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D

EVERAL PEOPLE ENCOURAGED ME to write my memoirs. Mrs.
Helen Hellman kindly allowed me to read her autobiography
and graciously presented me with a copy, saying, “Why don’t
you do the same?”

Mrs. Felice Blau, as well as others, repeated that time and time
again. Rebetzin Chana Lubart told me that she, and others, were col-
laborating on writing about the life of her late mother, Mrs. Miriam
Fishbain, oleha hashalom, for the sake of future generations. “Let
them know about their Bubba who provides zechus avos for her
descendents,” she said. It was Rebetzin Lubart who suggested that I,
too, record all the stories about my late Father, 2"/, “so that all your
generations shall know”.

I am ever grateful to all my good friends for planting the idea in my
mind.

My nephew, Reb Elli Rosenblum, lives in Toronto. On the occasion
of the Bris Miloh of his second son, Shlomo Ephraim, he called me up
the day before, to ask me for any information that I might have about
our ancestor, the Kli Yokor, Horav Shlomo Ephraim Lenchitz, zechuso
yogain oleinu. Being one of Reb Elli’s close relatives who could fill him
in on some of the details of the life of that godol, he called upon me.

There were still more reasons why I established, in my mind, the
plan of writing everything down. If I would not, all these facts and
memories would, eventually, be lost.

And finally, my great nephew, Yissochor Dov Felder of Baltimore,
expressed profound interest in his great-grandfather, my father, Horav
Yissocher Dov Berish Teichner of blessed memory, after whom he was
named. I decided that I must satisfy this curiosity of his, and so the
idea of writing this book was born.
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The purpose of this project is to tell, to all future progeny, many of
the interesting facts and stories in order to impress upon our loved
ones the lessons to be learned from the experiences of the righteous
souls in the family. By so doing, we will attempt to inspire them to
attain ever-greater heights and levels in the fear and service of
Hashem.

The inspiration I received from so many people spurred me on to
further achievements. I am forever indebted to them, amongst whom
is my dear brother, Rabbi Moishe Teichner, for his brilliant insights,
for his help in research and for his constructive criticism. Yeyasher
Koach to my dear brother, Duvid, for adding his memories to the
information for this work.

My heartfelt thanks and appreciation go to my friends and family
members who inspired me to continue in this work, and especially for
the confidence placed in me, in great measure, by Rebetzin Tzippoiry
Halberstam, the Klausenberger Rebetzin, and all my colleagues in the
Bais Esther Sanz Klausenberg School in Boro Park where I was privi-
leged to serve as principal of the Limudei Kodesh department for nine,
wonderfully productive years.

I would like to express my heartfelt gratitude to all those, who
helped make the project of producing this book, a reality.

Special appreciation goes to, amongst others, Ephraim and Barbara
Rosenstock, Alice Schuck and Pamela Weiman.

And last, but not least, recognition and appreciation for the faith
and trust invested in me by my esteemed husband, Rabbi Dovid
Kenner, must be mentioned, for it was he who provided me with the
consistent encouragement and impetus to bring this project to
fruition. May Hashem grant us the z’chus to see steady nachas from
our dear children, in good health, for many years to come.

I am ever-indebted to my saintly parents who seemed to emanate
from another world. Reb Chiya bar Abba said in the name of Rav
Yochonon: Hashem saw that there would be few tzaddikim, so He
planted them in every generation. Rashi explains this by saying,
“Hashem scattered them in all the generations so that they would be
foundations for the world” (Yoma 38)

In every generation, there are tzaddikim who could have fit in very
well in the generations of old. However, they were placed in their own
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particular times in order to teach those around them and to serve as
inspirations to them.

In the various chapters of this book, I shall attempt to restore to life
these rare individuals who remain everlasting models of osai chessed
viyereiei Hashem all the days of their lives. I was privileged to be their
daughter, to be raised by them, and to learn, on a day-to-day basis,
what the real purpose of life on Earth is all about.

On a particular occasion when Mother was about ninety years old,
we were sitting and schmoozing. She was talking about her Father and
she had tears in her eyes. I wondered to myself —“Mother is ninety
years old, and she is still crying — what a relationship she must have
had with Grandfather”.

I didn’t realize then, what I know now, that the love of a parent is
so meaningful, that the need for it never leaves you all the days of
your life, and now, I too, shed tears when I think of my beloved par-
ents.

All the memories I have of my parents warm my heart each and
every day, and when I commit these memories to writing, my parents
seem to come to life!

How then, can I possibly hold back my pen from recording these
memories for posterity? You, too, will cherish every fact just as I do.
They will bring you peace and tranquility, solace and happiness, emu-
nah and bitochon.

Rav Shimon Schwab,' 2”1, once spoke about z’chus ovos saying
that “One benefits from the merits of his forebears according to how
much he appreciates them”. There is hardly a day in my life that I do
not think about or quote my beloved parents. May their merit stand
by all their descendants, forever.

This book was not written for the purpose of being read once and
then to be neatly tucked away. It is a chronicle of love and inspiration
to be read and reread as Shlomo Hamelech says in Mishlei, 6;21:
“Koshraim al libchoh tomid, ondaim al gargeroisecha” (“Tie them
always to your heart, adorn your neck with them”).

1) Rav Schwab was the second Rav of K’hal Adath Jeshurun in Washington
Heights during the lifetime of Rav Breuer and succeeding him after his petira.
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The Ramban wrote his holy Igeres to his son so that the strong ties
between them would never be severed. His instructions were that he
read his letter at least once a week for the rest of his life.

So, too, do I implore you, my dear children, to read my “Igeres”,
regularly, so that we shall never be separated. If, indeed, any of my
words influence you to teshuvah and maasim tovim, then you will give
meaning to my life both in this world as well as in the World of Truth.

Tzertel Kenner

Rosh Chodesh Elul, 5765
New York, NY
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CHAPTER ONE

N MY CHILDHOOD YEARS, I was saved four times from the
clutches of the Angel of Death. When I was a baby, my carriage,
with me in it, caught fire. The carriage was engulfed in flames
when Father grabbed me out of it just in the nick of time.

At the age of two years, I fell down a full story onto stone steps and
lost consciousness. Even though I was taken for dead, I soon recov-
ered without having a single scratch.

I almost drowned when I was four years old. We were swimming in
the brook at Kleinberg’s Hotel in Woodridge, New York. I fell into a
hole and the only one who saw it happen was the late Rebetzin Singer,
the mother of the Rabbonim Singer'. In subsequent years, whenever we
met, she would say, “Ich hob dich gerottevet!” ( “I saved your life!”).
Indeed, she did, for she extricated me from the watery depths to which
I had sunk.

At eight years of age, I had been spending the summer in Sarnia,
Ontario, Canada with my newly-wed sister and brother in-law, Rabbi
and Rebetzin Gedalia Felder, zichronom livrochoh. My brother,
Moishe, who was fifteen years old, was there too. For some reason,
we missed our train, and our trip home to New York was delayed.
Needless to say, we were all upset. How were we to know that the
train we missed was going to crash, resulting in many fatalities?

1) Rebetzin Singer’s oldest son was the well-known Rav Dovid Singer,
Rav of the Sfardishe Shul in Boro Park.
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In the meantime, our parents were in the Grand Central Station
awaiting our arrival not knowing that we had missed our train.
Imagine their mental anguish when they heard that the train had
crashed, thinking we were on it.

Hashem Yisborach had His plans, and in His infinite kindness, kept
me alive. How much kavonoh must one have when saying, in the
tefiloh of modim, the words “V’al neesechob shebchol yom eemonu”.

It is for such reasons that one should publicize the miracles which
one experiences, to allow future generations of ever-expressing grati-
tude to Hashem. We read about the Tosfos Yom Tov who left a will
that all his descendants should fast on the day of his deliverance from
disaster and then celebrate that event by participating in a seudas
hodo’oh for the great miracle that happened to him. So should every-
one else do if they are fortunate enough to be rescued from an untime-
ly death.

The Baal Soles Belula writes regarding the obligation of giving
thanks. “It is proper and fitting that a person who was saved through
a miracle should give praise and be happy. He should relate the mira-
cle to others, each year, on the anniversary of that miraculous salva-
tion. The Ralbag also mentions this obligation. Dovid Hamelech talks
about a family sacrifice offering in Samuel 1 20:6, “If your father
should miss me, then say, Dovid earnestly asked leave of me that he
might run to Bais Lechem, his city, for there is a yearly sacrifice there
for all the family.” This was possibly a thanksgiving offering that
Dovid Hamelech’s family brought, every year, to give thanks for a
miracle which Hashem performed for them.”'

1) From the book. “Your Rod and your Staff” (Sinai Adler)
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CHAPTER TWO

ishmayoh

T IS INTERESTING TO NOTE that once the idea of this book

became fixed in my mind, I always seemed to find relevant mate-

rial wherever I turned. One could definitely call that Siyatoh

Dishmayoh! 1 began to accumulate and save every scrap of

information. By the time I began to work on this project, I had a full
valise of papers and notes.

There is a story told of the Baal Shem Tov — that one of his chas-
sidim engaged in making kosher wine with all the hidurim. Upon
completion of the task, he brought a wagon-load of wine to his
Rebbe. When he reached his Rebbe’s door, he jumped down from the
seat, left the wagon with his non-Jewish driver and ran into the house
to inform the Baal Shem-Tov of his arrival with the wine. When he
realized his grave error, the Chossid was inconsolable. He asked his
Rebbe why it happened that he momentarily forgot the halochoh that
kosher wine may not be left with a non-Jew. He was told that it had
occurred because he did not pray for Siyatoh Dishmayobh.

In addition, to all the time and effort invested, the most important
element in any given project, is definitely Siyatoh Dishmayoh. One
must pray for it in life every step of the way, for without it, nothing
can be accomplished.
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Father told me about an interesting occurrence in his own life which
held a tremendous blessing of heavenly assistance.

As a young man in Vienna, during the first World War, he had the
rare opportunity of meeting quite a number of gedolei Yisroel from
Galicia. They had escaped to Vienna, and to other places as well, since
Galicia was the front for many of the battles, and their lives were in
grave danger there.

Once, also, while visiting in Kashau, Slovakia, (then Hungary)
Father met a refugee, the great Gaon, Harov Shmuel Engel, the Rav
of Radimishla. Father recognized him to be an “Ish choshuv me’od”,
and asked him his name. The great Rav, wanting to hide his identity,
simply answered, “My name is Shmiel”.

Later, when the Rav was finally identified, Father had a lengthy con-
versation with him. The Rav was born and bred in Tarnow, the seat
of Father’s maternal family, and Rav Engel knew Father’s family tree
even better than Father did himself.

Harav Shmuel Engel was born in Tarnow in 1853. His father died
when Rav Shmuel was a very young child. He was raised by his wid-
owed mother. As a young child he was stricken with an eye ailment.
His mother took him to the Divrei Chaim of Sanz for a brochoh. The
Tzaddik blessed him and gave him three directives: “One, do not
learn any secular subjects. You have a good head, and they dull the
mind. Two, daven from a siddur and three, always listen to your
mother. Shlomo Hamelech listened to his mother, and and he became
a king!” When Rav Shmuel became a Rav, he said, “Now I under-
stand what the Divrei Chaim said about becoming a king.”

Rav Engel held a number of very prestigious rabbinical positions.
One of them was in Radimishla, Poland, where he remained the spir-
itual leader for thirty years from 1888 until the time when, in World
War 1, he fled to Hungary. Rav Engel remained in Kashau for the last
eighteen years of his life, but he always identified himself as the
Radimishler Rav (who was a world-famous posek.)

In Vienna, Father met Rav Avrohom Steinberg, spiritual leader of
the great city of Brody in Galicia. He was the author of the classic
sefer, Machazeh Avrobom and was considered one of the foremost
poskim of his era. Father had many Torah discussions with this great
Rav, and he decided to ask him for semichob.

4 / Memories and Miracles



The appointment for the farbebr was set. On that very same day,
when Father went to shul to daven Schacharis, he saw someone sell-
ing seforim and pamphlets in the poolish (lobby) of the shul. Father
happened to pick up a pamphlet that caught his interest. In it he read
of a rare shaaloh and teshuvoh in a particular halochob.

That very same evening, Father kept his appointment with the
Broder Rav. The Rav opened the discussion with the following state-
ment, “Yungerman, ich vell dich freigen ein shaaloh. Oib dee vest mir
entferen dee eine shaalobh, vell ich dir geben semichob oif an
ort.”(“Young man, I shall ask you one question. If you will answer
this one question, I shall give you semichobh immediately”) The ques-
tion was the one Father had read about that same morning!
Incredible!

When Father gave the exact answer
without any hesitation, the Rav of Brody
was absolutely amazed, and true to his
word, gave Father the appropriate semi-
chob. Of course, the Rav was well aware
of Father’s ability in horoabh and knew
that he deserved the ordination, but he
never expected him to know the answer
to that specific, complex shaaloh.

In addition, to the semichob of Rav
A meeting of Rabbonim near Vienna.  Steinberg, Father received semichob
Bottom rightt: The Brody Rav, ; .

R. Kitobem Steimberg. Bottowi lefe from Horav Moishe Meisels, Rav of
i e Premysl, Poland, Horav Nochum Schle-

singer, Rav of Topolcany, Slovakia and
others.! We are fortunate to possess two of those semichos because
they are reprinted in Father’s sefer, but the rest, unfortunately, were
lost. One of the cleaning ladies who worked for Mother, stole the steel
box containing all the important documents including Father’s semi-
chos. She most probably thought that the strong box contained
money or jewels. Understandably, my parents were very upset about

1) Rav Chaim Gelerenter, Rav of Kitov, also gave Father semichah. He was the
Mesader kiddushin of my parents. Rav Gelerenter was the author of many
seforim. Amongst them are: Oneg Chaim L’Shabbos on zemiros, Simchas
Hachag on Pesach and Kol Hakosuv L'chaim on the halochos of Kesubabh.
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this loss. Some of the documents could, obviously, never be replaced.
There were letters of commendation from various Gedolei Yisroel —
one of them was the Maharsham — Horav Sholom Mordechai
Schwadron, the Rav of Berzhan, in whose presence Father had spent
some time.

Other letters were from Father’s Rebbes testifying to Father’s
achievements in his studies during the years spent toiling in Torah in
the various Yeshivos.
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CHAPTER THREE

OPOLCANY (PRONOUNCED TOPOLCHAHNY), SLOVAKIA, at
the turn of the century, boasted an excellent cheder.
Since Vienna, where Father lived, was only a few-hours
train-ride away, my grandparents decided to send him
there. They were intent on making sure that he had a first-rate Torah
education. After all, he came from a great Torah family, and he was
their first son born after five girls!

Father told us numerous stories of his childhood years in Topolcany
which the Yidden referred to as Tupplechoin. As was customary,
Yidden would yiddishize the secular names of the cities because the
names often identified with gentile deities.

There was no dormitory for the out-of-towners so the boys had to
eat taig (days)' in the homes of the various families. There were many
stories circulating about the hosts in those houses and their kind treat-
ment of their young guests. Father was not yet Bar Mitzvah.

Father told us of the warm, almost parental love and attention, that
were showered upon him by the Felsenbergs. He always looked for-
ward to that day, each week, when he was scheduled to eat the mid-
day meal with them.

1) Each day the boy would eat the mid-day meal in a different home.
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Mrs. Roiza Felsenberg was especially motherly to him. Father
always remembered, into his old age, how kind she was on a particu-
lar winter day. The pond in front of the Felsenberg’s house had frozen.
Being a normal, fun-loving child, Father was sliding back and forth on
the ice enjoying himself immensely, totally forgetting the time. When
finally he remembered, it was past the lunch hour. What was he do do
now? If he did not eat lunch, it would be like a fast-day for him, since
the mid-day meal was the main meal of the day. Breakfast and supper
consisted of little more than a dry roll. Father decided to try his luck
and cautiously knocked on the door. Mrs. Felsenberg opened the door
wide and with a smiling countenance said, “Go and wash for lunch”.
When he came to the table, no other family member was present, and
he noticed that the table had already been cleared. Nevertheless, a
delicious, hot repast was graciously served to him.

Father was convinced that Mrs. Felsenberg had observed him
through the window and had understood his childish heart. When he
was old and grey, he still told the story of the tzaddekes, Roiza
Felsenberg. Little did he know at the time, that two generations later,
her granddaughter, Judy Felsenberg (Moeller) would become my good
friend.

It was typical of Father to remember that favor. His middah of
hakoras hatov was exceptional. He always said, “If someone does you
a favor, never forget it!” He lived up to that motto throughout his life.
Even in his last hours, when the nurse did a small service for him, he
thanked her.

There were some adorable stories about the cheder that Father used
to relate.

Once he was somewhat misbehaved for which the Rebbe made him
stay in for the lunch hour, locking the door. The Rebbe then went
home for his mid-day break. His cheder chums took pity on Father
and brought a tall ladder to extricate him, through the window, in
order that he be able to go for lunch. Upon everyone’s return, the
Rebbe insisted that Father tell him who his rescuers were. Of course
Father would not masser them. When he was forced to answer, Father
said, “Rebbe, the malochim felt very sorry for me and didn’t want me
to suffer, and so they came and released me from my imprisonment!”
Seeing that it was no use, the Rebbe simply let the matter ride.

8 / Memories and Miracles



Incidentally, Father always said that that Rebbe was a marvelous
educator who did his work purely L’shem Shomayim, taking no remu-
neration for his great efforts. The family owned a large textile busi-
ness, and his wife and daughter ran it, thereby leaving him free to
teach. The teaching profession was his very life!

Before administering corporal punishment which the Rebbe referred
to as a kalte haplissah or a heisse haplissah, he would recite a special
yehi rotzoin, slowly and with great kavomah. It went as follows:
“Hinini meechon imzeemon Ubaplis es hatalmid hazeb bebaplissoh
achas”. In the meantime, the poor child was trembling with fright.
This method was exercised in order to instill fear in the student so that
he would behave properly from then on and would concentrate on his
learning. By the way, a kalte happlissob was a few drops of cold water
down the back, and a heisse haplissoh was a smack of the ruler on the
palm of the hand. No one knew the origin of the word haplissoh. The
Rebbe probably made it up, but no matter, his method achieved the
desired result — absolute obedience.

The Rebbe made the Gemorah come alive. He would appoint one
boy to be Abaya and another, Rovoh, who would act out the argu-
ments in the Gemorrah. The Rebbe would tell each of the boys, “Give
him a potch if he’s wrong”. The children absolutely loved it!

Since the Rebbe wore glasses and was also lame, the boys, in jest,
would always call out the place, no matter what the place was, by say-
ing, “A’yin daled, omud aleph” alluding to his “four eyes” “and one
lame leg”, proving the old adage, “Boys will be boys™!

While learning in Topolcany, Father, once fled from a barking dog
that was pursuing him. He attempted to climb a tree in order to
escape, but, unfortunately, he fell down and broke his leg. The Rosh
Hakohol came immediately, with a horse and buggy and took Father
to have a cast put on. Father always remembered that the Rosh
Hakobol said to him, “Now I know that you must be smart, for it
says, “Shomer P’soyim Hashem”. (“Hashem watches (over) fools.)”

Later, Father was sent to the nearby mineral spa, Piestany (pro-
nounced Peestchahn) to take the baths that would help his leg to heal.
He stayed with the Rov of the city, Harav Kalman Weber. At the end
of his life, about seventy years after the broken leg incident, Father
had a visitor, in the Home, by the name of Kalman Weber who was a
Monsey resident. Father said to him, “You must be a grandson of the
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VYD PUIAR OYAYN 1D M ammn
Rabbi Kalman Weber, Pystyan

VA W ot
~ Fuerst, Vienna

Rav Mandl Deitsch

Rav of Piestany — I knew him! The visitor was thrilled to hear sto-
ries of his late grandfather — what a surprise!

Rav Mandel Deitsch of Topolcany, who served as Dayan of the
Kehilla, was the one who prepared and taught Father his pshetl for his
Bar Mitzvah. About sixty years later, Father met a nephew of Reb
Mandel, Mr. Aryeh Abrahamson, a resident of Washington Heights,
New York.
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The speech must have been really terrific considering how
impressed everyone was. In those days, the parents of the Bar Mitzvah
boy invited everyone up to their home on Shabbos afternoon after he
was called up to the Torah. Cake and fruit were served, and the Bar
Mitzvah boy said his speech.

The family was especially honored by the presence of the Rav of the
Schiff Shul — Rav Yeshaya Fuerst, who later said that he recognized
definite talent in Father.

Everyone was moved to tears by Fathers’s impressive performance.
That was very remarkable because Father had great difficulty with
speech as he was growing up. In fact, as a child, he did not speak until
the age of four.

Grandmother was worried about his inability to speak. She took
Father to the Belzer Rebbe, Reb Shea’le, zaycher tzaddik v’kodosh
livrochoh, who was nearing the end of his life. The Rebbe Reb Shea’le
(Yehoshua) was niftor on the 23rd of Shevat, 1894. He was born in
1825 to his holy parents the Sar Sholom of Belz and his Rebbetzen
Malka. He was their youngest child and successor to his father as the
second Rebbe of the Belzer dynasty. Thousands came to his court in
Belz to receive his brochoh, my grandmother being one of them.

The Rebbe gave Father a brochob saying, “Er vet git reden” (he will
speak well). It actually took years until he could speak well. At the age
of ten, he still could not pronounce the “K” sound. His little Viennese
friends would tease and taunt him, as children will, making up a little
phrase, “Tzutter, Tuchen, Taffee” instead of “Zucker, Kuchen,
Kaffee” — emphasizing the fact that he was unable to articulate the
words correctly.

The brochob of the tzaddik came true, in full measure, years later.
Father became a marvelous orator. His speeches were very much in
demand. They were like precious pearls. Even in his old age, he was
always asked to speak wherever he went. It was a treat for his audi-
ences to listen to him.

Father told me that if a person is blessed with special talents, he
should use them to benefit others, as chazal say about the mitzvah,
“Kabed es Hashem wmaihonchoh — Al tikrob maibhonchoh, eloh
migronchobh” — Honor Hashem with your resources — Honor
Hashem with your throat — that is, with your voice. That is exactly
what Father did!
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He was very generous in sharing his talents. Various Rabbonim
would come to him for his original speeches and for instruction in
homiletics. As usual, he went out of his way to help them. He put
tremendous effort into his droshos since he took the matter very seri-
ously. Not relying on his talent and ability to improvise a speech on
the spur of the moment, he would prepare his address taking both the
content and the structure into very careful consideration.

He would practice the speech again and again until it was perfect.
Then Mother would listen to a rehearsal. When Father asked her what
her opinion was, the inevitable answer was “ Wunderbar” or “Auser-
geventlich” (“wonderful,” “outstanding)!” Mother always said to us,

“Azoi vee der Tatte ken, ken keiner nisht!”.!

Father was always surprised, (and perhaps a little annoyed with
me), when I delivered a speech in a perfunctory manner. He would
say, “Ich ken dich nisht fershteyn”. “I can’t understand you — I work
so hard on my droshos”.

Speaking about Father’s Bar Mitz-
vah, one of the elderly gentlemen
who came to hear the droshoh, was
Reb Ben Zion Schiff who was one of
the most respected baalei-batim of
the Viennese community. Father met
Reb Ben Zion one Rosh Hashonah at
& | Tashlich. The elderly man took a lik-
§ | ing to him and invited Father to his
home. When he arrived one Shabbos
afternoon, there were many family
members present. As soon as he
came in, the delighted Mr. Schiff
said, “Come with me, I have not
learned my regular shiur for today
yet”. He then left all his guests and
closeted himself with Father, in his
study, to learn with him.

wE 3 oM vaa
n Schiff, Vienna

1)”No one surpasses or equals your Father in the talent of public speaking”.
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From that day on, the two became fast friends. Many years later,
Father met Mr. Lowinger of Washington Heights, a very dignified Yid,
who was a grandson of Reb Ben Zion Schiff. Mr. Robert Grunwald
and lebavdil, Mr. Karl Grunwald, are great grandsons, as well.

The world is, indeed, very small. The Rav of our Kebilla, K’hal
Adas Yeshurun, of Washington Heights, Rav Zacharia Gelley, was
born in Topolcany and lived there until World War II. When I related
to the Rav some of the facts of Father’s years spent in Topolcany, Rav
Gelley remarked that he knew the families which I had mentioned.
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CHAPTER FOUR

Wesiras Nefoshs

ANTE HENNA BANDER WAS THE ELDEST of Father’s siblings.
She was an “Isha Chashuva”; Father owed her his life!
At the outbreak of World War I, in 1914, Father was of
draft age, having been born in 1890. Of course, going to
war was not only life-threatening, but an almost impossible situation
for a shomer Torabh u’mitzvos. Therefore, one did whatever he could
to avoid conscription into the armed services.

One day, while sitting and learning at home, in Vienna, with
Grandfather, Rav Aharon Teichner, the police came in, asking for
Father. Since they happened to be looking straight at him and did not
realize who he was, Grandfather said, “He’s not at home”. No soon-
er did the officers leave, when the hasty decision was made that Father
leave town immediately. First, he stayed up all night trying to decide
how he could alter his birth certificate effectively, proving him to be
younger than his real age. I surmise that he must have changed the
zero of 1890 into a nine making the year of his birth 1899, and that
would prove him to be only fifteen years of age in 1914 instead of
twenty-four. Father would than be ineligible for service. Since this
birth certificate was Father’s only official I.D., it had to look authen-
tic. To the best of my knowledge, it did.

Actually, appearance-wise, he could pass for fifteen or sixteen since
Father was of slight build and grew a very sparse beard making him
look much, much younger than his real age.
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The next step was to flee to another location without having to
cross any borders where they might be watching for him. The decision
was for Father to go to Topolcany which was also part of the Austro-
Hungarian Empire. He would be comfortable there since he had spent
a number of years studying there in cheder.

Upon arrival in Toplcany in the middle of the night, Father made his
way to the Bais Medrosh which was open all night, every night of the
year, as was every Bais Medrosh in Eastern Europe in those days. He
sat down to learn until dawn. In the morning, one of his old acquain-
tances met him in Shul and took him home for breakfast. Father was
famished, almost starving! His host engaged him in conversation with
alot of divrei Torah. Later, Father would always say, “Koidem git men
zum essen, dernoch redt men in Toirah” — (“First feed your guest and
then talk in Torah”) — “you have no idea how hungry he may be!”

This brings to mind a story about the Chofetz Chaim who once
hosted Rabbi Yehuda Leib Chasman on a Friday night. The Chofetz
Chaim sang the Sholom Aleichem only after he had made kiddush,
washed, made hamoitzi and ate the fish.

His honored guest was very puzzled and later approached the
Chofetz Chaim and with great derech eretz asked him to explain the
change in the pre-meal behavior. The Chofetz Chaim explained, “You,
my dear guest, had just arrived in town shortly before Shabbos and
surely must have been famished. The malochim are not hungry —
they can wait for our Sholom Aleichem until later!” I read recently, in
the book about the life of Rav Elya Lopian by Rabbi Dovid Schloss-
berg, that Rav Elya followed the same procedure for the same reason.

Father always insisted that his guests be served right away. He could
not bear it if someone was hungry. He once visited a particular person
who was considered a man of stature, and had to stay in his home for
several hours. He could never understand why the host did not offer
any refreshments.

Father felt very much at home in Topolcany. He knew quite a few peo-
ple from his cheder days and the Rav, in particular, was very warm and
kind towards him. He gave Father semichab during his stay in the city.

Father felt quite safe and secure until one day, Rav Schlesinger sent
for him and said, “They’re watching for you — you must leave town
at once — do not go back to your room.” Father responded,
“Without my tefillin, I will not leave town”, so he went to his room,
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put his zefillin into his pocket without taking any valise in order not
to appear conspicuous. He also put a few shirt collars in his other
pocket. In those days, collars were separate from shirts, and people
would change collars frequently to look neat. Then Father proceeded
to the train station.

The Rav suggested a plan of travel for Father, that he travel further
away from Topolcany and then head back to Vienna, in a round-
about route, where he would hide out until War’s end.

When Father was near Vienna, he disembarked from the train and
got in touch with his sister, Henna. Soon after, Henna arrived with a
farmer and his hay wagon. Father was “buried” under the hay and
transported into a far-off section of Vienna where he stayed until the
end of the war. No one ever bothered to look for him there.

Henna endangered her very life to help her brother. She could have
been imprisoned for aiding and abetting him to avoid the draft. What
might have happened to her and her husband and young children?
She gave the matter absolutely no thought. Her brother was in dan-
ger, and there was no other way! Such was the mesiras nefesh of that
great tzadekes.

Henna remained in Vienna after the rest of the family had left for
America. She died before World War II, of an aneurism, at the young
age of fifty-two. Her two daughters escaped to America, but both her
sons perished along with their father.

After the war, Father was visited by a man who was in need. Father
did whatever he could to help him. This effort of his was caused by
Father’s remembering how much the visitor’s father had helped him —
in Topolcany, when Father was a fugitive. The world truly resembles
a galgal hachozair — a revolving wheel — sometimes we are on top
and other times it is just the opposite way!
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CHAPTER FIVE

%W%M

AASE AVOS SIMON I'BONIM — We should learn from

the selfless behavior of our Tante Henna, that one

should always exercise mesiras nefesh for our rela-

tives and friends, as well as for every Yid. Nothing
should hold us back from giving succor and support to them even if it
means giving up precious time or financial resources. No one ever has
any free time or even extra money for that matter — but what are we
willing to give of ourselves to do someone a favor even in the face of
sacrifice and tremendous difficulty? How much more so if there is no
particular hardship involved?

Father was a genuine baal tova. He was always ready to help some-
one out even if it meant that he would lose popularity or favor in
someone’s eyes. That did not faze him at all.

When he was old and weak, the administration of the then Yeshiva
K’tana Zichron Moshe of the Bronx would frequently ask him to
accompany them to the house of some wealthy people. By virtue of
the visit they were hoping for a generous donation for the Yeshiva.
Even though it was quite difficult for Father to go, and we discour-
aged him because we were aware of his precarious health, he never
refused. The Yeshiva emissaries were delighted to have him accompa-
ny them. Father’s hadras ponim never failed to make a profound
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impression on one and all and lent an aura of importance to their mis-
sion. Naturally, they were then very generous towards the Yeshiva.

An old and lonely man davened in our shul. Mr. Riemer was a very
sweet person whose congenial nature made him a real favorite
amongst the members of the congregation. As he aged, it became
increasingly difficult for him to manage living alone, and he needed to
go into an Old Age Home. However, the local institution refused him
because he was poor. No one could convince them to change their
decision. In those days there was no Medicaid to take care of the
needs of the old and destitute. In order to enter a Home for the Aged,
one had to give up some hefty savings, and woe to the person who had
none. When the situation became very desperate, Father decided that
he would force the issue.

His plan was pre-meditated. One afternoon he went to daven Min-
cha in the Home. At the conclusion of the services, when all the peo-
ple were still present, Father approached the administrator who was
known to be a very hard-hearted person, and yelled in a very loud
voice, “Why won’t you admit a poor old man into your Home? Why
do you refuse him?!”

The administrator, was understandably, very embarrassed and
answered, “Why do you say that? Of course we’ll accept him- right
away!” Now there was no way out for them. Mr. Riemer was admit-
ted into the Home, and Father acquired an enemy! He did not care a
bit. His mission was accomplished. Mr. Riemer was very happy and
finally taken care of. After all, that is what really mattered. There was
simply no other way.

Father always put his own needs and interests aside for the benefit
of others. He did not care about his own image and comfort, and
Mother was the same way. Numerous times an unexpected guest
would show up, and all of a sudden, Mother “wasn’t hungry and did-
n’t feel like eating supper”. Of course, our guest enjoyed a fine meal,
and Mother was happy.

Once a child of close relatives was seriously ill. His parents needed
fifty dollars, immediately, to pay a specialist to make a house call.
This took place in the beginning 1930’ when fifty dollars was no
small fortune. Father, set out for East New York from the Bronx, by
subway, of course, to deliver the money. He had to borrow it! Who
had an extra fifty dollars handy in those days? The private nurse who
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was in attendance remarked, “That Rabbi looks like a holy man. Who
else would travel for close to two hours on the subway in the middle
of the night?”

When Father was a young man and new to America, he found it dif-
ficult to find adequate parnosob for his family. Nevertheless, he con-
sistently went to various shuls to make appeals in order to raise funds
for other needy Rabbonim and their families. At one time there was a
great talmid chochom who davened in our shul who was in need of
financial help. All of a sudden, he started to, regularly, find money in
his coat pockets.

During World War II, we had many rabbonim as steady guests for
Shabbos. They came on a very regular basis and felt very much at
home with us. Of course, they returned home after Shabbos well fed
and with necessary funds.

Those Rabbonim were poor, unfortunate souls. They had come to
America from Eastern Europe to raise money for their families. In the
meantime, war broke out, and they were stranded here, suffering
mental torture not knowing what was happening to their loved ones
back home. In the end, it was discovered that most of them had per-
ished.

These Rabbonim subsisted on very meager diets all week, not only
because of lack of money, but because one could not buy ready-made
foods or eat in restaurants in those days. They were non-existent. They
had to depend on their good-hearted, generous friends to provide
them with plentiful, nourishing foods, at least, on Shabbos. They
found all of this, and more, in our home. Father lavished great honor
on each of the visiting Rabbonim. He insisted that they share the head
of the table with him. They were made to feel entirely at home.

These are but a few examples of my parent’s ahavas Yisroel — of
their selflessness and kindness towards every person without consid-
eration of any personal gain.

When we attended the Bar Mitzvah celebration of Yissochor Dov
Steinhart, his father, Reb Shmuel Zanvil Steinhart, in his speech about
the Bar Mitzvah who is named for my Father, stressed the importance
of ahavas cheenom which he said was a strong attribute which Father
possessed. He needed no reason to love every Yid. It was truly part of
his nature to love every single Yid and to do acts of chessed for him
at any time.
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The grandparents of the afore-mentioned Bar Mitzvah, Mr. and
Mrs. Aaron M. Steinhart, A”H and Y”LCH, their family, have been
very dear friends throughout the years. Their loyalty is legendary.
They too, were always ready to help Father in every way.

May Hashem repay them and their progeny, in full measure, until
the end of time.
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CHAPTER SIX

The Holocaust
ot Werr I

N SEPTEMBER, 1942,' Isaac Sternbuch sent a message via Polish

diplomatic channels, to Jacob Rosenheim, president of the World

Agudah in New York, informing him of the destruction of

Warsaw Jewry. The cable, which was transmitted by the Polish
Consul General in New York to Dr. Lewin, was the first authentic
document about the extermination of the Jews of Warsaw to reach the
United States. It shocked American Jews into an awareness of the
magnitude of the Jewish tragedy in Europe.

On November 25, 1942, a small article appeared on page ten of the
New York Times with the first official news that, up to that point, two
million Jews had been killed in Europe.

Howard Elting, a United States diplomat, who, in 1942, as vice
counsel in the German consulate, was one of the first American offi-
cials to pass on to the State Department information on the Nazi plan
to eliminate the Jews of Europe. The information that Mr. Elting for-
warded was a cable drafted by Dr. Gerhardt Riegner, representative of
the World Jewish Congress in Geneva. Dated August 11, 1942, it said

1) From Isaac Lewin’s book, In Defense of Human Rights.
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The invasion of the notorious Einsatzgruppen.
The C Group wrought havoc in the area inhabited by Mother’s family.

that the Nazis planned to exterminate three and a half to four million
Jews that Fall. The Cable suggested that the plan approved the
Wansee Protocol of January 1942, the plan to exterminate the Jews.
State Department officials, however, declined to pass on the cable to
Dr. Stephen S. Wise, head of the American Jewish Congress as Dr.
Riegner had requested.

Even though we were in the safe haven of America, my parents were
ever-vigilant to know what was going on in Europe with all our
brethren, in general, and with their close relatives in particular. I was
a very small child at the time. However, the memories of those years
are clear in my mind.

I remember witnessing a family argument. The wedding date of my
older sister was fast approaching (14th of Kislev 5702, 1942) and the
horrible news had just recently leaked out of what was happening in
Poland. Father was talking in a pained voice, “Dorten harget men
Yiden in dee vilst hooben musik?” (“There they are murdering Jews,
and you want music?”) My sister was all of 18 years of age, and she
innocently wanted some music at her wedding! In the end, a compro-
mise was reached.
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Shortly before the outbreak of the War, Father told Mother that he
finally put together some money which he could use to buy her a dia-
mond ring. In the past, he was not able to afford to buy Mother any
jewelry besides a pair of coral earrings which he gave her as an
engagement present. Mother was so generous that even that pair of
earrings she gave away to a close relative in order to make her happy.
That was typical of Mother. She was a model of selflessness through-
out her life, never needing anything, ever-giving and caring for others.

Father gave Mother a choice — did she want a ring, or would she
prefer sending the money to Poland to help with the wedding expens-
es of her niece? Being the kind and sympathetic individual that she
was, Mother, of course, said to do the latter. Unfortunately, while the
funds were enroute, war broke out, and the money was lost along
with the many innocent lives of members of the family.

Mother later learned, that all the people of her home-town, Rimilov,
in Eastern Europe Galicia, were shot and killed in cold blood by the
Special Action Groups otherwise known as the Einzats-Gruppen.
That included the Rav of the town, Harav Yitzchok Weidenfeld, son of
Harav Yakele Rimilover who authored the famous work, Kochav
MiYaakov, and his family, together with all the other Jews of the shtetl.

In the beginning of the war, before Auschwitz and other infamous
concentration camps were erected, the Nazis would send in motorcy-
cle squads to shoot the Jews, either at the mouth of a large pit or at
the shore of a river. The latter was the brutal method used by the Nazi
beasts in Rimilov, since the town was situated on the shore of the Bug
River. They had invaded Rimilov on June 1, 1941. There were then
2200 Jews in the town, some of whom had arrived as refugees during
the Soviet rulership.

Al aileh ani bochiyobh (Upon these do I weep).

These are the precious souls of our relatives in Rimilov, who died a
martyr’s death Al Kiddush Hashem: Mother’s eldest sister, Esther
Rochel and her husband, Mother’s brother, Yehoshua (Shea), his wife,
Menya Basya and their children. Mother’s brother, Moishe Michel, his
wife, and their children. Mother’s sister, Nechama Ronnis, her hus-
band and their daughter were living in Vienna. They, too, died Al
Kiddush Hashem.
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All the nieces and nephews were grown up and of marriageable age.
Two cousins were engaged to each other, Shea’s son and Moshe
Michel’s daughter — two beautiful people who could have built a
world together, but it was, unfortunately, not meant to be. May
Hashem avenge their innocent blood. Their names are inscribed on
the back of Mother’s matzaivoh to memorialize their neshomos since
they, unfortunately, were not zoicheh to kever Yisroel.

One of Father’s very close friends of his youth was one Rabbiner
Weiss who studied in Yeshiva with him. He was the father of a large
family. When he was newly-wed, Father visited him in his home.
Rabbi Weiss introduced him to his new wife as, “the handsomest
bochur in the yeshiva”. Father told us that he was very embarrassed,
adding, “Ich hob kein mol nicht gevist az ich bin shain!” (I never
knew that I was good-looking!) Actually, his hadras ponim was evi-
dent until the very end of his life. I met someone after Father’s peti-
rab. When he heard that I was Rav Teichner’s daughter, he told me
that when Father walked on the Grand Concourse in the Bronx, peo-
ple would stop to gaze at him. Indeed, he looked like a prince!

Later, with the outbreak of the World War II, Rabbi Weiss contact-
ed Father, beseeching him, to rescue him and his family. An applica-
tion was made, immediately, to set the wheels in action.

In order to bring over a family, one had to assure the authorities
that a living wage was guaranteed. At that time, our shul, owned by
Father, was already in existence, but we barely eked out a living. The
group of people attending services and shiurim was quite small, and
the daily bread was hard to come by.

Nevertheless, Father informed the authorities that our congregation
was in “need” of an assistant rabbi, a position for which Rabbi Weiss
was well-qualified. Of course, the “congregation” guaranteed his wages.

An investigator was due to arrive imminently. Father devised a plan
to bribe him in order to acquire a favorable decision. He purchased
the most expensive Havana cigar and gave it to Mother, with the
instructions, that when the investigator would be sitting and dis-
cussing the matter of the Weiss family, Mother should approach him
and put the cigar into his pocket. Perhaps that would “do the trick”,
but if not, he would add more substance to the “present”. By accept-
ing the cigar, it would be evident that the man was “on the take”.
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Well, that is exactly what transpired. The man did not object to this
little present. Addressing himself to Father, he asked, “Rabbi, what do
you want me to write in my report?” Relaxing, Father said that he
needed an assistant who would be paid a regular salary. Then the
investigator asked, “How much money does your congregation have
in the bank?” Innocently, Father answered, “None”. Unfortunately,
that wrong answer was the death knell for the Weiss family. Father
was not aware that there was a special “public charge” clause in the
immigration law that required a sponsor to have, at least, five thou-
sand dollars in a bank account. This was considered a tremendous
sum at that time. The investigator would have written down, in his
report, that the congregation had the full amount in its non-existing
bank account. Unfortunately, Father did not know that.

If the congregation had no savings, they could not guarantee a liv-
ing wage. The new immigrants might then very well become public
charges. That was something which the government would not allow.
The application was rejected. Alas, the entire Weiss family perished in
the Holocaust. For the rest of his life, Father bemoaned his failure to
save them.

Among the victims of the Holocaust were also Father’s beloved
nephews, Bertchie (Yissochor Dov) and Chaim Bander, children of his
oldest sister Henna, who had passed away in Vienna before the War.

Growing up in America during the War, left a number of indelible
memories in my mind. All children had to wear L.D. tags around their
necks, giving their names, dates of birth and special .D. numbers.
There was an inspection made daily, in school, to make sure that we
wore those tags.

Then there were the frequent air-raid drills. We had to crawl under
our desks to practice, in the event of an air-raid attack. There were air-
raid drills at home, too. All lights in the homes and on the streets had
to be turned off — to create a virtual black-out in case any enemy
bombers would fly over us from across the Atlantic Ocean. Thank G-d
they never did.

I remember an air-raid drill one Friday night where we could not
extinguish the Shabbos candles. The Air-Raid Wardens came up to
our house to find out where the light, which they detected, was com-
ing from. No wonder, that the light of the Shabbos candles could not
be hidden by the window-blinds, for Mother lit many candles, seven-
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Victim of the Holocaust,
Cousin, Shloime Kanner, Rimilov

Victim of the Holocaust, Cousin,
Fritzi Ronnis, Vienna

Victim of the Holocaust, Cousin,
Fania Kanner, Rimilov
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The back of Mother’s matzeiva inscribed with the names of her loved
ones who perished in the Holocaust

teen to be accurate, in honor of the holy Sabbath. In fact, these
numerous candles produced so much light that there was no need to
use the electric lights in our dining room.

When we explained that it was Shabbos, they respectfully removed
the burning candles from our dining room and placed them in the
bathtub of the washroom that had no windows facing the street.

For civilians who remained on the home front, World War II was a
time of great shortages. Food was often hard to come by, and so were
many of the materials used to make common consumer goods. The
government took over the control of raw materials such as rubber, tin,
and aluminum. As the war went on, many more items were added to
the list of controlled goods.

On May 14, 1942, Americans received their first War Ration Books
which limited each of them to one pound of sugar every two weeks.
Butter, coffee and meat could not be purchased without coupons as well.
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The rationing caused inconveniences, but all the civilians were eager
to do their share for the war effort. People planted their own vegetable
gardens in their backyards and even on city rooftops. The produce of
these “Victory Gardens”, as they were called, made up for rations sent
to the soldiers overseas. By the end of the war, twenty million victory
gardens produced about forty per cent of the country’s vegetables.
Because of all the baking done at home, Mother found the rationing
of sugar difficult, but it was the least we could do, and somehow, we
managed.

Many boys were spared the hardships of going to war because of
their being in yeshiva. Rabbinical students were exempt from the
draft. Fortunately for them, and for their parents, the threat of death
did not hang over them. There were, however, quite a number who
did have to go to war.

I remember the women, mothers of those Jewish boys who were
members of the armed forces, who would frequently come to Father,
to ask him to pray that their sons should come home safe and sound.

We used to see special, small flags hanging in neighborhood win-
dows. They had gold stars embroidered on them, one for each of their
sons who was serving, or for each one that had already given his life
for the cause.

Mother’s first cousins, Basha and Yisroel Mager lost their son,
Yochonon, in the Pacific, in the most vicious, infamous battle of Iwo
Jima. There were countless tragedies such as this one. In those cases,
the parents were relieved if, at least, the bodies of their sons were
returned to them for burial.

World War II was a time of patriotic fervor which was exhibited by
the selfless soldiers who fought its numerous battles.

The tiny island of Iwo Jima witnessed one of the fiercest battles
fought towards the end of the war. The island is only five miles long
and two miles wide, but its location is strategic, and that is what count-
ed more then size. It is 660 miles south of Tokyo and therefore, Japan
considered the island as necessary in defending its homeland. The
United States wanted this island in the Pacific Ocean as a military base
and a safe landing place for crippled bombers. They needed the island,
also, as a spot from which they could launch air attacks on Japan.

It was the bloodiest battle of the war in the Pacific. The invasion
took place on February 19, 1945. It was a clear and sunny day. It was
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From this map' one can see the proximity of the island of Iwo Jima to Tokyo.
They can then realize why each side was bent on possessing the island.

The Iwo Jima Memorial in Washington D.C. It depicts the raising of the American Flag on Mount
Suribachi on the island of Iwo Jima. It is copied from the photo taken by Joe Rosenthal. The battle
took place in the Volcano Islands in the Pacific Ocean. Iwo Jima was the first Japanese territory to be
captured. This photo won the Pulitzer Prize in photography. It became one of the most famous pic-
tures of America’s share in World War I1.

1) From HaModia, August 16, 2005
2) Arrows indicate close proximity of Iwo Jima to Tokyo, Japan
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only after the battle was over that they realized how awful it was. It
took the Americans thirty-six days to take the island. The first Amer-
icans to arrive at Iwo Jima were unpleasantly surprised. The tiny
island had been bombed for three days prior to the invasion, but the
blasts had little effect on the Japanese whose troops were hidden in
deep tunnels.

The enemy was relentless, and they were nearly invisible. Their
machine gunners were hidden inside small, well-protected bunkers,
known as pillboxes, which the Marines could flush out only with
well-aimed hand grenades or blasts from flame-throwers.

In that horrible battle, almost seven thousand American soldiers
lost their lives and twenty thousand more were wounded. Twenty
thousand Japanese soldiers were killed. Finally, the battle was won by
the Americans, but our family suffered the great loss of our cousin,
Yochanon Mager. May Hashem avenge his death.

Another case of a fallen soldier that we knew was that of Moshe
Gross. Reb Yitzchok Gross was a very distinguished Yid. He would
frequent our Bais Midrash on a regular basis, and he was always wel-
comed enthusiastically by Father and all the baalei batim of the shul.
He and his wife lost their son, Moshe Alexander, in the D-Day
Invasion of June 6, 1944, another of the terrible battles that claimed
so many lives.

Reb Yitzchok and Mrs. Gross eternalized the memory of their
beloved son by founding the well-known Yeshiva Zichron Moshe in
the west Bronx. Later, it became known as the Yeshiva Gedolah
Zichron Moshe of South Fallsburg, New York.

Father always supported the Yeshiva in every way possible. Most of
the boys who came to our shul were Talmidim of Yeshiva Zichron
Moshe. Today, there are hundreds of b’nei Torah who learned in that
makom Torah at one time. What a zechus it is for the neshama of that
young man who fell in battle, HYD.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

L@Z‘D ;

ATHER ALWAYS WENT OUT OF HIS WAY to help anyone who
was in trouble. When a problem had to be attended to , noth-
ing else mattered. Helping someone out of a dilemma was on
top of the list — in fact, the only item on his agenda.

Especially when someone in the family had a problem, regardless of
how distant the relationship was, Father was in the forefront to bring
him aid and salvation. I remember him saying that being kind to rel-
atives is a fulfillment of the mitzvah of kibbud av va’em.

It is not an unusual short-coming to forget one’s own relatives.
Perhaps that is why the Novi says, “Umibsorcha al tisalom” and the
halocha is that the poor of our own family are to be the first recipi-
ents of our largesse.

A story is told of a Rebbe who, once, brought it to the attention of
one of his chassidim that he should help out an indigent Yid. The
chossid assured his rebbe that he was ready to do his utmost. The
Rebbe then proceeded to introduce the chossid to his own brother!

Why didn’t the chossid realize that his brother needed help? Why
was it necessary for his Rebbe to remind him? Why did he ignore the
needs of his own flesh and blood at the very same time that he was
ready, willing and able to help a stranger?

Father always sought out every relative who possibly needed help,
and he gave it with an open heart and a full hand, often recruiting oth-
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ers in the family to do the same. He employed all kinds of strategies to
make sure not to embarrass the recipient of his kindness.

We too, should learn from his regular acts of chessed and not allow
ourselves to forget, or even to inadvertently ignore, the needs of our
loved ones. It is our duty, and, indeed our sacred privilege. Surely, that
is why Hashem has blessed us with plenty, to be of aid to those less for-
tunate than us. Merely krechtzing about the troubles of others does not
accomplish anything. Action is what counts! That is the real challenge.

Our ancestor, the Kli Yokor, comments in Parshas Mishpotim on
the mitzvah — “Im Kessef Talveh es Ami”. The giving of tzedokob to
the poor allows us the opportunity to gain entry into Olom Habobh.
That is the reason Hashem made it so that there would be poor
amongst us, to give us the zechus of helping them, thereby helping us
to reap tremendous rewards. That is why it is said the poor people
actually do more for us than we do for them! Following is a very rel-
evant passage from Rav Shlomo Breuer’s' commentary to Parashas
Vayerobh:

Every particle of the possessions in our hand are G-d’s property, gifts
bestowed upon us by G-d. In the spirit of Torah, loving-kindness is
Tzedokoh, duty in the highest sense. It is not an act of mercy, which
causes the giver to become haughty and the receiver to be humbled,
but an act of duty to which each needy person is entitled in the name
of G-d. It causes the poor to stand upright and the rich to consider
themselves only as the administrators of the property belonging to
the impoverished. Therefore, the Sages teach “More than the rich do
for the poor, the poor do for the rich. The rich satisfy but a tempo-
rary need of the poor, but the poor help the rich to secure the eternal
happiness of their souls. The poor can be supported by G-d without
the rich; but the rich without the poor cannot fulfill their Mitzvah.
By giving to the poor the rich take and receive. This genuinely Jewish
seed of blessing, blessing for the rich as well as for the poor, was for
the first time implanted in the breast of our ancestor Avrohom.
PNPNY — R NP> I wish to take: By giving to you and by receiv-
ing from me ...”

1) His son, Harav Levi Yosef Breuer, was the founder of
K’hal Adath Jeshurun of Washington Heights, N.Y.
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Father’s devotion to his loved ones, as well as to Klal Yisroel should
be emulated. The Ollelos Ephraim (otherwise known as the Kli
Yokor) talks about this middoh. He explains the reason for the long
night of golus with the words, mah nishtanoh halailobh hazeh — Why
is this night (of golus) so long — longer than any other? The reason
for that is — kulo matzo (matzo meaning strife and arguments) that
we are not living in peace. However, if we change these ways of being
selfish — “shelo echod bilvad” each person should not be bilvad —
for himself only- If we truly care about every Yid, sharing his success-
es and his failures, his sorrows and his joys, then Hashem will surely
send us the geuloh shelaimobh.

May it be speedily and in our days, Amen!
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CHAPTER EIGHT

G Rae

ATHER WAS ALWAYS CONCERNED about the good health of

our eyes, even though we were all blessed with excellent

vision. He would often say, “m’darf heeten dee oigen” —

“One should take care of one’s eyes”. He would caution us
not to read by the light of dusk (saying that such light is harmful to
the eyes according to the teachings of the Rambam.)

Father was extremely careful to guard his own eyes especially in the
spiritual sense. When a woman entered his home, he would never look
towards the door to see who it was. He would greet her with a smile
and a friendly countenance, but his eyes were closed! Even though he
kept his eyes closed, it did not hinder Father from giving sage advice
to whichever woman came to discuss vital issues. One lady once said
to him (not understanding his holy conduct) “Rebbe, you have such
beautiful eyes, why do you keep them closed?” Indeed, he had pene-
trating, deep blue eyes that were full of feeling and which shed copi-
ous tears upon hearing of one’s fzoros and misfortunes. Father’s
favorite Sefer Tehillim was the one with the commentary — Tefilla
L’Moishe written by the Yismach Moshe. The pages bear stains of his
tears which were shed while being mispallel for the relief of the suf-
fering of many unfortunate people.
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It is difficult to imagine how he was able to watch his eyes so care-
fully — but then again, he was an unusual person whose actions could
not be measured with a regular yardstick. One of the rather preco-
cious, small children in the family being regularly exposed to Father’s
habits, once said to him, “Tatte, Tatte, mach tzee dee oigen, a froi
geht!” (“Father, Father, close your eyes, a lady is coming!”)

It is said, “The eyes are the mirror of the soul”. Father truly pos-
sessed a lofty soul. This was reflected in his “heilige oigen”. Even
when he addressed the ladies of the Sisterhood at their gatherings, he
kept his eyes closed. That, however, did not, in any way, diminish the
impact of his address.

Father devised an ingenious way in keeping with his habit of guard-
ing his eyes. When he had to attend a special function where he could
not keep his eyes closed, he wore a special pair of eyeglasses which he
referred to as “dee blinde glaizer” (the blind glasses). He instructed
the optometrist to put special lenses into the frames. The glass was
similar to the opaque glass of bathroom windows. Of course people
would notice the unusual glasses, but no one could figure it out.!

A frum young man once remarked about some ladies that they were
not dressed modestly. Father said to him, “How do you know?” It
was natural to him that one does not look around to find something
wrong. The wife of one of Father’s grandsons once greeted him with,
“Mazel Tov, Zaida” at a family simcha. When she walked away,
Father asked his son who that was!

Our cousin, Rav Shimon Teichner of Eretz Yisroel, upon hearing
these stories about Father, remarked, “az men heet dee oigen nisht tzu
zain vos men tor nisht, zet men voos andere sehen nisht”. (If one
guards his eyes from forbidden sights, he can “see” what others can-
not see”.) Reb Shimon’s words were really apropos as is proven by
the following stories:

My late Tante Rosie, Father’s youngest sister, told us two vignettes
about him: On Tu B’Shevat, 1924, Father was in America in
Grandmother’s house pacing the room to and fro. Suddenly he stood
still, turned to his mother and said, “Mamme, heint hut Chaya
geboiren ab meidele!” (“Mamme, today Chaya gave birth to a baby

1) I recently learned that the Maharash of Lubavitch did the same thing.
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girl”!) In fact that is what happened. Upon Father’s departure from
Vienna to America for the first time, Mother returned to her parental
home in Rimilov, Galicia, to await his return. A few months later, my
sister, Henna Aidel, was born on Chamisho Osor B’Shevat. Father
had not yet received word from Poland, but he “knew” of the birth.

Once Tante Rosie accompanied Father to the Grand Central (train)
Station on East forty-second street in Manhattan. He was to depart
that day for a particular destination, and Tante Rosie was there to see
him off. Standing on line and approaching the ticket window, Father
promptly did an about-face saying to his sister, “Ich fubr nisht, dee
mamme fielt nisht git”. (I am not going, Mamme doesn’t feel well.)
When they returned home, they found Grandmother ill.

Father once related an incident to me. He was walking in the street
one Shabbos morning when he met a Yid and his little boy. The man
was smoking a cigarette, a not unusual occurrence in the Bronx of
those days (circa 1930). Father, undeterred by the man’s blatant
chillul Shabbos, struck up a conversation with him. You might say,
according to today’s jargon, that he was into kiruv. Then he said to
the man, “Your wife must be a religious woman”. Father was allud-
ing to the fact that she observed taharas hamishpocha. The man was
astonished since Father did not previously know him or his wife. He
replied, “Yes, Rebbe, but how do you know that?” Father answered,
“Why, I can see by looking at your child’s face!”

Father himself, told me this story in innocence, merely relating the
incident as a point of interest. I, too, was amazed and asked, “How
could you tell?” Father replied, “Why, of course, such a child looks
very different from children born of an unholy union”. Indeed, to him
it was obvious.

Father’s ability to “see”— to size up a situation, was phenomenal.
No wonder, then, that many would seek his sagacious advice and his
brochoh. His many admirers recognized his greatness and placed their
total confidence in him. He did not disappoint them with his sound
judgement for he seemed to have heavenly protection proving what
Rabbi Shlomo Ibn Gabirol says, “Nothing protects a person like the
closing of his eyes”.

A Tzaddik’s eyes cannot tolerate seeing anything which is an
antithesis of kedushoh. The story is told in the sefer, Obr Hameir on
Parshas Chaye Soroh, that once an immodestly dressed woman
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entered the home of the holy Magid of Mezritch. Inadvertently, the
glance of the Great Magid fell on this unholy sight. The eyes of the
Tzaddik could not stand it. A wave of nausea overcame him, and he
began to throw up.!

The Baal Shem Tov’s grandson, author of Degel Machane Ephraim,
writes in his explanation of the possuk, “And Hashem saw the light
that it was good,” that he heard his holy grandfather say, “Where was
that original light hidden? Hashem hid it in the Torah.” The #zad-
dikim of every generation are able to use this light by diligently study-
ing the Torah. They are then able to see from one end of the world to
the other.”

My favorite siddur is the Siddur Bais Yaakov. It was composed by
the great Rav Yaakov Emden who was the son of the Chacham Tzvi.
It is actually disintegrating; the binding is falling apart. Even so, I
would not consider committing it to the shaimos box. It gives me a spe-
cial thrill to open the siddur to the pages of Dinei Chanukah and
Bircas Ner Chanukab. The melted wax from Father’s shammos can-
dle can still be felt. I love to look at those pages and to feel them. It is
as if the wax has just recently dripped down onto the pages.

[ am reminded of the days of yore, of Chanukah, when Father lit the
menorah while looking into this siddur and making the brochos loud
and clear with great kavonah. It was truly inspirational to watch
Father sitting in front of the menorah for quite some time gazing at
the flickering lights with such love and utter devotion.

The Bnei Yissoschor teaches us that if one keeps looking attentive-
ly upon the Chanukah lecht, he will merit seeing the Obr Hagonuz. 1
have no doubt that Father benefited, spiritually, in great measure,
from the fulfillment of this mitzvah.

It is not surprising that Father held the “formula” of watching the
eyes and keeping them holy, for he learned it from his holy Rebbes.
The Ksav Sofer — said that of the hundreds of Talmidim which he
taught, seven of them had beilige oigen. Three of them were world-
famous; Rabbi Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, Rabbi Yehuda Grunwald,
and Rabbi Moishe Grunwald.

Rabbi Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld later became the chief Rabbi of the
Eida Hachareidis of Yerusaholaim. Rav Yehuda Grunwald was the

1) Der Rebbe Reb Ber fun Mezritch — Ch. D. Bakan
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Rav of Satmar, and his best friend, Rav Moishe Grunwald, was the
Rav of Chust in Hungary. Both Rabbis Grunwald led very large and
famous yeshivos in Hungary. Each of them had hundreds of students,
many of which became great Rabbonim and Roshei Yeshivos.

Actually, the Chasam Sofer, (1762-1839), was the one who decisive-
ly influenced the development of Orthodox Jewry in western and cen-
tral Hungary. Torah study was widespread among large sections of
Orthodox Jewry with vibrant yeshivos established in every large com-
munity. The most renowned of these, besides that of Pressburg, were
in Galanta, Eisenstadt, Papa, Chust, and Satmar.

Father studied in Galanta under Rav Yosef Zvi Dushinsky, in Chust
under the Arugas HaBosem Rav Moshe ben Amram Grunwald and
under Rav Yehuda Grunwald in Satmar.

No wonder, then, being their loyal disciple, he learned to emulate
their holy ways, and he, too, had heilige oigen. The righteous ways of
his rebbes had a profound influence upon him, and the reflection of
their teachings was evident in both his behavior and in the expression
of his holy eyes, for they were, indeed, the “mirror of his soul”.?It is
interesting to note that our grandson, Yissochor Dov Loewi, is mar-
ried to Goldie Gross, the daughter of Rav Menachem Gross, whose
grandfather, Reb Yechiel Hammaker, was also a talmid of both the
Arugas HaBosem and Rav Yehuda Grunwald. The influence of these
tzaddikim is now doubly inherent in our offspring.

Rav Yuda Grunwald was known for his wondrous ways in Torah
and Avodah and in his open, generous hand when it came to giving
Tzedokah. Even as a young boy, in yeshiva, coming from a home that
was very well to do, he was sent an abundance of food, clothes, and
spending money. He gave it all away to his poor friends in Yeshiva,
and Rav Yuda subsisted on very little. His rebbe, the K’sav Sofer said
of him at his wedding, “You think that the choson is holy, but I tell
you, he is Kodesh Kodoshim!” — (holy of holies). Later, Rav Yuda
became the son in-law of Reb Yozpe, the son of the Chasam Sofer and
brother of the K’sav Sofer.

Once a man came to the Rav and told him that he had no money to
marry off his daughter. Rav Yuda Greenwald went to his Rebetzin and
said, “I found out that there are beautiful silver candlesticks to be had

2) Father later named one of his sons, Moishe Yuda after both his Rebbes.
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at a very low price — two hundred dollars.” The Rebetzin suspected
that there was a “catch” to the deal, but she, too, was a tzadekes and
gave him the requested sum. After a while, the Rebetzin asked her
husband to show her the candlesticks. The Rav answered, “You
should know that those candlesticks are lighting up the heavens like
the moon and the stars”! Of course he was alluding to the great mitz-
vah of Hachnosos Kalloh which they had both performed.

The Arugas HaBosem, Rav Moishe Grunwald was a marbitz Torah
par excellence. He had thousands of talmidim over the years as did his
dearest friend, Rav Yuda Grunwald. Each talmid was outstanding in
his acquisition of Torah knowledge as well as in his yiras shomayim
and kedushabh v’tabarobh. Perhaps, some were greater than others in
various ways, but each one was unique.

When the new z’man began, the Rebbe would emphasize the pur-
pose of their learning. He stressed that each one bore the responsibil-
ity of behaving in an exemplary manner that would prove to the
observer, that talmidei chachomim excel in their midos tovos and they
serve as steady examples to everyone else. Then their behavior would
cause a tremendous Kiddush Hashem.

Father carried these lessons in his
heart and in his mind all the days of his
life. His bearing caused a genuine
Kiddush Hashem. Those who knew him
can never forget him. Such was the
power of his influence on others.

In the years that Father spent in Chust
as a talmid of the Arugas HaBosem, he
roomed with a family Kahan. Several
boys shared that room. On Thursday
nights the bochurim would stay up and

“burn the midnight oil” in preparation
B s for the Rebbe’s farber. The fire would
Rabbi Jehudah Grunwald, Semmer | burn out, and they were left in the cold.
The boys would frequently “borrow”
some wood from the baal habayis in order to rekindle the fire and to
stay warm. Apparently, Father was always trying to find a way to pay
back the unauthorized “loan”. As luck would have it, many years
later, a family Sicherman moved into our neighborhood, and they
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came to daven in Father’s Bais Medrash. Father was overjoyed! Mrs.
Sicherman was a daughter of Mr. Kahan of Chust. From then on,
whenever Mr. Sicherman was called up to the Torah, Father never
allowed him to donate. Thus he was able to repay the loan of his
youth. Father was delighted that this opportunity presented itself. He
told us, his children, about his good fortune in being able to pay back
the debt. What a profound lesson he taught us in honesty and the duty
to pay back a loan.

Rabbi Moshe Grunwald was one of the greatest rabbis in the mod-
ern history of Hungary. Considered the most authoritative halachist
among the Hungarian Rabbonim who followed the Chasam Sofer, Rav
Grunwald pioneered in incorporating Chassidus into his teachings.

The Yeshiva in Chust was among the finest half-dozen in Hungary.
It was open to anyone with aptitude and a desire to submit to the rig-
ors of Orthodox education. A student described his feelings regarding
the yeshiva. “He was my master for three semesters and during that
time, more than four hundred of us listened thirstily to the words of
his mouth. We starved on dry bread, we shivered with cold in unheat-
ed rooms, only to listen, twice a day, morning and evening, to his pro-
found teachings, to be able to enjoy the radiance of his face reflecting
the splendor of the Divine Presence”.

The prophet, Yishaya says,' “May your eyes see your teacher”. That
is the ultimate influence of your teacher because the inner kedusha of
the Rebbe is revealed on his face.?

When speaking of his Rebbe, the Arugas HaBosem, Father would
say that he was the most talented man he had ever met. He had a very
beautiful voice, and he was an excellent orator and a man of outstand-
ing brilliance. Father’s rebbe never gave mussar to any bochur and
never told any one of his students that he did not understand his
teachings. The bochurim loved their Rebbe intensely. He showered his
talmidim with an abundance of love and affection often referring to
them as kinderlach teiere. The boys responded to him in kind.

They wished to please him and make him proud of them. When
they learned in the Bais Medrosh, there was a tremendous wave of
noise and excitement as they engaged in the milchamtoh shel Torah.

1) Yishaya 30, 20
2) see Maseches Eruvin 13B

Memories and Miracles / 43



The Ksav Sofer, Rav Avrobhom
Sh. B. Schreiber

The Rebbe encouraged them to
express themselves and to share in
the loud discussions. It was
euphonic to him to have his stu-
dents challenge him even in the
midst of a shiur. Therefore, each
talmid experienced joy and excite-
ment as he learned. This encour-
aged each one to aspire to greater
heights and accomplishments in his
acquisition of Torah knowledge.
Thus every talmid was motivated to
achieve the maximum in his level of
learning.

I heard a similar story told about
Horav Eliezer Gordon, Rosh
Yeshiva of Telz, who gave a general
shiur to all five levels of the yeshiva
one day a week. It was considered a
day of battle for the sake of Torah,
when they would furiously debate
the topic with the Rosh Yeshiva. One day, all
the students decided not to challenge the Rosh
Yeshiva and not to interrupt the shiur. After a
very short while of lecturing without response,
Rav Gordon announced that he would not give
his shiur in a cemetery and left the bimah!'

Father also learned for a number of years in
the yeshiva of Rav Yosef Tzvi Duschinsky, in
ratbe et B T T Galaqta, Hungary, who lat‘er‘ bfzcame the Ch.ief
Duschinsky of Galanta, later Rabbi of the Eida Hachareidis in Yerusholayim
Yenashaligrn after Rav Sonnenfeld. Rav Duschinsky’s meth-

ods were entirely different, but there, too, the
level of learning was very high.

1) The World That Was: Lithuania, by Rabbi Yitzchok Kasnett
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Rav Duschinsky headed his yeshiva in Galanta for close to thirty
years teaching, literally, thousands of talmidim. He kept a rigorous
schedule for approximately ten hours a day. Besides his intensive shi-
urim in Shas, Rav Duschinsky also delivered regular classes in
poroshas hashovuah with the commentaries of Rashi and Ramban,
neviim and sifrei mussar such as Chovos Halevovos and Shulchan
Oruch with the Mogain Avrohom. Until well into old age, Rav
Duschinsky always gave his shiurim while standing.

Later, when he became the Rav of Chust which was home to one of
the most prestigious kebillos, the yeshiva also transferred from
Galanta to Chust where it grew and flourished.

In Adar, 1932, Rav Duschinsky made a
visit to the Holy Land where he familiar-
ized himself with all the yeshivos and the
gedolei hador. Now it was time to pay a
visit to the Chief Rabbi, Rav Yosef Chaim
Sonnenfeld. On that very day, Rav
Sonnenfeld became very ill and took to
his bed. Nevertheless, Rav Duschinsky
came to visit the sage.

When Rav Sonnenfeld was told that
his visitor had arrived, he stood up from
his bed with great effort, to greet his

. ' - illustrious guest. He could not control
Rav Yosef Chaim Sonnenfeld, his trembling and had to be put back in

Chief Rav of the Eida Hachareidis 3
of Yerusholayim bed. His last words were, “The Rav of

Chust should stay here”, and with that
he expired. The last words of the Tzaddik constituted his last will,
that Rav Duschinsky should be his successor as the Chief Rabbi of the
Eida Hachareidis of Yerushalayim and Eretz Yisroel.

Father, also spent some time in the yeshiva of Berzhan, Eastern
Galicia, home of the Maharsham, Harav Sholom Mordechai
Schwadron. The Maharsham was a genius! The Chofetz Chaim said
of him that he was the only person in his time, familiar with every
aspect of Shas. When Father came to Berzhan, the Maharsham was
quite old. Still, he benefited from the experience of having known him.

Father’s Rebbes were angels in human garb who propagated Toras
Hashem to their numerous Talmidim, Father being one of them. He
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was in awe of his Rebbes
whose influence had a pro-
found effect on him
throughout his life.

Not only did Father pro-
tect his eyes from impuri-
ties. He followed the same
practice regarding his
speech, adhering to the dic-
tum of Chazal that one
should never allow an
unrefined word to emanate
from his mouth.

When he would have to
discuss a sensitive issue
which concerned a person’s
personal behavior, Father
would say it in a guarded
manner adding — “es
pahst mir nisht tzu zugen”,
(it’s not fitting for me to
Father, at approximately 80 years of age say it outright). When dis-

cussing matters of public
behavior when the genders were not separated properly, he would
describe the situation as a mixture of “lukshin mit bebbalach”, (“noo-
dles and beans”). Father would remind his daughters to arrange their
skirts properly saying, “Der Montag is lenger vee der Dienstag”, (In
other words, your slip is showing!)

The Kosnos Ohr on Parshas Shemini' quotes chazal in Maseches
Pesochim (Daf )), that one who speaks a loshon of taharah and never
uses an expression of tumoh, will merit to be a moreh horoah — a
Rav B’Yisroel. This proved true of Father who was extremely careful
to use only a loshon nekiyobh to express himself.

As worldly as he was, Father could not make peace with the low
moral standards of the world at large. Even as an old man, being in

1) Chapter 10, verse 11
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the nursing home, observing the care given to the patients, (which did
not apply to him personally because he was taken care of by family
members and others hired, by them, to attend to his needs.) he could
not acclimate himself to usual practices.

Father once remarked to me, in amazement, “Can you believe that
here in the Home, a woman gives a man a bath?!” What is a regular
daily practice in a health care facility was shocking to him. The
immoral ways of a decadent society were totally foreign and unac-
ceptable. His pure soul could not tolerate it.

Father’s purity of soul had an effect on his entire being. People
would say that he had a beilige tzurobh — a holy face. He would never
consciously allow his picture to be taken. Fortunately for us, there are
some pictures of Father taken without his knowledge. Let his descen-
dants look at them and be impressed. For me this is not necessary for
his demus diyukno is always before me.

My grandmother, Miriam Bibelman Teichner with her four youngest children: Left to right: Tante Leabh,
Father, Bobba (with ber first grandchild on her lap), Uncle Sheya Volf, Tante Rosie (Vienna, circa 1907)
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Father, sitting at extreme right, at the chasuna of Horav Shalom Ginsberg

The last Simcha Father attended: The chasuna of Shmuel Zanvil Steinhart.
At Father’s left sits Harav Aharon Teitelbaum, the Chenskovitzer Rav
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CHAPTER NINE

Rimitow

Y MATERNAL GRANDPARENTS lived in Rimilov for
generations. The Zaida, R’ Duvid Kanner, arrived
there at the tender age of eighteen (circa 1870), hav-
ing been taken across the Bug River on the back of a

My Grandfather, Reb Duvid Kanner of Rimilov

man who had been hired to
smuggle him across the
Russian/Galician border. He
had run away from his
hometown, Lyubar, in the
Ukraine, because he was
going to be imminently
drafted into the Russian
army. Being drafted in the
nineteenth century meant
spending twenty-five years
away from family and
friends and being coerced
into rejecting anything con-
nected with Yiddishkeit.
There would be no Shabbos
and no kashrus. The compa-
ny in the army was com-
prised of rough and tough
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gentiles who would treat Jews with hatred and violence, sometimes

forcing them to convert.

The Zaida’s parents urged him to escape, for they had, unfortunate-
ly, already lost a few sons who were conscripted and had never
returned. Zaida took their advice, thereby being forced to sever all his

The Chortkover Rebbe,
Admor R’ Dovid Moishe Friedman

The Husyatiner Rebbe,
Admor R’ Yisroel Friedman
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ties with his loved ones, forever.

Many people have asked us about
Kanner relatives, but we have no
answers, since the Zaida ran away so
early in his youth. We do know that
he was descended from the Maharsha
and from the holy Maggid of Skuhl
and that his family were ardent fol-
lowers of the Rebbe Reb Itzikel of
Skver, the founder of the Skverer
dynasty who was one of the eight
sons of Harav Mordechai, the
Maggid of Chernobel. He never dis-
cussed anything about his past with
his children, for he feared that it
might lead to his being found out by
the authorities.

When he arrived safely on the other
side of the river, which was the east-
ernmost area of Galicia, the Zaida
found himself friendless and forlorn,
not knowing where to turn, nor what
to do. Being a chossid, he decided
that the best way for him now, was to
ask the advice of a great Rebbe. He
proceeded to Chortkov, which was in
that vicinity, to consult with the
Rebbe, Reb Dovid Moishe (1827-
1904). The Tzaddik was a son of
Rebbe Yisroel of Rizhin and his
Rebbetzin, the daughter of Rebbe
Aron of Chernobel.



Chortkov was not far from Tarnopol, as was the town, Rimilov. Its
existence dated back hundreds of years. The town of Chortkov steadi-
ly grew in population, and the Jews were in the majority. The Rebbe
moved there in 1867, shortly before the Zaida arrived there as a
young boy of eighteen.

The Chortkover Rebbe was a nephew, by marriage, of Zaida’s
Rebbe, Reb Itzikl of Skver'. Therefore, the Zaida felt confident in
seeking his sage advice and his blessing.

The Rebbe told Zaida the following, “Fubr arein kein Rimilov un
ver dort chazen, dee vest hooben nesias chain” (Go to Rimilov and
take the position as cantor; you will find favor in their eyes) — and so
it was. Zaida arrived in Rimilov armed with the brochoh of the
Tzaddik and was accepted for the position. He lived in Rimilov for the
rest of his life until the age of seventy-nine when he passed away on
the fifth of Teves, 5691 (1931). All his years, he was an illegal alien
never being able to become an Austrian/Polish citizen. He was always
apprehensive when he saw a policeman, fearing that he would be sent
back to the Ukraine to face the music, probably execution, for desert-
ing his country and not serving in its army.

Zaida had a very hard life. He was gratified in his respected posi-
tion having a close relationship with the Rav of Rimilov, HaRav Yitz-
chok Weidenfeld, son of Reb Yaikele Rimilover and brother of the
Dombrover and Tchebiner Rabbonim. However, in his personal life,
tragedy struck. His first wife died, leaving him with a family of five
young children. His yiras shomayim was the key element in helping
him overcome his numerous difficulties.

Bobba, Tzertel (Lenchitz) Kanner, was born and bred in Rimilov
and lived there all her life. Her father, Reb Avrohom Yitzchok
Lenchitz, was a Gemorra melamed. Grandmother, growing up in such
a home frequently used the expression, “Is doch mashma” (“so that
means”)! She married and gave birth to two daughters. When the chil-
dren were very young, an epidemic broke out wherein she lost her
young husband and one child. Bobba was only in her twenties at the
time. It is told that when her husband died, the older child said to her
mother, “Mama, don’t cry too much, it might bring another tragedy

1) Reb Itzikl of Skver was a brother of Reb Aharon of Chernobel.
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in its wake”. That is what actually occurred. One of the little girls
passed away soon after. Now the Bobba was left a young widow with
her little girl, Menya Basya.

Not too long after that, the Zaida, Reb David, married the Bobba.
Theirs was a blissful marriage which produced four children, the oldest
being my Mother followed by Tante Gittel and their two brothers,
Avrohom Yitzchok (who later became my father in-law) and Yisroel Isser.

All the children, “yours, mine and ours” were very loving towards
one another. Growing up in a home filled with warmth and affection
fostered the closeness of all the siblings.

The Zaida was an especially loving father. Even when a child would
misbehave, the worst admonishment he could expect from his father
was his taking hold of his lapels, shaking him back and forth and
Zaida proclaiming, “Na dir achtzig gute yohr!” (Take 80 good years!)
So even when he a was angry or annoyed, all he could do was bless them.

Mother must have acquired this lofty habit from her father, of
always blessing her children. Both Mother and Father, upon noticing
any good deed by their children, would react with brochos upon us.
They would say one of the following; “Ab leben oif dir!” or “Leben
zolst dee!”, or, “Ab leben oif dein kop!” 1f any of the children would
be frightened by a dog, or for any other reason, mother would auto-
matically respond, “G-tt is mit dir!” You can imagine what encour-
agement and love we felt every time anything happened in our lives to
cause Mother and Father to express themselves in this manner.

Mother told me that her father always blessed his children that they
should have “chein”. 1 did not fully understand this brochob until 1
recently read the following article in the Hamodia; December 9/04.

SEFER AHAVAS CHESSED
PART I CHAPTER XII

Heaven holds a blessing that everyone wants, yet it is possibly the
most elusive of blessings. If a person wishes to have the blessing of
wealth, he can enter a profession or start a business to open up a
channel through which money can flow. If a person wishes to become
a scholar, he can put his time into learning. If he wants the blessing
of children, he can get married and establish a household. There is
almost always some groundwork a person can lay to draw a blessing
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into his life. One exception to this is the blessing of chein, which
means “grace.” A person with chein has a pleasantness about him
that makes him likable. People respond to him with warmth. They
enjoy his presence and seek his company. Chein turns a person’s life
into a long series of wonderful, happy encounters, yet one cannot
bring this attribute upon oneself. In fact, it is often the case, that the
harder a person tries to curry favor with others, the less he is liked.

This precious quality of chein is represented by the letter ches.
From the previous letter, zayin, for zon, one learns that Hashem
takes care of material needs of those who study Torah and help the
needy. Now, through the letter ches, one is assured that emotional
needs will also be met. Unlike zon, which might mistakenly be
thought to emanate from man’s efforts, chein is clearly a gift of
Heaven. The person blessed with chein experiences life completely
differently from those who lack this blessing. His life is filled with joy
and friendship rather than loneliness and strife, yet it is almost
impossible to define what this person has that others do not. Rabbi
Samson Raphael Hirsch points out that the root of the word chein is
also the root for the word chinam, which means “nothing”. Often
there is no clear reason why a person is liked, except that he has
received a special Divine blessing. While it is true that a person can-
not force others to like him, he can increase his own allotment of
chein, through the proper mix of Torah study and acts of kindness.

Even among small children, it becomes immediately apparent
that some of them have “got it” and others do not. One 6-year-old
marveled that his friend, the most popular boy in the class, went on
to become the most popular boy in day camp as well, even among a
completely different group of children. “Nobody told them that they
were supposed to like him,” the child told his father. “They just did.”
In truth, however, Hashem “told them” to like the child. Whether
child, adolescent, adult or elder, the warmth and friendship of others
is a life-sustaining gift and it need not be elusive. One can reach for
this gift, grasp it and enjoy it for a lifetime, simply by embracing the
trait of kindness."

1) The sefer Ahavas Chessed was compiled from the shiurim of Rabbi Fischel
Schacter, written by Chana Nussbaum. Taken from Chofetz Chaim: Loving
Kindness — Daily Lessons in the Power of Giving, a project of Mesorah
Publications and the Chofetz Chaim Heritage Foundation.
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THE POPULATION OF RIMILOV 1765-1931

YEAR GENTILE POPULATION  JEWISH POPULATION
1765 ? 693
1843 3626 1729
1880 4,329 2931
1890 4472 2977
1900 4170 2700
1910 3930 2435
1921 2748 1494
1931 ? 1550

Incidentally, Shea, Zaida’s son from his first marriage, married Basya,
the Bobba’s daughter. All of the children from their first marriages
married and had families. Only Esther Rochel, the Zaida’s first child,
was not blessed with children. She was very bright and talented.
Before her marriage, she was the private teacher of the daughters of
the Rebbe Reb Yisroel of Husyatin (1858-1949). :

The holocaust put an abrupt end to the lives of most members of
the family, they and their spouses and all their children. The only ones
who were spared were the four children of the second marriage. They
had all left for New York and Montreal in the 1920’. Of the rest of
the family, not a single member survived.

Luckily, my grandparents both died a natural death, the Zaida, as
mentioned, at a ripe old age, by the standards of his time, on the fifth
of Teves, 1931, and the Bobba, only thirty days later on the eighth of
Shevat. She was ten years his junior. Fortunately, they passed away
before the holocaust and did not have to suffer the agonies which
befell their precious children.

Rimilov was a tiny shtetl. Tarnopol, the home of the Minchas
Chinuch, was the nearest large city. The Jewish community of Rimilov
was founded around the beginning of the eighteenth century. Some
people think that Rimilov already existed during the fifteenth centu-
ry, but actual proof of its existence is available only from the eigh-

Memories and Miracles / 55



teenth century and on. The Jews were among the founders of the
town. At the end of the nineteenth century — about the time when
Mother was born (1896), the Jews made up sixty per cent of the pop-
ulation. Only about seven or eight hundred Jewish families lived in
Rimilov during the tenure of Rav Yakele, (Kochav MiYaakov) Wei-
denfeld, which was during the second half of the nineteenth century
until 1894.

Rav Yakele was the son of Rav Eliezer of Strye who was an ardent
follower of the Rebbeim Reb Moishe Leib Sassover and the Chozeh
of Lublin and was one of the significant chassidim of the Rizhiner. He
was a very holy man who would learn through the night without rest-
ing at all. In his old age, he was blessed with a son, Reb Yakele, who
was a genius. Rav Yakele became the Rav of Rimilov. Even though the
town was very small, it became a shining star on the map of Poland
because of the outstanding reputation of its Rav.

Rav Yakele was born in Stanislow, Poland (1839). He was one of
the youngest talmidim of his Rebbe, HaRav Meshulom Yissochor ben
Reb Aryeh Halevi Horowitz who authored the sefer Bar Livoi. Harav
Horowitz gave Reb Yakele semicha when he was only fourteen years
old! The great Rebbes and Rabbonim of his generation marveled at
Reb Yakele’s genius. The Minchas Chiniuch, HaRav Babad, of
Tarnopol, exclaimed about him — quoting the possuk — “Dorach
Kochov MiYaakov™'. The Bais Shlomo, who sat with him at several
Dinei Torab said of Rav Yakele that he resembled Rabbi Yonoson
Eibeschutz. The Sanzer Tzaddik, Rebbe Chaim Halberstam, once
stayed up the entire night with Rav Yakele, discussing divrei Torah.

A story was told to me by my brother in-law, Rav Sholom Ginsberg
of Los Angeles. It filtered down to him, having originated from Harav
Shlomo Zalman Auerbach who heard it from the Tchebiner Rav. The
Tchebiner Rav was the youngest son of Rav Yakele Rimilover. When
his father was a very young man and on a visit to the Sanzer Tzaddik,
they were in the Bais Medrosh being mefalpel on matters of the
Gemorah. The Sanzer tzaddik told Reb Yakele — “Come into my pri-
vate room — I’ll show you that I am right.” Reb Yakele followed the
Tzaddik into his room and together they studied the matter. Reb
Yakele observed that wherever the Sanzer Tzaddik pointed, a light
emanated from his finger! That is why he wanted to learn with him
in private, so that no one should observe that holy light!
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Rav Yitzchok Weidenfeld of Rimilov

Rav Dov BerishWeidenfeld of Tchebin

Rav Nochum Weidenfeld of Dombrova

At the tender age of twenty-four,
Rav Yakele became the Rav of Rim-
ilov. His diligence was most unusual.
He frequently learned all night with
his sons and never wasted a minute.
Even when the Kaiser came to his city,
he did not spend much time in order
to see him. Rav Yakele possessed won-
derful characteristics and was extreme-
ly humble. He was beloved by all,
young and old, as well as by the great
Torah giants of his time.

Rav Yakele authored tens of thou-
sand of responsa. Unfortunately, most
of his manuscripts were consumed by
fire at the beginning of the first World
War. Only a small amount remained
which were published by his sons
under the name Kochov miYaakov.

All the talmidei chachomim of his
time, and even later, attested to the
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The Tchebiner Yeshiva, Yerusholayim

1. Topolcany

2. Galanta

3. Chust

4. Satmar

5. Vienna

(1-4: Cities where
Father learned
in Yeshiva)



fact that the sefer was a work of genius.
The Steipler Gaon of Bnai Brak owned
this sefer. He bought it at a low price
from a seforim store in Tel Aviv.
However, he never used it. Once he
explained the reason for this. He was
under the impression that the seller did
not understand the value of the sefer and
therefore did not ask the right price for
it'. How could he use it, then, not hav-
ing paid what it was worth?

Besides Rav Yakele Rimilover, also his

sons were three of the most prominent
The Maharsham of Berzban, Poland Rabbonim of their time.
(Galicia), The Rebbe of Rav Meir Arik The Zaida, Reb Duvid Kanner, arrived
in Rimilov at about 1870, when the Rav
was a very young man and his sons tiny
children. He lived long enough to be the
chazon in Rimilov during the tenure of
Rav Yitzchok, his father’s successor. A
number of years back, I had the good
fortune to meet an elderly lady, a Mrs.
Aschkenasy, who lived on the Upper
West Side. Mrs. Aschkenasy was the
daughter of Rav Yitzchok Weidenfeld,
Rav of Rimilov. Mrs. Aschkenasy told
me that she remembered my Zaida very
well, since he often came to the house of
her father, Rav Yitzchok.

Rav Yitzchok was the oldest of the
Rav Meir Arik, brothers, and therefore he was the suc-
o e cessor to his father’s rabbinical position®.

1) Sefer Tallelai Oros

2) Rav Yakele had six children. The oldest daughter, Chana Mattel, was the wife of
Rav Yaakov Mendel Rubin, Rav of Toste, Galicia. The second daughter, Yittel,
married Rav Eliezer Weinberger. The third child was Rav Yitzchok the fourth
Rav Nachum who authored Shaalos U’Teshuvos Chazon Nochum. The fifth
child, Leah, married Reb Shraga Feivel Turkel, and the youngest was Rav Dov
Berish of Tchebin.
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His brother, Rav Nochum Weidenfeld was the Rav of Dombrova and
Rav Berish was the Rav of Tchebin. He was the only one to survive
the war.

All three brothers were great and holy men who figured prominent-
ly in the Torah world because of their genius and their noble bearing,
their outstanding characters and their unusual modesty. It was to be
expected that they would rise to greatness not only because of the
traits which they had inherited from their unusual father, but also
because of their mother, Rebetzen Rochel, who was the brilliant
daughter of Rav Shabsi Hakohen Rapaport, Rav of Dombrova, Gali-
cia, a direct descendent of the Shach and the Ramoh. Many were the
words of wit and sharp humor for which she was famous. It was a
known fact that the Rebetzin was very familiar with Gemorrah and
Tosfos. No wonder then, that she merited such sons.

When her father, the Rav of Dombrova was niftor, her second son,
Rav Nochum, became his successor at the young age of twenty-three.
He sat on this rabbinical throne for forty-three years when the city
was destroyed by the Nazis. Over the years, Rav Nachum had many
offers for the position of Rav in a number of significant kebillos, but
he chose to remain within the small kebilla which he loved so much.

During World War II, even though he succeeded in crossing the
Russian border, he expired as the result of a heart attack that came
because of the oppression which he suffered earlier at the hands of the
Nazi beasts. They threw his tefillin to the ground. Rav Nachum
stooped silently and retrieved them only to have them thrown down
again and again. He could not bear these acts of desecration, and
heartbroken, he met his tragic end soon after.

Rav Berish Weidenfeld, youngest of the three illustrious brothers,
was the only one to survive the war after having suffered countless tri-
als and tribulations in Siberia. He lived until a ripe old age, a highly
respected and beloved leader of Klal Yisroel, the founder and Rosh
Yeshiva of Yeshiva Kochav MiYaakov, the famous Tchebiner Yeshiva
in Yerusholayim.

Besides the Rabbonim Weidenfeld, Rimilov was also the birthplace
of other Torah giants, among them Rav Meir Arik (1855-1926), who
later became the Rav of Butchatch, Galacia and subsequently Rav of
Tarnow, Galicia. He was considered the Posek Hador. His brother, Rav
Fishel Arik, also figured prominently in the Torah world. Their moth-
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er used to say, “Nisht in yeder gurten vaksen azelicha meirin” (not in
every garden do such meirin (carrots) grow, and “nisht in yeder vasser
shivimmen azelecha fishelich,” (not in every [body of] water do such
fishelich swim). This was alluding to the greatness of both her sons.

Rabbi Fishel Arik, (1855-1928), son of Reb Aron Yehuda of
Rimilov was a talmid of Reb Yakele of Rimilov. He was a gaon, pro-
ficient in Shas and Poskim quoting by heart, all his learning as if he
were reading from an open book!

His brother, Rav Meir Arik, (1852-1926), was also a talmid of Rav
Yakele (Rimilover) Weidenfeld and also of the Maharsham. He
received semichab from both his Rabbeim. He was remarkably dili-
gent in his studies, and remained so for all the years of his tenure as
the Rav of various kebillos.

Eventually, Rav Meir Arik became the Rav of the city of Batchooch
in Poland. The Maharsham considered him to be his spiritual heir as
the Posek Hador. Two of Rav Meir Arik's most famous talmidim
were the well-known Rav Meir Schapiro of Lublin and Rav Yekusiel
Yehuda Halberstam, the Klausenberger Rebbe. In 1914, Rav Arik fled
the battlefields of the Great War and settled in Vienna. During his
flight, Rav Arik lost five thick volumes of his responsa. That loss
caused him tremendous sorrow.

At the end of World War I, he was appointed Rav of Tarnow,
Poland, a very large and significant Jewish metropolis. Nevertheless,
until the end of his days and beyond, he was referred to as the Rav of
Batchooch — after his previous rabbinical position. After his demise,
there was never any replacement found for the rabbinate of Tarnow.

Rav Meir and Rav Fishel Arik were the sons of Reb Ahron Yehuda
Arik who descended from the Bach and the Taz. He was a wealthy
merchant who lived in Rimilov. Obviously, Torah learning was the
most important thing in his life, for he merited the tremendous z’chus
of having sons who were outstanding talmidei chachomim.

Rimilov was a beautiful town which also served as a summer resort.
It had a great abundance of lilac trees, many parks and beautiful
avenues. Rimilov was also famous for its magnificent Shul. People
came from far and wide to see it. Its ceiling resembled the heavens,
and the lions and other creatures painted on the walls were life-like.
Imagine though, that the Shul was not heated! In the freezing, below-
zero weather of the Polish winters, there was absolutely no heat.
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Returning from his first trip to America, Father was invited to speak
in the Great Shul of Rimilov. The people flocked to the Shul to listen
to the Amerikaner Rav as they referred to him.

I recently read a description of the old Belzer Shul in the city of Belz.
It was said that it is not permissible to build an oven in a Shul. The
Sar Shalom of Belz, however left a place open for a chimney in the
ceiling of his Shul, for when Moshiach comes, this rule would not
apply. Perhaps now we can understand why there was no heating sys-
tem in the Shul in Rimilov as well.

Incidentally, Father was a chossid of the Rebbe Reb Yissocher Dov
of Belz. He would tell us stories of his experiences in Belz. Father
described what he called “die kneppalach” on the roof of the shul.
They were round copper balls which decorated the roof of the mag-
nificent Shul of Belz. When the sun shone upon them, the balls seemed
to be made of pure gold. Father told us that while traveling on the
train towards Belz, the beautiful Shul could be seen from afar, and the
gleaming balls of copper were distinctly visible. That sight added to
the excitement of the multitudes that were making the pilgrimage to
celebrate the yomim tovim with their Rebbe.

The new Belzer Shul in Yerushalayim which is, in fact a replica of
the original Shul in Belz, also has kneppelach on the roof, though they
are made of white stone.

In his stories about Belz, Father told us that once he was in Belz on
Taanis Esther. After davening Shacharis, everyone lined up. The
Rebbe, Reb Yissocher Dov, went past the line in a slow pace instruct-
ing each chossid whether to fast or not, saying to him, “Dee zolst fas-
ten” — (You should fast), and to another, “Dee zolst nisht fasten”,
(You should not fast). Perhaps he was looking into their eyes and
came to each decision, individually.

It is possible that the Rebbe based his decision on that which is men-
tioned in the Kitzur Shulchon Oruch' where it states that on Taanis
Esther, “one may ease up on the fast if necessary, even if he has a
minor problem with his eyes”. This difficulty is not to be taken lightly.

My brother, R Moishe, explained this to me. He told me that the
eyes have a significant bearing on the condition of the heart as is men-

1) Siman 141, paragraph 2
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The famous shul in Belz, built like a fortress.
Note the Kneppelach-the copper balls— on the top of the battlements

tioned in Maseches Avodab Zorah,' He points out that our late broth-
er in-law, Rav Gedalia Felder z”/ discusses this in his sefer, Yesodei
Yeshurun® under the heading, Chilul Shabbos Bishvil Sakonas Aiver.
He says that any problem of the eye could be dangerous to the heart.

This phenomenon, that of the heart being affected by the eyes, is rel-
atively new in the field of opthamology but known to our sages for
thousands of years!

Father spent his last Shabbos in Europe in Belz. When he left
Rimilov, he traveled to Lemberg where he would take the train to Belz.
All of a sudden, Mother’s first cousin, Moishe Aron Lenchitz, appeared
on the scene! He had received word that Father would be arriving at
the railroad station in Lemberg where Moishe Aron lived. He used all
his powers of persuasion to convince Father to spend the Shabbos in

1) Page 28, side 2
2) Volume 4, page 253
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The Rebbe, R’ Yehoshua
(R’Sheyale) of Belz

The Rebbe, R’ Yissochor Dov of Belz

The Rebbe R’Abaron of Belz
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his home, but to no avail. Father’s
mind was made up — the last Shabbos
in Europe was to be spent in Belz!

Father needed the chizuk which he
would receive there to face the future
spiritual challenges which he would
encounter in the America of the
1920’. For the mid-day Shabbos
meal, he was the guest of the Rebbe’s
son, Rebbe Aharon, who later suc-
ceeded his father as the Rebbe of Belz.
Rebbe Aharon walked Father all the
way out when he left. The warm feel-
ing that Father experienced then was
clearly remembered throughout the
years, and he often spoke of it. Here
My brother-in-law, Harav Gedalia Felder, we can see, as stated in the Sefer
f{ﬂ?ﬁ::,”gsIEZZZZ;_;:SZ,O\ZZZ% Ahavas Chessed by the Chofetz
YR rapes e, Chaim, that by escorting a guest out

the door and on his way, according to
the Rambam, the person is performing an act of kindness whose
reward surpasses that of every other form of chessed. The send-off the
person receives from his host creates a lasting impression on the guest.
Therefore, the act of escorting a guest even four amos (about eight
feet) carries tremendous reward.

Kabboloh teaches that when a person escorts someone, part of his
presence accompanies the traveler as he continues on his way. The
Alter of Navardok explained that a friendly send-off provides a per-
son with a sense of well-being. The send-off which the Rebbe of Belz
bestowed upon Father served as an elixir of substance to provide him
with strength and courage for the future years in America.

Rimilov was within walking distance of the city of Podvolochisk
which was, at that time, the border-crossing point between Russia
(Ukraine) and Eastern Galicia. Grandmother’s brother, the “Feter
Shloime” (Lenchitz) as mother referred to him, lived there. He was
married to Hinda Brochoh Pomerantz who became his wife when she
was only fourteen years old.
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Grandmother’s sister, Chaya Freyda (Lenchitz) also lived in Rimilov
with her husband, Reb Gedalya Mager. Both of these couples were
Mechutonim Feter Shloime’s son, Moishe Aron Lenchitz married
Chaya Freyda’s daughter, Sorah Rivka Mager. Their first child, Menya
Basya, later married Avrohom Yitzchok Kanner (Tzertel’s son). Thus,
all the siblings were mechutonim.’

Dear Reader, do not be confused about the various Menya Basyas:
1) The daughter of our Bobba Tzertel who was the child of her first
marriage later married Shea Kanner (Zaida Reb Dovid Kanner’s
son from his first marriage.)
2) The daughter of Feter Shloime Lenchitz who later married her
cousin, Yisroel Mager of Rimilov.
3) The daughter of Moishe Aron and Sorah Rivka Lenchitz.
(she was my mother in-law).
In order to differentiate among them in the family, the first Menya
Basya was referred to simply as Basya. The second was called, “di

Feter (Uncle) Gedalya Mager of
Rimilov, brother-in-law of
R’Duvid Kanner

Meema (Aunt) Chaya Freyda Mager
(nee Lenchitz0 of Rimilov, older sister
of Tzertel Kanner

1) See diagram
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groisse Basya” since she
was taller, and the third
and shortest of the three
was known as, “di kleine
Basya.”

You may have noticed
that sometimes the family
name is spelled Kanner
and at other times Kenner.
The name originally was

(Feter) Uncle Shloime Lenchitz of Podvolochisk,
brother of Tzertel Kanner of Rimolov and his wife, Kanner, but was Changed,

Hinda Brochoh in America, to Kenner.
The Bobba Kanner had

another brother, Feivish,
and another sister, Malche. Both of them left Rimilov for Argentina
and settled in Buenos Aires soon after their weddings. Except for
occasional letters or messages of regards, contact was practically non-
existent — typical for those days.

The Yidden of Rimilov, just like those of many other Polish cities,
experienced the bitterness of numerous trials and tribulations.

After the first World War, one Semyan Petlura (1879-1926) pro-
claimed himself commander-in-chief of the Ukranian army declaring
the Ukraine an independent state joining the Poles in fighting the
Russians. He was later betrayed by the Poles who joined forces with
the Bolshoviks. After escaping to Paris, Petlura was assassinated by a
Jew who was avenging the deaths of thousands of innocent Jews in
Poland among which were members of his own family. This assassin,
Simon Schwartzbard, was acquitted by the French court.

Mother was in Vienna during the first World War, stranded for four
years, experiencing all kinds of hardships including standing frequent-
ly on bread lines all night only to be refused any after all the waiting.
She had gone to Vienna to visit her married sister, Nechama Ronnis and
her family. That was in 1914, when war broke out. Mother was eight-
een years old.

Mother was fortunate to have left Galicia for Vienna at that time.
Her family suffered a great deal during the war. The Russian troops
invaded the Galician towns along the Russian border. Rimilov was
one of those towns. A large number of Jews escaped from that area to
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Austria proper and to Hungary. Many chose not to return to their
home towns after the war. Among those were leading Chassidic
Rebbes. The Rebbes of Sadigura, Chortkov, Husyatin, Boyan and
Kopycznitz all decided to remain in Vienna after the war was over.

Mother did return to Rimilov bringing with her all kinds of goods
and commodities which helped the family re-establish itself after the
horrors of the Great War were over. However, they were not over yet.

The Petluras were members of the terror gang under the influence
of the afore-mentioned Semyan Petlura. They were notorious for their
on-going attacks on innocent people, especially Jews. Many fell victim
to these murderers.

Mother used to tell us the horror stories of the vicious Petluras who
entered Rimilov to rob, loot, and murder its innocent victims, most of
whom were the Jewish inhabitants of the town.

It was Tisha B’Av. Her father was plodding his way home from Shul
in his slippers when one of the Petluras suddenly appeared astride his
high horse. He dismounted, raised his whip and began beating the
Zaida. Even though he was very close to home, Zaida was unable to
run because of his being hampered by the loose slippers. He was total-
ly helpless.

Mother happened to look out the window and saw what was tran-
spiring and began screaming on top of her lungs. Her cries of terror
were so loud that the horse suddenly panicked. The soldier fearing his
horse would run away, gave up his “sport” and pursued his horse.

Zaida lay on the ground motionless, until family members dragged
him into the house. Times were so difficult and the hunger so great,
that out of desperation, the first thing they did was search the Zaida’s
pockets, to see if, possibly, he had brought something to eat for after
the fast. No wonder then, that Mother could not bear to see any food
wasted, ever.

B’chasdei Hashem, Zaida recovered from the beating. After hearing
this story from Mother, we used to tease her that her loud voice could
even frighten a horse!

Once a Petlura soldier entered their house with the intention of
looting their belongings. Mother’s brother, Yisroel Isser, would not let
him open a trunk that contained some of their good things. The sol-
dier struck him on the head with the butt of his revolver. Uncle Yisroel
was so frightened, that he began to laugh hysterically. His reaction
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was confused. Instead of crying, he laughed. Fortunately, the soldier
left the house without killing anyone. This bordered on the miracu-
lous because usually, the paths of those devils were strewn with
corpses.

It is difficult to imagine that such occurrences were not unusual in
those times. We, who were fortunate to grow up in America, have
every reason to be grateful for being spared such vicissitudes of life.

Life, in general, was very difficult in Poland. What we take for
granted was to them the height of luxury. Besides the terror of the rob-
bing and the killing, most people lived below poverty level. Galicia
had no industry. There was widespread unemployment and a failing
economy. Many wonderful people who were astute and ambitious
could hardly make ends meet and sometimes went hungry. That is
why so many young men and women made their way to America.

Mother would tell us of some close relatives, wonderful people,
who would regularly come to them for some flour and other basics in
order to be able to make a very simple Shabbos.

Sanitary conditions were also very poor. This caused epidemics of
various diseases to break out resulting often in loss of life. Mother
contracted typhus when she was a teenager. Both she and her brother,
Yisroel, were both victims of this dread disease. Typhus is a terrible
sickness.! It is accompanied by terribly high fever causing the organs
of the body to feel as if they are burning up and the mind as if it is on
fire. The patient cannot rest when he is awake or even while uncon-
scious. Most victims die or suffer deafness or blindness. Nevertheless,
both Mother and Uncle Yisroel recovered and each of them lived to a
ripe old age unaffected by the typhus. When Mother finally awoke
from her delirium, her hair was so knotted that her head had to be
shaved, but that was the extent of the damaged suffered.

In Rimilov, as in many other towns, they lived under extremely
primitive conditions having no running water. Mother told of the
time, in the middle of the winter, when she had just given birth to my
sister, Henna. There was no water in the house. Mother’s youngest
brother, Yisroel, went out to draw water from the frozen well. When
he had finally succeeded in filling up the pail, drop by drop, he joy-

1) This disease is described in Someday We’ll be Free (Leibel Sanok)
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ously hurried home only to slip in front of the door spilling all the
water. Being utterly frustrated and disappointed, even though he was
already a young man of twenty, he cried bitterly.

If we ever complained as children, Mother would not be under-
standing. Compared with the hardships they endured in Europe, we
had a very easy life. Mother would say to us, “Kinderlach es geht eich
tzee git”. (Children, you have it too good!) Mother never complained
about anything. She accepted every difficulty with amicable equanim-
ity. She had complete faith in Hashem. This she learned from her par-
ents and from her experiences in her early life in Rimilov.

Mother would tell of the day she left for America. The entire fami-
ly accompanied her to the train station enveloped in an aura of a
funeral. Her brother, Shea, went up onto the train and refused to leave
her until the train was already in motion. He could not bear to part
from her. He shared the family’s feelings that they would never see
each other again, and they never did. Tante Gittle wrote home to her
Mother, “If I could only see you even through a shmoole shpareb (a
thin crack in the wall)!”

My mother in-law, Basya Kenner, would relate how she came to her
grandparents, Shloime and Hinda Lenchitz in Podvolochisk, to say
good-bye before her departure for America. Her grandfather was
drinking coffee, and his tears were dripping into the cup as he was
saying to her, “Do you mean to say that I’ll never see you again?”

This heartbreaking scene repeated itself again and again as the
young people left the shtetl never to return.

Fortunately, the four youngest children born in Rimilov, were
spared the horrors of the Holocaust as they had left Galicia and immi-
grated to North America in the 1920’. Uncle Avrohom and Tanta
Bashe, who later became my parents in-law, and Uncle Yisroel and
Tante Mindel arrived in Canada as they could not get visas to the
U.S.A. They remained in Canada for the rest of their long lives. Tante
Gittel and Uncle Hersh and Mother and Father came to New York
City. They maintained close ties with their brothers by telephone,
occasionally, and by frequent correspondence.

Mother crossed the Atlantic to America in the summer of 1927 on
the White Star liner, Olympic, built in 1911, just a few months before
the completion, also, of the famous Titanic, her sister ship. Both ships
were built-in the shipyard of Harland and Wolff in Belfast, Ireland.
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The design and construction skills of the yard were outstanding. The
work force took great pride in the many famous ships that they had
built. Harland and Wolff employed six thousand workers, but the
number of workers was doubled to cope with the construction and fit-
ting out of both the Olympic and the Titanic. Unfortunately, the
Titanic sank to its watery grave while the Olympic, almost identical in
size and style to the Titanic, enjoyed long life and usefulness in trans-
porting thousands of people in hundreds of voyages across the
Atlantic Ocean for more than twenty years until 1935. Its passenger
capacity was 3,500, passengers and crew.

Interesting to note is the fact that the Olympic collided with the
warship HMS Hawke on September 20, 1911, and both ships were
badly damaged. Captain of the Olympic at that time was Edward J.
Smith who was found to be at fault. Nevertheless, he was soon to
become captain of the ill-fated Titanic.

Later, in a U.S. inquiry, the blame for the tragedy of the Titanic was
placed on Captain Smith because of his indifference to danger and his
over confidence and neglect. A British inquiry, however, did not find
Captain Smith negligent. In any case, the sad fact was that many more
than one thousand people had lost their lives in the disaster when the
Titanic sank in the North Atlantic after it struck an iceberg on its
maiden voyage from Southampton, England to New York City. The
date was April 15, 1912.

Mother missed her parents and siblings terribly. It was very difficult
for her to deal with her homesickness until a few short years later
when both her parents passed on. Then came World War II, and all
her loved ones in Rimilov were annihilated.

I often wonder if the town of Rimilov still exists or has it been
wiped off the face of the earth? It was known by the Polish name
Grzymalow pronounced Jimablov. Its tragic end in Jewish history
brought about by the Holocaust terminated a glorious chronicle of
centuries of Jewish life. Is it possible that the ancient Bais Olom is still
standing? Many of our forbears were put to rest there.

So many of our loved ones were brutally slaughtered in Rimilov. They
scream out to us from the blood — soaked earth. Hashem Yinkom
Domom. May Hashem avenge the spilling of their innocent blood.
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. Rimilov (Grzymalow)

. Tarnopol — the nearest large city (from Rimilov)

3. Podwoloczisk — walking distance from Rimilov
(home of the Feter [Uncle] Shloime)

4. The Bug — (pronounced Boog) River. Rimilov
was on the border of the Bug River.

5. Buczacs (pronounced Bachooch) — Rav Meir Arik

identified himself — always as the Bachoocher Rav

. Stanislov — birthplace of Rav Yakele Rimilover

. Chortkov — Home of he Chortkover Rebbe

8. Husyatin — Home of the Husyatiner Rebbe
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CHAPTER TEN

inner Time
S Some

Y PARENTS WERE ALWAYS VERY PARTICULAR about

their children being well-fed and properly nourished

even though their financial situation was not an easy

one. We had no luxuries of any kind. Nevertheless,
delicious food was always available in abundance. We children, there-
fore, never felt deprived. We looked forward to coming home each
day to an enjoyable dinner, and we were never disappointed.

We were always greeted by Mother, upon our arrival home, with a
tall glass of freshly-squeezed orange juice (squeezed by hand, of
course). The delightful aromas eminating from the kitchen were tan-
talizing.

Our meals were well-balanced with plenty of fruits and vegetables.
East European families, new to American standards of nutrition,
hardly served fruits and vegetables. They were not accustomed to that
fare from der alter heim. It was largely due to Father’s credit that we
were taught to love all kinds of salads and vegetables, raw and
cooked. He always helped to prepare the fruits and vegetables, peel-
ing, cutting, and slicing them, especially so in preparation for

Shabbos.
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Many years later — when I was already a mother of several chil-
dren, I remember Father purchasing a pumpkin and bringing it home
to Mother saying, “Ich vais nisht vus m’tit mit dem”, (“I don’t know
what one does with this), but let’s prepare it like other vegetables, cut-
ting it up and steaming it.” (Who ever heard of pumpkin pie?!)

Mother spent countless hours each day preparing the evening meal
which was, at least, a four-course dinner. Of course, everything was
made from scratch. Half a grapefruit was usually served first followed
by an entree, which we called a forshpeiz, of avacodo, chicken salad,
or the like, with lettuce and tomato. There was always a delicious
soup followed by a main course of chicken or beef accompanied by a
salad and side dishes. Dessert consisted of some kind of fruit compote.
Later in the evening, cake and tea were served.

The occasional milchige meal consisted of melon, tomato soup, fried
flounder, french-fried potatoes, salad, and chocolate pudding for
dessert. Sometimes we were treated to mouth-watering cheese kreplach.

Mealtime was most enjoyable because besides the delicacies served,
Father always had interesting things to tell; divrei Torah and chas-
sidishe maasos of the Baal Shem Tov and other tzaddikim. He was a
master story-teller, and we were always fascinated. Father never neg-
lected to compliment Mother for her culinary talents. He would often
eat with his eyes closed, and he seemed detached from us then. It was
an inspirational experience to be present at Father’s table as we wit-
nessed his dveikus and avodas Hashem.

Many years later, I happened to take notice of the Tzetl Koton of
the Rebbe Reb Elimelech, zechuso yogein oleinu, which states that
when a person eats, he should have in his mind that, even under the
most difficult of circumstances, even if his very life would be threat-
ened, he would be willing to fling himself into a great fire and be con-
sumed by the flames in order to sacrifice his life Al Kiddush Hashem!

The Rebbe Reb Melech points out that if a Yid thinks these
thoughts at every free moment, or when he is eating, or in similar
instances, or during the reciting of Krias Shema and during the first
brochoh of the Shemoneh Esrai, then he is fulfilling the mitzvah of
Kiddush Hashem. He is totally, and correctly, keeping the mitzvos of
Krias Shema and Shemonah Esrei with the proper kavonabh.

As a young child, I would frequently hear Father saying to himself
one of the following statements, “Shechten zich far’n Bashefer” (to be
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slaughtered al Kiddush Hashem) or “Farbrent tzu veren far’n
Bashefer” (to be consumed by fire for the sake of Hashem) Father’s
eyes took on an unusual expression. He seemed to be in another
world at those times. Frankly speaking, as a little girl I was somewhat
frightened when I heard these words, and I would react-thereby
breaking “the spell”.

Much much later, I understood all of the above when I chanced
upon the Tzetl Koton. I never heard anyone else making such state-
ments. Therefore, I came to realize that Father was, indeed, a tzaddik.
At first glance it was not so noticeable. Upon closer scrutiny, it
became obvious that Father was far from the ordinary type of person
he attempted to personify. Rav Nachman Breslover says that,
although Eretz Yisroel appears to be like every other land, it is really
very awesome in its holiness. The same is true of a Tzaddik. He may
appear as others do, but his inner being is completely holy and differ-
ent from the ordinary person.

Shown in the picture (see page78) is the first part of the Tzetl Koton
which contains basic principles of how to work on one’s middos to
succeed in coming close to Hashem.

Mother went about her duties in the kitchen with utmost love and
devotion. Her days were filled with the planning, preparation, and
serving of the meals with great joy. Seeing someone enjoying the meal
brought her unlimited satisfaction. Her oft-repeated remark was,
“Koiach gefint men in der schissel”, (“One finds energy in the [soup]
bowl”). When a child was cranky, she would say, “Er miz zein hun-
gerik!” (“He must be hungry!”) More often then not, she was right.
After a nutritious, delicious snack, the air would usually clear, and the
mood totally changed. Mother always packed marvelous lunches for
me to take to school. My classmates would, daily, question me about
what I brought for lunch since I was the only one with such a widely-
varied menu.

In our house, mealtime was “all day” because of each family mem-
ber’s individual schedule. Nevertheless, Mother was a good sport and
always made herself available.

There were no machines or short-cuts in Mother’s kitchen.
Everything was made from scratch and by hand. Father was very par-
ticular about the level of kashrus in our home and even more so for
himself. He did not eat meat in America for twenty-years. Later, when
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