






said, was reputed to have said that
it revived him.

Clearly, the Chassidim could
not keep the good news to
themselves. They had to find a way
to get the message out to the whole
country. A press release was sent
out to all the newspapers that, “A
special emissary of the Rebbe
arrived yesterday with a tape of the
Rebbe’s statement.”

Shortly afterward, the tape was
played on Israeli radio, and many
thousands were finally able to hear
an optimistic message containing
words of calm and reassurance,
along with the amazing guarantee
of a great salvation.

5
The unbelievable came to pass,

and the Six Day War, as it later
came to be known, went down in
history as a miraculous salvation of
the Jewish people in Eretz Yisroel.
The stunning victory, which had no
parallel in the history of modern
warfare, became a fact. Israel, not

only emerged unharmed, but the
IDF managed to take a great deal
of territory from the enemy: Gaza,
the Golan Heights, the entire Sinai
Desert up to the Suez Canal, and
many holy sites including the Old
City of Yerushalayim, Chevron,
Kever Rochel, among others.

The elevated spirits and
inspiration that gripped Jews of all
walks of life in Eretz Yisroel had
not been felt for generations. Many
Jews came closer to Torah and
mitzvos. Tens of thousands flooded
the holy sites, which had been
inaccessible for many years, in

order to pray and offer thanks to
Hashem.

Less than a month later, a huge
gathering of thanksgiving was held
in one of the main plazas in
Yerushalayim, attended by all of the
Torah leaders in Yerushalayim of
the time. Rabbi Yosef Wineberg
came as an emissary of the Rebbe
and was received with great
excitement. After all, it was his
initiative that had lifted some of the
fear and trepidation by bringing the
Rebbe’s uplifting message said on a
day of great salvations – Lag
B’Omer.

“I do not approve of the exaggerations and fear
mongering at all. Hashem should protect them
amongstt all of our brethren of the House of Israel
shlita, wherever they are, and especially in the
place wwhere ‘the eyes of Hashem, your G-d, are
upon it constantly.’”
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[Continued from last issue]

CONNECTION TO
LUBAVITCH

The Mizrachi family’s connection
to Lubavitch began back in 1929,
when R’ Yaakov was one of the
heads of the community who greeted

the Rebbe Rayatz at the train station
in Rechovot. The Rebbe waited there
for ten minutes for the next train.
Almost thirty years later, that brief
connection became a significant
connection, when R’ Zushe
Wilmovsky a”h (“the Partisan”)
arrived with a group of bachurim to

do mivtzaim in Rechovot on
Shabbos. R’ Yaakov was amazed at
the sight of those young bachurim
who faced the people in shul and
imparted to them words of emuna
and chizuk.

Rochel: “It fit with my father’s
goals, i.e. chareidi youth with pride
in being in Hashem’s army. He was
especially impressed by their proud
Jewish appearance – wearing their
tzitzis out, having peios and a beard.
Because of this encounter, he
arranged a delegation of
distinguished members of the
Sephardic community, along with a
minyan of Torah scholars, to visit
Yeshivas Tomchei T’mimim in Lud
for Shabbos. 

“My father sent my two older
brothers, Yosef and Binyamin, who
were bar mitzva at the time. They
listened closely to the shiurim of R’
Meilich Kaplan and R’ Shlomo
Greenwald. They were very excited
by the spirit of enthusiasm in the
yeshiva. By the end of Shabbos they
were convinced that this is where
they wanted to be. 

“From that point on, there was a
natural connection between our
family and Chabad, considering that
for generations our family followed
the customs of the Arizal. In any
case, we had been operating much
the same as a Chabad House for
years.”

R’ Yaakov went to 770 for the
first time for Yud-Tes Kislev. He
entered 770 in the middle of the
farbrengen and the Rebbe stopped
talking and looked in the direction of
the door. Everybody turned to look
and see who had arrived and after a
pause, the farbrengen continued.

R’ Yaakov had several private
audiences with the Rebbe, each of
them lasting half an hour. The
Rebbe inquired about his sons, who
corresponded with him over the
years until they came to see him.
Rabbanit Chaviva also went to the
Rebbe, for Yud Shvat 5748. When

My mother’s fear of Heaven permeated
everything she did. She lived everything
she taught us, which enabled us to adopt
her ways. Even during periods of great
tests, she preserved her spiritual, refined
heights, and this served as a guiding
light for us. * Profile of Rabbanit
Chaviva Mizrachi a”h a year after her
passing. * Part 2 of 2
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the Rebbe gave out dollars, she
asked that Moshiach be revealed
already and the Rebbe smiled,
answered amen, and blessed her.
The Rebbe asked her to go to the
office, where they would give her
$30, which she could distribute in
her city of Rechovot.

Ruth: “Our home constantly
lived and breathed the Rebbe. My
brothers learned in Tomchei
T’mimim, and were in touch with
the Rebbe by letter, and went to see
him whenever they could.”

TZNIUS AND YIRAS
SHAMAYIM 

Chaviva and Yaakov led their
home firmly on the pillars of
modesty and fear of Heaven. They
required their children to behave as
royalty does, and high spiritual
standards prevailed. Rabbanit
Chaviva zealously watched over her
children so they wouldn’t be caught
by the winds of modernity that blew
through the streets. 

On the one hand, she was soft
and loving; on the other hand, she
was strong and a leader. She was a
woman with very clear principles
and consequently, her chinuch was
very “organized.”

Rochel: “When we played in the
yard, she would sit in the entrance
to make sure we wouldn’t go out
and play with other children who
were not being raised as we were.
Tznius was a subject dear to her
heart. When she was asked by the
Bais Yaakov school whether she was
happy that her daughters attended
this school, she answered
unhesitatingly, ‘No, unfortunately, I
am disappointed because in our
home we are particular about having
sleeves down to the hands, while you
allow three-quarter length sleeves.’

“Tznius was demanded of us not
only with regard to our clothing but
also in how we conducted ourselves.
My father would not tolerate loud
voices or boisterous laughter. When

the girls’ table on Shabbos could be
heard at the men’s table, it was
enough for my father to say, ‘A-t-z-i-
l-u-t’ (refinement), and it was quiet
once again.

“My mother’s yiras Shamayim is
hard to describe in words. It
permeated everything she did. She
lived whatever she taught us, which
enabled us to adopt her ways. Even
during challenging times, she
preserved her spiritual, refined level.
This served as a guiding light for
us.”

Can you give us an example of
her yiras Shamayim?

Rochel: “We saw the depths of
her faith and yiras Shamayim during
the Yom Kippur War. Her son, my
brother Dovid, went straight from
the prayers of this holiest of days to
the frontlines. Although he wasn’t
called up, he couldn’t bear the
thought of remaining at home while
the Jewish people were in danger. 

“We didn’t hear from him for a
month, until my father went up
north every day to look for him.
Every evening he would return with
tales of horror of the sights he saw.
My mother was terrified that Dovid
fell into Syrian captivity. When my
father finally brought home the
tragic news that my brother had
been burnt to death in a tank, my
mother raised her hands towards
Heaven and said, ‘Fortunate is he
that he merited to die for the
holiness of the land! His place is in
the upper Gan Eden. I brought 16
souls into the world. I don’t have to
give an accounting for this soul.’

“We were stunned by her
strength. My brother was survived
by his young wife and two little
children. Already in the week of
Shiva, my father promised to find
her another husband when the year
of mourning was over. For this year,
she lived with my parents, and my
mother was absolutely devoted to
her. 

“When the year was up, my

father found her a wonderful
shidduch and the chuppa took place
at the rabbonut of Rechovot. Who
went around with her at the
chuppa? My mother, since her
mother could not bear to do so.”

At the Mizrachi home, they
fulfilled Torah and mitzvos with
unusual chayus. Rabbanit Chaviva
educated the children in this way
from a very young age. She was a
role model, in her behavior. The
k’dusha she instilled in the home
was expressed in the smallest details
of life, yet she displayed infinite
strength.

HER GRANDCHILDREN
TALK ABOUT HER

After R’ Yaakov passed away,
Ruth, who had married not long
before that, moved with her husband
Efraim and their baby daughter,
Michal, to live with Savta Chaviva.
Ruth and Efraim and their 14
children lived in the same house as
the grandmother, three generations
of unity and love.

Chaviva was a second mother to
her grandchildren. I sat with Michal,
Ruth’s oldest daughter, so she could
tell me her memories of her beloved
grandmother. The rest of the family
went about their business, but the
moment the stories began to flow,
they gathered around me and joined
in. 

All of them had memories of her
– the oldest ones, who are married
already with children of their own,
and the youngest, currently in
elementary school. Chaviva’s spirit
in the home was obvious, especially
in the hearts of all the family
members.

“Savta raised us just like her
children. She put so much into us
and into our chinuch. Every
morning she would wake us up at
6:45, make sure we washed our
hands, davened and said Birkat
HaMazon. She would get us ready
and at 7:30 we were ready, like on



parade, the girls with their braids,
each with their sandwich. We went
off to school as she sang in the
background.

“The house was full of her
presence. She had her seat in the
entrance to the kitchen, and from
there, she supervised the entire
house. Whoever saw her was
immediately assigned a job.
Sometimes, we hid so as not to be
recruited, but if she didn’t see one of
us for a while, she would call out,
‘Devorah Leah, where are you?’ She
didn’t understand our need for rest
and always asked us in amazement,
‘What – is it Shabbos morning
now?!’

“One of her favorite pastimes
was sitting with us in the yard. She
would seat us on small, plastic chairs

and peel oranges for us. Sometimes,
she would take out a large wicker
tray and would check green beans or
okra on it. As she did so, she sang
songs for us and told us stories.
Those were magical childhood
moments for us.

“Savta Chaviva had tremendous
life experience. Relatives and friends
would call her from all over the
country and the world in order to
get her advice about chinuch and
raising children, her homemade
remedies that always worked, and
even for how to get out tough stains.

“She was a diligent and
organized person, in a way that’s
difficult to describe. Her work
around the house was never done.
She cooked, washed dishes, bathed

us, helped us with our homework,
did laundry, and of course she hung
it the length of the courtyard. We
could never measure up to her
standard of folding the laundry; it
could easily have passed military
inspection.

“Savta often told us how they
used to have to do everything
themselves. There were no washing
machines or freezers. If she wanted
to cook meat for Saba, he had to
slaughter the chicken in the yard.
What drove her crazy was how,
despite all our modern-day
conveniences, people were still lazy.”

THE PASSING OF THE
RIGHTEOUS

Because of Chaviva’s yiras
Shamayim and strong faith, many

people would come for her blessing,
whether before an important court
case, or if someone was sick. A man
from the community who didn’t
have children would come to paint
our house every year in exchange for
her bracha. 

At a certain point, he decided
that he wanted to get her guarantee
that he would have children. Before
very long, he and his wife were
blessed with triplets! This is just one
story out of many that can be told.
The amazing thing is that she
concealed all the great things she
did, with her modesty and her daily
routine. Outsiders could have
mistaken her for a simple woman;
only someone who was close to her
could understand and see her

greatness.
Ruth: “In her passing, the

strength of my mother’s character
was revealed in a powerful way. On
Friday of Chol HaMoed Pesach
5762, she began to feel weakness
and a tingling sensation in her legs.
Within a few hours, her condition
had deteriorated and she was
paralyzed up till her chest. We had
to bring her Shabbos candles to her
bed. The change was so quick that it
was odd for us to think of her as
someone who was disabled. 

“On Motzaei Shabbos, we went
to the hospital and were told that
she had experienced a spinal clot
and they kept her there a few days
for observation. On Shvii shel
Pesach, the nurse went to her room
and saw her sitting in bed and
drinking cup after cup. Four cups of
wine! As a woman who had had
several heart attacks, alcohol wasn’t
exactly recommended by her
doctors! When the nurse yelled at
her, she smiled and said, ‘This is the
Seudat Moshiach and you can only
gain health and redemption from it.
There’s nothing to worry about.’

“She underwent four years of
hospitalization and suffering, which
she accepted with emuna and love.
Even during the most difficult
periods, she didn’t stop praising
Hashem. Nothing changed. In
certain ways, she even became
stronger.

“During one of her
hospitalizations, I saw in her file that
it said she did not communicate.
When I asked what this meant, they
told me that whenever they asked
her how she was, she answered,
‘Everything is fine, thank G-d.’ I
came and begged her to at least tell
them how she felt, but she insisted,
‘Everything is fine. Whoever thinks
otherwise has a problem.’”

On Monday, 22 Teives 5766,
Ruth’s son called her in order to find
out when she was coming home.
After quizzing him a bit, she realized

My mother raised her hands towards Heaven and
said, “Fortunate is he that he merited to die for
the hholiness of the land! His place is in the upper
Gan Eden. I brought 16 souls into the world. I
don’t  have to give an accounting for this soul.”



that her mother was the one who
wanted to know. Something told her
that she had to hurry home.

Ruth: “When I got there, I went
to see how she was doing and she
told me that she was fine. She
asked me to sit down, eat, and
relax. When I was done, I went over
to her again and she asked me to
call her siblings and all my siblings,
so they could come and say
goodbye.

“I tried to find out whether she
had had a dream or had gotten
some kind of instructions from
Above. She said she hadn’t. I
wandered around the house for
fifteen minutes without doing
anything. I wanted to get out of this
bizarre, and even frightening, task
that I had been given. 

“She called me again and told
me, in a quiet voice, ‘Ruth, there
are two ways of parting from the
world. The way that I am
suggesting is that you inform
everyone and this way we get to
meet and see one another, bless one
another, and have a good feeling of
achdus and love. So that when it
[i.e., her passing] happens, it will
be accepted with joy and nachas,
since this is the way of the world.

“‘I am already sated with life and
full with nachas; I enjoyed them, I
ate, I loved. I bless you that you
have as pleasurable and complete a
life as I have had. If you do not
choose this way, it will happen
suddenly and then you will have to
inform everybody of the unpleasant
news. How will you feel then?
Which do you prefer?’

“I didn’t need more than that. I
immediately called everybody, and
within fifteen minutes, they began
to show up. It was a most unique
goodbye party. They all came, and
I’m talking about hundreds of
people – uncles and aunts, brothers
and sisters, nieces and nephews,
grandchildren, great-grandchildren,
great-great-grandchildren. 

“From Monday afternoon until
Tuesday morning, they all stood in
line in order to receive my mother’s
blessing. She found the right words
for each person. These were
moments when ruach ha’kodesh
rested upon her. The house was
completely enveloped in an
atmosphere of achdus and elevation. 

“Throughout the week, people
continued coming to see her. On
Friday, she said to me in surprise,
‘I’m so ashamed. I didn’t think they
would really all come. I put them
out, with all the children and babies,
to come all this way!’”

On Wednesday, Ruth went to
Yerushalayim with her husband. At
eight in the evening, she got a
hysterical phone call from her
children. They told her, “Savta says
it’s over and she is just waiting for

you.” They immediately headed for
Rechovot. Throughout the trip they
were in touch with the house until,
at a certain point, Chaviva asked to
speak with Ruth.

Ruth: “I was afraid to speak to
her since I didn’t know what state
she was in. I heard her weak voice
on the line, ‘Ruth, I’m waiting for
you. I so much want to say shalom
and thank you for all you’ve done
for me.’ She didn’t stop blessing us,
and she said at least if it happened
before we arrived, she would know
that she blessed my husband and
me personally. I could hear her
voice weakening.

“I called all my siblings and
when we arrived in Rechovot, the
house was full of people. I ran
straight to her and hugged her and

she continued to bless me and then
Efraim, and everybody stood
around and cried. After speaking to
a doctor, we decided there was no
reason to take her to the hospital. 

“Along with all the strong
emotions that we felt, we also
sensed her mighty emuna in the
Creator. She was literally bound to
Him in the process of her leaving
this world. There was so much
holiness in the house in those days,
that all felt that Moshiach could
come at any moment.”

Slowly, the guests dispersed and
the house was quiet once again. It
was a peculiar situation, in which
we all waited, but nothing
happened. The next morning, Ruth
said gaily to Chaviva, “See! The Evil
Inclination is playing games with
us. You are destined for eternal
life!” She herself was amazed that
Chaviva was still alive. 

“She lived for another month
and a half, with ups and downs. On
Purim, she participated in our
Purim seuda and the next day she
lost consciousness and passed away
five days later. We were all there
with her except for one brother,
who could not make it from outside
the country. 

“The funeral took place the
same day. Our parting from her was
just as she envisioned it, with unity,
love, and beauty. We were all
prepared for it.”

Two weeks after Chaviva’s
passing, a friend of the family came
to visit who hadn’t been in the
house for twenty years. He stood in
the entrance to the courtyard and
couldn’t utter a word, he was so
amazed. After a few minutes he
said, ‘Od Yaakov Chai.’ Everything
here continues just as it did when
Yaakov Mizrachi lived here.”

That is how the Mizrachi family
feels today. In many ways, Savta
Chaviva is still with them. Some of
them even claim to hear her calling
them occasionally...

On the one hand, she
was soft and loving; on
the other hand, she was
strong and a leader. 



THE LARGEST
INTELLIGENCE SYSTEM

IN THE WORLD
A few weeks ago I got a phone

call from a shliach in the US. He
wanted information about the
parents of a member of a kibbutz as
to whether they had converted
halachically or not. 

Last week, I got a call from the
north of the country. A mekurav of

his met someone who said he was a
mekubal and wrote kameos from
Beit Shaan. Was he really a
mekubal? 

Of course, both callers were
provided with the information they
needed.

Now, with preparations for Lag
B’Omer underway, shluchim consult
with one another regarding
performers and shows for their

rallies, and they can be sure that
they will get the information they
need.

There are shluchim who know
about the power of unity, who have
even perfected the approach. I
recently got an envelope from the
Chabad house in Poona, India. The
shliach, Rabbi Betzalel Kupchik, sent
me a list of all the people who visited
his Chabad house who came from
the Beit Shaan area. Obviously, with
a list like that, we can keep up a
connection with mekuravim, and the
results will soon follow be”H.

CHABAD IS A
WORLDWIDE
MOVEMENT

The following is a story that I
heard from Rabbi Menashe Altheus,
shliach in Kiryat Tivon. A woman
called him about her pressing
problem. Her daughter was in India
and in another two weeks she would
be in Thailand for a week on her
way to Japan. She wanted to send
her daughter a bundle of clothes that
weighed ten kilograms (22 lbs.). Did
the Chabad house in Kiryat Tivon
know how she could do that?

At first R’ Altheus thought of
telling her that a Chabad house is
not a post office, but on second
thought he pondered the teaching of
the Baal Shem Tov – that a soul
might come down here for seventy
or eighty years in order to do a favor
for another Jew. He said to the
woman, “I would be happy to help
you but I don’t know how. Perhaps
you could leave your phone number
and if I think of something, I’ll give
you a call.”

R’ Altheus hung up and received
another phone call, this one from his
brother in Cholon. After speaking
briefly, his brother in Cholon called
his brother-in-law, Rabbi Nechemia
Wilhelm, shliach in Thailand, and it
turned out that one of the shluchim
from Thailand, Rabbi Eliezer

The shluchim are like one big family, and every
shliach knows that he has a highly reliable
network  of intelligence throughout the country
and the world to enable him to find out whatever
he needs to  know. * A few stories from the lives of
shluchim that illustrate the unity among
shluchim.
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OF THE

SHLUCHIM
By Rabbi Yaakov Shmuelevitz, Shliach Beit Shaan



Ashkenazi, was in Eretz Yisroel that
day. He was returning to Thailand in
two days and he could take the
package.

R’ Altheus called the woman back
and gave her R’ Ashkenazi’s phone
number and two days later the
package was on its way to her
daughter, to the amazement and
delight of her parents.

Till this day the parents don’t
stop thanking him and expressing
their amazement about the incredible
organization and connections within
Chabad. They are in touch with
what is going on at the Chabad
houses in Kiryat Tivon and the Beit
Shaan valley.

DEALING WITH CROOKS 
Sometimes unity among

shluchim is needed to see the prayer
that is said each day fulfilled, “save
us…from an evil occurrence…” As is
well-known, every Chabad house has
a hidden magnet (whose source,
apparently, is the main magnet
located in 770) which attracts all
sorts of eccentrics and characters. In
our years of experience, we know
that it sometimes goes beyond
eccentrics and mental cases to
outright crooks who try to take
advantage of the shluchim’s largesse.

One day, about twenty years ago,
a man about 50 years of age entered
the Chabad house with a fascinating
tale: “I am Moshe Shochet, a farmer
from Petach Tikva. I regularly
donate boxes of fruits and vegetables
to yeshivos and to the needy. I’m an
old friend of Chabad. I knew R’
Moshe Segal, who served in Etzel
and his son, R’ Yeshavam from Kfar
Chabad, etc. etc. 

“I came to visit Yitzchok Lish,
manager of a motor factory Beit
Shaan, but I see that I have lost my
wallet and I have no money to get
back home. Could you lend me fifty
shekel? Here’s my phone number
and the number of my daughter, and
as soon as I get home, I’ll mail you

the money. And whenever you like,
come and take cases of fruit from
my orchards.”

I wrote down the phone
numbers, gave him fifty shekel and
waited for the money in the mail.
When a week went by, I called the
numbers but the people who
answered never heard of Moshe
Shochet. It was a fraud and I had
been fooled.

I spoke to some fellow shluchim
and discovered that this guy had
found an easy way to make money,
and he was doing it all over. After
consulting with some of the victims,
I decided to trap him. I sent a letter
“to all directors of Chabad houses in
Eretz Yisroel,” saying, “If a person
like this and thus comes and tells
you a story like this, please be
careful and inform me as soon as
possible.” 

I made dozens of copies
according to the number of Chabad
houses there were at the time, and
thanks to the generosity of Merkaz
Tzeirei Chabad, the page was

included in the weekly mailing that
went to all Chabad houses. A week
later, everybody knew about the guy
and my plan.

A few weeks went by and I got a
phone call from a family in Migdal
HaEmek. “We knew the rogue. He
comes here from time to time, each
time with another story. Things
disappear from the house after each
visit. He’s here tonight.”

I immediately went to Migdal
HaEmek and surprised “Mr.
Shochet” with harsh words for all
his misdeeds and under pressure he
returned my fifty shekels. He also
stopped bothering his host family.
That’s how, with the cooperation of
the shluchim, we got rid of a serial
pest.

RETURNING THE
STOLEN GOODS

On another occasion I found out
about another fraud. He would go to
different Chabad houses, buy some
pairs of t’fillin worth thousands of
shekels, and pay with postdated



checks with a fraudulent name and
an address in Beit Shaan. All his
checks bounced, one after the other,
while he went and sold the t’fillin
and pocketed the money. 

When several shluchim told me
about this, and it was clear he was a
clever swindler, one of the victims
decided he would repay him in kind.
He called the thief and asked to buy
some t’fillin. They arranged to meet
at the Megiddo junction. The victim
brought along tough helpers and
when the thief showed up, they
divested him of all the goods he
wanted to sell. They didn’t give him

any money, of course, and they
warned him that for his own good,
he had better cease and desist…

Till this day, I haven’t heard any
further complaints about him.

IN CONCLUSION
The world says Chabad has three

important qualities, and it is thanks
to these qualities that Chabad is
successful: 1) Chabad always has
lots of money for their work, 2)
Chabad always has enough
manpower to organize and
implement their activities, and 3)

Chabad is always punctual; they are
always ready on time and arrive
wherever they’re supposed to be,
punctually.

The truth is, it’s just the
opposite! There’s never any money.
There’s never enough manpower.
And there are always delays.
Nevertheless, with the kochos and
blessings of the Rebbe, we are
successful despite our shortcomings.

On this optimistic note, we can
hope that all Chabad Chassidim do
all that they can to bring Moshiach
Tzidkeinu now!
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