














Boys in upper primary who
excelled in their work and
completed several challenging
tasks, were treated to an
exciting basketball tournament
in PCYC.
They had a great time while
there, and the kiddush Hasher
that the boys made while
walking to and from Cheder was
truly exemplary!

Asar Db'Av, the
discussed the

reasons why this day is
special, and participated
in fun, lebedike dancing.
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The CLY Father & Son evening was BH a big hit, with an exciting buzz of Torah learning. Neriyah Goldman shared

a story about Reb Levi Yitzchok, Rabbi Johnson explained the unique connection between Chinuch and Chof Av, our

Principal enlightened us about the name of our school and the Kahoot game was great fun!
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NEWSLETTER

A Dollar For Tzedakah - Fountain of Blessing

By Eli Touger
TWO of the laxi passengers en route {from Ben Gurion airport o
Jerusalem struck up a casual conversalion. Following the friendly
“Jewish geography” exchange in which one of the travelers introduced
himself as a Jew from Antwerp, his new acquaintance, a Jerusalemite,
continued with the common question, “What brings you here?” The
man from Antwerp hesitated for a moment. His European nature was
nol as open and uninhibited as the Israeli’s. But somehow, his fellow
passenger put him at ease. “I'll tell you the truth,” began the visitor.
“This past summer on a trip to New York, [ traveled to Brooklyn to
ask the Lubavitcher Rebbe for a blessing for my handicapped son. We
have had great difficulty finding a suitable match for him. As I passed
by the Rebbe, he handed me a dollar saying b’suros tovos good tidings.
Then he gave me an additional dollar and said: ‘For (zedakah in the
Holy Land.” “I was sure thal the Rebbe had mistakenly thought I was
a visitor from Israel. I didn’t understand how this response applied to
me, and I returned to Antwerp. Weeks passed and the holidays arrived.
One day, during Chol Hamoed Sukkos, my wife and I were discussing
our family affairs. We were both very concerned about the future of
our son, who was not gelling any younger. During the course of our
conversation, my encounter with the Rebbe came up.“My wife became
thoughtful. ‘Perhaps we should have taken the Rebbe’s words more
seriously, she suggesled. ‘Lel’s [ollow his direclive. Take a few days olf
after the holiday and travel to Israel to give (zedakah in the Holy Land,
just as the Rebbe had said.” “This is the reason for my journey,” he
concluded. The visitor from Antwerp had been casting his eves on the
scenery as he told his story. It was only now that he noticed a strange
mixture of awe and nervousness on the Jerusalemite’s face. “I wonder,”
the man was mumbling, unable to hide his excitement. Responding to
the visitor’s puzzled look, the man from Jerusalem struggled to regain
his composure and related: “I am returning from a trip to New York,
where [ spent the holidays. I took the opportunily to ask the Rebbe
for a blessing for my daughter. We would very much like to see her
happily married. The Rebbe gave me a slice of lekach (honey cake)
for my daughter saving: ‘May she find a good shiduch (malch) in the
near future. The man from Jerusalem took a deep breath. “Perhaps
we should both pursue the issue. You see, my daughter also has a

handicap.” The engagement party was held shortly thereafter.
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Il was a pleasant Sunday morning in July, 1988. I should have felt as
content and relaxed as any other mother of a six-week-old beautiful
baby girl. The baby still had the precious delicacy of a newborn, and
vet had begun to develop a schedule which allowed the new mother
more rest and renewed strength. “Yet, | was tense and worried. The
results of my post-partum examination had shattered my hopes and
plans for my family of four lovely children. “A cancerous illness,” the
doclors said. As [ sal there with numbing fear, [ could hear them say
something about an urgent operation because of the critical stage of
the illness. I couldn’t believe they were lalking aboul me. “Thal sunny
Sunday morning appeared to me as a ray of hope. Before consulting
the doctor again, I decided to pay a visit to 770" and speak to the
Rebbe as he distributes dollars to be given to charity. I asked a
neighbor lo accompany me. I'm nervous, 1 feel weak, and 1 don'l
even speak Yiddish,” I told her. She readily agreed to come. “As we
approached the Rebbe, my neighbor related my desperate condition:
“The doctors say they have found cancer.” * ‘So they will lose it!” the
Rebbe responded, his face breaking into a broad smile. “We were
stunned. The Rebbe’s malter-of-fact answer had caught us both off
guard and in our confusion, we thought we had not heard correctly.
““Whalt?’ we both burst out. “The Rebbe was still smiling. “You told
me what they found. Nu, so whatever they found, they will lose.” “By
this time, I had grasped the Rebbe’s words and I was overcome with
emotion. “I have a six-week-old baby,” I blurted tearfully in English.
“The Rebbe looked at me warmly and said: “You will merit to raise
her Lo Torah, chuppah (marriage), and good deeds.” Shorlly afterwards,
the doctors indeed told the woman about a loss one about which she
and her [amily were very relieved Lo hear. One hol Sunday alternoon
in the summer of 1991, an elderly lady was patiently waiting her turn
in the long line of Jewish women and girls from all walks of life, each
one anlicipating the moment of receiving the Rebbe’s blessing and the
dollar bill to be given lo zedakah. When her turn finally arrived, this
lady blurted out in her simple Yiddish, “Rebbe! I've been standing here
for only an hour and I'm already exhausled. You have been standing

and said, “When vou are counting diamonds, you don't get tired.”
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