yedid.” To our great pain, I mis-
carried a few weeks later.

A few months later, I became pregnant for the third
time. My husband and I were a jumble of emotions -
scared, nervous, cautiously excited, hopeful.

Early on in pregnancy, I received some good news.
My morning sickness was much worse than it had
been with my first two pregnancies. I was told that
this is a good sign. My blood tests showed that the
pregnancy was progressing, and we allowed ourselves
to believe and to hope that I could and would carry
this baby to term. We wrote to the Rebbe again, asking
for a bracha that we should have a healthy pregnancy,
delivery, and baby.

Once again, when we opened the Igros Kodesh, we
read letters that were eerily similar to the letters from
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the previous pregnancies. The general theme was
about finding the right doctor and expressing hap-
piness about the pregnancy, with one difference: “...
the pregnancy should bring the bracha of refuah into
your lives.”

I don’t remember when we were told it wasn’t looking
good, and when we were told with finality that the
pregnancy was not progressing, and we would be
losing this baby. It’s a blur now. The memories of each
ultrasound all merged together.

We cried the most bitter tears. I felt as if I had been
sucker-punched over and over until a hole formed.
A black hole, burning hot fire on the edges, getting
bigger, consuming my entire being until I would
be no more. I couldn’t breathe. How was this fair?
Why did I become pregnant, only for it to be taken
away from me? Three times? What about the Rebbe’s
brachos? Why was this happening to us?

To make matters even more painful, the pregnancy
didn’t end. I couldn’t let go of the baby we wanted
with all our hearts. My husband and I didn’t sleep
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for weeks. We were broken. We had allowed ourselves
to dream of parenthood, only for it to be shattered.
Again.

During this time, both of our immediate families
were making weddings. We showed up for our sib-
lings simchas while I carried a baby who was no
longer alive. We showed up at each event — I’chaim,
bridal showers, pre-wedding parties; we laughed; we
danced; we looked as if we had not a care in the world.
The night would end, and we would go home to our
quiet and empty home together. This was the darkest
point of our life.

The pregnancy ended at fourteen weeks. .. two nights
before my sister’s wedding.

We were devastated. I sat on the phone with my
brother, crying gut-wrenching tears that I didn’t
even recognize as my own. My doctor had said this
was normal. Up to five miscarriages were normal. I
knew we couldn’t go through another loss like this.
While I poured out my heart and soul, my brother
put me on hold so he could make a phone call. The
phone call I would never have been able to make on
my own. He called Rabbi Bochner at Bonei Olam
for us.

Admitting that there was something wrong, that I was
suffering and I needed help, was a step I was unable
to take on my own.

Bonei Olam immediately took over my care. Three
miscarriages in a row (while perhaps common) were
not, in fact, normal. They helped me get an appoint-
ment with a reproductive endocrinologist specializing
in recurrent pregnancy loss. Suddenly, I had someone
in my corner.

It seems obvious to me now, but OBGYN’s are not
experts in recurrent pregnancy loss or infertility. It
wasn’t anything against our doctor; he was an expert
in his field, delivering live babies. His expertise didn’t
include figuring out why unborn babies don’t stay
alive, or why women don’t get pregnant, to begin
with.

ests, tests, and more tests. Time passing became
a new kind of agony. We waited for test results,
only to be sent for another test, and then to wait

Pictures reprinted with permission from Collive.com



BONET OLAM e

Rabbi Shlomo and Chanie Bochner’s living
room in 1999. After suffering from infer-
tility themselves for twenty two years, they
created Bonei Olam with the goal of guiding
couples in the Jewish community in their
quest to become parents.

The organization is made up of thirteen
offices internationally, but the majority of
the staff is composed of volunteers. Ordi-
nary people with ordinary day jobs volun-
teer their time and talents to do something
extraordinary - help couples build a family
of their own. Rabbi and Mrs. Bochner, the
two founders of the organization, don’t take
a salary from Bonei Olam. Professionally,
they work in design and luxury women’s
clothing businesses. Yet, outside of work,
they donate their entire beings to Bonei
Olam, at great self-sacrifice.

In the Jewish world, Bonei Olam is well
known for funding fertility treatments. Fer-
tility treatments are outrageously expensive,
and insurance rarely pays. Bonei Olam and
their financial team work tirelessly to raise
funds to ensure that a couple’s dream of
becoming parents is not prevented simply
because they cannot afford it. Bonei Olam
chapters are separated geographically,
with each community assigned a desig-
nated chapter of their own. Each chapter
focuses on raising and distributing funds
for couples in their community. Bonei Olam
Crown Heights is unique in that it not only
supports Crown Heights couples facing
infertility, but also supports many Chabad
couples across the U.S. who need finan-

cial help for treatment, but do not have a
chapter of their own.

In the medical world, members of the Bonei
Olam team are recognized for their world-
class knowledge of the best fertility treat-
ments available today. Bonei Olam’s medical
personnel, who are mostly volunteers, work
tirelessly to research the latest treatments
and studies. The organization collaborates
with medical labs around the world that are
working on cutting-edge medical treatments
that can potentially help Jewish couples
become parents.

In helping its couples, Bonei Olam is willing
to explore any avenue necessary.

As Mrs. Bochner explains, “when someone
needs help, we find a way to help them. It’s
that simple.” This approach of leaving no
stone unturned has brought Bonei Olam
into every field of fertility including shid-
duchim with genetic disorders, pediatric
and adolescent oncology, single-gene dis-
orders, male-factor infertility, unexplained
infertility, pregnancy loss, secondary infer-
tility, and high-risk pregnancy. Bonei Olam
is the foremost medical referral agency in
the fertility field. However, unlike other
medical referral organizations and agencies
who only help to find the right specialists,
Bonei Olam follows through each couple’s
entire journey. They guide, advocate, and
assist with each decision the couple needs
to make.

This has been Bonei Olam’s mission from
the beginning, to help childless couples
celebrate a simcha. Rabbi Bochner and his
team will push through every single barrier
in order to make that happen.

for another result. Bonei Olam, and specifically Rabbi
Bochner, was there the entire time, they helped to ex-
plain each test result, and make recommendations for
the next steps.

When my fourth pregnancy began, I was not doing

it alone. I had a group of people who were not only
competent but also cared deeply about me, Bonei
Olam. Along with the new doctor they introduced
me to, we were all dedicated to the same goal: having
a healthy baby. Through every scare, every question,
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Bonei Olam was there, available and ready to guide
and support us.

Once again, we went to the Ohel to ask the Rebbe
for a bracha that we should celebrate a healthy preg-
nancy with a healthy birth. We opened the Igros,
and this time the letter was clear: “May the pregnan-
cy and birth be in an auspicious time and in good
health.”

There was another letter at the bottom of the page.
“Mazal tov on the Upshernish of your son...”

We welcomed our son Beryl later that year on Rosh
Chodesh Kislev.

onths after the birth of our son, we embarked
on the rest of our journey, finding the com-
plete refuah mentioned in the Rebbe’s bra-
cha: healing emotionally. We had gone to Bonei
Olam to thank the team for helping us achieve our
dream of becoming parents, and asked if there was
a way we could repay our debt for all that they had
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done for us. At this point, I had become filled with a
sense of passion and made it my personal mission to
spread the word about Bonei Olam.

“Organize a chapter in Crown Heights,” was the
answer. And so we did, together with other dedicated
volunteers in the Crown Heights community.

In Kislev 5779 (2019), while we were in Eretz Yisroel
celebrating the Upshernish of our son, our fellow
coordinators of Bonei Olam Crown Heights, Esther
Kleinman and Etel Hurwitz, brought together a com-
mittee of volunteers. We began to organize Bonei
Olam’s first event in Crown Heights. Sara Varon
(BRHS graduate), an event coordinator with enor-
mous talent, donated her time and expertise to pull
off an event on a bare-bones budget.




It was incredible! Instagram influencers donated
their time and expertise to help us launch a mar-
keting campaign that was so successful, it neared
viral levels. Gourmet bakers donated their talents
to make a beautiful sweets table. Various merchants
donated to the mini-auction. One after the other,
members of the Crown Heights community showed
up for Bonei Olam to offer love and support for
all those among us going through infertility. Over
forty five women volunteered as ambassadors to
make sure that their immediate circle of friends
and family knew about the event and would attend
in person.

On Tes Teves, January 6, 2020, Crown Heights came
together in the Jewish Children’s Museum. The
hall overflowed with women who stood in solidari-
ty with those in our community facing the physical
and emotional challenges that infertility brings. The
event hall quickly became standing room only as at-
tendees spilled into the hallways, steps, and even the
lower lobby. Out the front door and toward Kingston
Avenue, women came from all over Crown Heights,
Brooklyn, and Monsey/Pomona areas to show they
care.

This was the first time that Crown Heights had an
event where infertility was spoken about publicly.
There was a sense of healing that night. Healing of
the loneliness, of feeling invisible, and of shame.

I wasn’t on the roster to speak the night of the
event. I’'m not a shy person by any stretch of the
imagination, (think true Bais Rivkah spirit) but
there was a horrible fear of speaking about my
private pain publicly. The energy in the room made
that fear go away. Standing with all these women,
I realized that I was not alone. I was not the first
woman to go through infertility, nor would I be the
last. But I could speak to the feeling of loneliness,
shame, and isolation. Experiencing the energy in
the room the night of the event, and the outpour-
ing of love that we have received since, showed us
that Crown Heights, and the Lubavitch community
at large, care deeply about friends and family who
suffer from infertility.

You are not alone. @

and the Chabad
community world-
wide have continued to show up for Bonei Olam.

When the Vezakeini campaign was launched,
women around the world signed up ito donate one
dollar a week at candle lighting, joining together
with eighteen thousand (now twenty five thousand)
women to donate one round of IVFE to a different
couple each week. These thousands of women sur-
rounded the weekly designated couple with so many
tefillos that the couples started sharing their full
Hebrew names so that all the women of Vezakeini
can daven for them to become parents as they lit that
week’s Shabbos candles.

When Covid hit, many of Bonei Olam’s planned
fundraising events were canceled, and much-need-
ed funds essentially dried out. Couples who were in
the middle of a round of treatment were forced to
abandon their round, losing all the money that had
to be paid up front. In response, Crown Heights
families created teams for the Bonei Olam Charidy
campaign, adopting a couple in need of funds and
doing everything possible to raise the money. To-
gether, the Crown Heights chapter raised over two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars in less than
thirty six hours!

The reality is that the need for Bonei Olam in our
community is constant. More couples reach out
every day, each one needing the personal atten-
tion of our medical counselors, and the majority
of them needing financial help. But it’s not just the
financial help this community continues to give.

In the short amount of time that Bonei Olam of
Crown Heights has been open, people from all over
the world have reached out to donate time, resources,
and funds. Medical professionals have made them-
selves available to administer medications, pharma-
cies have donated supplies, news agencies and In-
stagram influencers have donated their platforms,
graphic designers have created inspiring campaigns,
writers have written beautiful articles, photogra-
phers and videographers have donated images, and
produced beautiful videos.

Each person contributed the way they were able to.
Each contribution is valued and important.

On behalf of all the couples whose lives you have
touched, we thank you.

If you are in need of Bonei Olam’s services, exper-
tise, or medical support; or if you would like to get
involved, please reach out.

@boneiolamchabad_crwnhts.

Or call us at:

Esther Kleinman: 917-259-6006
Rochie Junik: 646-241-4621
Etel Hurwitz: 718-564-5444
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TEACHING
"GIVING

They are truly one and the same

L

Written by Mina Zalmanov, Queens, NY
Graduating class of 5778 (20185)
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The most hard-working among us, for whom there

are insufficient words to express appreciation. Day
in and day out, devoted teachers of Bais Rivkah care for and guide the fu-
ture of Lubavitch mothers. They spend time in school, plenty of time out of
school, and endless effort to give the most to their students.

A day in the life of a teacher can look something like this: sending children
off to school, davening, marking a few papers, teaching, planning for supper,
designing a visual aid for the next day’s lesson, preparing supper, welcoming
children home (supper, homework, bathtime, bedtime), noting down that nice
story to tie in to the next day’s class, grocery shopping while on the phone with
a student’s mother, ... their students always on their mind as they run their
home. The teachers of Bais Rivkah go above and beyond.

The outstanding staff of Bais Rivkah boasts a generous faction of those who,
besides working in chinuch, running a home, and having a side job/hobby, also
make time to give to the community without receiving anything in return. This
is chessed. This is giving. And these are our Bais Rivkah teachers.



MRs. TIECHTEL:

From the moment a baby is miraculously born,
Mrs. Shana Teichtel, the beloved high school prin-
cipal, seeks to ensure that no family’s happiness
should be marred by the lack of funds for the baby’s
needs. She instituted Keren Alta Mina, a gemach to
provide baby furniture to families regardless of finan-
cial status. It was inspired by a shiva call on the fourth
night of shiva for the Teichtel’s daughter, Mina.

Mrs. Teichtel relates: “A woman came in and shared
that she had a daughter in Mina’s class who lost her
life in a car accident the year before. She explained
how, although we can no longer buy beautiful birth-
day gifts for our children, wrapped in colorful paper
and ribbon, we can do good deeds as a special gift
for their neshamos. She described a Malach an-
nouncing, “Alta Mina, there is a present for you!”
as each deed is done, and the Neshama rejoices.
All through the night, my children discussed what
project would best reflect Mina’s life. They recalled
Mina’s joy, positive energy, strength, and courage,
and decided that we had to do something that would
bring a smile to every child’s face. We realized that
there was no organization in Crown Heights donat-
ing baby furniture. In addition to furniture, Keren
Alta Mina also includes a children’s clothing store,
where parents could pick up outfits for one dollar, as
well as a program to place Jewish children’s books in
waiting rooms and libraries.”

Keren Alta Mina, which has been servicing families
for about thirty years, has seen its far-reaching effects
when the help has trickled down to the second gen-
eration. Hundreds of families and their children have
had many of their baby’s needs seen to with the assis-
tance of the gemach. When it comes to giving, Mrs.
Teichtel explains that it would be incongruous for a

Chossid to not be a giver. A Chossid gives not just the
minimum, but lifnim mishuras hadin.

“My family and I picture the malach announcing to
our Mina’le, “You have a new gift!” every time we help
someone. Just envisioning the smile of our daughter,
who in seven short years of her life Inspired so many,
gives us so much joy.”

MRS. GOLDMAN:

Mrs. Tzirl Goldman is not just a dedicated
ninth grade mechaneches in Bais Rivkah High School.
She and her husband are the founders of the well-
known Chasdei Soul II Soul Organization and re-
sponsible for getting Friendship Circle of Brooklyn
on its feet about thirty years ago! The seeds of Chasdei
Soul II Soul, an organization that provides financial
assistance to families in Crown Heights who wish to
send their children to Jewish special education schools,
were sown some years back. Mrs. Goldman helped her
cousin, Mrs. Rishe Deitch, in a similar venture. “My
cousin Rishe was helping a friend of hers send three
children to a Jewish special education school. Rishe got
me involved one year when she held a community-wide
event in her home. From that event, we recognized the
need for such support for many families.”

Mrs. Goldman sometimes speaks to school admin-
istrators who are quick to express how they are im-
pressed when Crown Heights parents “manage to get
their tuition in.” What is unique about Chasdei Soul II
Soul is that it offers a stipend to help cover the expen-
sive tuition fees required by Jewish Special Education
schools, or lawyer fees to help parents advocate for the
most appropriate school for their child.

The Goldmans had heard about the Friendship Circle
organizations in Detroit, Michigan and Livingston,
New York, which offer support and resources for fam-
ilies of children with special needs. They wondered
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how they might bring this much-needed support to
families in Crown Heights. Having a son with special
needs themselves, they decided to act. Starting out
with pairing a few of her older son’s friends with chil-
dren in the neighborhood, the Goldmans created the
foundation for the soon to be well-known (and still
growing) Friendship Circle of Brooklyn. As with all
teenage volunteer work, Mrs. Goldman ensured that
her son’s friends remained motivated; some warm
soup distributed in the winter for being “SOUPer
volunteers” and various other events hosted in their
basement.

“One Lag B’omer, about sixteen years ago, there was
a parade. The Friendship Circle marched as a group.
There was an unbelievable, awesome, respectful,
‘Kol hakavod, you guys!’ feeling conveyed from the
viewers. A parent contacted us afterward, saying how
she was trying to get her son to march with one of
the schools, (he did have a disability) pushing him to
have a place to join in the parade. As she saw Friend-
ship Circle march by she thought, “That’s where
my son belongs!” She signed him up, and although
they moved out of town after a while, did find a place
where her son belonged.”
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MoraH (CHANI ‘BRrOD:

As a child grows, his needs and their expenses
grow along with him. Morah Chani Brod, a beloved
first grade teacher in Bais Rivkah, established Keren
Miriam to ensure that every girl should have what
she needs to feel special for Yom Tov. Whether it is a
new dress, headband, or tights, “Every girl deserves
to have something new,” she says. The funds for this
organization are usually collected from teachers and
staff members of Bais Rivkah, who collaborate to help
their students obtain what they deserve. The families
receive coupons to stores in Crown Heights so they
can shop for the clothing and accessories on their
own, without feeling like they are receiving charity.
Many times, teachers will take coupons to give to the
mothers of their students.

The organization and its cause have struck a chord
in the hearts of many. On one occasion, Morah
Chani went to raffle off a piece of jewelry to those
who donated. A young lady courageously spoke up
and explained that she was one of the young girls
who received a new dress from Keren Miriam. She

hroughout her years as a teacher in Bais

Rivkah, Morah Yehudis Baitz A”H, dedi-

cated her time and energy to her students
and fellow staff members. Her warm smile ex-
pressed her care for each one of them. Morah
Baitz spared no effort to help other teachers and
frequently gifted them with treats to express her
gratitude and appreciation for them.

While sitting shiva, her daughter, a second
grade teacher at Bais Rivkah, and her friends
decided to do something special in memory of
Morah Yehudis Baitz a”h, who so embodied
hakaras hatov. They would treat the teachers
just as Morah Baitz had.

During the school closure (due to the pandem-
ic), just a few weeks after shiva, the first initia-
tive came about. It was just before Shavuos.
Cheesecakes and chocolates, generously spon-
sored by family and friends, were packaged and
hand-delivered to each Bais Rivkah Primary
staff member to enhance her Shavuos.



gave three thousand dollars to Keren Miriam. At that
time she was still single and Morah Chani wrote to
the Rebbe, asking for a bracha that in zchus of her
mitzvah she should find her zivug. B”H, she is now
married with a baby girl.

Morah Chani started the organization in honor of
her aunt around thirty years ago and included the
zchus of her parents when they passed away. “Keren
Miriam,” she says, “is the perfect name. Not only
does it include the names of both my parents, but it
also is the name of Miriam Hanevia who wanted the
Geula Shelaima. My parents talked about Moshiach
and chalished for the Geula!”

Carrying on her parents’ legacy and being a part of
ensuring that every girl feels special in honor of Yom
Tov is one of the many ways Morah Chani makes it
her mission to bring Moshiach. “I am so grateful for
the zchus,” she concludes.

. MRs. LUSTIG:
,?-,j\‘.:::}.

Not only can new dresses for Yom Tov be a

With the new school year approaching, an appre-
ciation event was arranged for the teachers of Bais
Rivkah. It was a tremendous event. What began
with one contribution — a pair of earrings from
Tzfasman Jewelers to raffle off — transformed
into multitudes of donations from the many who
remembered Morah Yehudis Baitz a”’h. Store
owners were excited to be giving to this cause,
and shared their memories of her; she was always
pleasant and friendly, with a kind word to share. At
the opening session, the raffles were drawn, with
a chance for all teachers, grades Pre-1-A through
eighth grade, to win. In addition to the raffles,
each teacher was gifted a mug and a treat in cel-
ebration of the Shlichus that she does. ‘““Teaching
is a Work of Heart,” the mug read. How appropri-
ate, for this was something Morah Yehudis Baitz
a”’h so exemplified.

At the start of the school year, as teachers faced
the myriad of challenges that this school year
brought on, the Teacher Appreciation event and

heavy expense for some families, at times even
buying school uniforms are a strain. Mrs. Rochel
Lustig, the seasoned ninth grade Navi teacher,
and her sister-in-law Mrs. Karp have established
a gemach for uniforms. Mrs. Lustig’s basement is
filled with uniforms ranging from Pre-1A through
high school, in as good as new condition. Being
handy with the sewing machine, Mrs. Lustig works

the legacy of Morah Yehudis Baitz a”’h encour-
aged teachers. Many expressed how thoughtful
it was, and that invigorated them.

“You’re still gifting me with your unconditional
love. You’re still gifting us all,” one teacher wrote,
in an emotional letter to Morah Yehudis. “And
all of us who have been touched by your viva-
cious spirit — our hearts are still thumping with
the joie de vivre we saw in you every day.”

May the pure neshama of 117 apy* N2 MmN NN
have the ultimate aliyah, and may we reunite
with Moshiach now!

If you would like to sponsor upcoming Teacher
Appreciation Gifts/Treats for a Rosh Chodesh/
Yom Tov you can do so by emailing shalon@
bethrivkah.edu. Checks can be written out to
Beth Rivkah (memo: in memory of Yehudis
Baitz A”’h) and mailed to Baitz Family at 642
Empire Blvd Brooklyn, NY 11213.

CashApp: $Morahsari



to make all uniforms in the gemach look nice and
new. With the generous assistance of Regency
Cleaners, Shaina Pewsner, and Little Toes, her
basement has been transformed into a uniform
outlet.

By appointment only to protect confidentiality,
families can come to the gemach and select skirts,
jumpers, sweaters of a variety of sizes, and even
headbands and bows. “What is nice about giving
uniforms,” Mrs. Lustig explains, “is that there is no
way of knowing who bought her uniform from the
store and who got hers from a gemach. It is also nice
to give clothing, but most people can recognize if
someone is wearing last year’s selection... With uni-
forms, that isn’t the case. Everyone wears the same
thing!”

R EMRS. SHIFFY GOLDSTEIN:

About fifteen years ago, Mrs. Shiffy Gold-
stein had a relative’s chassuna and was hoping to
get a gown for the occasion. However, she had just
bought a house and used every last penny to make
the purchase, so there was nothing to spare. Every
gemach she went to had a fee for gown rentals, and
with spending money out of the picture, she made do
with wearing her nicest Shabbos dress.

About a year later, a chosson and kallah moved into
a new apartment in Crown Heights. They knew the
arrangement was only for about a year and both
sides did not have money to spare, so they wanted a
more budget-friendly option to furnish their apart-
ment. Mrs. Goldstein put a classified in the Crown
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Heights Links saying, “Looking for furniture for a
chosson and kallah.” An overwhelming amount of
people responded, all so excited to give away furni-
ture in perfect condition, and she realized that many
others could be helped as well.

These two incidents inspired Mrs. Goldstein to
start a furniture gemach, so she reached out to three
people to get it off the ground: NCFJE, Communi-
ty Counsil, and Devorah Benjamin. “What we do is
make shidduchim between people who have furniture
to give away and people who need furniture. We don’t
pick up, deliver, or store- we just work with pictures.
People call requesting stuff, we forward pictures to
them, and they go and pick it up. There is no money
involved.”

Although the organization is geared to help the
Lubavitch community, many others have been as-
sisted as well, such as newlywed couples moving
out to a LLakewood Kollel community from New
York. Up until about three years ago, Mrs. Gold-
stein would get twenty to thirty calls a day in
regard to the gemach! Although it is currently not
as active, it’s effects are still felt! There are count-
less mivtzoim incidents that happened between
people picking up and giving away furniture which
shows how although the influx of “shidduchim”
has slowed, the effects of the gemach are far-reach-
ing. “It’s also beautiful to see how the people giving
the furniture away are actually more appreciative
than those receiving! They are so happy that their
furniture can go to others that will make good use
of it,” she shares.

Mrs. Goldstein also runs the Bais Rivkah High
School HOO (Helping Our Own) Chessed
program under Mrs. Sara Blau. She relates how the
program’s mantra used to be “helping hands,” and
during a mini-farbrengen about it in the teachers’
room, Mrs. Esti Feldman brought to her awareness
that a Chossid doesn’t just help with his hands.
The entire being of a Chossid is AhavasYisroel, the
entire being of a Chossid is a giver! She suggested
changing the mantra to “A Chossid is a Giver” and
it stuck.

o MRs. HALON:

Mrs. Toby Halon, a second grade teacher in
Bais Rivkah, realized that besides her job to make
young children happy, there is a special zchus in
bringing joy to older people as well. When her



own parents were in a car accident that took her
mother’s life and left her father ill, she looked for
a way to ensure that the older people in our lives
would not be forgotten. A call from their grand-
children would make them so happy. This sparked
the Bubby and Zaidy Project, which encourages
elementary school children to call a grandparent or
older person they know who might not have grand-
children to wish them a good Shabbos. To incentiv-
ize consistency in the project, students who bring
a signed note to school the following week receive
a treat! There also are sponsorship opportunities to
cover the cost of the weekly incentive. Mrs. Halon
realized that the initiative was attainable for every-
one, and brings a happy and proud feeling to all
those involved!

One week she received a letter that really highlighted
the vitality of such a project from a parent:

“It was just less than a month ago on Motzer Shabbos.
1 sat down with my six-year-old son Zalmy and looked
over his notes from school.

We suddenly came across the “Gut Shabbos Bubby
and Zaidy” note that we get every week ilui nishmas
Bubby Wilansky. My son said to me, “Mommy! Oh
no! I forgot to call Bubby and Zaidy before Shabbos!”
1 told ham that it was okay and we could still call. My
son called his Bubby and Zaidy. After wishing them a
gut voch, I spoke to my father. I wished him well and
told him that I love him very much.

Unfortunately, a few hours later, in the middle of his
sleep, Hashem took my father’s neshama back on Zayin
Adar. It was because of this beautiful campaign that the
Wilansky family started that I was able to speak to my
father, and my son to speak to his Zaidy, right before
his petira.

My father, R’ Betzalel Facobson A”H, was a humble
giant! A true “ChaYol.” — Chossid, Yirer Shamay-
1m, and Lamden. A genuine Lubavitcher Chossid, an
exceptional human being, and a Talmid Chacham,
we had the zchus to be his children and grandchil-

‘ROCHEL C]@RP'

In tenth grade, Rochel Karp was debating
which program she should join to fulfill her
school tzorcher tzibbur requirements. Friend-
ship Circle seemed to call out to her, and she
chose to be a part of the “Friends at Home”
program. Years later, as the current Program
and Volunteer Coordinator, she still visits her
“Friends at Home” buddy!

“Seeing the impact that volunteering had on
me, [ wanted to inspire other teens to do the
same and get involved. I learned and grew so
much from my Friends at Home buddy, so I
wanted to help this program to continue and
get better! “ She shares. “Going to all the pro-
grams where you see the smiles of the families
and children, how people leave their worries
and struggles at the door, truly inspired me
and showed me that this was something I
wanted to be a part of.”

The Friendship Circle continues to feel the
impact of Bais Rivkah High School volunteers.
Families sometimes request to specifically have
Bais Rivkah volunteers! They want “the energy
and happy positive vibe that you see imparted
by Bais Rivkah in their students.”

Teenagers need the opportunity to under-
stand what true friendship is, and being a
friend to a special child gives them that chance
to love unconditionally and be themselves
without any peer pressure — just to have a
good time with a special friend while being
the best person they can be! Taking an hour of
the week and giving it to another person really
impacts girls to be more giving, accepting,
and selfless, and by being part of something
greater, they also get a sense of community.

The Friendship Circle is founded on the precept
of “Veahavta reacha kamocha”. AsYidden and
as members of a community, Friendship Circle
thanks the girls of Bais Rivkah, and Bais Rivkah
is grateful for Friendship Circle!
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dren. This is a lesson for all of us to treasure our
parents, grandparents, and the elderly, and not to
take anyone for granted. You never know what to-
morrow can bring.

May the Geula come speedily in our days and we will
be reunited with our loved ones with Moshiach Tzid-
keinu.

Fraidy Taicheman — a very grateful parent.”

“When we do a mitzvah in honor of someone who
passed away, it makes the neshama have an aliyah,”
Mrs. Halon explains. Her father himself embodied
this idea of noticing and reaching out to others. He
noticed if people were lonely (a widow or one who
was not well) and would call to wish them good
Shabbos. “Especially nowadays, when older people
can be more lonely than ever, it is so important to
teach our children to reach out not because we get
something for it, but because this is what it means
to be kind and to be a giver.”

& MRS. SARI HALON:

While sitting shiva for her mother last year,
Mrs. Sari Halon, a second grade teacher in Bais
Rivkah, decided to do something in her mother’s
memory. Her mother, Mrs. Yehudis Baitz A”H,
was a beloved teacher in Bais Rivkah primary for
many years who invested much effort in caring for
her fellow staff members. Many recall her warm
smile and gifts of appreciation to the other teach-
ers as an expression of her gratitude to them. Mrs.
Halon’s Teacher Appreciation Initiative follows
in the footsteps of her mother’s embodiment of
hakaras hatov.

Right from the onset of this initiative, teachers
have been pampered with thoughtful gestures of
appreciation. Cheesecakes and chocolates were
distributed to all primary teachers in honor of
Shavuos, and an appreciation event for teachers
at the start of the year included raffles for gifts
from local Crown Heights stores. In addition,
each teacher received a mug that said “Teaching
is a Work of Heart”- a beautiful portrayal of what
Mrs. Baitz put into her shlichus as a teacher and a
continuation of the love and gratitude she showed
to other teachers. Mrs. Halon explains that her
family hopes to continue sharing and giving to
teachers as an expression of the never-ending
gratitude we owe to our teachers.
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The teachers and staff of Bais Rivkah have ingrained
in us, through teaching and by example, that you don’t
have to open up a gemach or an organization to be a
giver. As Mrs. Goldstein explains, “Every person has a
talent or calling and should have in mind, in whatever
situation that comes up, ‘What can I do to be the giver?’
It can be through giving money, making supper for
another, or lending notes. It is really the giving mindset

that a Chossid needs to have, and every person can have '

this mindset.” @

Cheesecakes and chocolates were distributed to all

primary teachers in honor of Shavuos.
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I’'m looking at my bank account and the profits of a deal that I promised, if successful,
I’d donate a percentage.

$3,000.

Sitting there in the bank account.

I I I t’s not mine,” I whisper to myself.

In my mind, I hear my cousin who I had just spoken to, who was fundraising for a project and
was short.

Short by $3,000.
But I'm not the $3,000 type of donor.

In my mind, I would donate this pledge in small amounts, amounts that didn’t hurt the pocket
so much; didn’t feel so scary; amounts that made sense for a plain and simple person like me.
You had to be super rich to donate $3,000 like that.

I'm sitting there, trying to block out the obvious hand of Hashem waving at me from the
computer screen. I’'m thinking about bills that I had to pay, and things I would want to use
this money for if could just pay this pledge slowly. I tell myself, “’This isn’t mine, it’s G-d’s. I
already promised it to Him. I need to put aside my ego, my comfort level, and what suits and
doesn’t suit my self-image. It’s not about me, because this money isn’t mine.”

I opened Whatsapp.
“You're good; I'll do the full $3,000.”



I pressed send.

Then I gasped.

What on earth had I just done?

But the truth is, I wasn’t scared anymore.

The deed was done and I felt a certain sense of calm.

A sense that I had done exactly what I was supposed
to do.

Suddenly I became so intrigued by this concept called
Tzedakah. This bizarre phenomenon of emptying out
your bank account when there are so many bills to pay
and somehow feeling so content. How did it work?
How could this type of emptiness in the bank account
make you feel so good when a slim bank account
usually causes a pit in your stomach?

I began doing research and it was fascinating.

It turns out that Hashem promises “Asser te’asser- bishvil
shetisasher— give maaser so that you will become
wealthy,” connecting the word wyn- a tenth- to MPwWy-
wealth. Whatever money you give to Tzedakah, He will
repay, and more. Not only that; Hashem begs us to test
Him on this promise, “U’Bechanuni nah ba’zos.”

In simple terms, if I give $1,000 to Tzedakah, then
Hashem will give more than that $1,000 back to me.
Not only am I not losing any money; I am actually in-
vesting it wisely with Hashem.

The following year, my cousin reached out to me
again. He wanted to know if I would be able to help
out with his project again. In the course of the con-
versation, he mentioned how this year was harder; his
operations had grown and he was now short an even
bigger amount: $6,000.

This year, there was no pledge staring at me from the
computer screen. There was, however, the blessing of
the past year and the $6,000 that I did have the ability to
give. Technically, if Hashem would continue to shower
those blessings on me, that $6000 would easily be in-
cluded in what I would be required to give for Maaser.

I was torn.

You see, that $3,000 donation was a one-off. ’'m not a
$3,000 type of donor, and I’m definitely not a $6,000
type of donor. As a relative, he had confided in me that
the people whom he would normally rely on to finish off
his budget weren’t going to pull through. The thought
of how everything that crosses our path is Hashgacha
Pratis whispered in the back of my head, while another
voice whispered on the other side, “You have it, you
could give it, why are you refusing someone the help

This isn't mine, it's G-d’s. I al-
ready promised it to Him.

that they need? Is it really your call to judge where this
money belongs?”

I was so torn.

So I began to read. I pulled a volume of Igros Kodesh
off the shelf and checked for letters about Tzedakah.
The first few letters under the topic didn’t really have a
message that I could apply, but then I turned to a letter
that really hit home.

In this letter, the Rebbe was writing to a Chossid who
had informed him of a pledge that he had made for an
annual appeal. This year he had given more than he had
in the past and he was concerned if he would be able to
fulfill this pledge. The Rebbe expressed his thanks and
assured him that since the need was greater this year
and therefore his pledge was bigger, giving tzedakah
would open up the channels for parnassa. Being that it’s
a mitzvah to give maaser (10% of one’s earnings) and
ideally chomesh (20%) but not more than that, Hashem
would ensure that the giver earn at least five times the
sum of the pledge, rendering his tzedaka chomesh.

(See the original letter at the end of this article.)

I was blown away, but also scared that I was missing
something. This bracha sounded too good to be true.

I called a mentor of mine who is very practical and
grounded. I wanted to know up to which level I should
follow this directive.

She got excited when I read the letter to her. Then she
confided in me. She and her husband had begun giving
extra tzedaka based on this very letter, and she shared
with me multiple stories in which she had seen that
indeed, Hashem had repaid them many times over.

-~
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The coin we drop in the pushka
each day is like a daily exercise
for our muscle of belief.

Encouraged, I did something that felt so wild and once
again opened up Whatsapp.

“You're good, I'll do the entire $6,000.”

This letter was so powerful, and understanding how
in essence Tzedakah was a key to parnassa was so
empowering. And forget empowering; who wouldn’t
make a deal in which the other party promised you 5x
on whatever you put in?

I couldn’t believe that I discovered this easy deal. I was
ready to roll.

And for a while, I was seeing a pretty obvious trail of
transactions with this new “Client.”

Well, I didn’t exactly get a deposit in my bank account
of 5x with a memo “from G-d,” but I definitely was
seeing lots of growth in my overall income, between
increased job opportunity, more work, a bargain of a
lease, etc...

Until it stopped working.

One day, things took a tough turn. At first, it was nothing
major; a few customers stopped using us, some products
sustained damages— nothing huge, just a bunch of little
things that were eating away at the bottom line. I began
to wonder if I had been naive to think that it would go
so simple. I slowly began to ease up on my Tzedakah
giving, anticipating the fact that if things continued this
way, I would need those extra dollars for myself.

In essence, I was preparing for things to be bad.

I didn’t trust Hashem that when He says He will repay
you, He means it.

Sure enough, things continued to unravel. Business con-
tinuously slowed, merchandise was detained at customs
for weeks, and a massive line of credit was pulled.

Friends and cousins, whose organizations I had reg-
ularly supported, approached and asked me if they
could count on me once again. I was too embarrassed
to admit that I just wasn’t in the position this year.

It wasn’t necessarily that there wasn’t money in the
bank; I just didn’t believe that I would see the success
continue, allowing me to give what I had given pre-
viously. I began to berate myself for giving all those
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donations that added up to thousands, and for creat-
ing this mess of having people think I was able to give
when I was struggling myself.

I wasn’t even mad at Hashem for doing this to me. I
was mad at myself for believing that it was really so
simple.

As things continued to spiral downwards, the tough
times forced me to assess my business in attempt to turn
things around. I discovered a huge bleed, one that would
have gone unchecked if not for those tough times.

Hashem must have wanted so badly to pay me back
all along, He just was waiting for a good place to send
the check.

(Why I had to have a bleed in the first place is way
above my paygrade to understand.)

As this sense of belief in Hashem’s goodness began to
slowly dawn on me, I began to work on not only cre-
ating a physical vessel for these brachos but a spiritual
one as well. Knowing that Hashem will repay me and
that my Tzedakah will end up being at least 1/5 of my
income wasn’t enough. I had to have the spiritual for-
tification to believe in something that runs so counter




to what any financial advisor would suggest, to really
truly believe that all will work out even when I didn’t
see any possible ways that it might.

I finally learned what the condition was in this seem-
ingly miraculous promise. I needed to trust the other
party explicitly, and sometimes it is so, so hard because
it just doesn’t make sense that He will pull through.

It dawned on me that in the last few months I had
given up on Hashem’s deliverance, while the whole
deal is contingent on trusting Hashem. Only once my
faith began to return did my wheel of fortune start to
move upwards once again.

I began to realize that the best way to keep my trust in
Hashem in shape was actually to give Tzedakah on a
daily basis. Each time I dropped a dollar in the pushka,
wrote out a check, or keyed in my credit card, it was a
declaration, not only to the world, but to myself, that
this money didn’t belong to me, and that ultimately the
same G-d who gave me this dollar would make sure
that I would have as many dollars as I needed.

The coin we drop in the pushka each day is like a
daily exercise for our muscle of belief. A few moments
strengthen our realization that all that we have is, in
essence, Hashem’s.

Each morning, as I put my dollar in the pushka, I
began to say “thank You” to Hashem for the fact that
I had what to give. That I was lucky enough to be on
the giving end.

Those 18 months, as I saw the bracha so clearly, I
still struggled with emotions each time I gave a dollar,
each time I swiped my card, each time something fell
through and I wondered when Hashem would “repay”
me. I gave more, but always with anxiety, always with
caution, always with calculations and considerations.

I didn’t truly believe that the bracha would flow as it
had in the past.

My mind understood how it worked, but my psyche
didn’t believe it.

Around this time, my company had a massive sales
event coming up. We were desperate for it to be a
success in order to give us the cushion we needed to
move ahead. I made a pledge to Hashem that I would
donate 10% of this event to Tzedakah.

We ended up tripling our goal.

I sat there looking at my bank account and the $10,000
that I had pledged.

I began to reason with myself. I had planned to give

your sales event triple in sales?”

$3,000; did I need to give the remaining balance?
Could my pledge be only the amount that I had in-
tended? Could 10% be read to mean 10% of profit,
rather than sales?

I’'m not the $10,000 type of donor.

Plus, we had run this event to create a cushion. How
could I give so much away when I had so many bills to
pay and so many things I could do with this money?

I can hear Hashem chuckling as I stared at the spread-
sheets open on my computer screen as if to say, “Don’t
you realize who made your sales event triple in sales?”

“It’s not mine,” I whisper to myself.

I type in the number 10,000 and hit the donate
button. @

[ can hear Hashem chuckling as
[ stared at the spreadsheets open
on my compuler screen as if to
say, “Don't you realize who made

Translation of the Rebbe’s letter:

BH, 11 Shvat, 5714
Brooklyn.

To the attendees of the Nusach AR”I Shul, Anshei
Lubavitch in Dorchester, and their chairman, teacher
Rabbi Shraga Asher Fine, and the gabbaim. May G-d
give life to them.

Greetings and blessing!

I was happy to receive regards from you through the
Chossid, Rabbi Yehuda Leib Hal.evi Horowitz with
the enclosed check of $200 from the previous Yom
Kippur appeal.

Just as every living thing grows, and specifically things
of kedusha, I was happy that the income of this year’s
appeal surpassed the previous years’, although it is still
far from enough to cover the needs and expenses of
the budget that the money is used for. I hope, however,
that this will be a good beginning to further add more
and more.

The saying of my father-in-law, the Frierdiker Rebbe,
whose passing was marked yesterday, is known, that
when aYid pledges a large sum of money to Tzedakah,
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although at that moment he may not see where he’ll
get the money from to make it possible, new channels
are opened Above so that he can receive additional
bracha in his livelihood and he is enabled to fulfill his
pledge in actuality.

We can add to the Rebbe’s words, that since Tzedakah is
given as a tenth (maaser) or a fifth (chomesh), it is ruled
above that he receive at least five times the amount he
had allotted to Tzedakah, and the remaining four parts
he profits, to use for his personal expenses.

With a bracha that the mitzvah of Tzedakah should
bring each of you the brachos from Hashem which are
definitely a Tzedakah and it should be expressed in
whichever way each one needs. ®
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OPTICAL, INC.

311 Kingston Avenue
Brooklyn, NY 11213

718 - 756 - 0361

Eye Exams Sunday - Thursday

by appointment

(0) @seeview.optical



https://www.instagram.com/seeview.optical/?hl=en

/&

1o our wonderful Charidy partners: ’:]

Mr. & Mrs. Shloimy Fischer
Mr. & Mrs. Dovid Katz
Mr. & Mrs. David Rogatsky
Mr. & Mrs. Chanan Feldman
Dr. Schwartz
Mr. & Mrs. Sruli Richler
Mr. & Mrs. Itchik Orimland
Rabbi & Mrs. Shlomie

Rabbi & Mrs Yossi Kazarnovsky
Rabbi & Mrs. Efraim Goldfein
Rabbi & Mrs. Mordechai Nagel

Rabbi & Mrs. Mordechai Skolnik

Rabbi & Mrs. Moshe Drizin
Rabbi & Mrs. Shmulik Brook
Rabbi & Mrs. Yosef Muss
Rabbi & Mrs. Shmulik

Mr. Abe ] Chehebar
Mr. Adam I Gordon
Mr. Alan Dern
Mr. Alan Steinberg
Mr. Andrew Chung
Mr. Babu Reddy
Mr. & Mrs. Zalmy Cohen

Mr. & Mrs. Eliezer
Kornhauser Eisenberg Greenwald
Mr. Gary Korn Mr. Richard Wagman Mr. & Mrs. Ezriel
Rappaport

Mr. Robert E Corroon

Mr. Gilles Gade
Mr. & Mrs. Menachem

Mr. Jack Braha Mr. Ryan Nelson
Mr. Joe Lostritto M. Shimon Eisikowicz Gurevitch
Mr. Kevin Chisholm The Maling Foundation Mr. & Mrs. Yigal Niasoff
Ms. Leslie Wohlman Himmel Mr. & Mrs. Dovi Sperlin Mr. & Mrs. Mendel Jacobson
Mr. & Mrs. Ari Greenwald Mr. & Mrs. Dovid Kugel Mr. & Mrs. Nussi Sternberg
Mr. & Mrs. Avremy Zuntz Mrs. Chani Drizin Mr. & Mrs. Binyomin Levin
Mr. & Mrs. Faivish Pewzner Mr. & Mrs. Chezky Klein Mr. & Mrs. Dovid Sputz
Mr. & Mrs. Lazer Schiener Mr. & Mrs. Tuvia Greisman Mrs. Devorah Scheiner
Mr. & Mrs. Levi Eckhause Mr. & Mrs. Dovid Junik Mr. & Mrs. Shai Denburg
Mr. & Mrs. Mechy Stiegman Rabbi. & Mrs. Sholom Ber Drizin Mr. & Mrs. Mendel Pinson
Mr. & Mrs. Osher Karnovsky

Mr. & Mrs. Lavie Popack
Mr. & Mrs. Yerachmeal Jacobson
Mr. & Mrs. Yanky Markowitz
Mr. & Mrs. Chaim Drizin

Mr. & Mrs. Mendy Gansburg
Mr. & Mrs. Boruch Greenberg
Rabbi Yudel Krinsky
Mr. & Mrs. Shimon Liani

Mr. & Mrs. Mendy Rabkin
Mr. & Mrs. Benabu
Mr. & Mrs. Shuey Scheiner
Mr. & Mrs. Ari Sperlin
Rabbi & Mrs. Beryl Junik
Mr. & Mrs. Shmaya Krinsky
Mr. & Mrs. Sruli Bernstein

Mr. & Mrs. Mendel Mangel
Mr. & Mrs. Mordy Werde
Mr. & Mrs. Schneur Plotkin
Mr. & Mrs. Tuvia Greisman
Mr. & Mrs. Yosef Gorowitz
Mr. & Mrs. Zevi Drizin
Rabbi & Mrs. Dudi Farkash
Mr. Peter Castellana I1I

— THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS OF BAIS RIVKAH —




Keeping the

ontents Hot
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The brainchild of this article was a pitch ar the first Alumni Embrace Reunion Chinuch Tank. Mrs.
Chayale Tzukernik and Miss Miriam Elberg, both devoted Bais Rivkah high school teachers, real-
12zed the necessity for teachers to have time designated for learning and preparing their lessons. This
was their proposal: “We all know that there’s never a dull moment and time is a coveted phenome-
non. B”H many teachers are raising small children or are involved in various initiatives. The idea
of learning thoroughly in free time is a mere fantasy. We therefore propose a two hour learning group
every Sunday. The time will be divided between chavrusa learning and a communal shiur. Babysit-
ting will be provided. The courses will be divided into four-week sessions for a group of 15 teachers.
Each teacher will get a $§50 stipend per session attended with the expectation that they attend all 4
sessions per course.”

n my years in Eretz Yisroel, I have graced many Shabbos tables, each with its own rit-
uals. It was one of those meals that the host requested that everyone around the table
share either a Torah thought, a personal experience, or a fun fact. My mind went blank.
I couldn’t think of anything to share. As the host called on me, I let him know that I



was stumped. He then asked me a peculiar question.
“Are you empty?”

“I hope not,” I responded. “A person is a vessel that
expresses what it contains. To fill one’s vessel, it’s
important to learn, and once full, the next step is to
share.”

It reminded me of the woman who approached a
Rabbi, asking for a method to ensure that her chil-
dren would be happy. The Rabbi asked the woman
how she ensures her personal happiness. When the
woman’s response was that she’d given up on herself
and had pinned all her hopes on her children, the
Rabbi brilliantly remarked, “The maximum you can
guarantee is that your kids will give up on themselves
but want their kids to be happy.”

This idea has become ubiquitous to me.

Years later, I'm preparing my Shabbos morning
coffee, and I see my son observing my double-hot
cup process. I take his inquisitiveness up for a learn-
ing experience. I explain to him the concept of kli
rishon mevashel- the original vessel that contains
something hot has the power to cook. I demonstrate
how, by the time the water is poured into the third
vessel, its contents have cooled off and have lost their
cooking powers.

As I sip the coffee, I fill myself with that dose of
energy to get through the day. We all have those
burnout moments of dampened momentum and
frayed motivation. The only way to contribute and
impact another is to first do some inside work- to fill
your own vessel.

The basis of Chabad Chassidus is that a Chossid does
not rely on inspiration to keep him going, but rather
develops a deep and strong connection to Hashem
through his personal efforts and learning.

As a mechaneches, my role is to imbue my students
with Yiras Hashem and Ahavas Hashem until they
manifest their beings as they become Neros I’Hair.

The only way to cultivate true Ahavas Hashem and
Yiras Hashem is through an invested process of
Chabad. As the adage goes and logic dictates, “You
can’t pour from an empty cup.” Just as words from
the heart enter the heart, if one is immersed in the
waters of Torah and invests in gaining what he can
for the purpose of imparting in others, he will surely
succeed.

It’s easy to feel empty. To feel like you’re stuck in the
cold. And that’s because you are. Without constant

investment in real learning and original texts, your
once heat-retaining kli rishon can easily cool to a kli
shlishi, which can no longer cook.

A lukewarm coffee won’t warm the chill in your
bones, and it definitely will not illuminate your stu-
dents. Only once you have made a truth your own
and have delved into the holy texts and sources, can
you share it with others.

I find this in my own experience as well. The only way
to have that eureka moment, the fiery-eyed clarity
and understanding, the propelling, forward motiva-
tion, is through empting those seforim shelves and
pouring over each page. That eureka moment came
to me post-high school as I explored one of the fun-
damentals of Yiddishkeit: Ein od milvado. With my
minds eye, I was able to see that Hashem is the Sole
reality. I was only able to achieve this through invest-
ment in my learning.

This experience is crucial for every Chossid, and is
the responsibility of each teacher.

In a sense we are all teachers; “If you know alef, teach
alef.”

So, as I sip my coffee, I pull out the Tanya to get a
deeper glimpse into the infinite wisdom and life guid-
ance that I can share with my students.

I take an extra moment to learn for myself too,
because after all, “A person is a vessel that expresses
what it contains. To fill one’s vessel, it’s important to
learn, and once full, the next step is to share.”®

49



THE ART OF

Chava Loewenthal, Copenhagen, Denmark
Graduating class of 57785 (2018)
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was in one of my “down” moods. I had had a long day with a lot going on, and by

the time I came back to my apartment, I was done. I sat on my bed, rehashing the

day’s events and moping about everyone and everything. I heard my phone ding

and saw a text from my aunt, “Hey Chava, I know this is super last minute, but are
you available now for a bit to help me? I’m not feeling so well and need to get everyone set-
tled.” 1 groaned. Seriously? This was the last thing I needed with the mood I was in.
All T wanted was to crash. But I didn’t actually have a valid reason to say no. I couldn’t
really say, “Sorry, I'm in a bad mood, so it’s not going to work.”



I wrote back, “Sure! Coming in a few.” I left my
house bemoaning my fate.

I came to my aunt’s house and quickly got to work.
For the next few hours, I was busy feeding the
kids supper, getting them into bed, dealing with a
tantrum, trying to calm a crying baby, washing the
dishes and cleaning the house. I left very tired, but
I noticed that I wasn’t so upset anymore. I was ac-
tually in a much better mood.

I grew up on Shlichus in Copenhagen, Denmark,
raised with the concept of “give, give, and then
give some more.” If we would ever complain
about the amount of people or problems stream-
ing through our home, the response was always
something to the effect of, “Baruch Hashem we
are on the giving side.” I never fully realized what
that meant until I left home to attend Bais Rivkah
High School in Crown Heights. All of a sudden I
was on the receiving end. I needed Shabbos meals
and places to go for Yomim Tovim, and in general,
being an out-of-towner puts you on the receiv-
ing side more often. In the beginning, I hated it. I
hated being a guest, relying on people, and asking
for favors. I soon realized that the reason it was
so unpleasant was because I was only on the re-
ceiving end. I had to start giving as well. In high

school, I was lucky to have a built-in system that
ensured that I was also on the giving side. There
were always opportunities to get involved, between
Chessed every week and new projects popping up.
Now that I am out of the official school system,
I need to find my own opportunities to give, of
which there are so many.

Giving doesn’t just mean money or time. There are
so many ways to give, whether it’s patience, a lis-
tening ear, advice, talents, food, knowledge, love, or
even with just a smile. Each person has so much to
give and so much to offer, the right opportunity just
needs to be found. For example, when I was in the
dorm on Carroll Street, the Mintz’s next door invited
us every Motzei Shabbos to hear havdalah in their
home. More recently during Covid, the Schneer-
son family on President Street offered their lawn for
Chassanim, Kallos, and their families to take pictures.




Hosting people for Shabbos and Yom Tov meals, ar-
ranging meals for families who may need, donating
clothes that aren’t being worn anymore, dancing at
the wedding of a couple who may not have much
family, sharing ideas, making phone calls for organi-
zations, helping to set up and arrange events, there is
no end to the list of giving opportunities. One simply
has to think creatively.

I remember watching a puppet show called The
Unhappy King when I was younger. It’s a story of a
king who was unhappy, so his servants tried to cheer
him up, giving him all sorts of entertainment and
gifts. At the end, what makes him happy is when he
helps someone out. It’s a cute video that we used to
act out and memorize, but the message is quite ap-
plicable, especially in today’s world. Everyone is busy
running after happiness. There are so many products
out there that advertise themselves as “bringing hap-
piness.” At the end of the day, these things come and
go and can be a waste of time in the grand scheme
of seeking happiness. There are countless letters from
the Rebbe telling people who are feeling down that
rather than focusing on their negative thoughts, they
should occupy themselves with positive thoughts
and actions. By helping others, you actually end up
helping yourself!

As Lubavitchers, this idea was ingrained in us since
day one. Our entire being is for another Yid no matter
who or where. Sometimes we are so busy looking for
the big projects that we miss the important, seeming-
ly smaller opportunities. The woman struggling with
her bags, wallet, and kids on the checkout line may
just need some understanding patience, your neigh-
bor might just need a smile, and your friend may just
need to hear a genuine, “How are you?” The list is
endless. Look out for the opportunities, and the op-
portunities will find you. When you give, you get so
much more back. ®
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I was truly astonished to read in your
letter that you cannot find anything in
your life to bring you joy — this, after
having written that you have “thank
G-d, two very delightful and religiously
observant daughters.”

Make an effort to minimize, as much as
possible, thoughts such as, “What am I
feeling?”; “Am I afraid of someone?”
and so on.

Replace these thoughts with profound
contemplation as to how you can assist
and see to the needs of your neighbors
or your relatives sheyichyu. Surely you
will find many such matters [where you
can be of benefit].

[Bear in mind that] one who acts benev-
olently toward one’s friend is rewarded
with Hashem’s benevolence to an even
greater extent [than the individual’s own
benevolence toward the other].

Since all matters are to be accomplished
through natural means as well, consult a
doctor who is also a friend (rofeh yedid).

(From a handwritten response of the Rebbe, Tishrei
12, 5743)

Reprinted with permission from Sichos in English.



A child feeling sick
comes with challenges.
Getting an appointment
is not one of them.
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Chani Mochkin, Crown Heights l/

Graduating class of 5776 (2016) . '
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n Crown
Heights, large fam-
ilies are BH a dime a
dozen. The adage “Chessed be-
gins at home” rings very true here, as
children who practice chessed at home provide
a huge help to their families. It begins at home and is instilled

and reinforced at home, in every interaction among family members.

The term seems so straightforward, but as I mature I realize that home can be the most complex
place to practice chessed. The return is not as ego-stroking as helping strangers or the needy.
Helping at home easily becomes a chore as it shifts into a routine, and can even be a drag.



o

The people we know best sometimes slip under the
radar, and they become hard to “see.” How can we
become impersonal to people we are so familiar
with?

It’s hard to capture my sister Raizel in words. Raizel
completely embodied chessed. On Wikipedia, chessed
is described as the attribute of grace, benevolence, or
compassion. My sister was all of the above. She was
full of grace; the way she spoke about herself was kind
and encouraging. There was no moment of “Could I
do it?” and self-doubt. Instead, there was, “What is
the best way to go about this?”

Raizel got married at 25 and moved to Eretz Yisroel
after having her third child, and had another five
kids while living there. With eight children to care
for, she had every excuse in the world to avoid over-
extending herself for anyone but her husband and
children. But she never leaned into excuses. I never
heard my sister ever say, “No, sorry, ’'m busy with
the kids” or, “I’m too tired.” It is a bizarre thought!
I am twenty-two, studying in school, and I hear
myself constantly come up with valid excuses to not
do something; valid, but nevertheless still excuses.

My mother mentioned something about Raizel the
other day: Raizel would call her as night fell in Israel
and New York began to hustle. She would frequently
say, “Ma, I have this wedding in Yerushalayim and I'm
so tired from the day and the kids.” My mother would
respond matter-of-factly, “Rai, you have every excuse
not to go, just go to sleep.” Without fail, Raizel would
call my mother back the next day and say, “Ma, I went
and it was great, I'm so happy I pushed myself.” Isn’t
that phenomenal, the way she showed up?

I loved going to Israel simply because I adored every
moment I would spend chatting with Raizel. The last
I spent time with Raizel in Israel was the last time
I had with her before she returned to America to
undergo treatment.

I had the wonderful fortune of being a counselor on
the Swerdlow program in Eretz Yisroel. Camp had
just ended, and I hopped on a forty minute bus to
Beitar, ready to spend the day with Raizel. I walked
down two flights straight into her Israeli apart-
ment. Her kids greeted me with hugs and kisses, like
always, and I felt the warmth of home right there
in Eretz Yisroel. Raizel immediately got to fussing
around, asking me about camp, and if I was satisfied
with how it concluded. She asked me what I wanted
for dinner, and I just shrugged, “anything you make
would be great.” She pursed her fingers as the Israe-

lis do, (Raizel was so proud of her Israeli manner-
isms!) and said, “Chani, what do you want to eat?” I
still responded with a shrug, as I looked around the
house that was in a state of motion, the kids playing,
friends over; it was a hectic summer day. “Rai, any-
thing will be good, whatever you have in the house.”
Exasperated, Raizel started naming options for me.
“Do you want salmon or chicken or —” “Salmon
would be great,” I answered, hoping that would be
the simplest response.

With that, Raizel grabbed her car keys and said,
“Take the baby, let’s go pick up salmon.”

I remember just standing there for a minute in the
whirlwind. I had just walked into her life; it would
have been easy for her to say, “Make yourself at
home — my home is your home,” and continue
on with her routine and the housework she needed
to get done. I always felt completely comfortable

>
« A"‘" R-L Chani, Raizel,
and Raizel’s daughter at the Kosel.




cooking in my sister’s house, yet Raizel insisted I get
what I want.

We picked up salmon and some greens and it was
the most delicious meal I ate in Israel over that trip.
I would always compliment Raizel, “People come to
Israel for the food they can get; I come to Israel for
your food.”

It’s easy to create space for family when it is con-
venient or for your benefit. It can feel great to do
chessed, and at home it can turn into tit for tat — I
helped you, now help me back. I raised you, now
you can babysit my kids. Raizel never had those
expectations. Every time I’'d come to visit, she
would encourage me to venture out of Beitar and
explore. She would take time and effort to make
sure I wasn’t just fine or happy, but that I had ev-
erything I wanted. She overextended herself and
made me feel like I was a priority. I look at it as a

Raizel and her Mochkin sisters and sisters-in-law.

complete chessed. She could have left me to play
with the kids or at least to my own devices, but
when I would come into her home, it was as if all
the space was there for me. She didn’t just want
the gossip about the family back in America; she
wanted to know how I was doing amid the noise.
She would turn every conversation we had into an
introspective one. Instead of giving me advice, she
gave me tools. That is true chessed.

Chessed is also defined as benevolence — to be
good and have goodwill. Raizel showed up, private-
ly and publicly. The simple act of showing up is
possibly the most underrated act of chessed. I think
about that part of my sister a lot, about how signif-
icant she made me feel by talking things over with
me. By showing up, we give people the understand-
ing that they are worth the effort. You never feel
bad about the good things you do, only the good
things you don’t do. That’s something I’ll always
have from Raizel.
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Brachie (Gurkow) Katzman, Chicago. 1L
Graduating class of 5765 (2008)
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Our days are full of giving. As friends, mothers, wives, and employees, there are so many opportu-
nities to give. It feels empowering — like we contributed to society, maybe even made a difference
in the world. Giving feels good.

Can we say the same about receiving? “Sure,” we say, “I can take from others. I get cleaning ladies,
babysitters, and I even accept favors from family or friends.” However, an honest look at our actions
often tells a different story. Are you more likely to say “Thank you,” or “I got it on a great sale,”
when complimented on what you’re wearing? When someone offers help, will you accept it, even if
you think you think you can or should do it yourself?

Hashem didn’t create things equally. There are always givers and receivers. In every ecosystem,
animals and plants give and receive from one another. In an exchange of ideas, each party leaves
with a new perspective. In every in-
teraction, no matter how small, we get
from the other person. We often play
both roles of giving and receiving in
parts of our lives. Hashem created us to
live as an interconnected community,
where we cannot live alone. We need to
be in contact with others. Sometimes we
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are in a position to give and other times in a position
to receive. We need to strike a balance.

Often, receiving can trigger feelings of not being
enough, “I should be able to do this myself.” Or we
may feel indebted to those who help us, that we now
need to go out on a limb for them. This is especially
true when we are in a situation where we feel needy to
begin with. With this mindset, we can feel like a taker;
like a person who just keeps taking and doesn’t con-
tribute anything to his surroundings. Often, during
the period of time that we need help the most, we
may be the least able to give, which only enhances
this image of ourselves. We just need a shift in per-
spective.

It is helpful to understand that it is also a chessed to
receive. Accepting help from others allows them to
feel like better people. Accepting a compliment makes
the other person feel that her words are worthy. By
allowing others to give to us, we allow them to feel
good about themselves and that they matter. Accept-
ing a compliment also creates a change in us. When
we accept a compliment or favor with a smile and a
“thank you,” we add value to ourselves. We are agree-
ing that we are worth spending time on.

When we allow ourselves to receive from others, we
fill up emotionally. It is hard to give when we are
empty. We end up feeling depleted and tempers can
run short. Only when we are full can we continue
giving. Instead of feeling less-than when you need
help, accept the help and let the warm feeling of being
cared for wash over you.

The Gemaral notes an interesting exchange between
Rabbi Akiva and Turnus Rufus, where Turnus Rufus
challenges the concept of giving Tzedakah. “If your
G-d loves the poor,” he asks, “why does he not
support them?”

Rabbi Akiva’s answer teaches us that being the re-
cipient of someone else’s giving can actually be more
helpful to the giver than the receiver. “When we give
Tzedakah we are saved from punishment that may
be coming our way. Picture a king, out of anger, who

1. Bava Basra, daf 10, amud 1

condemns his child to prison and orders that no one
give him food nor drink. If someone goes and feeds
the kings son [saving him from danger], wouldn’t the
king show his appreciation and send a gift?”” While
Hashem may have decreed poverty to His children,
He rewards those who seek to assist and give to them.

After receiving from another we may feel conflicted.
Do we need to find an opportunity to pay it back, or
should we focus on paying it forward? Real chessed
is done without the intent to get paid back. We may
never be in the position to pay back. Instead, we can
pay it forward. When someone else is in need, give to
them, in the way that we can. Everyone has talents
and gifts, each charged to give in his own way. We
don’t need to pay it back or forward in the exact same
way we received. Be it emotional support or physical
assistance, we each have something to give. Often, we
aren’t even aware of our role in another’s life. What
one may consider an easy, insignificant favor may
have been a lifesaver for her friend in a hectic season.

Yes, a favor must always be acknowledged grateful-
ly. However, we don’t need to feel indebted. There
will be a time when you will be able to pay the favor
forward, though possibly in a different way. There is a
season for everything. @
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Chayale Sorkin, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5777 (2017)

came part of everyday lexicon, two Bais Rivkah alumnae launched an initiative, spreading

A t the height of the COVID-19 pandemic, as the terms social distancing and quarantine be-
love and hope to many and inspiring hundreds of others.

Growing up, each involved with their respective grandparents, both Baila Dalfin and Nechama
Shpigelman (Hecht) have always taken interest in seniors. Additionally, Baila herself currently
works in a nursing home. They subsequently noticed the heavy toll the pandemic was taking on
seniors and heard the silent plea of this group, so isolated and vulnerable. “We knew we wanted to
do something to show seniors that we care and that they are not alone,” says Baila.

Charged with the mission of looking out for others and making a difference, the two teamed up and
began an organization they named “planTogether.” Their goal — to deliver plants to seniors and provide
comfort during these trying and lonely times. They chose plants, as studies have shown that caring for
a plant can improve one’s mood and overall health.
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The operation started out with local deliveries to
seniors within the Crown Heights community, and as
positive feedback began to pour in, they knew they
needed to expand to neighboring areas as well. Cur-
rently, planTogether delivers to numerous assisted
living facilities and nursing homes.

This project inspired the world
at large, causing a ripple
effect of acts of goodness and
kindness.

One of the many heartwarming stories that encour-
aged them to keep branching out came from the
granddaughter of a plant-recipient. She explained
that her grandmother had lost her husband before
the pandemic and had been living alone for quite
some time. With the start of Covid and the lack of
in-person visitors, she was feeling extra lonely. Upon
receiving the plant, she felt so loved and cared for
and immediately occupied herself with tending to it.
It brought her so much joy that she went so far as to
purchase a new pot for the plant. Her entire family
was grateful for the change they saw in her.

The story of planTogether was featured in articles
and on news sites, creating a tremendous Kiddush
Hashem. Many were moved, witnessing what two
girls were able to undertake and accomplish once
they set their minds to help others. This project in-
spired the world at large, causing a ripple effect of

acts of goodness and kindness.

“Being educated in Bais Rivkah the focus was always
on the fact that each person matters, and that one
must look out for others. This empowered us to think
big and try to help whoever we could reach,” says
Nechama. When asked regarding plans to continue,
Baila responded: “It’s something we want to keep
growing, since we know we’re making a difference.
With the Rebbe’s brachos, we hope to keep reaching
even more people.”

“We began this project with the intention of making
people happy,” noted Baila. “If our story inspired
someone to take action and perform a good deed, we
already know we did something right.”

“There is one last message we would like to leave
readers with,” Nechama added. “If you feel passion-
ate about doing something for the benefit of others,
don’t hesitate or wait around for someone else to take
it on. Throw yourself into it! You’d be surprised at
what you are capable of accomplishing!”

If you would like to get involved in any way, feel free
to reach out to plantogethernyc@gmail.com. ®
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Danit (Friedman) Schusterman, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5757 (1997)

he young resident looked me straight in the eye as my babies were wheeled out of the delivery
room and said, “I don’t know what religion you are, ma’am, but Someone was watching those
babies.”

I was at my seven-month checkup when I asked my doctor, “Don’t you think I’'m carrying a little
bigger than I usually do?” She answered that it’s my fourth pregnancy, and that’s very common.
My measurements were perfectly fine, and the baby seemed healthy b”H. My previous pregnan-
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cies were healthy and uneventful. I never had an ul-
trasound with any of them, and unless directed by the
doctor, I wasn’t planning to have one with this baby
either. The Doppler told us that the baby’s heartbeat
sounded great, and that’s all I needed to know.

“If it will make you feel better, get an ultrasound to
rule out any extra fluids. It could be why you seem
to be carrying bigger than you usually do,” added
the doctor, and then she laughed, “It’ll also rule out
twins.”

Living on Maui, things work a little slower than they
do on the mainland U.S.. The next available ultra-
sound was two weeks away. So as I approached my
eighth month, my husband and I went to the radiolo-
gy center of Maui to get my ultrasound. Just to make
me feel better.

After doing a routine check, the technician told us we
had one healthy baby inside and all looked good. He
said he would do one more check just to be thorough.
After a few long minutes, the sonographer looked up
at me and said very seriously, “I see another head.”
There was another baby hiding away in the back
behind its twin sibling.

I looked at him and yelled, “But we don’t have
enough car seats!” and then burst into tears while
simultaneously laughing hysterically. He asked me if
my husband and I needed a moment, to which I an-
swered yes, I'd appreciate that.

A little while later, the technician came back in and
said that now that there was clearly another baby in
there, it was necessary to find the membrane sepa-
rating them. We sat there for another half hour, but
he could not find said membrane. I asked if we really
needed this membrane, as I had to get home to my
other kids, ages four, two, and one. He thought I was
joking. He then said that I needed a specialist to find
the membrane if he was unable to find it. The spe-
cialist flew in to Maui from Honolulu once a month
and would only be here in three weeks, so I needed to
make an appointment for then.

Three weeks later, as I entered my thirty-second
week of pregnancy, I arrived to see the “specialist”
ultrasound technician. He sat with me and looked for
the membrane, which was supposed to separate my
newly-discovered twins. He searched for forty-five
minutes. He then looked up at me and said in a most
nonchalant tone, “So, there is no membrane. You are
carrying mono-mono twins. This means that your
twins are in one amniotic sac. They are also sharing

a placenta. There is a huge risk of twin-to-twin
transfusion syndrome, which means one baby can
take all the nutrients from the placenta, posing death
to the other twin. Since they share a placenta, if one
twin dies, the other will die too, or have huge health
issues. Their umbilical cords are completely knotted
together. If one twin so much as moves in the wrong
direction, pulling on the cord, it means instant death
for both of them. Mono-mono twins happen in 0.1
percent of all pregnancies, with a 50 percent mortal-
ity rate. This pregnancy is a ticking time bomb. You
need to get these babies out of you TODAY. You will
need to be airlifted by the medivac helicopter from
Maui Memorial Hospital to the hospital in Honolulu
since there is no NICU in Maui, and you are only
thirty-two weeks along. Best of luck.”

On the way home, in the very silent car ride, I very
calmly told my husband that we need to get more car
seats. I also said that Hashem has watched these babies
for eight months, ’'m sure He will give us another
day or two to make the necessary arrangements for
someone to come watch our other kids while I fly to
another island to have these babies.

Hashem really came through. We found the most
wonderful young girl who was a friend of a friend
and was available to fly in immediately from Chicago
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and take care of my kids while I was away. Her name
is Michla Lichy, and I can write an entire book about
how wonderful and miraculous this woman was and
is. During these two days, I did an insane amount of
research on mono-mono twins and realized that the
longer they would be inside me, the better it would be
for them—as long as the babies were under twenty-
four-hour observation in a hospital.

I arrived at Kapiolani Medical Center in Honolulu
and was treated like royalty. It is a teaching hospital,
so all the residents wanted in on my case. I was the

“mono-mono mom”—super rare. On my first day
there, they led me into my huge private room, and
I was met by seven ob-gyn specialists. “You need to
get these babies out of you today. The risk of some-
thing happening to them is too great.” I replied that
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based on my research if both babies were monitored
24/7, T could keep them inside me until thirty-five
weeks, which is full-term for twins. This would mean
I needed ten more days. And if, chas vesholom, one
of the babies went into distress, I was in the perfect
place. I just felt certain that the babies would be okay.

The doctors spoke amongst themselves. They said
that every one of my points was indeed valid. They
then proceeded to list every possible thing that could
go wrong. I then asked them what they could do if
any of these things actually happened, and the answer
to all of the above was an emergency C-section. We
agreed to set up the hospital room for just that, and
they conceded that as long as the babies’ heart rates
looked good, they would agree to deliver them at thir-
ty-five weeks.

I was fine. The babies were fine. I had an undeniably
good feeling that everything would turn out okay, some-
thing I couldn’t explain. Hashem had brought us so far;
He would surely continue to take care of my babies.

Every day, all seven specialists would come to see me.

The babies looked good, b’h. There were many times
there was a “code red,” when the nurses would come
running into my room only to find that “baby B” had
moved, so the heart monitor couldn’t find her heartbeat.
They’d reposition the monitor and see that all was fine.



Baruch Hashem, both twins were delivered at 34.5
weeks, healthy and at a good weight. They spent a
week in the NICU under observation until they hit
thirty-five weeks. They were the little celebrities of
the hospital. Our mono-mono twins are now, b”’h, ten
years old and in the fourth grade in Bais Rivkah, ab-
solutely loving it.

I often look back at that time and long for the un-
believable bitachon that I had. It was an undeniable
feeling that although it seemed like all the odds were
against me and the babies, I just knew that we would
all be fine, and it would all be okay.

Bitachon is a funny thing. It is like a cloud that can
carry you through the most difficult of life’s challeng-
es. I just handed it over to Hashem. He has carried me
through all the hardest moments of my life so far, and
He will continue to do so. We just need to know—
really, truly know—that it will all be okay. Even when
painted with all the worst-case scenarios, as the
doctors did, just keep your head up. Remember Who
runs the show, do your part, and let Hashem do the
rest. He’s got this. @
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THE GIFT +/
PRESENCE

Chaya (Minkowicz) Abelsky, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5749 (1959)

4

cycle of action and stepped into a process of presence? No work, housework, or school-
work. No last-minute loads in the dishwasher at 1:00 am. As women, we are the ones
who most often struggle with this K because the list of things we have to do never seems to end.

When was the last time you gave without doing anything? When you stepped out of the

And so, we fall into a pattern of doing for others, rather than being for others. For example, our
husband might complain we are always busy and never have time for him. A child might lament
that we only give them attention when it’s for academic purposes. What is it that they really want?

Giving is at the heart of all of our relationships. We give to what, and whom, we love. In
many ways, it is the foundation and catalyst of every form of love. Where there is no giving,
real love cannot exist. Giving is not just with money. Or presents. Well, it’s part of it, and
sometimes giving can be not the kind you’re thinking. Giving is being available. Giving is
being open-hearted and showing up for another person’s process. Many times, it is the people
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who are there for us, who give by just being there.
Giving with their presence.

The halachos of nichum aveilim teach us the value of
supporting others with our presence. We show up. We
sit silently until the mourner is ready to speak. With our
presence, we make space for his or her feelings. This
powerful form of support allows the individual to face
her challenges and find the resilience to rise above them
- to the point where she can experience “Eis Tzarah
LYaakov - U’memena Y’vashea.” From within adversi-
ty, we find our resilience and transcendence.

Giving becomes the opportunity of the giver to
reflect support and positive thinking. The giver acts
as a mirror to remind the other of their uniqueness,
so that they may recognize their guided journey is
exactly planned in order to achieve the goals Hashem
has in mind for them.

To be present for others means to be completely and
fully there — physically, mentally, and emotionally.
The countless individuals who merited yechidus with
the Rebbe recall the undivided attention the Rebbe
gave them — as if no one and nothing existed at that
moment other than them and their concerns.

We must take our cue from the Rebbe. Despite the
distractions, and with all the important matters we
need to attend to, we can give those we love the gift of
our complete selves.

And to be able to give in this way, we need to learn to
be present ourselves; to live in the moment.

In the words of the Rebbe:

“Every detail of one’s service, or even preparation
for that service, be it the means to some other
end, or some minute detail, it must all be per-
formed with complete presence of mind, speech,
and action. As the Rebbe Rashab famously said,
and as related to us by his only son and succes-
sor, my father-in-law, the Rebbe, the leader of
our generation: A pnimi is one who invests him
or herself completely in whatever it is that he or
she is doing...

...Even if your present activity is merely the
means toward another end, so long as this activi-
ty requires your attention, you must be fully and
completely invested, present, in the moment.”
(Sefer Hasichos 5751, Parshas Pinchas)

It’s been said that living in the present moment is the

highest form of sanity. You are the most attractive
when you live right now, in the present moment. Not

BR EXPERIENCE

worrying about the future, or striving for it, or trying
to repair the past. A smooth, secure, present-focused
orientation is the best way to reach a better future.
It’s about being tuned in with what is happening right
now. The past and the future do not exist. Life can
only exist in the present moment.

We all have things we want to achieve or acquire.
There is absolutely nothing wrong with this. However,
chasing these types of goals often gets us worked up
to the point that we are more passionate about to-
morrow than we are about today. When this happens,
the future becomes far more interesting than the
present; the destination holds more importance than
the journey. You gradually lose the present, which is
where the real “presents” are. And the destination, if
you ever reach it, is shabbier and much less sparkling
than it looked at a distance. True, some sacrifice is
required to reach long-term goals, but when you deny
the pleasure of the now for a self-negating path, you
create a rather gray and sunless personal existence.

We may be waiting for a shidduch. Waiting to be
blessed with children. Waiting for our children to fall
asleep or grow older. Waiting to find the right job, move
to a larger home, or have some time off. We feel we are
travelers on the road to an important destination; the
present is a stage we are trying to simply endure.

Let us embrace the gifts Hashem has given us by
being fully present in our lives. Whatever our stage in
life, there is no more important day than today; this
very moment is the most valuable of all. There is a
vital avodah for me, here and now.

And as we become more of a “pnimi,” we will develop
the capacity to be truly there for those we love. ®

Chaya is a sought after speaker, facilitator, and the
creator and Instructor of the ICF ACTP Certified In-

finiti Coach Training (ICT) & ICT Advanced Certi-
fied Coaching (ACC) program. Her mission is to help

people become the best version of themselves and be able
N

to achieve their goals. Chaya resides in Crown Heights,
NY with her husband and children.
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HARMONY oo
CREATION

Shterna Karp, Crown Heights
Graduating class of 5774 (2014)

Myrs. Miriam Rhodes and her husband, Mer,
are known for their incredible hachnosas orchim
in Bat Avin. Before that, though, she spent two
decades teaching in Bais Rivkah.

n the small town of Bat Ayin, halfway between Yerushalayim and Chevron, you’ll find Mrs.

Miriam Rhodes, probably preparing for another slew of guests or teaching a Chassidic psy-

chology class. Walk into the wild haven of trees and vines that is their backyard and pick

grapes for homemade grape juice or gather olives to squeeze oil — which the Rhodes use for
their cooking on Pesach and to light the Chanukah menorah.

But before she lived in Eretz Yisroel, and before she lived in Crown Heights, Mrs. Rhodes was an
aspiring scientist. In the late ‘60s, she studied biochemistry at Cornell University, then continued
on to study plant-cell physiology at graduate school in Berkeley. The beautiful West Coast inspired
her to switch her major to ecology, which led to a fellowship on an ecological expedition in Costa
Rica. “It was fun,” she says. “I got paid to canoe through the jungle, go snorkeling, and ride he-
licopters onto active volcanoes — but all those experiences felt empty, which led me to search
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Yud Tes Kislev farbrengen in the streets of Beis Lechem near Kever
Rochel

for the truth.” In 1974, she came to Machon Chana
in Crown Heights and merited to be there for their
first year, when the Rebbe came to tour the building
before the Pesach seder.

Mrs. Rhodes actually grew up on Rogers Avenue
and Montgomery Street in Crown Heights and went
to the public school next door to Bais Rivkah High
School. She remembers going to Released Time pro-
grams, one of which was held in the Bais Rivkah shul.
“I remember the young man teaching about ‘know
before Whom you stand’ and pointing to the Hebrew
words engraved on top of the Aron Kodesh. So I was

[ was in Bais Rivkah as a child,
but I had to go all the way
around the world searching for
the truth before I came back.

in Bais Rivkah as a child,” she says, noting the hash-
gacha pratis, “but I had to go all the way around the
world searching for the truth before I came back.”

“I never planned to be a teacher,” Mrs. Rhodes
stressed. “I had friends who always dreamed of it.
They had roll books made up when they were little
kids and used to play with their pretend students.”
That was never Mrs. Rhodes. So how did it happen?

“Normally, when I tell this story, I say that I was
walking down Crown Street when someone threw out
a net. They pulled me into the building and kept me
there for twenty three years — that’s how I landed up
teaching at Bais Rivkah,” she laughed.

The real story is a little bit less dramatic. In 1979,
Mrs. Rhodes’s husband was teaching at Machane
Mordechai, a camp program the Hechts were running
for the many Persian children who Lubavitch had
brought to America. It was supposed to be a paid job,
but the salary often didn’t come. Rabbi Hecht felt

Farbrengen at the kever of Menucha Rochel .
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Mrs. Rhodes would start each
topic with Avoda Compositions,’
where girls decided what moral
they could take from the laws of
physics for life.

horrible and, when the Rhodes’ electricity was turned
off, he tried finding Mrs. Rhodes a job. There was an
opening for an ESL (English as a Second Language)
teacher in Bais Rivkah, he heard — and that’s how
Mrs. Rhodes was first netted in to her twenty three
years as teacher.

After five years — upon the request of a student —
Mrs. Rhodes started teaching the girls physics. Hun-
dreds of Bais Rivkah alumnae passed through her
classes. Most remember them as unique because they
were never only about science.

Pulling on the message from the Baal Shem Tov that
someone can always find a lesson in avodas Hashem,
Mrs. Rhodes would start each topic with ‘Avoda
Compositions, where girls decided what moral they
could take from the laws of physics for life. When
Mrs. Rhodes bumps into students even decades later,
many share that they held onto their Avoda Composi-
tions. ““There doesn’t have to be a dichotomy between
Limmudei Kodesh and Limmudei Chol,” she ex-
plained. “It’s all about getting closer to Hashem.”

Mrs. Rhodes loved the subject because it’s something
the Rebbe himself learned. The Rebbe’s brother, Reb

When we received our land, I opened an Igres and the Rebbe said he

wanted to be a partner in our new house and to put up a sign saying
“Beis Lubavitch.”
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An underground farbrengen at Kever Rochel

Yisroel Aryeh Leib, also studied quantum mechanics,
a part of physics, in depth. “Whenever I was in T'zfas,
I would stop at his kever to ask for a bracha in learn-
ing and teaching physics.” On Yud Beis Iyar, Reb
Yisroel Aryeh Leib’s yahrzeit, Mrs. Rhodes would
host a farbrengen for her physics students. “We would
go through a page of his research — the students
couldn’t understand everything, but they understood
enough to follow. Then we would learn a sicha that
the Rebbe said about his brother and I would sneak
in a bottle of wine to make it a farbrengen. I got away
with a lot when I taught,” she laughed. (“I hope they
won’t fire me!” she said when I reviewed this line of




the article with her.)

“The high school physics curriculum has nothing
that needs to be censored,” Mrs. Rhodes explained.
“When we got to quantum mechanics at the end of
the year, we saw even more how physics unites with
Chassidus.” One example is how light is both a wave
and a particle — two opposites. The human mind
can’t grasp the paradox. “Scientists usually think that
if they can’t understand something now, they’ll un-
derstand it next year, but quantum mechanics is the
first time they needed to accept that the contradiction
is built into the fabric of light’s existence. The idea
that the building blocks of reality transcend knowl-
edge is pure Chassidus,” she explains. ““T’he poor sci-
entists,” she continued. “It’s such a humbling experi-
ence to want to know everything and have to accept
that you never will.”

At the beginning, “I had no idea how to control the
class. The girls seemed to have a lot more self-confi-
dence than I did,” she laughs. “I needed to learn that
elusive balance between chessed and gevurah. You
don’t want your class to be a zoo and you don’t want
it to be a prison,” says Mrs. Rhodes. How does one
find the fine line? “Experience. That — and you have
to love both the subject and every girl in the class.
That has to be your goal and you have to see it as
something attainable. It doesn’t always happen easily,
but if you try and put the energy in, whether speak-
ing to a girl on her own or trying to understand her,
it’s possible to really have Ahavas Yisroel for every
student.”

For Mrs. Rhodes, teaching became more and more
enjoyable as time went on. “You know you’re getting
better at it when you end every day with more energy
than you started,” she says. “I owe a lot to the Rebbe
and Bais Rivkah because it’s where I learned how to
teach. I knew the Rebbe wanted the girls to get the
best possible education and that pushed me to do
the best possible job.” Nowadays, when Mrs. Rhodes
gives Chassidus classes around Eretz Yisroel, she uses
the tools she gained while walking the halls of 310
Crown Street. “I really feel like the Rebbe arranged
for me to teach at Bais Rivkah in order to bring out
my potential. I don’t think I would have considered
teaching Chassidus now if I didn’t have that experi-
ence.”

It also helps that Bais Rivkah brainwashed her, she
laughs again. “If you have to act as a role model for
23 years, it’s going to affect your personal standards
t00.”

So nice to be visited by a former physics student, her husband, and
her 9 oldest children!

In 1985, Professor Herman Branover asked the
Rhodes if they could meet with the Lubavitch under-
ground in Moscow and Leningrad. “We went three
times for a few weeks each and it was a life-changing
experience,” she remembers. “I was in the Chevra
Kadisha at the time, so when we went to Russia I was
asked to teach the dinim of taharos. Two weeks before
we came, a woman named Sarah Garbose had been
asked to be Chevra Kadisha in the only function-
ing Jewish cemetery — she didn’t actually know the
dinim yet and she felt like the Rebbe had sent me to
Russia just to teach her.”

The people the Rhodes met in Russia, Sarah among
them, became their life-long friends. So, when Rabbi
Rhodes was due for his sabbatical after 15 years of
teaching at a Crown Heights public school, they
spent a year in Bat Ayin, where many of their Russian
friends had made aliya.

After the Sabbatical, the Rhodes returned to America




From the Rhodes' back porch

to finish tenure and then moved back to Bat Ayin in
2003 — this time permanently. Now, instead of teach-
ing physics with a side of Chassidus, Mrs. Rhodes
teaches Chassidus with the occasional physics thrown
in “to wow the crowd.”

“There’s a way to connect all secular learning with
Chassidus,” she stressed. For example, during
Parshas Noach, Mrs. Rhodes taught her science class
a sicha from that week where the Rebbe discusses
using modern technology to bring the Geula. “It’s
good to look around and see the connection, to find

the hashgacha pratis. Our job is to approach every-
thing — physics or ecology, shlichus or work —
through the lens of Chassidus.” ®

Mrs. Miriam Rhodes would love to connect with her
students and friends, both old and new. She’d love it if
you reached out via WhatsApp at +972 54-769-9364.

Mprs. Miriam Rhodes (bottom, second from the right) at
a reunion she made during the Kinus Hashluchos with
students from her first class 35 years ago, her last class
17 years ago, and the classes in between.

Hanson Place

Dr. Yakov Eisenberger,
Dr Arthur Kammerman,
Dr. Rahul Gulati,
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continued from page 15

That he understood my need to expand my hori-
zons was demonstrated a short while later, when I
proposed taking a trip to Eretz Yisroel with stops in
Europe to visit some of the famous cultural centers
there. I had yechidus with the Rebbe around Purim,
prior to which I submitted a long letter pouring out
my frustrations and unhappiness. “If I can’t go to
university and become a famous journalist,” I wrote,
“then at least I want to travel and see the world.”

The Rebbe actually approved of my travel plan, which
was delayed until the following summer because I had
to earn the money to pay for it. This I did by teach-
ing in Bais Rivkah elementary school, an experience I
enjoyed. At the time, I did not foresee that I would end
up happily spending the rest of my life at Bais Rivkah
and eventually becoming principal of the school.

I was busy saving up money and looking forward to
my trip, when a new wrench was thrown into my plan.
My father would not agree to it. “An eighteen-year-
old girl traveling through Europe by herself? That’s
unheard of. You must have misunderstood the Rebbe.”

The stand-off was resolved some months later when
my father had an audience with the Rebbe on the oc-
casion of his birthday. “My daughter thinks that the
Rebbe gave her permission to go to Eretz Yisroel with
stops in Europe,” my father began.

“She didn’t go yet?” was the Rebbe’s response.

That ended all objections. I was allowed to go, and I
went, spending quite a bit of time in Eretz Yisroel. I
badly needed to make this trip, as the Rebbe under-
stood so well.

Upon return, I continued to teach at Bais Rivkah and
then I met my future husband. Although I felt that we
were compatible, one concern caused me to hesitate
before committing to a future together. I feared that
the cultural divide between us was too great. I quoted
Robert Frost and he quoted Yehuda Halevi. I grew up

The Rebbe knew what was best
for me, which is not to say that
the Rebbe ignored my teenage
angst at the time.

in America and he, in Eretz Yisroel.

Naturally, I wrote about it to the Rebbe. And the
Rebbe — as busy as he was with his countless responsi-
bilities — understood me once more. He answered my
concerns about marrying an Israeli with a rhetorical
question, “But weren’t you in Eretz Yisroel already?”

I do believe that when the Rebbe approved my trip back
then — when it wasn’t normal for an eighteen-year-old
girl to go traveling the world alone — he foresaw that it
would be a pivotal factor in my life. And, indeed, it was.
My visit to Eretz Yisroel made all the difference.

Looking back, I am amazed at the Rebbe’s sensitivity,
his caring, his love, and I am so grateful that he guided
my life. @

This story has been presented with permission from FEM’s
My Encounter with the Rebbe oral history project and
Here’s My Story project, which is dedicated to recording
Sfirst-person testimonies documenting the life and guidance
of the Rebbe. For more information, please email mystory@
Jemedia.org.
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It was Yud Tes Kislev, and Mushka Feldman and I were on an inspirational high. Our learning was at a steady
ncline, but we thought to ourselves, “how can we take this to the next level? What more can we do?” Both
Mushka and I were completely enchanted with the Tanya. Most of the chavrusas and lessons we were involved in
were centered around the holy book. We loved sharing our excitement for Tanya with the girls we learned with, but

now we wanted it to be accessible to others as well.

74 EMBRACE



ushka and I have always been quite the
M powerful pair, but we mostly kept our proj-

ects separate- a divide and conquer type of
thing. Growing up, we went to different camps and
seminaries, but for our year of shlichus, we decided
to combine forces and go to Israel. There was some-
thing about the air there that we craved. After look-
ing into a few schools, we decided on Machon Alte
in Tzfas. As shluchos, we were expected to guide
the girls through their Teshuva process in whichev-
er ways possible. That included: learning together,
making programs, having late-night talks, and what-
ever else the girls needed. Life in Tzfas meant living
in a castle on a cloud, in the holiest city, with the
holiest people. Mushka and I were taken.

As Shluchos in Machon Alte, we spent most of our
days learning and teaching Chassidus; it is fair to say
that our minds, bodies, and souls were fully saturated.
There is something incredibly inspiring about watch-
ing a Jewish soul igniting, and we felt proud to be
holding the match.

ThatYud Tes Kislev, it dawned on us: we would start
sharing Tanya in a public, accessible way. We knew
just the platform; while neither of us was very active
Instagrammers, we understood that in the year 2020,
the age of social media, Instagram could be our way to
spread the light of Chassidus. As soon as we thought
of the idea, we immediately began to run with it.

We began brainstorming names for our new shlichus,
and a friend suggested that we call it “Inbetweeners.”
An Inbetweener is a Beinoni, someone who strives
to do good, is held back by desire, and eventually
chooses to conquer. Truthfully, we all have this strug-
gle. Being that the Tanya is called Sefer Shel Bei-
nonim - ““The Book for Inbetweeners,” this name was
perfect. Although we were set with “Inbetweeners,”
something was missing. We didn’t want this project
just to explain the Tanya, but rather to make it practi-
cal and supportive for our fellow Inbetweeners. Our
train of thought somehow led to the most famous
support group we knew: Alcoholics Anonymous-
the support group for recovering alcoholics. The
first time we tested the words “Inbetweeners Anon-
ymous” on our tongues, something clicked, and we
knew it was meant to be. With that began the support
group for our struggling Inbetweeners.

It all escalated from there. We immediately began to
form a game plan: content, style, length of the videos,
and it took offl We opened an Instagram page and a
small WhatsApp group, and we were very proud. Since

BR EXPERIENCE

We want to share our message
and excitement with all of you
in hope that you will spread
Chassidus in whichever way

you carn.

the length of an Instagram video and the average atten-
tion span are both under a minute, we decided to keep
to that time frame.

We started off with a few WhatsApp members and
about 100 followers on Instagram (mostly friends and
family), and it slowly began to spread. We watched as
our audience grew from 100 to 500.We held our breath
as we went from 1,000 to 1,500 to 2,500 listeners of
Inbetweeners (Instagram and WhatsApp combined).

Making Tanya videos takes more energy than one might
imagine. It means learning the Tanya, formulating a
summary that is understandable and practical, and
under a minute long, finding the right place and person
to film it, making sure the lighting is good and the
hair looks okay, and not making mistakes. For the first
few months, we spent hours on each video. We would

eners_anonymous
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stumble over our words and change the angle and light-
ing at least 100 times. Eventually, we got the hang of it
and are proud to say that our most recent videos took
an average of only three takes. Some days we have more
energy than others, but every day we make a conscious
effort. Honestly, the outcome depends on if the person
taking the video makes us laugh.

This project has been an incredible journey for us,
and we are still proudly going at it. We have already
completed three parts of the Tanya and are looking
forward to the coming Yud Tes Kislev when we will
have finished learning the entire Tanya together. ( Ed
note- by the time Embrace Magazine hits your door-
steps- it will be after the big siyum!) It has not been
easy taking on such a big commitment, but when we
see how many new people are joining every day, we
know it is worthwhile. We want to share our message
and excitement with all of you in hope that you will
spread Chassidus in whichever way you can.

You can find us on Instagram @inbetweeners_anony-
mous or email us at inbetweenersanonymous@gmail.
com to be added to the WhatsApp group.

With much love,
Mushka & Mimi @
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We want to hear
from you!

Submit an article, memento,

poem, or artwork and be
featured in the EmBRace
Magazine!

EMBRACE@BETHRIVKAH.EDU
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TIPS for
LONG-LASTING
MAKEUP

Mirel (Deitsch) Heber, Delray Beach, FL
Graduating class of 5774 (2014)

t’s the third day of Yom Tov. Like a good Chabad Rebbetzin, you’ve got

your table extended to its max and fully set for the last meal. The guests

start rolling in. “Chag Sameach! Chag Sameach! Come on in.” As each

woman leans in for a warm greeting, you become astutely aware that your
face is bare—not a stitch of makeup remains. That’s fine for a Tuesday morning
jog, but oh how you wish for some extra glow as you host a table full of Yom Tov
guests.

Relate? Or not so much? Kudos to you if you’re the all-natural type! For those of
us who appreciate what makeup has to offer in enhancing the already beautiful
features Hashem has gifted us, here are some tips that might help your makeup
last long after it’s been applied:

[ip 1:
[

Prime your skin before applying your favorite foundation. Dot the primer on

and then blend with your fingers or beauty blender.

Marel’s Pick:

Maybelline Baby Skin Instant Age Rewind Primer | $5
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Use a cream eyeshadow instead of powder. Ap-
ply a generous amount to your entire lid and then
use your finger to blend upward towards your brow.
(This is also a great way to achieve a twenty-second
smokey eye! Use a darker shade for extra drama, or a
lighter shade for a brightening effect.)

Mirel’s Pick:
Maybelline Color Tattoo LLongwear Cream
Eyeshadow | 7

Checz that you’re using an eyeliner and mascara
that say “waterproof.”

Mirel’s Pick:
Urban Decay 24/7 Waterline Eye Pencil | $22
Maybelline The Falsies Waterproof Mascara | $7

AppWElong lasting lipstick in thin layers. Apply the
tiniest amount to your lips, blott with tissue, and re-
peat.

Murel’s Pick:
Revlon Colorstay Overtime Lipcolor | $5

A htlEsprltz of setting spray goes a long way in
keeping your makeup in place!

Murel’s Pick:
L’ Oreal Infallible Pro-Spray & Set Makeup
Extender | $14

Mirel Heber first gained experience doing makeup
as a senior in Bais Rivkah High School. When it was
time to take yearbook photos, Mirel would bring her
shoebox filled with makeup to school. After the last bell
would ring, she’d sit in the Headstart playground (best
lighting!), applying makeup on face after face of her
fellow seniors headed to their yearbook photoshoots.

She recently moved on shlichus to Delray Beach, FL,
where she continues to do makeup jobs in-studio and
all over South Florida! She also does makeup consul-
tations on Zoom and in person, teaching clients how
to apply their own makeup and recommending prod-
ucts that will best enhance their natural beauty. ®

Follow Mirel on Instagram:
@makeupbymirel and @delrayjewish

Mirel’s niece,
Mirel Levitin,
has been the

face Mirel has
practiced on since
she was 6 years old!
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TO BE A MEKABEL

Chana Lerner
Monsey, New York
Graduating class of 5774 (2014)

TTO: An Aura So Strong Tut altz vos ir kent
S’iz in ayere hent
New concepts thrown at me The tasks we were given
day and night The seeds it’s now our job to plant
I could not care less,
it just doesn’t feel right Tzama we yearn for
Lecha Nafshi
Apathy fills me- Empowering us to be all
but wait let me see that we can be
I’ll choose now to gain Internalizing we must
and perceive make it real
I think of some mitzvos To learn from each other
when I am alone we constantly strive
The ones that I learn To take in from others
when I am at home and make it alive

They may be so small

yet they mean something great
These lessons 1

should not negate

CHORUS:

Mekabel we know,
and we believe

To grow and to give,
we have to receive
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A HUMBLE KING

Mussy (Lipskier) Kaminetsky

Melbourne, Australia

Graduating class of 5769 (2009)

Nails chipped

and knuckles rough
She wears no jewels
to the field

No silken garments
for work this tough
Nor white gloves
for tools to wield

But well-worn clothing
as her shield

Lace and satin

stored away

For when they’ve

been needed last

They belong to brighter days
That seem an ever distant past

The light behind her
growing dimmer
Holidays promised
seem too plain

Lacking luster,
light, and laughter
A small umbrella
in the rain

Plain and ragged
from the every day
Gazing upward

a waste of time

A waste of hope,
her demons say
A sharp reminder
of the grime

But suddenly
upon her scythe
Falls the shadow
of a crown

The One who sent her
to this field
Approached while she
was looking down

He stands before

her simple work

But makes no judgment,
begs no tasks

He only wants to
close the distance
And hear, in person,
what she asks

She must look up
and speak her heart
But she has nothing
sweet prepared

She pours the raw
unpolished words

They sound as awkward
as she feared

But there are no officers
to mock her

No witnesses

record her shame

The king remains
as close as ever
And His open smile
stays the same

She has spoken,

the king has heard

The moment saved now
for all time

There among

the grass and dirt
The lowest rocks
became sublime

Nails chipped

and knuckles rough
A woman whistles
as she goes

Six days a week
her cup is full
The seventh day,
it overflows

The light that lit
the other year-

It isn't

bright enough today

Because we're in
a bigger room,
Not because it's
far away

It's time to ask
for brighter times
This year will be
a better one

Take away

the dreaded dark
Give us

the entire sun! ®
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Leah Nagel
Crown Heights

Graduating class of
5772 (2012)

LEAH NAGEL is the blogger behind

TrufflesandTrends.com. Truffles and Trends is
a blog that combines fashion and food (mostly

desserts) in a fun and aesthetic display.

RENDS
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\ 1
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TAHINI ROASTED CAULIFLOWER
WITH HERB VINAIGRETTE

Servings: about 6

INGREDIENTS:

1 large head cauliflower, broken into florets
4 tablespoons olive oil



trufflesandtrends.com

1 teaspoon ground cumin
% teaspoon salt

Y4 teaspoon pepper

!/ cup pine nuts

3 tablespoons tahini
3—4 tablespoons water

1 tablespoon lemon juice
Salt and pepper, to taste

Large handful mint leaves, chopped
Smaller handful parsley leaves, chopped
2 tablespoons olive oil

1 tablespoon apple cider vinegar
1 large clove garlic, minced
Salt and pepper, to taste

DIRECTIONS:

1.

Preheat oven to 500° F. Line a large baking sheet
with parchment paper.

. Toss the cauliflower florets with the olive oil,

cumin, salt, and pepper and roast for 20 minutes,
stirring halfway through. Add pine nuts to bak-
ing sheet and roast for another 5-10 minutes, until
pine nuts are golden and cauliflower is browned.

. Meanwhile, prepare the tahini sauce: in a small

bowl, whisk together the tahini sauce ingredients
until smooth and pourable.

. In another small bowl, stir together all the herb

vinaigrette ingredients.

. Spread the tahini sauce in a thin layer onto the

bottom of a large serving platter. Layer the roasted
cauliflower and pine nuts over the tahini. Spoon
the vinaigrette over and serve warm.

NOTE: Itis recommended that you purchase frozen
and/or fresh cauliflower from a company that has a
reliable hechsher. Make sure to carefully check the
cauliflower by cutting all florets from the head in
half and allowing them to soak in water for 5 min-
utes. If one bug is found, it is likely that there are
more and it is advisable to dispose of the cauliflower.

In addition, make sure to check your fresh mint and
parsley.

EMBRACE

SIMPLE POTATO CARROT
SOUP (VEGAN)

Servings: about 6-8

INGREDIENTS:

3 tablespoons olive oil

One large onion, diced

4 garlic cloves, minced

3 carrots, peeled and sliced

6 baking potatoes, peeled and diced

5-7 cups water (or enough to cover all the
vegetables)

2-3 teaspoons salt, or to taste

5 teaspoon black pepper, or to taste

1 teaspoon dried parsley

Few sprigs fresh thyme (or 1 teaspoon dried
thyme)

DIRECTIONS:

1. In alarge heavy pot, heat the oil over medium heat.
Add in the diced onion and sauté until onions are
translucent, about 6 minutes, stirring occasional-
ly. Add in the minced garlic and sauté another few
minutes, until garlic is fragrant and golden.

2. Add the rest of the ingredients into the pot and
bring mixture to a boil. Cover pot, lower heat, and
cook soup until the potatoes are very soft, at least
45-60 minutes.

3. Leave the vegetables whole or use an immersion
blender to blend up some (so you’re left with
some vegetable chunks) or all (so you’re left with
a smooth mixture) of the soup. Serve, with fresh
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thyme for garnishing, if desired.

NOTE: Fresh thyme tends to be infested with nu-
merous types of insects. Make sure to check it thor-
oughly before using.

CHEDDAR HERB BEER BREAD

Servings: 9x5” loaf]8 servings

INGREDIENTS:

3 cups flour, sifted

1 tablespoon baking powder

1% teaspoons salt

Y4 teaspoon black pepper

1% teaspoons dried basil

1% teaspoons dried rosemary

1 teaspoon dried oregano

12 ounces (1 1/2 cups) favorite beer

3 tablespoons honey (can substitute sugar)

1 cup grated cheddar cheese

3 tablespoons butter, melted (can be omitted
for less buttery and less crunchy loaf)

DIRECTIONS:

1. Preheat oven to 375 F. If not using butter, grease
9x5” loaf pan.

2. In a large bowl, stir together the flour, baking pow-
der, spices, and herbs. Add in the beer, honey, and
grated Cheddar cheese and mix until just combined.

3. Pour half of the melted butter into the bottom of
a 9x5” loaf pan and brush butter all the way up
the sides of the pan. Spread dough over butter
(doesn’t need to be smooth). Pour/brush remain-
ing butter over dough.

§4 EMBRACE

4. Bake beer bread for 40-55 minutes, until browned
and crusty and a toothpick inserted comes out clean.

NOTE: When baking milchig bread, one is required
to bake in small amounts to ensure it’s consumption
immediately so one cannot forget that it is milchig.
Alternatively, one can bake it in a particular shape so
that it is visibly discernible that it is milchig. Other-
wise, the bread will be rendered non-kosher.

GOOEY GLAZED NO-BUTTER
COFFEE BARS

Servings: about 18 bars

INGREDIENTS:

% cup light brown sugar, packed

% cup granulated sugar

Y%, cup canola or vegetable oil

1 large egg

2 teaspoons instant coffee dissolved in 1 table-
spoon vanilla extract

1% cups packed flour

1 tablespoon cornstarch

> teaspoon baking soda

Y4 teaspoon salt

2/s cup chopped walnuts (optional)

GLAZE:

% cup confectioners sugar

1 teaspoon instant coffee dissolved in 2 tea-
spoons boiling water

1 teaspoon oil

1 teaspoon vanilla extract

Water, if needed for thinning



DIRECTIONS:

1. Preheat oven to 350 F. Line an 8" square baking
pan with parchment paper, leaving some excess

hanging over the rim for easy removal later.

2. In a large bowl, stir together the sugars and oil.
Add in the egg and dissolved coffee and whisk

vigorously until smooth.

3. Pour the flour, cornstarch, baking soda, and salt
over the wet ingredients and mix everything to-
gether until just combined. Stir in the chopped

walnuts last.

4. Flatten dough into prepared pan. Bake for 20-24
minutes, until the edges are set and golden but
the center is still slightly under baked. Bars may

seem a bit raw but are supposed to be that way!

5. Let bars cool before lifting them out of the pan

by the excess parchment paper and glazing.

6. Whisk all the glaze ingredients together until a
thick yet pourable consistency forms. Drizzle
glaze in diagonal pattern over the bars, then slice

into bars of desired size.

MUFFIN TIN CHOCOLATE
LAVA CAKES

Servings: 8 muffin-sized lava cakes

INGREDIENTS:

4 ounces good-quality, bittersweet chocolate
(Tused 72%)

Y% cup (1 stick) butter

Y cup granulated sugar

1 teaspoon vanilla extract

Y2 teaspoon salt

2 whole eggs
2 egg yolks
3 tablespoons flour

DIRECTIONS:

1.

Preheat the oven to 350°F. Grease 8 muffin
molds and then coat them with flour, shaking out
the excess flour.

. Chop up the chocolate and butter and melt them

together in the microwave or over a double boiler
until smooth.

. Whisk the sugar, vanilla extract, and salt into the

melted chocolate mixture until smooth. Next,
whisk in the whole eggs and egg yolks vigorously
until smooth again. Gently stir in the flour until
just combined.

. Divide the batter evenly among the muffins

molds, filling each three-quarters full. Bake 8-11
minutes, until the edges are just set but the cen-
ter is still soft and slightly jiggly.

. Let the lava cakes cool for 2 minutes. Then,

insert a knife around the edges of the cakes to
ease them out of their molds before gently lift-
ing them out. Serve right away, with a dusting
of confectioners sugar and ice cream, if desired.

NOTE: you can prepare the lava cakes up to a day
in advance by covering the muffin pan with the un-
baked lava cakes and placing it in the fridge until
ready to be baked. If you want to bake these lava
cakes in 4 ramekins instead of 8 muffin molds, bake
the cakes at 400°F for 12-14 minutes. ®
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I’ll never forget the time Mrs. Raskin made me cry.

We were learning Parshas Va’Eschanan; Moshe Rabbeinu was imploring

Hashem to allow him to enter Eretz Yisroel with the Yidden. Mrs. Raya Raskin
painted the picture in vivid detail: a beloved Rebbe, pleading desperately to remain
with his Chassidim as they journeyed into the unknown, yet Promised, I.and. She
described how Moshe was willing to surrender his title of leadership and enter
Eretz Yisroel as just another Yid, to realize the dream that he had ingrained so
deeply into Bnei Yisroel throughout the travails of the desert and the obstacles
along the way. This, she declared, is the love of the Rebbe to his Chassidim. And
this is the one goal he was barred from achieving. The emotions of Moshe Rab-
beinu were alive in the classroom; I didn’t even fight the tears that fell as I inter-
nalized this message that my teacher lived. Mrs. Raskin’s sincerity and passion is
something that still brings tears to my eyes whenever I remember that lesson from
my 12th grade year.

Thank you, Mrs. Raskin, for imparting the beauty of our heritage within us.



he teacher who made the most impact on me
was, without a doubt, Miss Paneth- Fefer-
korn. She was my 5th grade English teacher

(from Boro Park), and that year was the highlight of
my school experience.

Despite the fact that we were a challenging class, she
was always so loving and never lost her temper. She
taught me what true, unconditional love was.

She loved us and brought out the best in each and
every one of us. Each lesson was filled with life.
Whether through self-composed songs or the incor-
porated hands-on and dynamic activities, I will never
forget her classes. I felt that she loved being with us in
class. We made her crazy at times but she neverthe-
less responded with discipline only surrounded with
love. She was a wonderful teacher and I have the best
memories from her class.

Everyone loved her.
I loved going to school.
She always had a smile and I will never forget it.

She stood for what a true machaneches represents—a
demonstration of middos and Ahavas Yisroel that her
students could learn from.

She was modest in her dress, speech, and actions and
she is an example to me until this day.

She inspired me to teach the same grade many years
later and I’m truly grateful to her.

She also directed a mini 5th grade production that
incorporated a powerful and meaningful lesson,
thereby bringing out our talents in ways we didn’t
know we had and may have never tapped into oth-
erwise.

my desk when Miss Hirsh was to enter our eighth

grade classroom ,waiting to catch a glimpse of
my beloved journal in the pile of notebooks she‘d be
carrying.

Ican still remember my anticipation as I stood by

Today was the day she’d return it to me, and I was
counting down the minutes until I would be able
to turn page after page and read all the comments
and remarks she was sure to have written alongside

my writing.

I had never thought much about writing; it was just
something we did for assignments at school. Boring,
annoying, and tedious. But that all changed in 8th
grade with Miss Hirsh, when she announced that we
would be journaling. She informed us that she would
be collecting and reading our journals often and that
she would be commenting on our writing. She en-
couraged us to write about anything, whatever was
going on any given day.

The first time I submitted my journal, I was pleas-
antly surprised to see the pages filled with red pen
replies in the margins of my entries. Miss Hirsh had
read every single entry, and she had taken the time to
comment on it all. I was hooked.

My entries doubled and tripled, filled with anything
and everything that happened each day. Because sud-
denly, writing wasn’t just a boring assignment to get
done with; it was a way of forming a personal rela-
tionship with my teacher. It was a way for her to get
to know me as more than just a rule-following eighth
grader in a class of 30.

In my journal, I could be an individual. I was just me.
And Miss Hirsh would reciprocate by responding
to me, the real me, who was more than just another
uniformed girl in a room full of girls who looked the
same.

Instead of being a technical form of expression,
writing became a vibrant form of connecting. And I
loved it.

Fast forward 20 years... deep in the throes of moth-
erhood and Shlichus and dealing with life’s regular
ups and downs, I had an urge to start writing.
To write about the daily grind so many of us go

SN



through and think we are the only ones who strug-
gle with the juggle.

I wanted to write so that I can connect with moms
like me; I decided to write so that moms out there
can connect with me. I started to write so that those
struggling and juggling can read it and say, “Hey,
I thought I was the only one who felt that way!”
Because when we discover that what we feel is
normal, we become empowered. It changes our per-
spective and the challenges look different. Together
we can find humor and learn to laugh, supporting
each other in the process.

And so 10 years ago, with much trepidation, I started
a blog.

To write as a way of connecting, you need to be open
and honest. To be open and honest, you need to make
yourself vulnerable. And to make yourself vulnerable
is a scary, daunting thing!

With my husband cheering me on, I took the plunge
and started writing and, deep breath, posting pub-
licly.

And I find that the more I write, the more I enjoy it.

Not just because it’s a form of expressing myself, but
because I have connected with so many people. And
there’s no doubt in my mind that my eighth grade
teacher, Miss Hirsh, subconsciously gave me the joy
in writing not by teaching about it - but rather by
showing how writing is a way of connecting. I don’t
know what she intended at the time, but I do know
that the time and patience she took to respond and
connect with 8th graders had a lasting impression
on me, and I’m sure others. I invite you all to check
out my blog at www.littleyellownotepad.com and let’s
connect!

P.S. I'd love to get in touch with Miss Hirsh. If you
have any contact information for her, please share
it. @

Uh Oh!

Did you see an EmBRace addressed to

the wrong recipient? Please email us at

ALUMNI@BETHRIVKAH.EDU
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 The original
leather Tallis bag

Featuring the 2020 collection
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www.BenzsFish.com

Special Prices for Shluchim
s G 0 U R M [ We Ship Worldwige
I +» We carry a Full Line of <

Fresh /Frozen /Smoked Fish * Imported Olives /Cheeses * Premium Imported Beers
WE DO PLATTERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS

Exclnsive Dictitntion 17/ Bat m 4’9%/%«5%/‘:73% Prochets We Deliver!

Come try our famous home-made gefilta fish

332 A|bany Ave_’ Brooklyn, NY 11213 We Accept all Major Credit Cards & Foodstamps % =
info@benzsfish.com @ Fax: (718) 778-3124 ‘7



https://prestigeembroidery.com/
https://benzsfish.com/
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Have more photos? Please send them to
alumni@bethrivkah.edu

Recognize Someone??
Let us know!

Email alumni@bethrivkah.edu and
tell us who is in these pictures!
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OAK TREE

INSURANCE SERVICES

@
Afterschool classes HOMEOWNERS AUTO COMMERCIAL

for girls of all ages

S A PROPERTY & LIABILITY
J INSURANCE NEEDS FOR

Private and groups

REAL
BUSINESSES ESTATE CONTRACTORS  INDIVIDUALS
OWNERS

326 Kingston Ave. Brooklyn NY 11213
718-514-7288 | oaktreeinsgroup.com

Now in Crown Heights!

Tonerys wom—
Printing and beyond PESSONS

FOR WOMEN AND GIRLS

LIMITED SPOTS LEFT!
CALL 845-665-5230

Solomon Banda

Tell: 718-435-4099
Sales@Toners-plus.com



https://www.instagram.com/needleandstitchbrooklyn/
https://www.oaktreeinsgroup.com/

SOME HAVE WELL GUARDED
TRADE SECRETS

WE JUST CALL THEM
FAMILY TRADITIONS
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PINOT NOIR
CLARKSBURG

HERZOG LINEAGE

NINE GENERATIONS OF PATIENT WINEMAKING


https://herzogwine.com/wines/

