


know that some people will
immediately attack me. Perhaps, to
some extent, they are right since we
need to follow Aharon’s example,
“and Aharon was silent.” But on
several occasions we heard the
Rebbe repeat the Rambam’s warning
in Hilchos Taanis, that someone who
says, regarding tzaros, “it happens,”
will experience additional tzaros. We
therefore have no choice but to cry
out to our thousands of shluchim:

You see that this isn’t a local
issue, but a terrible danger for Jews
wherever they are, and especially to
the “soldiers of the house of Dovid”
who are on the front lines of the war
for the revelation of Moshiach.
Therefore, acknowledge that this is
everyone’s problem, no matter
where we are!

We must start an
uncompromising war in which the
thousands of shluchim around the
world participate, each one exerting
his influence on those people who
set policy or have an influence on
those who set policy in Eretz Yisroel

and abroad. The message must be:
do not speak to Arabs about giving
up even an inch of Israel.

Our brothers’ blood cries out to
us. Setting up Jewish libraries,
arranging new shiurim, encouraging
women to light Shabbos candles and
learning Mishnayos in their
memories are all important, but even
more important is ensuring that
more blood is not spilled! And let
us not forget the stories we
constantly read about shluchim and
T’mimim being brutally attacked in
Germany, Ukraine etc.

Melech HaMoshiach fights the
wars of Hashem with the “soldiers
of the house of Dovid.” Let us all
join this war, which is waged on
every continent. Every shliach
should send an official letter of
protest a week to the President,
Prime Minister, Foreign Minister,
governor, senators, congressman
etc. of his country or state, and to
the Prime Minister, Defense
Minister and Foreign Minister in
Eretz Yisroel. The letters should

state our opposition to discussing
the establishment of a Palestinian
state, the freeing of terrorists, and
the opening of the country before
our enemies which endangers Jews
everywhere. All possible connections
should be used for this holy purpose
which affects every shliach
personally.

Just as shluchim are presently
busy with the natural protective
measures to secure their Chabad
houses, so too and even more so
should offices be opened to
coordinate activities for shleimus
ha’Aretz which are actually
activities for the protection and
security of all the shluchim,
wherever they live.

May we soon be able to
announce victory in the war against
Amalek. That is the only way we will
know we have made amends for the
loss of the precious shluchim and
the others who were murdered, who
became the most recent “sacrifices
for peace.”




terror in bombay

‘THEY GAVE
EVERYTHING
THEY HAD’

Reflections from Shlomo Schwer, 45,
born in France but living in Eretz
Yisroel the past 30 years. During the
past four years that business trips had
brought him to India, he became very

close
Rebbetzin Rivki.

R. Shlomo shared some
indelible memories Thursday
with the Holtzman and
Rosenberg families during a
Shiva call in Afula, and later
shared some of his unforgettable
experiences with Beis Moshiach:

The Rabbi had a smile you
could never say No to, even
though he would never ask you
for anything... They once asked
me to bring matza, but even that
was not for them; it was for the
community. Whenever I received
an e-mail from them or phone
call it was to ask how I was and
what was happening with me.

When they installed the
internet system, they wanted it
wireless, so that anyone could use
their own computer. Once, I
heard a conversation between the
computer technician and the Rav.
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with Rabbi

Gavriel and

When the tech explained that it
was important to install a
password so that the computer
system could be protected from
outsiders, the Rav asked, “What
if ’'m not here?” The technician
told him that he could put the
password on a piece of paper on
the computer, and the Rav asked,
“And what if it falls on the floor
and they can’t find it?” He was
so concerned that every last
person should be able to use the
computer when needed, that he
decided not to have the protective
password installed.

Rav Gaby welcomed everyone,
Jews as well as Gentiles,
especially on Passover and the
chagim, when guests would come
with a non-Jewish spouse or
friend. He would welcome
everybody with a huge smile.

My very first time I came to
the Chabad House in Bombay
four years ago, I called to ask if I
could come and how much he
charged. He said just come. |
asked again, and he answered,
just come, we’ll talk about it
Motzaei Shabbos. After Shabbos |
asked again, and he explained
that they don’t ask for pay, but if
he wanted to make a donation it
was up to me.

The moment you crossed the
gate, you felt at home, that you
were coming home because you
had a home there. They were one
of a kind.

As the tragic news broke, my
friend from Bombay tried to
update me and at 2 in the
afternoon he called to tell me the
Rabbi and his wife were safe. You
don’t know India, how things can
be such a mess and there was a
lot of misinformation. This
friend, who isn’t Jewish, met the
Rabbi twice and he has been so
much impressed by these people.
He thanks G-d for the privilege
to have know them.

Shabbos evenings were very
sweet over there, they would go
from one guest to another. The
Rebbetzin usually made her
challot Friday morning, but one
time a guest had to travel and so
that Thursday night, she made
special challot and loaded the
guest with wine, chocolates, and
many Shabbos delicacies.

I talked with Rivka many
times. They had almost no
permanent friends there, everyone
always came and went. [t must
have been so hard. We can’t even
imagine. And the building is in
one of the worst slums in
Bombay.

On Friday nights, the Rabbi
and his guests went to the
Blue synagogue to daven in order
to support the minyan there. It



was about a 20-minute walk. On
the way back from shul, the
Rabbi would just disappear, and
five, ten minutes later he would
appear with guests, and no one
knew where he had picked them
up!

The Rabbi provided all the
other areas of India with kosher
meat. At first, he was shechting
on an island about three miles
from Bombay. Every Sunday he
would go there and send the
chickens over. Later he found a
place for that in Bombay.

You can go on and on but the
main thing is giving, that’s all he
was about, a life of devotion to
others, from a simple smile —
they gave everything they had...

Since Friday afternoon I
haven’t stopped crying, hoping
I’'m going to wake up from the
nightmare. | can’t imagine life
without Rabbi Holtzberg.

Right now, it would be very
difficult for me to think of going
back to India, Currently I don’t
have a project there. But there
was one thing he talked about
with me for several months. He
wanted to keep a date base for
people looking for businesses and
contacts. I am planning to work
on that.

I’'m closer to G-d then
ever...for the first time in my life
I’m trying to understand what
G-d wants from me...

You can go on
and on but the
main thing is
giving. That’s all
he was about, a
life of devotion to
others, from a
simple smile —
they gave
everything they
had...
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AT THE LEVAYA OF THE K’DOSHIM:

“Moishele, Moishele. You have no mother. You
have no father. You will never have a mother to say
Shma with you. You will never know your mother to
hold you. But you are the child of all of Chabad...the
child of Am Yisroel! We will raise you as our own. You
will grow to be the finest!”

How many times during the levaya in Kfar Chabad
Tuesday of Rabbi Gavriel and Rivky Holtzberg, did
these words come in shries and cries from the depths
of the family members and rabbanim? They shook
everyone to the core. How can anyone even grasp the
pain and the nightmare that this family went through?
The torture and the deaths of those so dear to
Hashem, to the Rebbe, to Am Yisroel, to every soul
they ever came in contact with in their short lives?

ABBA, ABBA!? ... IMA?! EIFO IMA?!

“We (all of Chabad) are like little Moishele,” said
one speaker. “We are crying, Rebbe! Rebbe! Eifoh Ata!
Hashem, Hashem, AD MASAI?! AD MASAI?! AD
MASAI?!”

“But this was Kislev?! Chag HaGeula! Chag shel
Chanuka! Yes, two-year-old Moishele — ushered, in
his blood-soaked pants, out of the house of terror by
his Indian nanny, who didn’t take her own life into
account by her heroic deed, is the Chanuka miracle,
the little cruse of oil that will light the entire world...
The Moshe that was rescued from death in the Nile
that Paro would have wished upon him.”

Gavriel’s father asked if there was something, a
little something the couple had left behind in the
Chabad House, something personal, maybe a picture,
a memento... They asked the nanny, “Is there anything
special that belonged to Rivkie and Gaby? The nanny

couldn’t give them an answer. Perplexed, she answered
the family members; “They had no private possessions.
There was nothing that was theirs. Whatever they had
was shared with the community. They themselves had
nothing...nothing.”

skdek

Memories from those who visited the Chabad
House of Bombay have been pouring in from all
corners of the world. It was announced by leaders of
the Chabad shluchim’s office that a family has already
donated money to rebuild the Chabad House in
Bombay. Before the burning embers even died out, this
was decided, and this was established. And the family
would personally see to it that this very Chanuka, the
lights would be kindled in Bombay! And that Moishe’le
would grow to continue his parent’s service.

Ten terrorists wreaked havoc and death, turning an
entire world upside down. Ten terrorists! We know
from the number 10 — this minyan of evil...So how
much power will it have if hundreds, thousands,
infused light into the world... We will not win with
Ak47s rifles and grenades... We will win by spreading
the light of Torah and mitzvot...by complete unity and
achdus starting within Chabad and emanating
outwards — with never again the slightest scent of
machlokes.

Pledges of tz’deka and the acceptance of Torah and
mitzvos, even a small but additional undertaking,
have already reverberated around the world. This IS
the final push into the Geula. Why should Moishele
wait until he grows older to see his parents again?
Why should we grow older before we see the Rebbe?

Moishele, Moishele — you taught us not to be
consoled...not even by a candy or a toy basketball...

ABBA! ABBA! ABBBA! ABBBBBA! EIFOH ATAH!
EIFOH! ABBBBBBBBBA. IMMMMAAAAAAAAA!

These are the battle cries that will lead us into
Geula.
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CAMERA SHY

By Nosson Avrohom
Translated By Michoel Leib Dobry

The camera had suddenly — without
warning — stopped working just at the
moment that I needed it the most. How

could I return to Eilat without any
photos of the Rebbe? I shuddered at the
very thought.

A little less than two years ago,
the Photo Booth store of Eilat
photographer Binyamin Gamlieli
closed its doors for the last time.
There’s no one in Eilat who isn’t
familiar with this store, especially
with its owner, the smiling and
beloved figure of Benny Gamlieli.
It’s no wonder that the local weekly
newspaper dedicated its front page
picture and story to the store
closing. In a wide-ranging interview
with the paper, Gamlieli told about
his public activities, focusing upon
the store and his extensive
professional work.

When the reporter asked, “When
did you take the most meaningful
photograph in your life?” Mr.
Gamlieli replied: “Three pictures
moved me deeply: The first was
during Menachem Begin’s historic
visit to Eilat. The entire city was
excited by the honor, and I
photographed him on behalf of the
City of Eilat. The second was
during the Israel-Jordan treaty
signing at the Eilat-Aqaba border
with King Hussein, Prime Minister
Yitzchak Rabin, and President Bill
Clinton. This picture was also taken

Mr. Benny
Gamlieli afteg
davening
Shacharis in 770

for the City of Eilat. The third
picture was the most thrilling one in
my life — when I traveled with Rabbi
Shimon Eisenbach to the
Lubavitcher Rebbe and
photographed him in the beis
midrash among thousands of
chassidim.”

I met Benny Gamlieli last week
in Eilat. He has changed his
profession from photographer to
tour guide for local tourists,
working in his free time on his
doctorate thesis on the subject of
Yemenite Jewry. His friendship with
Rabbi Shimon Eisenbach, one of the
Rebbe’s shluchim in Eilat and the
rav of the city’s Shachmon
neighborhood, has continued and
strengthened, becoming extremely
close over the years. They learn



together b’chavrusa every week.
Benny returned to Eretz Yisroel
from his visit to the Rebbe with
twenty stunning and exclusive
pictures. The best of them adorn the
walls of numerous homes in Eilat
and the surrounding area, and not
just of Chabad chassidim and their
supporters.

A HEARTSTOPPING
MOMENT AND A CAMERA
THAT WOULDN’T WORK

“Rabbi Eisenbach would visit my
photo shop in order to put t'fillin on
with me and to talk about different
subjects in Judaism. At every
opportunity, he would mention the
Lubavitcher Rebbe and tell me that I
must join him for a trip to 770,
adding a variety of special stories
and descriptions of the greatness of
the Rebbe. Through my work I had
heard a lot about the Rebbe and his
unique spiritual strengths, even from
people who are not considered
Chabad chassidim, and one day I
decided to accept his invitation.
Shortly before Chaf-Beis Shvat,
5751, when Rabbi Eisenbach came
to me and tried to convince me to
come with him, I happily agreed.

“I was most curious to meet once
and for all the Rebbe I had heard so
much about. At the time, I was at
the height of my photography
career, and I decided that if I'm
already taking a break from my work
and traveling to the Rebbe, I should
at least take my camera, which I
never go anywhere without, so that I
can return home with a few pictures
of the Rebbe. This way, I could also
write an article in the local magazine
about my visit. I thought that if |
would write an unabashedly
enthusiastic article, it would surely
have an influence. In fact, people
would view my article as being more
objective than an article written by
Rabbi Eisenbach or the city’s chief
rabbi, Rabbi Hecht, as many of the
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readers would suspect them of
biased journalism.

“With every passing day bringing
me closer to my trip to the Rebbe,
the level of excitement in my heart
grew. | was extremely interested to
find out what I was to encounter.

“I arrived in the Rebbe’s
neighborhood — Crown Heights —
before Maariv on a Thursday
evening. How surprised I was to
meet Rabbi Yair Hadaya, the son of
our city’s Sephardic rabbi, there.

“This was not my first visit to the
United States. I had previously
stayed in New York on a mission for

Rabbi Shimon Eisenbach

the Jewish Agency. But when 1
arrived at 770, and I saw the
throngs of chassidim and others
from all walks of Jewish life, I asked
myself: How is it that I didn’t visit
770 before?

“The next day, Friday, I prepared
to go with Rabbi Eisenbach and
Rabbi Yair Hadaya to the Rebbe’s
house on President Street for
Shacharis. Before we went over
there, I requested that we take a
group picture in front of 770. 1

thought this would be a very
appropriate photograph for the
article that I would write upon my
return to Eilat — a picture showing
the son of the city’s Sephardic rabbi,
one of the local Chabad House
shluchim, and myself. After we took
the picture, we rushed into the
Rebbe’s house to daven.

“Not everyone could get into the
house due to the limited space; only
guests and other important
individuals were allowed in. Since
we were guests, we were privileged
to enter. When I saw the Rebbe
coming down the stairs from the
house’s upper floor towards the
living room area for Shacharis, my
heart almost stopped.

“This was a moment that I will
never forget. Everything was
crowded, with the chassidim
standing very close together. But
when the Rebbe came in, total
silence reigned in the house. The
Rebbe’s beard, his eyes, his holy
countenance left me stunned for
several seconds. The Rebbe
continued walking toward his place
with quick steps, quite
uncharacteristic for a man of such
an advanced age. As | was marveling
that I was so privileged to be here, 1
noticed that the Rebbe was looking
at me. I could see the Rebbe’s
piercing eyes and his serious
expression.

“This entire episode lasted
several seconds. I quickly recovered,
reminding myself that I am also here
essentially to do an article, and |
need good pictures for the magazine
— and lots of them. Who knows
when [ would have another
opportunity to snap a picture of the
Rebbe in all his glory? I placed my
emotions on the side, took out my
camera, and began pressing the
button. I tried again and again, but
though the button was pressed, the
camera wouldn’t work...

“The Rebbe was coming closer.
It was all a matter of a few seconds



until he would pass and I’d be left
without a picture of him. I had no
chance. I asked if I could get a little
closer to the Rebbe’s place in order
to take his picture there, but it was
too difficult to pass through the wall
of humanity.

“I was confused. I had taken
several pictures just five minutes
earlier, including the one at the
entrance to the Rebbe’s house. I had
been a photographer for thirty years,
and nothing like this had ever
happened to me before. I was in
indescribable shock. The Rebbe had
already passed by me, Shacharis had
already begun, and I stood looking
at the camera to try and figure out
what had happened to it. [ hadn’t
the slightest idea.

SHABBOS IN 770

“It’s not so nice to say this, but
the davening interested me less at
that moment. I was concentrating on
the fact that the camera had
suddenly — without warning —
stopped working just at the moment
that I needed it the most. How could
I return to Eilat without any photos
of the Rebbe? I shuddered at the
very thought. All of my friends and
professional colleagues, not to
mention the entire city, had heard
that I’'m traveling with Rabbi
Eisenbach to the Lubavitcher Rebbe.

What would I do now?

“My mood was a bit down. We
spent that Friday with our hosts, the
family of Rabbi Dan Yoel Levy,
relatives of Rabbi Eisenbach. | was
constantly checking the camera, but
I couldn’t seem to understand why it
wouldn’t take any pictures.

“On Shabbos afternoon, after the
davening in the central beis midrash
of 770 had concluded, I turned to
Rabbi Eisenbach and asked him why
we weren’t returning to our host’s
home to eat the Shabbos meal. My
stomach was growling, and 1 was
exhausted from the crowding and
jostling. Rabbi Eisenbach explained
to me that the Rebbe would soon be
conducting a farbrengen, and it
would be a pity to miss it. He
assured me that it would be a short
farbrengen that wouldn’t take long.

“In the meantime, the respected
elder chassidim took their places
behind the Rebbe’s chair, while we
stood to the side. The hall was filled
from wall to wall. The Rebbe
majestically entered, took his seat,
and began to speak. I was miserable
because I didn’t understand a single
word of Yiddish and couldn’t follow
what was going on. The situation
was very peculiar — on the one hand,
I was deeply moved by the Rebbe’s
appearance. On the other hand,
however, | was very hungry and
tired, and still agitated by the fact

that I would be leaving the Rebbe
without any pictures.

“The Rebbe spoke for about
twenty minutes, everyone sang a
niggun, and then the Rebbe spoke
for another half an hour. The Rebbe
said ‘L'chaim, looking in a certain
direction, and everyone responded
‘L'chaim.” He delivered another
sicha, said a ‘L’chaim,” and turned to
look in another direction. I was
rapidly losing my patience while
Rabbi Eisenbach remained totally
riveted.

““‘Rabbi Eisenbach, I want to get
out of here already,” | whispered to
him repeatedly, and for two hours,
he whispered back to me, ‘Here, it’s
about to finish.” I personally thought
that the only way to leave the place
where | was standing would be by
helicopter. My emotional and
physical strengths had long been
depleted. What was breathing life
into me was the smell of the cholent
hitting my nose as we finally made
our way outside. To my great
disappointment, I quickly found out
that not a morsel of it was left. I was
totally despondent.

THE CAMERA
GOT EMBARRASSED

“We made our way back to our
host family, the Levys. I told Rabbi
Eisenbach that the next day, Sunday,
I would travel to visit some close
acquaintances and I would see him
next on Wednesday, the day of our
return flight.

“Rabbi Eisenbach asked that I
come for Shacharis on Sunday
morning, and afterwards, the Rebbe
would distribute dollars as a blessing
for success. My eldest son, Omer,
had been ill around this time and I
decided that I would pass by the

Left to right: Rabbi Yair Hadaya,
Rabbi Shimon Eisenbach, and Mr.
Benny Gamlieli near the stairs to the
entrance of the Rebbe’s house on
President Street
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Rebbe and then go to Manhattan. As
a matter of instinct, | took my
camera with me, in spite of the fact
that it wasn’t working in any case,
and went into 770 to daven. I got a
place close to the Aron Kodesh, not
far from the platform where the
Rebbe stood. I soon heard the sound
of hand clapping and everyone
singing. A minute later, the Rebbe
arrived, walking in brisk and
measured steps, and took his place —
the sign for the start of davening. |
stood and looked for several long
moments at the Rebbe’s radiant
image. | was spellbound.

Without thinking, I took my
camera out of its case and set it.
Towards the end of davening, when
the chazzan recited the Birkas
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Just as the Rebbe gazed at me, the camera began to take pictures...

Kohanim during the repetition of the
Amida, the Rebbe stood still, facing
the congregation, his hands placed
on the shtender like an angel. I
started clicking the shutter on my
camera. Just as the Rebbe gazed at
me, the camera began to take
pictures, one after another. I was
beside myself with joy. I couldn’t
believe that the camera had suddenly
started working. I heard myself
crying to Rabbi Eisenbach, “The
camera’s working — this is actually a
miracle!” The people around me
surely thought that I was insane...

“I was so excited by the fact that
the camera had suddenly begun to
take pictures that I was completely
engrossed only in photographing the
Rebbe. It seemed to me that the

davening went much faster than
expected.

“In the meantime, everyone
started forming a line to receive a
dollar from the Rebbe. The Rebbe
came down from the platform at the
conclusion of davening and began
giving out dollars. I also stood in
line, and when I came before the
Rebbe, I told him that I had come
from Eilat with Rabbi Eisenbach and
I requested a bracha for the recovery
of my first-born son, Omer. The
Rebbe gave me a dollar for Omer’s
recovery, another dollar for the
members of my family, and another
dollar for the city of Eilat.

“I left the Rebbe in a tremendous
state of emotion that is difficult to
describe.

“It should be quite obvious and
understandable that I spent the
following days with the Rebbe, and
shelved my plans to visit
Manbhattan. Just as I didn’t know
what caused my camera not to
work, I didn’t know what caused it
to start taking pictures again. I am
a camera repairman by trade, and I
had never encountered such a
problem before.

“Rabbi Eisenbach explained to
me afterwards that it’s impossible to
just come from Eilat and start taking
pictures of the Rebbe. You have to
undergo a process of spiritual
training for that, and after I went
through what I did on Shabbos, the
Rebbe ‘permitted’ me to photograph
him. I don’t know if that’s the
explanation, but one thing I do
know — during my visit to the
Rebbe, I experienced something that
was clearly not in the realm of
nature.

“When I returned to Eilat, I
wrote my article and entitled it “The
Camera That Got Embarrassed.””

Benny Gamlieli has a film clip in
his house showing the passing image
of the Rebbe. On many occasions,
he finds himself watching the film in
his free time.





