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Yud Beis Tammuz Farbrengen in Lower Primary Listening and watching the Rebbe delivering a Siicha

Shmuli Jacobson

לעבעדיקייט אחדות לכבוד יום ההילולה Y1 Farbrengen

Special Guest יב תמוז קוויז New parts of Davening

Farbrengen with Rabbi Yossi Serebryanski חסידישקייט חיות
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Special program for Yud Beis 
Tammuz for Upper Primary

פארברענגען Capturing moments

Sasson Goldman addressing the crowd Talmidim participating in the quiz Yossi Raskin addressing the crowd

תלמיד השבוע
PREP	   - 

YEAR 1 -

YEAR 2 -

YEAR 4 -

YEAR 5 -

YEAR 7 - 

YEAR 8 -

לייבעל שאכטער
מאור בן צור

דניא׳ל דוד הכהן לאנג
שרגא דיוריז
זכריה קסמן 
   מיכא׳ל כהן

יוסף ראסקין

מזל טוב
שמעון כהן – ו תמוז

זאב טאייר – יח תמוז

לוי שניאור – כב תמוז 

אייזיק שאכטער – כו תמוז

דוי ז׳קובסון – כט תמוז
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לעילוי נשמת גרשון בן ראובן צבי

The Rebbe On Chinuch
Lack of Tznius is the avoda zara of this generation  - Yidden are Tzniusdik

In each and every generation there is an avoda zara of the generation that 
requires special efforts to overcome and nullify. In our generation, there 

is a raging epidemic, rachamana litzlan, of a lack of tznius. It is necessary to 
overcome it, and in particular, those things that entice the yetzer. Sometimes 
transgressing an aveira and then repeating it even once כהיתר לו   it) נעשה 
became, to him, as though it is permissible), yet the issur remains, and it is 
necessary to strengthen oneself even more.

Rashi interprets the verse מה טובו אוהליך יעקב משכנותיך ישראל (“How good are your tents, O Yaakov, 
your dwelling places, O Yisroel!”) saying that the opening of the tents of the Yidden were not 

facing one another, and as Rashi says in the continuation, this demonstrates the matter of tznius. 
This we see when we start the day, when we stand and daven before “Melech Malchei Hamelochim 
Hakodosh Boruch Hu”, that, first of all, a Yid is reminded the pshat of this possuk, that Yidden are 
tzniusdik.

In honour of her dear departed husband, Reb Gershon Yitzhaki OBM, Mrs Yitzhaki has very 
generously agreed to initiate and sponsor a lunch and learn program at Cheder once a week for 
the Talmidim of Year 7. We are very grateful to Mrs Yitzhaki for this gesture, and we hope that 
the lively participation of the Talmidim, including her son Shlomo, will provide nachas and an 

aliyas neshama for Reb Gershon who is so profoundly missed.
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A group of chassidim once came to R. Yisrael of Ruzhin, 
complaining of a drought that was jeopardizing their crops 

and their livestock. R. Yisrael led them through shaded paths in the 
nearby forest until he came upon a particular tree. He motioned 
to the chassidim to sit and said: “When there was a drought in 
the time of the Baal Shem Tov, he would bring his chassidim to 
this tree, sing a melody, share a teaching, and rain would come. 
“A generation later, when there was a drought, my grandfather 
the Maggid of Mezritch would also bring his followers to this 
tree. He would tell them this story of the Baal Shem Tov and say, 
‘Although I no longer remember the teaching, this is the melody 
the Baal Shem would sing.’ And after he sang the melody, rain 
came down. “As for me,” R. Yisrael concluded, “I know neither the 
melody nor the teaching. But I do know the story. May relating 
the story bring rain.” Reb Yisrael and his chassidim had barely 
emerged from the forest before the first thunderbursts were 
heard. The foloowing stories show the contemporary dimension 
of the Rebbe’s leadership, how he is involved with people and 
situations which the Rebbeim of previous generations did not 
encounter. But it cannot be forgotten, that he is the heir to the 
tradition of those previous Rebbeim; that he perpetuates the 
uniqueness of the Rebbe-chassid relationship that existed in 
previous generations.

***

One cloudy night during the first years after the Rebbe 
assumed his position, a group of people stood outside 

of “770” for Kiddush Levanah, the sanctification of the moon. 
These prayers may be recited only when it is possible to see 
the moon clearly during the first half of the Jewish month. And 
on this wintry night in Brooklyn, it was the fourteenth night of 
the month and the Rebbe and a group of his chassidim were 
watching a cloud-covered sky. As they were waiting, the Rebbe 
began telling a story about a similar situation which occurred 
with a Rebbe and his European chassidim almost two hundred 
years before. Reb Meir of Premishlan and his followers, the 
Rebbe related, had faced a similar situation. It was the last night 
in which the moon could be sanctified, but it was covered with 
clouds. Reb Meir turned to his followers. “How did the Jews 
recite Kiddush Levanah prayers in the desert?” he asked. “Their 
camp was covered by the Clouds of Glory.” His followers sensed 
that his question was rhetorical and remained silent. Reb Meir 
soon continued. “Moshe Rabbeinu took a handkerchief, waved it 
at the position in the sky where the moon would be located, and 
the clouds parted.” And Reb Meir took out his own handkerchief, 
waved it at the clouds, and they too moved apart, revealing the full 
moon. “Perhaps it can happen again,” the Rebbe asked his own 
followers. “Can somebody here can do the same thing?” While 
the others remained silent, one elder chassid boldly suggested 
that the Rebbe do it. The Rebbe quietly went inside to his office. 

Seconds later, the clouds parted to reveal the bright moon. As the 
Rebbe emerged to recite the prayers, the chassidim whispered to 
each other that the Rebbe must have waved a handkerchief at the 
clouds from the solitude of his room. The story continues forty 
years later, and thousands of miles away, in the beautiful southern 
British sea resort of Bournemouth. The Rebbe had announced a 
campaign to spread the practice of Kiddush Levanah , so the 
town’s shluchim, Rabbi and Mrs. Alperovitz, decided to introduce 
this ritual by performing it during a late-night boat cruise. At first, 
interest in the cruise was small and Rabbi Alperovitz thought of 
canceling the event. As they prepared to do so, they received 
a message of encouragement from the Rebbe. With dedication 
and enthusiasm, they increased their efforts. On the night the 
cruise was scheduled, forty people came to the harbor, despite 
forecasts of heavy clouds and thunderstorms. The program 
was impressive and the storms held back, but the sky remained 
covered with clouds and the Kiddush Levanah prayers could 
not be recited. As the boat was about to head back to the pier, 
Rabbi Alperovitz told the handkerchief story, and everyone 
looked heavenward expectantly. Someone must have waved 
a handkerchief, because the clouds began to part, revealing a 
beautiful, clear moon.

***

Rabbi Yehudah Liebush Heber and his family were very close 
to the Rebbe and the Rebbetzin during World War II, when 

the couple lived anonymously in Paris. “At the beginning of the 
war,” related Rabbi Heber, “I was deliberating whether to stay in 
Paris or to try to immigrate to the States. This was before the Nazi 
invasion of Paris, and no one could predict how devastating the 
future would be. I was financially secure in Paris and concerned 
about the uncertainty and difficulty of immigration”. The Rebbe 
suggested that I consult with his father-in-law, the Previous 
Rebbe, who was living in Poland. “I was very surprised by this 
advice. Contact with Warsaw was virtually impossible by phone 
or mail. 'Send a telegram,' the Rebbe suggested. This also seemed 
futile, because telegrams were not being delivered either. “ ‘You 
have no idea,’ the Rebbe said, ‘what a Rebbe is. The letter and the 
telegram need not be delivered in order for the Rebbe to know 
the question. And the Rebbe’s response need not arrive in order 
for you to receive your answer.’ “I promptly sat down to phrase 
my question and proceeded to the Western Union office. ‘Sorry, 
there is absolutely no possibility of telegraphing Poland,’ said the 
clerk. ‘All the lines are down.’ I did not really expect otherwise, 
but I had done what I could. “The next morning I awoke with a 
sudden clarity. Despite my previous hesitations, I suddenly felt 
very adamant about leaving Paris and immigrating to the States.” 
Rabbi Heber arrived in the States in 1940, a few months before 
the Rebbe. His family maintained a close relationship with the 
Rebbe and the Rebbetzin for many years to follow.

To Be A Rebbe
By Eli & Malka Touger


