




















conversation with the religious
people who happened to meet them
in a pizza store in India.

In the course of our
conversation it suddenly began to
pour. It looked like a monsoon, a
powerful rainfall that can last for
hours and sometimes for days.
They couldn’t leave, so we got into
a serious conversation. They said
they were studying with a certain
cult in a Tibetan monastery in the
area.

In the course of our long talk,
they were surprised to see that
religious people were able to listen
and make jokes. We explained that
the world’s religions are based on
the Torah and they are all cheap
imitations. They seemed interested
in what we had to say.

Before they left, we gave them
the address of the Chabad house. It
was still raining but they left. The
next day, they actually dropped in
to the Chabad house to say hello
and we took the opportunity and
gave them each an aliya to
celebrate their bar mitzvas.

While we waited in the pizza
store for the downpour to stop, an
English Jew walked in. He said that
at home in England he put on
t’fillin regularly, but some friends
told him that while traveling he did
not have to put on t’fillin. Naturally
we told him that that is not true
and said men are obligated to put
on t’fillin daily — even away from
home.

While he was putting on t’fillin,
someone walked into the store who
looked Indian. He gave us a long
look and then asked, somewhat
hesitantly, “Are you Jews?” When
we said Yes, he happily said, “Me
too.”

He said he lived a few hours
trip away from Dramsala. At some
point he realized that his mother lit
candles every Friday. When he
questioned her about this, she told
him they were Jewish and that Jews

had to do mitzvos, including
lighting candles every Friday.

One day there was an article in
the newspaper about the Jewish
outreach in Dramsala and his
mother became aware of Chabad’s
work in India. She advised her son
to travel to Dramsala. “When you
see people who look like the men in
this article, talk to them and tell
them that you are Jewish. They will
be happy to help you.”

His excitement was contagious
and he put on t’fillin as he cried. It
was then that I realized the
magnitude of our shlichus here, to
be mekarev these lost Jews to their
Father in heaven.

Before we could digest all this,
and two minutes after the Indian
Jew had finished his impassioned
prayer, another Jew walked in, a

middle-aged Israeli kibbutznik. He
said he was a dentist and five years
earlier he had come to India
searching for something. Since
then he had been taking courses in
a kind of ritual drumming involving
idols, r”l.

“You enter another world,” he
tried explaining to us. “At first,” he
said sort of apologetically, “I didn’t
say their prayers. But after a while
I said to myself, I don’t believe in it
anyway, so what do I care if I say
it. So that’s what I do.”

After we spoke to him for a
while, we suggested that he put on
t’fillin. He refused, as we expected,
and he said that it’s been 28 years
since he had last put on t’fillin.

I motioned to Mendele, my
friend, that he should take out the
t’fillin. And then, with the element

“In the morning you’re with them, and
in the evening you’re with us? Decide
who you are with, who you are praying
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undisguised rage.

They spoke quickly and with
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of surprise and without asking him,
I rolled up the guy’s sleeve and
began putting the t’fillin on him. I
didn’t care that it was done this
way, the main thing being that he
put on t’fillin. Maybe the light of
the mitzva would penetrate his
soul.

He realized that we had
spiritually-religiously kidnapped
him and he yelled in self-defense.
“Don’t put t’fillin on me!” He
protested but he didn’t actively
fend me off.

Suddenly, I saw his eyes darting
about the room, right and left, up
and down. “I’'m not saying any
prayer,” he announced. “Not Shma
Yisroel either.”

“No problem,” we told him.
“You don’t have to say anything.”

He suddenly became terrified.
“Quick!” he hissed. We could see
how a battle was being waged
within him between the forces of
evil and the forces of holiness. It
was clear to me that we were part
of a story of a hidden neshama. I
tried to accommodate him and do
things quickly.

Then, seemingly out of
nowhere, three Indians appeared.
“What are you doing?” they
shouted at him. I didn’t understand

“We tried to make ourselves a bar
mitzva outside of the kibbutz with a

ceremony that

included an aliya

la’Torah, etc., but our parents found out
about it and stopped us.”

what they were saying amongst
themselves, but I felt there was
danger here.

“l am praying,” he said softly.

“Then what are you doing
here?” they screamed at him
angrily. “In the morning you’re
with them, and in the evening
you’re with us? Decide who you
are with, who you are praying to?”
They spoke quickly and with
undisguised rage.

The Israeli mustered the
courage and in an emotional
though steady voice he said in
English, while pointing
heavenward, “I’m with Him. He is
my G-d!”

Then he turned to me and said,
“Now start over again and do it
properly and show me exactly what
I ought to say.” And there, while
wearing t’fillin, with moist and

reddened eyes, he renewed his
connection with G-d.

At that point, the Indians left.
Apparently these were his “friends”
from the cult of drummers.

I knew that we had been
participants in a G-dly mission and
had connected with a lost soul. You
could see the chain of instances of
“Divine Providence” that directs
each neshama to its Source.

That Shabbos was Parshas
Pinchas, which is his name. We
invited Pinchas to the Chabad
house and parted. He actually
came on Shabbos and participated
in the t’fillos, in high spirits.

We had the merit of bringing a
few Israelis to the Chabad house to
a yeshiva-type program. Many of
them have, by now, married and set
up Jewish homes and some are
even on shlichus.
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