












Yemen, Morocco, and Tunisia,
began in the 50’s, R’ Yaakov
fought for the children to get a
Torah education. This was a war
against the Jewish Agency over
every Jewish child who arrived in
Eretz Yisroel. Often, the Jewish
Agency would bribe the naive
immigrants with promises of
jobs, clothing and shoes, just so
that their children wouldn’t be
sent to religious schools. 

R’ Yaakov fought with mesirus
nefesh. The Agency couldn’t
stand the fact that someone was
ruining their plans and on three
occasions they tried to ruin his
life.

Ruth: “He would go on his
bicycle in the dark of the night,
in rains, in storms, through the
mud and unpaved roads.
Although the roads were very
dangerous, nothing stopped him

from going to the transit camps
in the north to save these
children. My mother was a full
partner to this holy work, and
had the faith and trust that this is
what must be done. 

“In situations where there was
no room for them in institutions,
he would bring them home. One
time, he came home with seven
children. These children lived
with us until their parents
immigrated to Eretz Yisroel.
Everyone knew that in our home,
a Jew could always find help. My
mother cleaned and took care of
them after the rigors of their trip,
and worried about them as
though they were her own
children. 

“They were treated so well
that we would go to my father
and remind him that we too were
from the Eidot HaMizrach. [Her
parents were from Yemen.]

“One morning, officials from

the Agency showed up
unexpectedly in order to try to
expose that my mother wasn’t
managing with all the immigrants
she had taken in to her home.
They found an airy, clean home
and all the children were already
outside, neatly attired, on their
way to school. 

“We regularly had orphans
and children from difficult
situations living with us, whom
my father wanted to adopt. For
us, it was the most natural thing
to sleep next to children we did
not know.

“My mother personally
assisted the new immigrants who
arrived at the transit camp in
Kfar Gabirol near Rechovot. She
would bring them baskets of food
and clothing and would sit with
the women in order to encourage
them and listen to them. We
would go on Shabbos to make
Mesibos Shabbos for the childrenThe transit camps

Inset: R’ Yaakov Mizrachi



at the transit camp.”
Thanks to the mesirus nefesh

of Yaakov and Chaviva, hundreds
of children, and more, were given
a chareidi chinuch. R’ Yaakov
often continued to keep in touch
with them. Each child who left
yeshiva or religious school due to
money issues was a source of
great pain to him, to the point of
tears. He would often give of his
own money to parents so they
could send their child back to
yeshiva.

This mesirus nefesh was
transmitted to their children. One
time, R’ Yaakov asked his oldest
daughter Naomi to give her job
as a teacher to an orphan girl
who couldn’t find a job. She did
it without asking too many
questions. The concern for these
children was boundless.

R’ Yaakov and Chaviva also
looked for shidduchim for them
and made their weddings. The
entire house got involved in these
acts of chesed. They prepared,
cooked, and served the food at
these simchos. It was a chesed
catering service.

Rochel: “My mother
supported my father’s activities
by taking on the burden of the
household, including the chinuch
and raising of the children. Most
of the years, he was involved in
his communal activities, which
included being deputy mayor of
Rechovot, representative of the
Eidot HaMizrach in Agudas
Yisroel, and a Knesset member
representing Agudah. 

“He was not at home most of
the day, but we were raised in an
atmosphere where my father’s
presence was felt. My mother
prepared his food, ironed his
clothes, and mentioned him
nonstop. When he returned late
at night, she was always waiting
for him with supper and she

served him hot tea to keep him
awake as he learned. 

“We never saw displays of
emotion between them but their
love filled the entire house. He
treated her like a queen and she
treated him like a king. It was a
close relationship with a real
inner dignity.”

Describe your home, how did
it run on a daily basis?

Ruth: “The house was always
full of people. My mother’s
hospitality was remarkable.
Whoever walked in was given the
royal treatment and was
immediately offered food and
drink. There was always a
listening ear. Many people came

to consult with my father. Since
there were no telephones, they
just showed up. If he wasn’t
home that day, they slept over or
at least had a meal.

“On Shabbasos we never
made Kiddush until my brothers
returned from giving out hot
food to old, childless people. 

“It’s not that our financial
situation at home was good. It
was always hard, but we never
felt it. There was an atmosphere
of abundance. 

“My mother’s acts of chesed
were daily fare. I remember that
my father arranged a special
project to distribute clothing to
the needy. The clothing was

donated by people abroad and
came to our house where my
mother sorted them.”

Many important people met at
the Mizrachi home because of R’
Yaakov’s public positions, yet the
house always retained its
simplicity. Simplicity was a
source of pride for them. They
remained in that old, big house
that didn’t even have windows
and shutters. When R’ Yaakov
suggested to Chaviva that they
move to a new and better home,
she didn’t find it necessary. She
wasn’t immersed in material
things. Her children’s chinuch
and the conduct in the home
were more important to her.

Rochel: “The fact that we
belonged to an ‘illustrious’ family
was not something we ever used
in order to get what we wanted.
My father always said that we
had to learn to manage on our
own. When it came to helping
other Jews though, he didn’t
hesitate to use his connections. 

“The refinement and modesty
that our parents demanded of us
did not derive from our social
status but from our being
children of G-d. I remember how
strange it was for me to feel the
looks of admiration girls sent my
way in school because my father
was a Knesset member.”

“The fact that we belonged to an ‘illustrious’
family was not something we ever used in order to
get what we wanted. My father always said that
we had to learn to manage on our own. When it
came to hellping other Jews though, he didn’t
hesitate to use his connections.” 



The world of Lubavitch was
stunned, yet again, at news of
another tragedy. Hashem has
plucked another flower from among
us. Many had questions – How?
Why? But then, people realized that
this is not the way of Chassidim.
Chassidim don’t ask why, as the
Chassidic vort goes on the words,
“lama yomru ha’goyim” – the goyim
are the ones who ask why. 

What can we learn from what
happened and more particularly,
what can we learn from Sari, as the
Rebbe emphasized, “the living shall
take it to heart,” in order to
immortalize her in our hearts until
the prophecy of “arise and sing,
those who dwell in the dust” is
fulfilled?

When I took on this difficult
assignment of writing about Sari,
her friends helped me with the
details, because I knew the main
information since I knew Sari
personally. 

I recently met Sari in 770.
Whenever I saw her, perhaps the
scenery changed and the location
was different, but there was one
constant: Sari’s heartwarming smile.
I never saw her without a big smile.

I spoke with her colleagues,
counselors for the Chernobyl
children project in Eretz Yisroel, and
they painted a picture of Sari for
me. What I saw on isolated
occasions was something they
experienced daily. Sari always had a
smile on her face. She was full of
Chassidic energy and this energy

radiated outward to others.
The life of a counselor working

on the Chernobyl project is not easy.
If we call B’nos Chabad and the
students in seminaries, the Rebbe’s
soldiers, then the counselors
working on the Chernobyl project
are the generals. 

Who would willingly volunteer to
take on a major responsibility, on
top of the burden of schoolwork,
and work in the dormitory with the
Chernobyl girls? 

Who would take on a project that
is almost impossible to carry
through? – to get up at six in the
morning, get herself ready, wake up
her girls (who aren’t happy to be
woken up), prepare sandwiches,
clothing and a schedule for them,
and send them on their way with a
kiss and a blessing for a good day,
and then run off to an exhausting
day at school. 

Who would dedicate their
afterschool time to deal with girls
with a variety of physical and
emotional problems, survivors of the
nuclear meltdown in Chernobyl,
prepare activities for them, console
them, encourage them, spur them
on, and serve as their mother and
father and psychologist?

Who would want, after heart-to-
heart conversations and putting
them to sleep, to sit down to hours
of work preparing for the next day?

The answer to all these
questions, you would say, is the elite
of the elite of B’nos Chabad. Is it a
coincidence that most of the

Chernobyl counselors are scattered
around the world serving as
shluchos in the Rebbe’s army?

Sari was one of them, the one
who wasn’t satisfied with caring only
for “her” girls. Sari was alert to
anything going on in the dormitory,
from the coordinator to the youngest
child. When Sari walked down the
hall and noticed someone who
needed attention, she would stop
and talk to her and did all she could
to fix the problem and make the
person smile. For Sari, Chassidishe
simcha was not just a hollow slogan
but life itself.

Sari moved on in life and became
a shlucha, alongside her husband,
Rabbi Dovid Rosen. R’ Rosen
founded and directs a Chabad
yeshiva in Maryland. Sari, in
addition to working in a school and
raising her children, took on the job
of cooking for the T’mimim. When
she was asked why she wasn’t
assisted by a professional cook, she
answered, “I don’t want the
bachurim to lack anything. I don’t
rely on anyone!”

On the Shabbos before her
passing, as she visited with the
Rosen family in Montreal, she told
her sister-in-law Miriam about her
plans for the summer – to go to
Eretz Yisroel with her children so
that her husband could throw
himself into his work at the yeshiva
without distractions. 

That was Sari: endless caring,
creativity, all in a Chassidishe spirit
suffused with a fiery faith in the
hisgalus of the Rebbe MH”M. On
that last Shabbos she took her baby
daughter and danced around the
table with her while singing “Yechi.”

Hashem’s ways are concealed
from us. Sari was taken from us in a
car accident. Her funeral took place
on her 27th birthday, 29 Nissan.
Her smile will continue to warm our
hearts until we see her once again
with the hisgalus of the Rebbe,
miyad mamash.

TRAGIC LOSS: 
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