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The Zutchka Rebbe’s 

Foot Problems 
 
 Physical suffering was the lot of the holy Rebbe, R’ Yitzchak Isaac 

Rosenbaum of Zutchka (d. 2000). After surviving the Holocaust, he developed a 

leg ailment that frequently caused him great pain. He kept his suffering to himself. 

He always wore an expression of tranquility, even when he ought to have been 

screaming in agony.  

 After years of suffering, the condition of his legs deteriorated. Before, he 

had suffered from painful sores. Now they developed abscesses. After trying 

various treatments, the doctors informed the Rebbe and his family that only one 

option remained: to amputate both legs in order to save the Rebbe’s life.  

 The Rebbe received the news without blinking an eye, as though they were 

not speaking about him at all. The Rebbe lay in his bed in Ichilov Hospital, while 

around him preparations were being made for the difficult operation scheduled for 

the next day.  

 After Maariv, the Rebbe began to conduct a cheshbon hanefesh – a 

[spiritual] accounting with himself. Suddenly, he rose up from his bed. He knew 

why this terrible thing had befallen him! He put on his clothes and slipped out of 

the room. He hailed a taxi to the Yad Eliyahu neighborhood.  

 Back in his room, the medical staff was shocked to find his bed empty. A 

search was conducted, but the Rebbe had vanished! The taxi arrived at the Rebbe’s 

Beis Medrash. With an energetic step he entered the Beis Medrash and went 

directly to the place where the bookbinder’s tools stood. He pulled out a spool of 

thick thread and a needle, and then went over to the Aron Kodesh. He removed one 

of the Sifrei Torah and placed it on the table.  
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 With unnatural strength, he unrolled it to its beginning. The stitches 

attaching the first panel of parchment to the wooden pole were extremely frayed, 

and the rebbe took needle and thread in hand and re-sewed the stitches. He then 

rolled the Sefer Torah to the end of Devarim, and made the same repairs to the 

frayed stitches at the end. He returned the Sefer Torah to the Aron Kodesh, 

returned to the hospital, and quietly slipped back into his bed.  

 The next morning, when the surgeon came to check on him shortly before 

the scheduled surgery, the Rebbe surprised him by saying, “I’d like you to check 

my legs again.” The doctor felt it was an exercise in futility. The Rebbe told him 

firmly, “If you do not re-examine my legs, I will not agree to have this operation 

under any circumstances!”  

 The doctor took this as an affront to his professional reputation. The 

situation was saved by R’ Nosson, one of the hospital administrators, a pious Jew 

who had been a chassid of the Rebbe’s father, R’ Isamar, the old Nadvorner Rebbe. 

He convinced the surgeon to re-examine the Rebbe’s legs.  

 The doctor was astounded. A slight improvement was clearly evident. The 

infection was receding. Amputation was no longer urgent. Conservative treatment 

using ointments and bandages was recommended instead. Several days later, the 

Rebbe was released from the hospital – walking on his own two feet!  

 The Rebbe later told his stunned family, “Why are you surprised? When I 

made a cheshbon hanefesh, I remembered that I had known that the parchment 

panels of one of the Sifrei Torah in the Beis Medrash had been detached from the 

wooden poles for some time. I wanted to deal with this at once, but because of my 

busy schedule, I did not manage to get around to it.  

 “I thought to myself: Hashem deals with us measure for measure. I neglected 

to attach the Sefer Torah to its ‘feet’ – so I, the one responsible, was struck with an 

appropriate consequence. It was as though the Heavenly Judgment was crying out, 

‘Just as you did not attach the atzei chayim, so, too, will your legs be detached 

from your body!’ So I hurried over to quickly make the repairs. And, indeed, when 

the atzei chayim were attached to the Torah, my legs were no longer in danger of 

being cut off!” (Once Upon a Story) 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5778 email of The Weekly Vort. 
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G-d is Faithful and He 

Doesn’t Have Faults 
By Malchut Vaxberger 

 

 
 “G-d is faithful without injustice, He is righteous and upright” 

(Deuteronomy 32, 4) 

 Once a king had two sons; the older one was wicked and the younger one 

was righteous and did good deeds. The king wanted the younger one to succeed 

him as king and looked for an excuse to give the kingdom to him instead of the 

older son who was wicked. 

 The king made a large get together of all his officers and ministers and he 

invited his two sons to the meeting. He waited for silence and started to speak: “I 

desire to appoint the future heir to my kingdom who will rule after I pass away. 

The son who is most successful from between you two will be that heir to my 

throne. I will now give you a difficult question in math and I will also give you the 

answer. Your job will be to figure out how I got to that answer. Whoever figures 

that out will be the next king!” 

https://www.hidabroot.com/writer/56482
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 The two sons heard the question and the answer and they sat out to figure 

out the process of how their father got to the answer. The older son who was 

wicked started to make calculations but he soon started to make mistakes because 

the math problem was really difficult. His answer came out far different than what 

the king originally gave him and since this wicked son was also haughty he 

believed his father the king was mistaken and that he had the right answer. He 

haughtily told his father: “Dad, You made a mistake! The solution you gave us 

wasn’t good. The answer I’ve just given you is the correct one!” 

 The younger son also made mistakes and couldn’t get to the answer his 

father gave but he was humble and was certain that he made a mistake and not his 

father who is wise and fair. That’s why he kept on trying to figure out the solution 

until he actually figured it out. 

 The Imrei Chaim of Vizhnitz explains: “G-d who is our Father is always 

right. He always has the right solution to all things that happen in the world. 

Everything that happens in the entire world is according to His will for He is true 

and His Torah is true and there’s nothing else in the whole world but G-d! 

 But what happens? People start to think G-d made a mistake. Things 

happening in the world don’t make sense, because they don’t know G-d’s 

calculations. But the mistake isn’t G-d’s, it’s their own mistake and they think 

according to their calculations that G-d made a mistake! Whoever thinks G-d 

made a mistake should go over his calculations again! 

 Some people have little faith in G-d and think they are realty smart! If 

something doesn’t fit in their lives it bothers them very much and they start to 

question G-d; they are sure He made a mistake! We should always remember that 

G-d is true and there is no one other than G-d and if we fail to understand 

something it’s because it something that we are not yet able to understand. 

 G-d alone has the true answer!” 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Yitro 5778 website of Hidabroot.com 

 



Shabbos Stories for Parshas Mishpatim 5778 Page 5 
 

A Feeling of Nostalgia 

…A Feeling of Home 
By Elana Mizrahi 

 

 
 

 That smell. There’s something about the smell. It’s nostalgic even though I 

didn’t grow up with it. I walk through my apartment building Thursday night, and 

the smell has already started to waft along the air. It continues Friday morning and 

intensifies throughout the day. What is that smell I love . . . the smell that cries out 

to my soul? It’s theWhat is that smell I love? smell of Shabbat cooking, whether 

it’s matzah-ball soup or Moroccan fish, cholent, t’fina or kibbe hamda. It’s that 

smell of something special and familiar. The smell of Shabbat. The smell of home. 

 It’s Shabbat afternoon, and I walk with several of my children around our 

neighborhood. We run into a neighbor, Goldie. A lovely woman, she is on her way 

to a class. I’m curious, and for the first time I ask her: “Goldie, how did you 

become religious? Why did you start keeping Shabbat?” 

 Her answer was surprisingly simple. 

 “It was a process,” she explains, “but what happened was I went to families, 

many families, for Shabbat meals, and there was just something that I felt—it was 

a feeling of home. Like something beautiful and familiar and comfortable, even 

though I hadn’t experienced it before. I knew that I had nothing to lose by trying it, 

and everything to gain by doing it. And if not, then eventually I would find out. 

Here I am 30 years later with a home that celebrates Shabbat.” 

 That’s it? A feeling of something familiar? A feeling of home? 

 I’m sitting with a good friend of mine, and I tell her about my childhood. 

Memories of me and my mother traveling. I remember that no matter where we 

http://www.chabad.org/search/keyword_cdo/kid/10574/jewish/Mizrahi-Elana.htm
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were or how long we went for, my mother always packed candles for Shabbat. It 

was one apparently simple act that my mother kept loyally. 

 I called to ask her about it. “Mommy, why is it that no matter what, you 

always lit Shabbat candles?” 

 Now, I didn’t grow up with the smells of Shabbat or the preparations to go 

with it, or the songs and the singing. Traditions we had, but I didn’t grow up with 

Shabbat. So this is why I asked my mother that question. Because I really didn’t 

know. 

 She answers: “Because when I light candles, it makes me remember that I’m 

Jewish, and I feel connected. I pray, and I give thanks. I light Shabbat candles, and 

I feel at home.” 

 And it’s so true. I light my own Shabbos candles while my husband and 

older son are at shul, I pray for what each one needs and my daughter and little 

ones surround me. I feel that familiar feeling—the feeling of home. I drink in that 

glow of those beautiful lights. I take my time, pouring out my heart in prayer and 

in thanksgiving. I light a candlestick for my husband and myself, and for each one 

of our children. I pray for what each one needs as my hand lingers with the match 

to the wick. The prayers continue as I think of all the people in my life and anyone 

I know who needs any kind of salvation or healing. 

 The smells of our home are intoxicating. It’s the smell of Shabbat. I think of 

an incident related in the Talmud (Shabbat 119a) about an encounter with the great 

sage Rabbi Yehoshua ben Hananya and the Roman Emperor. The Emperor wanted 

the special spice that was in a cooked Shabbat dish, but he didn’t understand why 

the smell of the dish would diffuse.  

 The great sage answered him that the spice itself was only effective for the 

dish made to honor Shabbat. In other words, the special spice was in itself Shabbat. 

The fragrance itself is Shabbat. It’s the magic ingredient of connection—by 

keeping this Divine commandment, something so big and beyond me, and yet so 

familiar and within reach. A connection to my soul, my Source, my Creator. 

 It is written in the Torah that G-d made the seventh day, Shabbat, holy and 

sanctified it. He gave the Sabbath as a gift to Israel, a sign of an everlasting 

covenant. On the Sabbath day, G-d ceased to create and “rested” (See Exodus 

31:16-17). The word used for “rested,” (yenafash) is related to the word (nefesh), 

“soul.” You can tap into this feeling of nostalgia on Shabbat even if you have 

never experienced it before because a part of you—your soul—has already felt it. 

 It’s the candles that glow every Friday night that light up the soul. Shabbat is 

comfort; it’s connection, on the deepest level. It’s a feeling of home. 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Yitro 5778 email of Chabad.Org Magazine. 

http://www.chabad.org/9892#v16
http://www.chabad.org/9892#v16
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The Rabbi from the Bronx 

And the Empty Chair 
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton 

 

 The Chassid Rabbi Michel Vishedski (now a neighbor of mine in Kfar 

Chabad), escaped Russia almost 60 years ago and settled in New York where he 

did everything in his power to help other Russian Jews and even visited all the 

orthodox synagogues in New York to encourage them to do the same. 

 One of his visits was to the synagogue of the head Rabbi of the Bronx; 

Rabbi Rabinowitz. He arrived there in the early afternoon. He found the place 

empty, as most synagogues are at that time of day, and the Rabbi seated at a long 

table next to the head chair. 

 Rabbi Michel shook the Rabbi's hand, introduced himself and, supposing 

that the Rabbi had left the head seat vacant for him, began to sit in it. 

 "Excuse me," Rabbi Rabinowitz said, "Please don't sit in that chair. It's the 

head seat and I always leave it vacant." 

 Rabbi Vishedski apologized and when he took a different seat the Rabbi 

smiled, apologized for not warning him and said. "You're a Lubavitcher, right? 

Well then, you'll probably understand the reason I leave that seat open. It was 

because of a dream." 

 "Really? A dream?" Rabbi Michel was interested and seeing his interest, 

Rabbi Rabinowitz, smiled and began telling him the story. 

 "It began almost twenty years ago, 1949. I had survived the holocaust in 

Romania and moved to New York. I got married and began thinking about a job. I 

wasn’t a Rabbi then and didn’t intend to be one. I had a few other ideas about how 

to make a living but I couldn't make up my mind. Then someone suggested that I 

go see the Lubavitcher Rebbe It was Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak [the Rebbe Rayatz] 

(1880-1950), for advice. 

 "I called up, got an appointment and I got in to see him. I was told that he 

wasn't so healthy and it would be hard to understand him, but in fact when I did 

meet him I understood him. He heard me out, thought a moment and said he said 

that he thought I should be a Rabbi. He was very clear about that and he said I 

should let him know what happened. 

 "Well sure enough, a while later I got this offer to be the head Rabbi of the 

Bronx here in this shul (synagogue) so I went back and asked the Rebbe if I should 

take it. He closed his eyes, thought for a minute and finally looked up and said. 
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 "'A Shul (synagogue) is a Shul. But I don't like the Shamash (sexton-

caretaker).' 

 

 
The Rebbe Rayatz, zt”l 

 

 Then he again closed his eyes and said it again; 'A Shul is a Shul. But I don't 

like the Shamash'. 

 Then he blessed me with success in the new job and told me to return to see 

him again in two weeks. 

 "So I followed his advice and took the job. But when I came back two 

Sundays later I found a huge crowd gathered outside his building. For his funeral! 

They told me that the Rebbe had passed away on Shabbat! The Rebbe had invited 

me to his funeral! But I felt he was also telling me that our contact would continue. 

 "Anyway, at first things went fine in the Shul; I got along well with 

everyone and the place began to become popular but I sensed there was always an 

undercurrent of discontent. Finally, I found out what it was; the Shamash of the 

Shul was speaking against me and even had a small following. 

 "At first he was quiet about it, I really didn’t know what to do and hoped it 

would die out. But it just got worse and the politics threw the Synagogue and 

myself into turmoil. A few times I even thought of quitting. But the Rebbe’s words 

stopped me. Finally, when I thought I was going crazy I decided to go the Rebbe's 

son in law, [Rabbi Menachem Mendel Schneerson, 1902-1994) who had become 

the next [Lubavitcher] Rebbe, for advice. 
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 "I got in to see him and it was the most amazing experience in my life. As 

soon as I told him my problem he said; 'My father in Law told you that a Shul is a 

Shul but that he didn't like the Shamash!' 

 

 
Photo of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, circa early 1950s 

 

 "It was simply uncanny. Remember, this was years later and I never told 

anyone what the Previous Rebbe said to me! Anyway he told me not to worry; just 

to be patient and that eventually I'd catch him doing something wrong.' 

 "Sure enough, that's exactly what happened! Just a few weeks later I was 

having trouble sleeping one night and took a walk to the shul and who do I see also 

walking around outside but the president and the janitor who also couldn’t sleep. 

Anyway as we got near to the Shul we noticed something strange; a few lights 

were on inside and someone was in there doing something. So we entered silently 

and what did we see? The Shamash was emptying all the charity boxes into his 

pocket! Needless to say he got fired the next day and my problems were over till 

the episode with the Butcher. 

 "Like I said our synagogue became popular. In fact, it got to the point there 

was nowhere to sit and we needed to expand. But there was nowhere to expand to, 

all the land around the Shul was taken. But just then the butcher next to us decided 

he wanted to sell us his place so he could expand elsewhere. It was a miracle!! 

 "And the butcher was so friendly. We came to an agreement, he gave us a 

great price and we shook hands, didn't even write a bill of sale! The next week the 

butcher moved to a big store he bought across the street and we knocked down a 
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wall, did a bit of remodeling and like magic our Shul became almost twice as big 

as it was! Everyone was happy! For a while. 

 "But after a few years the butcher's new place also became small on him. He 

also was succeeding and he wanted to move his refrigerators to somewhere nearby 

and use the space for more customers. But he also couldnâ€™t find a place to buy. 

Until he suddenly remembered that there had been no bill of sale for the building 

he sold us! 

 "He got a lawyer, sent us letters telling us to leave and when we tried to 

reason with him, he took it to court and got an order of eviction. We had no proof 

on our side. Things happened so fast we were going crazy but there was nothing 

we could do. We were going to lose half of our shul. Where would we pray? 

 ‘Then, the night before the eviction I had a dream. 

 “I dreamt that I was standing in this room and at the head of this table, in the 

chair I told you not to sit in, was the Previous Lubavitcher Rebbe with his son in 

law, the present Rebbe, standing next to him. The Previous Rebbe smiled and said, 

'Why are you so worried? G-d will direct everything in the best way.' 

 "Then his son in law said ' The Rebbe told you that a Shul is a Shul. It means 

that once a butcher shop becomes a Shul it can't become a butcher shop again. 

Don't worry.' 

 "Suddenly I woke up! I looked at my watch. I was late! I was supposed to 

wake up an hour ago! I wanted to get there before the police! I got dressed and ran 

to the Shul as fast as I could, but it was too late. There were police everywhere, all 

our congregants were standing in the street trying to talk to them while ten husky 

movers were carrying all the seats out of our shul to the street. 

 "But suddenly there was a big crash from the new butcher shop across the 

street then screams. Everyone turned to see. One of the workers came running out 

the door screaming 'Call an ambulance! Get a doctor! Help!! The boss is hurt!!" 

 "It seems that somehow a huge chandelier that was hanging there came loose 

and fell on the owner knocking him unconscious. I ran there and there was blood 

everywhere! But before the ambulance arrived he came to and limped out the door 

holding his bleeding head and yelling like a madman. "Put the chairs back!! Don't 

evict them!! I lied!! I lied!!! They really paid for my store. I'm sorry!!" 

 "The ambulance took him away, the policeman shrugged his shoulders told 

the movers to return everything and that was the end of it! Just as the Rebbe said. 

Incidentally the butcher survived. 

 'That is why I never let anyone sit in this chair. 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Beshallach 5778 email of Yeshiva Torah Tmimim in 

Kfar Chabad, Israel. 
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Learning from a Mountain 

Dump of Garbage 
 

 
 

 Yair, a resident of Ramat Gan, who had suffered many upheavals in his life, 

tried many times to do complete Teshuvah and become a Frum Jew. However, 

inevitably he would lose momentum and return to his old ways. Eventually he 

completely separated himself from Yiddishkeit, R”L. The Kiruv workers who were 

in touch with him for many years almost gave up as well.  

 One day, Yair approached one of the Kiruv workers on his own, and gave 

his firm word that he decided to immediately become completely Frum. The Kiruv 

worker was ecstatic and inquired what had happened that made him decide this, 

and Yair told him that it all began that morning when he had passed the large 

garbage dump, Chiria (חירייה ,( which had recently been undergoing a complete 

transformation.  

 The mountain that was a garbage dump was being moved to the Negev, and 

the area was being transformed into one of the largest parks in the entire Middle 

East, the South Ayalon Park.  

 Yair explained, “As I passed by Chiria, I thought about this transformation, 

and suddenly I found myself thinking about the mountain of garbage which was 
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still present in the area. I began to have doubts whether it was possible that a site 

which had become a dumping ground for refuse and filth could be transformed into 

a flowering garden. How could it be?  
 

 
The South Ayalon Park, formerly the notorious Chiria Garbage Dump 

 

 

 “These thoughts so affected me that I decided to enter the park and inquire 

how this transformation was taking place. Immediately upon entering the park, I 

met someone who introduced himself as the spokesman. He explained the details 

of the plan, and gave me a tour of the site. I saw the tractors and other heavy 

machines which were already digging at the site, preparing the earth for the trees 

and flowers which would be planted there.  

 “As I left the site, I realized that Hashem had brought me there, to the site of 

Chiria, to truly understand that such a dirty and filthy place, completely filled with 

garbage and filth, can be transformed into a flowering park. I thought about 

myself, and I realized that I had a mountain of garbage and filth inside me, just like 

Chiria. I then thought that if it was possible to convert the dump into a beautiful 

park, then I, who was created in the Tzelem Elokim, the image of Hashem, even if 

I had sinned greatly and corrupted myself until I stank of Aveirah like a garbage 

dump, I am also capable of transforming myself and becoming one of the favored 

children of Hashem.  

 “This thought took me over. I understood that even if I have done many 

Aveiros, I still have hope to transform myself to a completely different person. I 

walked from there directly to a Bais Medrash and began learning for a while, and I 

have already started leaving my status of being a garbage dump. I came to tell you 

that I too am undergoing ‘construction’, and I will soon be a beautiful park!” 

(Barchi Nafshi) 
 

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of 

Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg. 
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An Automatic Success 
By Rabbi David Ashear 

 

 Sometimes people are in situations which prevent them from following their 

normal routines. They could be hospitalized, Lo Alenu, or home sick, and can 

easily become saddened due to their non-productivity. They might begin to feel 

empty, not being able to pray in Shul with a Minyan, or attend Shiurim. They 

might get depressed in their helpless state. Fortunate for us, however, we always 

have a way to feel content and fulfilled, no matter what we are going through. 

 I was recently reminded of a story that will give us the proper outlook and 

ability to be happy in all situations. Rabbi Mugrabi told over that the Noam 

Elimelech and his brother Reb Zusha were once traveling together in a foreign 

place, and an anti-Semitic officer began questioning them and put them both in 

prison. (This was a common practice in those days-over 250 years ago.) 

 They sat there together in a decrepit cell. Rabbi Elimelech saw that Rav 

Zusha was very down, and he said, "This is not like you! Where is your Emunah?" 

 Reb Zusha replied, "I'm not sad that we are here in prison. I am sad that the 

time for Mincha is about to pass, and because of this pot here in the cell that people 

use for going to the bathroom, we are not going to be able to pray." 

 Rabbi Elimelech then asked him, "Who commanded us to pray Mincha? 

Hashem! And who commanded us not to pray under these conditions? The same 

Hashem! So, what is the difference which 'רצון ה-will of Hashem we are doing? We 

are now fulfilling the will of Hashem by not praying Mincha, because it is אסור-

forbidden, and we are listening to Him!" 

 When Reb Zusha heard this, he got so excited that he got up and started to 

dance. Rabbi Elimelech joined him in his excitement and they danced together. 

They danced and sang around that pot, happily fulfilling the will of Hashem. 

 The jail warden got so upset that they were dancing that he came in and took 

out the pot. At that moment they said, "Now we are able to pray Mincha!" They 

then stood there and prayed a very long Mincha. After they finished, the guard told 

them, "I was told to let you out. There are no charges against you." 

 They went back home, and Rabbi Elimelech told Reb Zusha, "We did the 

Ratzon(will) Hashem by not praying, and then Hashem helped us out by letting us 

pray. And in the Zechut of both we got out of jail! You see, being sad and 

depressed does not accomplish anything. It only makes situations worse. Being 

happy, however, understanding that we are living the lives that Hashem wants us to 

be living at the moment, brings blessing." 

 A person can serve Hashem in whatever situation he finds himself in- 

whether he is in a difficult situation, or everything is running smoothly. Whether 
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he is living his daily routine, or he is forced to take it easy and rest, no matter what, 

there is always a way to serve Hashem, and that should make us happy and 

content. 

 If Hashem wants us to be home, then we will serve Him from there. If our 

flight got cancelled, and we had to stay in a foreign country for another day, if that 

is what Hashem wants, then we will serve Him from there. As long as we are 

serving Hashem, we are automatically successful. 
 

Reprinted from the January 31, 2018 email of Emunah Daily. 
 

The Furniture Store that 

Clogged Up the Sidewalk 
 

 In Bnei Brak, Israel, a store was selling furniture products, so the owner 

placed some samples of his merchandise on the sidewalk, in order to attract 

customers. The residents of the upper floors of the building the store was in were 

getting upset that the owner was clogging up the sidewalk with his products and 

took him to the Beis Din (Jewish court) of Rav Nissim Karelitz, Shlita.  

 Rav Karelitz heard both sides and then ruled that even though the neighbors 

are in the right, they should overlook this arrangement and not hurt the owner's 

livelihood.  

 There was one neighbor who took exception to this and was very displeased 

with the decision. However, he still accepted the ruling and did not voice his 

disagreement to anyone.  

 One day, this man was busy with house chores while his wife was cooking 

dinner. Neither of them noticed the fact that their three-year-old son went out to the 

balcony of their third-floor apartment, leaned over the railing, and fell over!  

 When the parents found out what happened, they dashed downstairs to their 

son, only to find him resting securely in the arms of the store owner. It turned out 

that upon falling, the child fell directly in one of the cribs that were occupying the 

sidewalk (as advertisements). After being taken to the hospital, the child was 

checked out by doctors and turned out to be perfectly fine, Baruch Hashem. 

 Comment: Some people say that the Torah is not maximizing their lives 

since it contains many restrictions. However, these people wouldn’t say that if they 

knew the truth that the observance of Torah/Mitzvos is protecting them from 

untold harm. (Story heard from R’Yisroel Miara in the name of Rav Avraham 

Genechovski.) 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Yisro 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly. 


