
MIRACLES 
Teachings of the Lubavitch Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem M. Schneerson Jln'T, 

Adapted by Simon Jacobson in his best-selling book "Toward a Meaningful Life - The Wisdom of the Rebbe" 

Passover and Miracles: 
Passover marks the birth of the Jewish Nation. We began our 
existence with marvellous miracles and ever since Jewish 
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history is a long chain of 
miraculous events. The 
greatest miracle of all is 
that as nation that had 
been reduced to a 
miserable state of 
servitude over hundreds 
of years, was raised up 
several weeks after the 
Exodus to the most lofty 
and noble spiritual heights 
that humankind has ever 
attained. Seven weeks 
after leaving Egypt the 
Israelites accepted the 
Torah from G d at Mount 
Sinai. Passover is indeed 

a time to realise tremendous achievements in our spiritual 
growth as Jews, real miracles. 

Miracles-A Jewish Perspective: 
"The difference between a miracle and a natural event is only in 

frequency." (The Baal Shem Tov) 

"Miracles are all around us; we must open our eyes to see 
them." (The Rebbe) 

A group of university students had a private audience with the 
Rebbe. One student asked the Rebbe if he could perform 
miracles. "This physical, natural world," the Rebbe explained, 
"evolves from the higher, spiritual world. And so, when someone 
connects himself to the spiritual world, to G-d, he can affect 
things in this physical world in a way that cannot be anticipated. 
Every person is given the choice whether or not to connect 
themselves to the spiritual world. "We can the right choice," the 
Rebbe continued, "and use all our strength to live virtuously, to 
introduce harmony to everyone we meet, to encourage others to 
increase goodness and defeat evil-in effect, to make the world 
a better place. "The Rebbe concluded: "So, in essence, by 
inspiring students like yourselves to go into the world and 
perform good works, yes, we can perform miracles." 

What is a Miracle? 
Do you believe in miracles? To answer this question, we must 
define what we mean by "miracle." 

The word is used so often, sometimes for such trivial events, 
that it has become a cliche. On a superficial level, some people 
consider a miracle to be simply an unexpected event or a 
wonderful surprise; for others, however, a miracle is the belief 
that G-d has intervened supernaturally in their lives. 

People may disagree whether events in their lives are indeed 
miraculous or can be explained naturally. Some see miracles as 
a true affirmation of G-d's presence in their lives; a more 
sceptical person may think of a miracle as an unrealistic hope, 
something to cling to in the face of life's harsh realities. 

The question of miracles is really a question of how we 
understand G-d and the role He plays in our lives. By analysing 
the anatomy of a miracle and understanding your feelings about 
miracles, you can learn much that will help you find deeper 
meaning in your life. 

So what do we mean by "miracle"? If we agree that a miracle is 
a beneficent occurrence that cannot be explained by the laws of 
nature, then we must first ask the question: What is a natural 
event? Why WOUldn't any natural event that awes and excites us 
be considered a miracle? 

Truth be told, we don't really understand the "laws" of nature. 
Yes, nature operates according to a design that we have come 
to accept as normal. But while this makes life more predictable 
and, therefore, comfortable, it doesn't necessarily make it any 
more understandable. 

When we know, for instance, that the sun will rise tomorrow 
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morning, we feel a sense of order and control; but we still have 
no idea as to why nature was created this way. Just because we 
label something "natural" doesn't mean that we understand it 
any better than we understand a "miracle." 

The difference between a miracle and an act of nature is only in 
frequency. Imagine that the sun were to rise only once in our 
lifetime. Everyone would rush to see it, proclaiming it the most 
miraculous event they had ever witnessed. But since we 
experience a sunrise every day, we see it as just another 
ordinary part of our lives. 

This is an inherent human trait-we become so accustomed to 
something that, no matter how extraordinary it may be, we take 
it for granted. We constantly need a new rush of excitement to 
arouse our interest. Someone will say, "If I only saw a miracle, 
then I would believe, then I would change my life!" What are we 
waiting for-the splitting of the sea? Miracles are happening 
around us every moment. Life itself is a miracle; consider for just 
a moment the sheer wonder of human birth. In fact, we do often 
refer to birth as a miracle; why, then, do we so easily forget that 
every person on earth is the product of a miracle? 

Since we are so distracted by the daily struggle to survive, by 
our responsibilities and obligations, we tend to ignore such 
simple facts. The very noise of life drowns out the underlying 
sound of what should be most real to us. It is not that we don't 
believe in miracles; we simply stop taking the time to appreciate 
them. To see a miracle means to appreciate the uncommon 
within the common, the extraordinary within the ordinary. 

When you can recognize the extraordinary within the ordinary, 
supernatural occurrences are not so significant. Your faith-and 
life-is not dependent on such miracles, for you have a mature 
relationship with a reality that is higher than yourself, and you 
realise that the ultimate miracle is our very existence. 

Just contemplate the awesome design and balance within any 
one family of the animal, vegetable, or mineral kingdom, to say 
nothing of the beauty of the human body or the elegance of the 
solar system. The miracle of nature is not to be found in its 
once-in-a-lifetime events, but in its relentless regularity. 
Whereas every creation of man is ephemeral, every part of 
nature is boundless, permanent. and inexplicable-in a word, 
miraculous. 

Yes, we can explain away many events, even "miraculous" 
ones. But then again, a good mind can explain away anything. 
Just as you have a choice in everything you do, you can use 
your mind to either seek out the miracles in life or deny them. 
Only you will know the degree of sincerity with which you are 
trying to understand your life and instil it with meaning. 

By looking honestly at your life, you will recognize the miracles 
within nature and the miracle of nature itself. You will recognize 
the divine providence in all your activities. You will learn to 
appreciate the miracles of your own life-the successes you've 
had and the very miracle of life. Thank G-d for these miracles; 
don't take them for granted. 

And finally, you will realise that the world around you is 
experiencing miracles within miracles, a revolution from within. It 
is time to acknowledge that the world is hurtling toward 
redemption-and that it is your choice and your choice alone 
whether to be a part of it. 

A man had driven some distance to attend a gathering with the 
Lubavitcher Rebbe, and he stood in line along with several 
thousand others. "I don't come just for the inspiration," he 
explained to the person in front of him. "I've heard of numerous 
miraculous incidents at these occasions." Upon reaching the 
Rebbe, each person in line held out a cup, into which the Rebbe 
would pour some wine. 

When the man finally reached the Rebbe, he held out the cup in 
his left hand, but the Rebbe motioned for him to hold it in his 
right. The man made no move to change hands, and the Rebbe 
did not pour the wine. An attendant urged the man, "Please 
hold the cup in your right hand. "With obvious trepidation, he 
extended his right hand. He looked on in disbelief as the Rebbe 
filled his cup. The people behind him were annoyed with the 
delay, but he wholeheartedly forgave them. How could they 
have known that his right hand had been paralysed? 

... '~!l' .M,.!\:-T, 
And You Shall Tell Your Son. • • 

"No, I'm not a follower of the Rebbe," the scholarly looking man 
confided in me. "As a matter of fact I am the head of a Kollel (an 
intensive adult Torah study program) and my lifestyle is far from 
Chassidic. But I do recognize greatness ... ," 

I sat back to listen as the man related his tale: 

"I was born in Paris after World War II, about forty-five years ago. I 
remained an only son, as my parents were already middle-aged. 
Even when I was young, I sensed that my parents were withholding 
some secret about my birtll. 

"I became engaged at the age of twenty-four. A short whi Ie berore 
my wedding, rny rather, rnay he rest in peace, disclosed tile story. I 
can still see him. as he sat close to rne, with tears coming to his 
eyes when he lifted the veil of confidence from his long-kept secret. 

"My parents were among ttle lucky Pol ish Jews who escaped to 
Russia during World War II. They joined bands of horne less refug(~es 
who wandered from place to place until they arrived in the city of 
Tashkent in the Carpilthian Mountains. Tashkent was a temporary 
haven fOI' refugees, inc I ud i ng ma ny Lubavi tcller Chassi dim. 

"My father always spoke highly of the Lubavitcher's whom he had 
mel In Tashkent. Self-sacrifice was their way of life. Tiley offered 
assistance and SUppOI·t beyond their means. Tileir prayers reflected 
a deep commitment to Judaism. But most outstanding was their 
intense struggle to educ(]te the YOLlng, despite their hiJrdships during 
those difficult yeiJrs" 

My acquaintance paused, as if he was reflecting upon his fiJther's 
tale, and then he returned to his story: 

"My father was already nearly fifty years old, and my mother was 
about forty, when the war ended. They wanted to establish iJ home. 
Fortunately, being Polish citizens, they were able to leave Russia. 
They mingled with tile migrating masses that were crossing Europe, 
and eventually made ttleir home in Paris. 

"They were grateful for having survived, but LIley faced the pain of 
Cllildlessness after twenty years of marriage. In those days, Paris 
was a melting pot of refugees, and my parents were del ighted to 
come across former acquaintances. Among them were some 
Lubavitcher Chassidim whom they had befriended in Tashkent. 

"One day, shortly after my parents arrived in Paris, my father met a 
beaming Lubavitcher Chassid. 'We've merited iJ greiJt guest in town. 
RiJbbi Schneerson, the son-in-liJw of the Lubavitcher Rebbe, has 
arrived in Paris. He came to welcorne his mother, Rebbetzin CIliJnal1 
Schneerson ob"m, WllOjUSt left Russia.' 

"On several occasions, my father met Rabbi Schneersoll in the shul 
at the Pletzel in Paris and talked with Ilim. My father was a leiJrned 
scholiJr, and he cherished these talks wittl RiJbbi Schneerson. During 
one of those conversiJtions, Rabbi Schneerson inquil'ed about my 
father's experiences during the war. 

"Wilen Ile touclled upon the topic of family, my fiJther tearfully 
expliJined thiJt he did not have children. 

"Witll compassion in eyes, RiJbbi Schneerson gripped my father's 
hand warmly, and blessed him, 'May G-d enable you to fulfill the 
mitzvah of Vehigadeta levincha ("You sllall relate the story of the 
Exodus to your children ... ") next year.' 

"The following year, I was two months old when Pesach approached. 

"Two more years passed, and my parents emigrated from Europe to 
Isr'lel. From the time I can remember, the Seder has always been an 
eillotiona I experience for my father. He a Iways expounded upon 
aVDdlf77 l7ayinu (text of the Passover Seder) patiently, extenSively, 
ancl withmucll love andjoy. 

"I could not appreciate my fattler's intensity at the Seder until 110 
disclosed the story of my birth." 

My acquaintance was visibly moved iJS he retold Ilis father's story. I 
could see Ilis eyes glistening at the edges. Before I coulcl think of iJn 
appropriate response, he waved his hand as if beckoning me not to 
Interrupt. 

"And that's not all," he exclaimed. Three years ago, Illy daughter 
miJrried iJ yeshivah student from Lakewood, New Jersey. 

"She was due to give birtll the following Pesach. We hiJd planned ,1 
family trip to the Stdles to spend the holiday together, and 
celebriJte the arrival of our grandchild. My wife arrived a month 
earlier to assist my daughter. while Illy youngel' cllildren and I 
arrived in New Jersey a week before Pesacll. 

"At that time, I told Illy son-in-liJw, 'I would like to see ttlO 
Lubavitcher Rebbe and have my younger son receive his blessing.' 

"My son-in-law WiJS less enthusiastic. Ilis home cOllllllunity did not 
have Illany follower's of tile Rebbe, ancl Ile fell no need to make tile 
two-hour journey. I, Ilowever, was not to be dissuaded. When my 
son-in-law saw that I was intent on going, he told Ille about the 
opportunity to meet briefly with the Rebbe on Sunday morning, 
when the Rebbe distributes dollars to be given to charity. 

"I readily agreed, and Illy son-in-law arranged a ride into Brooklyn 
for me and Illy young son. We neared "770" (770 Eastern Parkway in 
Brooklyn, the c8ntral office of Lubavitch). and we were iJmazccl to 
see iJ winding, block-long line of people waiting to sec the Rebbe. 
During those hours in which we waited our turn, I told the 
miraculous story of Illy birth to my son. 

"He was very moved to hear the story. 'I was surprised that you were 
so determined to come here," he said, "and I did not know why you 
were willing to wait so long. Time has always been very precious to 
you. Now I understand.' 

"Finally, after hours of slowly inching forward, we reached a point 
from where we could see the distinguished and impressive 
appearance of the Rebbe. There was a tangible spirit of divinity in 
the air. I was amazed at tile Rebbe's alertness, despite many hours 
of speaking to the thousands of people who passed by. 

"He blessed each one and, personally, handed out Tzedakal7. Though 
the line of people passed quickly, I could see that some of tilem said 
something to the Rebbe and that he responded. 

"I hadn't planned to say anything. Ijust wanted to see and approacll 
tile Rebbe once. 'MiJybe it was Illy personal need to thank him for 
the blessing that he gave my parents, which cullllillClted in my birth,' 
I thought to myself, 

"Our turn iJrrived more quickly than I had anlicipiJted. The Rebbe 
gave my son. who was stiJnding before nl(~, a cJollClr, Brochah 
v'hatzlachah (blessing and success/), the Robbe sa id. 

"Tllen he Clskocl him in Yiddish. 'Are you ready to ask tile Four 
Questions?' My son WiJS caught by surprise, not having expected tho 
Rebbe to address him. Sensing his surprise, the attendant explained 
tile question. 

"My son regai ned his composure and rosponded, 'Yes.' The Rebbe 
srniled and handed him another dollar. This is for the Four 
Quostions' he said, 

"As I approached the Rebbe, he handed Ille a dollar saying: 'Brochah 
v'l7atzlachal7.' He Ilanded me a second dollar, 'for tile answer to tile 
Four Questions.' 

Then he gave me a cJeeply penetrating look, iJnel Wittl a tremendous 
smi Ie he added: 'And for Vehigadeta levincha (the precept to relate 
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