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and propriety.

In the meantime, letters began
to arrive which described German
cruelty and nearly all the Jews
decided to flee. Most Lubavitcher
Chassidim traveled to Tashkent or
Samarkand which were far from
the battlefields and where the
winter is much milder and shorter.
For Anash there was another
reason to travel to those cities in
particular. They knew that in those
cities were large Jewish
communities of Bucharian Jews
who were familiar with Chabad
Chassidim thanks to R* Simcha
Gorodetzky who was sent by the
Rebbe Rayatz to Samarkand
twenty years before.

Our family was one of the last
to leave. The train tracks were in
bad shape because of the nonstop
bombing of the German air force,
and the freight train we traveled on
moved slowly. It was an open
miracle that we were able to travel
the entire way without the
Germans managing to hit the train.

We arrived in Samarkand and
we joined — as did the other
Chabad Chassidim — the Bucharian
community which was comprised
of religious and traditionally
observant Jews. They were
centered in the old city. Mostly
Ashkenazim lived in the new city
and they weren’t observant.

Meeting the Jews of Samarkand
reminds me of the sicha of the
Rebbe about the tremendous
power of Torah which is the glue
that unites all the Jewish people.
Jews scattered over the globe do
not have a common language, a
common culture, or a similar look.
There is just one thing that unites
us all: the holy Torah.

When we got to Samarkand, at
first we stayed away from the local
Jews for in their dress and
appearance they looked like
Uzbeks. Their language was Tajik
and their culture was completely
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different than the culture we came
from. However, when we went to
their shul and saw the sifrei Torah,
the t’fillos, and the Torah study —
all barriers fell away.

We felt like one nation.

We spent the Yomim Nora’im in
Samarkand. Since my father was
good at singing and he had a very
emotion-filled voice, Anash asked
him to be the chazan. In my
childhood memories I have a sweet
memory from when I was about
three of my father standing in shul
and preparing the davening for the
Yomim Nora’im. As he delved into
the meaning of the piyutim, he
began to cry. I was taking an
afternoon nap and when I woke
up, | saw my father crying and I
began to cry too until he calmed
me down and explained that he
was crying from emotion as he
read the t’fillos of the Yomim
Nora’im.

PARNASSA
DIFFICULTIES

When we arrived in
Samarkand, people were literally
starving. Everybody looked for
work to get some bread. Bread

was given in exchange for
coupons that were rationed by
the government. My mother tried
to save her portion of bread and
when we woke up at night
because of our hunger, she would
give us a small piece of bread so
we could go back to sleep.

My mother got up early in the
morning, at four, and took the
coupons in order to stand in line
for bread. Sometimes she
returned empty-handed because
certain “special” people took
bread before the plain people and
there was no more bread to be
had. These were the war
wounded, heroes who had
returned from war with medals or
women who came with babies;
and then there were ruffians who
pushed everybody aside. Many
people, who were not privileged
or ruffians, returned empty-
handed.

We children walked the streets
and looked for seeds to eat. One
time, my brother Berel returned
happily from school with a few
hundred seeds he had found. One
morning, when my mother went
to stand on line for bread, Berel
and Sarah looked for pieces of
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dry bread in the kitchen and after
not finding any, went outside to
look for seeds. Suddenly, I heard
the voice of a woman calling:
Here’s another seed!

I realized it was my mother
and I turned around and ran
towards her while asking
plaintively: Did you get bread?

She answered in tears: No,
Hilke, there was no bread for me.

That was the sorry state of
many Lubavitchers when they
first arrived in Tashkent and
Samarkand.

My father kept looking for a
source of parnasa until he
became a photo salesman. He
would travel to villages and
towns around Samarkand where
Uzbeks lived and offer them a
special service: photo enlarging.
He would take small pictures of
their parents and relatives and
enlarge them in the photo labs in
Samarkand. It was a unique
service and his customers were
willing to pay nicely for it.

On one of his trips he entered
the home of an Uzbek lawyer
who was a prosecutor and asked
whether he was interested in
having pictures enlarged.
Unfortunately for him, the lawyer
decided to make trouble for my
father. He asked to see receipts
and official permits for his
business. When my father could
not provide them to his
satisfaction, he called the police
and said my father was working
illegally.

The police took my father to
jail where he spent four months
including the Yomim Nora’im,
Sukkos, and Simchas Torah.
Afterwards, he told us that on
Simchas Torah he told the goyim
with him in the cell: Today is a
holiday of rejoicing for the Jews
and so I ask you to stand in a
circle as I merrily dance. That is
how he celebrated Simchas
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When we went to
their shul and saw
the sifrei Torah,
the t’fillos, and
the Torah study —
all barriers fell
away. We felt like
one nation.

Torah.

While he was in jail, the
jailors cut his beard against his
will. When he tried to oppose
them they slapped him on the
face and he lost two teeth. |
remember that when he returned
home with only part of a beard 1
didn’t recognize him and was
afraid of him.

After he left jail, my father
couldn’t continue with the photo
business. He met his friend Asher
Sasonkin (Batumer) who asked
him: Avremel, what are you
working at today? After my
father told him that he didn’t
know what to do, Asher
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suggested that he work at selling
bread.

At first my father refused,
saying he had no idea how to do
it. However, Asher insisted and
explained to my father how this
business worked. First, you
bribed the officials at the office
so they would give you a permit
to sell bread. Then you bribed
the people at the government
bakery to set aside bread for you
so they wouldn’t say they didn’t
have enough. After bribing
everyone, you were able to get
bread and sell it.

My father accepted his idea
and after bribing the right people
he hired a goy with a donkey and
closed wagon and every morning
he would go to the government
factory, load up with loaves of
bread on special shelves he had
installed in his wagon, and sell
the bread in the market. He was
able to support our family for
some time and we were saved
from starvation for every night
my father would come home with
some loaves of bread. For us, this
was an excellent example of
mutual aid among Jews in those
difficult times.
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BEING CAREFUL AT
THE BLACK MARKET

In the Soviet Union of those
days it was very hard to support a
family on a legal salary and many
citizens supplemented their
income on the black market which
was a criminal activity. My father,
despite his difficult financial
circumstances, kept his distance
from the black market. He would
say: It’s enough that we are
religious and Chabad Chassidim
and already have a criminal record
... we don’t need to add to it.

Many who were wary about
having anything to do with the
black market made small profits
on the “gray” market. There is a
big difference between a citizen
whose business is dealing in
foreign currency or gold and a
citizen who works legally and
occasionally crosses the legal line.
An example of gray market
dealing, which most citizens were
involved in was the buying and
selling of “obligations.” These
were government notes that
entitled the holder to take part in
a lottery that took place twice a
year for large sums of money.

Citizens received these
obligation notes as part of their
salary. It was known that the
government took 80% of the
lottery and only 20% went to the
citizens so the chances of winning
were very slim. For this reason, all
the poor workers, especially those
in farming, were willing to sell the
tickets for much less than they
were worth. They preferred one
bird in the hand than two in the
bush.

Some people bought these
obligations from the poor workers
in large quantities. Some invested
tens of thousands and some even
invested millions. As in every
business, there were also
middlemen who bought for less
from the workers and then sold

them at a higher price to the big
dealers. Twice a year, when the
lottery took place, these dealers
sat and checked their papers to
see how much they won. The big
dealers held large amounts of
these notes and the entire family
was drafted to work. Those who
bought more of these would
usually win much larger amounts.

This business wasn’t legal and
whoever was caught could be sent
to jail for many years. One time, a
Jew by the name of Max came to
my father. He wasn’t religious but
he hung around our community in
Samarkand during the war. He
suggested that my father buy
these obligations and in order to
convince him, he named
Lubavitchers who had bought
from him. In the end, my father
bought some.

That night my father was so
worried he couldn’t sleep. He was
afraid that just as Max had named
the people who had bought them
he would include my father’s
name in the list of Anash who had
bought from him and who knew
what that could lead to? In the
morning he went to the Polish
agent and told him that he was
afraid to be involved and he
wanted to sell back what he
bought and he should know that
he had no more of them. He was
so eager to get rid of the
obligations that he was willing to
sell it all at half price just so he
would know that he had no more
and could sleep at night.

UNLIMITED CHESED

My father was known as a man
of chesed. During the war the
economy was terrible and Erev
Pesach we had no matzos or other
Pesach foods. In order to make
Pesach we needed 3000 rubles but
the situation was so bad there was
nobody from whom to borrow.

My mother was very worried

As he delved into
the meaning of the
piyutim, he began
to cry. I saw my
father crying and
I began to cry too
until he calmed
me down and
explained that he
was crying from
emotion as he
read the t’fillos of
the Yomim
Nora’im.

and every day she asked my father
where we would get money for
Yom Tov. One day, my father said
that he had found someone to
lend him 3000 rubles and the next
day, after davening, he would take
the money.

The next day, my father
returned after Shacharis empty-
handed. My mother asked him:
Nu, did you borrow money?

My father said that he did. My
mother was happy and she said:
Nu, baruch Hashem we will be
able to buy what we need for Yom
Tov. But then my father said:
With Hashem’s help it will be
okay ...

My mother realized that
something was amiss and she
asked him directly: Do you have
the money?

My father tried to avoid
answering but in the end he had
to say the truth, that he did not
have the money. My mother
asked: Was it stolen?
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: was astonished by the simple who responded to his pleas was

That poor man s manner in which my father gave Zaltzman the Jew!
one of ours and all his money away. My father’s good heart once
My father excelled in his got him in trouble when a fraud
yet we all passed goodness and kindness even took advantage of his trust and

. among gentiles. He would make a  ensnared him. What happened
hlm by and big Kiddush Hashem like in the was, one day a Polish Jew came to

. . . case when he went to work and him and told him that he was an
lgnored hlm Whlle saw a gentile pauper at the expert in cream cakes. Since he
entrance asking for charity who was a stranger, without a penny in
the Only one Who said he was starving. My father his pocket, he suggested that my
responded to his went and bought him a loaf of father be his partner and start a
bread and a bottle of lemonade bakery to make extra income.
pleas WAS and gave him some rubles. The My father borrowed money
non-Jew with whom he worked from his friends and the Pole
Zaltzman the ]ew.’ saw this and afterwards said in bought the ingredients and made
amazement: See what a Jew is. delicious cakes. The baking was
That poor man is one of ours and  done in our house and we
My father said: No. I borrowed yet we all passed him by and children were the main
3000 rubles but on my way home ignored him while the only one beneficiaries of this new
I met someone who told me he
has three children and no money
for Yom Tov and I gave him the
money. R’ YOM TOV EHRLICH AND JEWISH SAMARKAND
My mother couldn’t believe her When my father went around to villages to take pictures, he met a
ears. She tearfully said: Why did Polish Jew who lived alone in an Uzbek town. When my father asked
you give it all away? You couldn’t him what he was doing there alone, he said that his family had perished
give him half the money? What in Europe by the Germans and he had come there. My father told him
will we do now? about the big Jewish community in Samarkand and invited him to our
She burst into tears and my house.
father tried to calm her and said: The man, who was R’ Yom Tov Ehrlich, and always had a guitar and
Bracha’le, don’t cry. I will find an accordion, came with him. He later became famous as a Jewish
someone else who will lend me singer and chazan.
money. Everybody knows me here In Samarkand, R’ Ehrlich supported himself by being a badchan at
and surely I will find a way to weddings of Anash. At first he sang songs about Uzbeks and their way
borrow money but that Jew I met of life which shocked him. At one wedding R’ Yisroel Noach Blinitzky
is a stranger. No one knows him said to him: Yom Tov, is that all you found in Samarkand? What about
here and no one will lend him the Jewish community?
money. If I did not lend him the R’ Ehrlich accepted this and for the next wedding he composed a
money, he and his family would special song about Jewish Samarkand, about the minyanim and
die of hunger. yeshivos, the Jewish communities and the special weddings.
That was my father. He had R’ Ehrlich left Russia in 1946 when Polish citizens were allowed to
more compassion on others than leave (Unlike most Lubavitcher Chassidim who had to pretend to be
on himself. R Moshe Nisselevitz Polish citizens in order to get out of Russia, he was really a Polish
told me that he remembers the citizen.) and after traveling about he ended up in America and settled in
following scene: My father went Williamsburg in the 60’s. When the Iron Curtain opened a bit and Jews
to some minyan in Samarkand left Russia, he inquired about my father. When my father arrived in
and they told him they were 1969, R’ Ehrlich located him and they had a warm reunion.
collecting for an important matter Three years later, when I went to the Rebbe, I traveled to
and he was asked to contribute. Williamsburg to meet R* Ehrlich. He remembered me as a little boy and
My father put his hand in his was very happy to see me. He complained that his lot was to live in
pocket and took out all the money Williamsburg for if he were in a Chabad community, surely the Rebbe
he had and without counting it, would have him use his talents to be mekarev Jews.
he gave it all to tz’daka. R* Moshe
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enterprise. In addition to the
children who loved tasting the
cake there were other problems.
There was no place in the house
to store the cakes and they
remained on the tables. |
remember that one time they
baked beautiful cakes with a
flower on them made out of red
icing and they were left on the
tables overnight. During the night
a cat got in and licked off nearly
every flower.

After a few weeks when the
Pole had gained my father’s trust,
he told my father he had to buy a
large quantity of merchandise and
he needed a large sum of money.
My father borrowed the money
and gave it to him and the man
disappeared with the cash. That
was the end of the baking
business.

THE GIRL IN
THE CORRIDOR

One winter day in 1945,
shortly before the end of the war,
it was bitter cold, ten degrees
below zero. Snow had fallen the
day before and sparkled like heaps
of crystal. That morning, |
remember, my father returned
from shul earlier than usual and
told my mother that when he
entered the hallway of the shul he
saw a girl about nineteen years of
age, sitting on the ground, crying
and trembling from the cold. Her
clothes were torn and dirty and
she muttered: 1 have nothing ...
Where will I go tonight ... [ am
starving ... have pity on me ...

Compassionate Jews who
entered the shul gave her some
kopecks and went in to daven. My
father gave her five rubles and
went inside but he was perturbed.
He couldn’t stand to see a Jewish
girl in that state. He returned to
the entranceway and asked her
where she was from. The girl said
that her entire family, her parents,

R’ Avrohom Zaltzman with his ]
grandson, Berke Mishulovin

her brothers and sisters, had
perished in the Holocaust and she
was sent to Samarkand.

My father hurried home and
after telling my mother about this
girl, he said they had to have
mercy and rescue her. My mother
got dressed immediately and
rushed back to shul with my
father, taking clothing with her
for the girl and a warm coat.
From the shul my mother took her
to the bathhouse and two hours
later she came home with the girl
and announced that from that day
on, this was her house.

The girl spoke Yiddish with a
Polish accent and slowly learned
Russian. She lived with us for half
a year as a member of the family.
She found a job and moved into
an apartment that she rented.

After two years she came to my
parents and said that she had
been offered a shidduch with a
Bucharian boy who was 26. He
was nice-looking and had good
middos but had a major handicap.
Since she considered my parents
as her parents, she wanted their
advice. What was his handicap?
He was blind from childhood. My
parent didn’t know what to tell

her. After inquiring about the boy
and seeing that she really liked
him, they agreed to the shidduch.

They got married and
established a traditional Jewish
home. He supported himself by
asking for donations with his wife
leading him. When I walked near
him he recognized me by my walk
and his wife also let him know
that I was coming. I always gave
him a nice donation. They had
three healthy children and when
people started making aliya from
Samarkand, they also went to
Eretz Yisroel.

MESIRAS NEFESH
FOR CHINUCH

In the Soviet Union, as you
know, it was very hard to live a
Jewish life and it was nearly
impossible to provide a Jewish
chinuch. Although the mitzva of
chinuch is rabbinic, Lubavitcher
Chassidim were as particular
about it as a biblical mitzva. As
the Rebbe Rashab said, as quoted
in the HaYom Yom, just as putting
on t’fillin is an obligation on every
Jew, so too every Jew must
dedicate half an hour a day to
thinking about chinuch.

It’s hard, even impossible to
judge those who did not stand up
to the cruel communist
government and sent their
children to government schools.
Some parents found it hard to
withstand the test, saying that if
their child was home 24 hours a
day, it would adversely affect their
health, physically and emotionally.

There were few who sent only
for elementary school since they
figured that they were stuck in
Russia anyway and when the
children grew up they would need
to have a profession and would
have to go to university. Some
excused going to university by
saying that students were exempt
from the army for the duration of
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R’ Avrohom Zaltzman working in his garden .

their studies and that saved them from a greater
tzara, spiritually speaking. Everybody had their
reasons.

At the same time though, we should acknowledge
and give credit to those who tried in various ways
and under constant danger to teach and raise their
children in the way of Torah and mitzvos. These
parents had to hide their children in the house and
for many years they did not allow them to step foot
outside so the neighbors wouldn’t know that there
were school-aged children living there who did not
attend school.

When the secret got out and government officials
came to see why the children were truant, the
parents sent them to their relatives or friends in
other cities. It was very difficult.

My father did all he could to avoid sending us to
school. He managed to hide my brother Berel until
he was past school age. He hid me for a long time
but after a few years the government found out
about me and I had to go to school. If I had refused
to go, they would have removed me from my home
and sent me to a Soviet orphanage where [ was
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likely to lose all of my Judaism. Having no choice,
my father sent me to school but with an iron resolve
not to send me on Shabbos. My father got a doctor’s
note which said | was a weak child and had to rest
two days a week. Baruch Hashem, we successfully
made it through this obstacle.

When my father would hear that someone was
not withstanding the test and was sending his
children to university and was taking pride in their
son the doctor or engineer who was very successful,
he would immediately say: What about his Judaism?
He is saying how talented his son is but he is
ignoring the fact that along with his material success
there is a serious deterioration in his spiritual state.
What about his Shabbos observance, t’fillin,
kashrus? He was disgusted when he heard that a
Jew had become a big engineer or the like.

My father never worried about how we would
support ourselves if we did not go to university. He
always said: “The one who gave life will give food.”
When my cousin, Yaakov Pil a”h came back from the
war, some said he would be suited to teaching in a
school or working at some intellectual job or
another. My father was certain that he was better off
opening a store, a less honorable occupation but one
that would not affect his Jewish observance.

My father held strongly to his beliefs even in hard
years. So for example, the years 1950-1953 were
very difficult years, culminating in the Doctors’ Plot.
The situation was so dire that when my father
bought new earthenware utensils for Pesach, my
aunt Rosa excoriated him saying: These days we
have to save money and buy canned goods and
preserves in order to have what to eat on the long
trip to Siberia ... That’s how bad it was with people
waiting for the moment that Stalin would order us
off to Siberia.

I will never forget the terrible scene Erev Rosh
HaShana 1952 or 1953. We young people were
scared, of course, to go to shul and before my father
left the house he looked up to heaven and choked
with tears he prayed: Master of the world, what do |
ask of you? All I want is for my sons to remain
erlicher Yidden.

My father raised his hands up to heaven and said
tearfully: Master of the world, if it was decreed that
my sons go off the derech, I ask You to take me to
You first so I don’t see it.

My mother was horrified to hear this and she
shouted, “How can you talk like that on Erev Rosh
HaShana? Our children are yerei’im v’shleimim! Our
children don’t compromise on anything. Not a day
passes without t’fillin and they never treat kashrus
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or Shabbos lightly. Other people
did not stand strong and their
children went off, but with us,
baruch Hashem, we are all
yerei’im v'shleimim!”

My father was not pacified and
he said, “True, but these are very
hard times and who knows what
tomorrow will bring. I’m telling
you — if they go off the derech,
heaven forbid, I will not be able to
continue living!”

That was the mesirus nefesh of
a Chassid p’nimi in the Soviet
Union of those days.

THE NEW HOUSE WITH
THE PRIVATE YARD

At the end of the fifties Anash
began moving to the new city. We
bought a house together with my
brother-in-law, Eliyahu
Mishulovin. We were able to buy a
large house with a huge yard,
more than 1000 square meters
with eighty fruit trees and bushes.

The large house, which was
very unusual in urban Samarkand,
had been the home of a Brigadier
General in the Russian army. The

government had given him a large
plot of land to build a house.
After he built the house, he
planted all the trees, divorced his
wife, and married a younger
woman. His former wife moved
and lived in a government house
near his yard. One of the windows
of her house directly overlooked
his large yard and she would
torment the army officer and his
young wife. He had no choice but
to sell the house and that is how
we came to buy it.

It was a pleasure to sit in the
garden but the windows
overlooking our yard bothered us
too. On the one hand this was the
first time we had a house and our
own yard; on the other hand,
every move we made was observed
by the gentile neighbors. The
children couldn’t go out to the
yard because the neighbors
couldn’t see that there were
children who did not go to school.
We couldn’t go outside wearing
tzitzis or Shabbos clothing
because they were watching, etc.
We had to hide out in our house.

A CLEVER FATHER-IN-LAW

My father was a clever and deep man. We sometimes saw how right
he was only after time had passed. For example, when R* Mendel
Futerfas hid with us, my father suspected one of the gentile neighbors
of following us. My father was not relaxed in those days and he would
tell us: Just as I left the house the neighbor decided to walk his dog.
When I went to the market, he was there too and when he noticed me
he bent over as though he was tying his shoelace.

We thought my father was exaggerating and even R* Mendel said he
was imagining things, but my father insisted. After a while, the gentile
stopped following us and only then did we realize how closely he had
shadowed us in the previous months.

Before R Mendel left Russia, my brother-in-law Eliyahu told him:
Now that you’re going, who will we consult with?

R’ Mendel said: If you have a question, consult with your father-in-
law. He is a clever Chassid and he understands things. Do you
remember how we all thought he was imagining things when he
thought the gentile neighbor was following us? After a while I found
out that he was actually following us and we were all naive while your
father-in-law was absolutely right in his assessment.

My father raised
his hands up to
heaven and said
tearfully: Master
of the world, if it
was decreed that
my sons go off the
derech, I ask You
to take me to You
first so I don’t see
it.

My father said that all the
pleasures were not worthwhile
and we had to do something to
get out of their sight. We couldn’t
be in galus in our own yard. He
finally came to an agreement with
the neighbors — he gave them five
meters of land extending the
entire length of the yard and in
exchange he got their agreement
for a high wall that hid what went
on in our yard. After that we were
able to host groups of bachurim
who learned in our yard on a
regular basis.

“KINDERLACH,
I KNOW ALREADY”

In Tamuz 1968 my mother had
a heart attack. The doctors said it
was a major heart attack and she
had to go to the hospital. In
Samarkand of those days the
hospital did not have an ICU and
the rooms did not even have air
conditioning. It was very hot out
and my mother had to lie there in
a stifling room, attached to an IV
line.

We stayed with her at her
bedside throughout her hospital
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R’ Hillel and R’ Berke Zaltzman at
their father’s gravesite

stay. My brother Berel, myself and
our cousin Yaakov Pil took turns
so she wouldn’t be alone.
Throughout that time we heard
her say, “I have no complaints
towards heaven. I had the z’chus
of raising a family and bringing
up frum children. I married them
off and have seen grandchildren.
True, it would be wonderful to
live another ten or fifteen years
but I have no complaints against
G-d. Baruch Hashem, I have
fulfilled my shlichus in this
world.”

Tuesday morning, 27 Tamuz,
my mother felt it was her final
moments. | was there with her
and she asked me to call for my
father immediately since she
wanted to say goodbye. She said:
We lived together for 43 years.

It was hard for me to call my
father under these circumstances.
I was afraid he wouldn’t be able
to handle the emotional burden. I
called my brother Berel and
explained the situation and he
came immediately. In the
meantime, she called me and said:
Do you not understand what
condition I am in?

She asked me to recite the
Shma with her. I began to say it
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word by word and after saying the
word “va’ed” she passed away.

While my mother was in the
hospital, my father would prepare
cereal for her and bring it to the
hospital. After she died, I stood
there waiting with my brother for
him to come so he wouldn’t walk
in and suddenly be confronted by
the news. We kept going out to
the hall to see if he had come.

We finally saw him walking
heavily towards her room, empty
handed. Before we could go over
to him he called out in tears,
“Kinderlach, I know already.”

Later, my brother-in-law,
Eliyahu Mishulovin said that my
father had put the cereal on the
fire in the morning, as he always
did, and went to daven. Within a
short time he suddenly returned
home and shut the fire, saying:
The cereal isn’t needed and an
onen is exempt from davening. My
brother-in-law and his brother
Dovid yelled at him for talking
that way but he insisted that he
knew.

My father wanted to make my
mother’s funeral as soon as
possible, even if there was only a
minyan, saying that the time

WEDDING RING

We never saw my mother’s
wedding ring. We found out
that on one of my father’s trips
to the Rebbe Rayatz, his
financial situation was bad and
he had no money to bring for
maamud (money for the
Rebbe’s household). My father
did not want to forego on
maamud which was holy in his
eyes and he discussed it with
my mother.

My mother didn’t hesitate.
She offered to give her
wedding ring to the Rebbe as
maamud, and that is what he

did.

between the death and the burial
was very hard for the deceased. In
Samarkand of those days all the
preparations for burial, including
the tahara, was done in the home
of the deceased. My father was in
the house and he sobbed the
entire time.

Then we suddenly didn’t hear
him and it was strangely quiet. We
were very apprehensive. We began
looking for him and couldn’t find
him. We finally found him outside
among the fruit trees, leaning on
a tree. We ran over to him and
asked: What happened? Do you
not feel well?

He said: Kinderlach, I am so
broken that I never felt as broken
as this; I remembered Yaakov
Avinu, that when he met Yosef his
heart was suffused with great love
and he directed this enormous
love towards Hashem as he read
the Shma. I want to use these
moments when my heart is
broken. I am saying Vidui.

In accordance with my father’s
wishes, we held the funeral
immediately. My mother was
buried next to her sister, our aunt
Chaya Aidel Pil who died a half
year earlier. My mother had cared
for her a lot through her illness.
As my father requested, we
connected the two gravestones
with an additional stone on which
it was written, “Those who were
beloved and pleasant in their
lifetime were not parted in their
death.”

HISKASHRUS
AND KABBOLAS OL

At this time we were all
preoccupied with leaving Russia.
In the winter of 5728, about half
a year after our mother’s passing,
my father and my sister and her
family were able to leave Russia
and they settled in Kfar Chabad.
We remained in Samarkand but
my sister would report to us about
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life in Eretz Yisroel.

One day we were surprised to
read in a letter that my father had
left my sister’s house in Kfar
Chabad and moved to Kiryat
Malachi. We did not understand
what happened with my father
who had lived in peace, all the
years, with my sister’s family.
What made him leave for Kiryat
Malachi? In the letter we wrote
back to my sister we asked her
what happened.

In her next letter my sister
wrote what happened with this
preface: Don’t you know our
father? One fine day he came and
said: I have to pack my suitcases
because I’'m moving to Kiryat
Malachi. My stunned sister asked
him why he was suddenly leaving
and he said that R® Dovid Raskin
had come to shul that morning.
He had come to Eretz Yisroel on
shlichus from the Rebbe and he
spoke in shul about the Rebbe
starting a new neighborhood in
Kiryat Malachi called Nachalas
Har Chabad. He was opening a
Kollel there and he wanted
Russian Jews to move there.

“I immediately decided to
move to Kiryat Malachi and |
stopped at the post office to send
the Rebbe a telegram with the
good news.”

My sister asked him how he
would manage on his own without
a woman to cook and do laundry
for him. He said he would
manage somehow; the main thing
was giving the Rebbe nachas. We
read the letter and understood the
power of kabbalas ol and
hiskashrus to the Rebbe. My
father made no conditions; he did
not ask questions about how it
would work out. He simply
packed and left.

The Rebbe did indeed take
pleasure in my father’s devotion
and he blessed him that in the
merit of this he would see his

sons come to him. A short while
later we left Russia for Eretz
Yisroel.

While in Nachalas Har
Chabad, a fundraiser from B’nei
Brak once went to his house and
asked for a donation. My father
asked him why he was in a place
of new immigrants who had no
money. The man said that he
would be surprised to know that
the immigrants gave more than
the old-timers.

The two men got to talking
and the collector asked my father
why his house wasn’t that orderly.
My father told him of my
mother’s passing away. The man
said he had a wonderful shidduch
for him with a worthy woman in
Lud. My father went to Lud to
meet the woman and after seeing
that they were suited to one
another, they received the Rebbe’s
blessing and married.

My father lived happily with
his second wife for thirteen years.
She was involved in communal
work in Nachala and everybody
knew her and respected her. She
greatly respected my father and
took care of him. Of course we
too, out of respect for my father,
respected her very much. After my
father passed away, she moved to
a senior citizen home and we
would go visit her. She was very
happy with our visits and was
proud to introduce us to her
friends as her children.

RUNNING A KOLLEL

A short time after he arrived in
Nachala, the Rebbe appointed my
father as director of the Kollel.
We read about this in a letter that
he sent to us in Samarkand. We
wondered how someone who had
been a businessman all his life
could run a Kollel. By the way, we
heard about the concept of a
Kollel, for the first time, in this
letter. He explained what it is and

R’ Avrohom Zaltzman in the yardof
his house in Nachalas Har Chabad

R’ Avrohom Zaltzman listening to
a broadcast of the Rebbe

wrote that he sat all day involved
in Torah and avoda and this was
his lot and where he put his
energy.

Men who learned in the Kollel
in those years told me that their
best years of learning were the
years that my father served as
menahel. He looked out for their
welfare and if it was cold, he
bought a heater with his own
money. He took care of every
detail. Over the years many
people went to Nachala who were
very capable of serving as
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menahel of the Kollel, but every
time R’ Efraim Wolf asked the
Rebbe about this, the Rebbe did
not agree to replace my father
without his consent.

Most of the money he earned
in the Kollel my father gave to the
gemach fund that he started in my
mother’s memory. He and his
wife lived off the reparations his
wife got as a Holocaust survivor.
If they lacked some money he
would take some of his salary but
most of the salary went to the
gemach that served the members
of the Kollel.

My father once wrote me that
since he put all his money into the
gemach, he didn’t know what
would happen after 120 years for
he wanted to be buried on Mt.
Olives but a plot cost $3000 and
he would not be leaving behind
even one cent.

What could I tell him — that he
shouldn’t worry because we would
pay for his burial? 1 didn’t say
anything. After some time he told
me that he had asked the Rebbe
whether to continue donating all his
money to the gemach or to save
some money for the plot. The Rebbe
told him to give it to the gemach
and blessed him with long life.

A LUBAVITCHER
CHASSID

In 5743, when R* Mendel
Wechter had to leave New York,
the Rebbe advised him to settle in
Eretz Yisroel. He found his
rightful place in Nachalas Har
Chabad in the Kollel that my
father directed, and he became
the Rosh Kollel. My father liked
him so much that in his letter to
the Rebbe he wrote that R’
Mendel was truly a Chassid, yerei
Shamayim and a lamdan.

I heard that when R Mendel’s
father went to Nachalas Har
Chabad to see his son, his son
told him: If you want to see what
a Lubavitcher Chassid is, look at
R’ Avrohom Zaltzman.

On the day he died, my father
went to the Kollel after lunch and
asked the men forgiveness if he
had been too demanding about
coming on time or if he yelled at
them. R’ Mendel, who heard him
asking forgiveness of the young
men was amazed by his humility.
He didn’t think for a minute that
this was taking place before he
passed away. That day, after the
period of learning in the Kollel, R’
Mendel asked my father to review

some responsa in the laws of issur
and heter. He asked my father to
give it back to him in a few days.
To his surprise, my father
returned it all to him that night at
eight o’clock.

At nine o’clock my father did
not feel well. An ambulance took
him to the hospital but on the way
his condition deteriorated and
they had to call an intensive care
mobile unit, in which he passed
on.

Before he left the house he left
a note on the table which said two
words: Har HaZeisim. We fulfilled
his request and he was buried on
Mt. Olives on 11 Shevat 5740.
When we had to put a gravestone
on his grave, we were reminded
about what he told us several
times that he hated seeing
numerous titles on gravestones
because the deceased has to
answer to each one of them. He
said that on his gravestone he
wanted it to say, “Here lies
Avrohom Zaltzman who had the
privilege of learning in
Lubavitch.” Of course, we fulfilled
his request.
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FROM THE
PARDES,
WITH LOVE

A compilation of stories about R’
Yehuda Aryeh Kurant

a ”h,

Rebbe’s shliach in Moshava Pardes
Chana for 35 years. * Compiled from
hundreds of stories collected by his
son, R’ Aharon Kurant.

In Elul 5713 (1953), R’ Kurant
received the Rebbe’s handwritten
answer in a letter: Regarding
learning the vocations of mila and
sh’chita — clarify the custom of
Eretz Yisroel and the Holy City
about this.

Indeed, after clarifying that there
was no problem, he became
proficient in both these holy jobs and
used them in his place of shlichus
with great success. He used them to
spread the Rebbe’s holy inyanim.
After every bris, even in irreligious
families, he would register all the
children in the family for a letter in
the Torah Scroll of Jewish Children,
and utilize the opportunity to
encourage the family in others of the
Rebbe’s mivtzaim.

In Kislev 5735, R’ Kurant
received this answer from the Rebbe:
Surely you are participating in the
five mivtzaim. And the Rebbe added
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in his handwriting: As well as
candle-lighting.

THE NEAR FUTURE

In 5735, his expanding family
outgrew their apartment in Pardes
Chana. R’ Yehuda sent a letter to the
Rebbe asking whether it was time to
return to Yerushalayim. The answer
he received, dated 5 Av, said: In
response to your question, it is
worthwhile to continue in the city
you are in now (at least for the
near future).

R’ Yehuda Aryeh told his family
that since the Rebbe always spoke in
terms of Moshiach being about to
come, “the near future” had to mean
until the coming of Moshiach. He
enlarged the apartment and the
family remained where they were.
And he and his large family
remained where they were and
enlarged the apartment.

the

MESIRUS NEFESH
WHICH HELPED

In the course of his work as the
only mohel in the area, he was called
to brissin in distant yishuvim. When
necessary, he would spend all of
Shabbos at a yishuv or kibbutz.

One year, he was called to a bris
at yishuv Bat Shlomo on Rosh
HaShana. Rosh HaShana fell on a
Thursday that year, which meant he
would have to remain there for the
three consecutive days of Yom Tov
and Shabbos . Despite the great
inconvenience, he agreed to go and
do the bris, as he did on countless
comparably inconvenient occasions.

His family, who found it
exceedingly hard to be without him
for three days of Yom Tov and
Shabbos, asked him, “Would they
have called you on a weekday, too,
or is it just when they need someone
who is willing to stay with them for
three days on a Yom Tov that they
remember that you are a mohel?”

R’ Kurant answered, “It’s a
mitzva to bring another Jew into the
covenant of Avrohom Avinu a”h.”

That year, they were all able to
see the results of this mitzva. He
wanted to travel to the Rebbe for
Yom Kippur and Simchas Torah, but
due to a massive strike at the airport
which had prevented many people
from traveling, it looked like he
would have to change his plans. A
friend from Pardes Chana came to
his aid and signed whatever he
needed and, despite the strike and
the long lines, even accompanied
him to the plane.

When he returned, he told his
family that he had no doubt that it
was only in the merit of his mesirus
nefesh in performing that bris at Bat
Shlomo that he had been able to
travel to the Rebbe despite the strike.

NAME HIM
YOSEF YITZCHOK
On 13 Adar, 5725 (1965), R’
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Kurant received (in addition to a
letter on the birth of his son) the
following response: Surely you will
energetically search for students of
Chabad schools in Morocco who
are now in your area...in order to
organize shiurim in Nigleh and
Chassidus etc. for them.

R’ Yehuda followed this
instruction and began to work,
among other places, in the shul for
Moroccan immigrants, holding
shiurim and farbrengens there.

One of the participants in these
shiurim asked for his bracha for
himself and his wife, for they had
not had any children yet. R Yehuda
told them to write to the Rebbe and

the couple received the Rebbe’s
bracha, with the stipulation that they
name their child “Yosef Yitzchok.”

The bracha was fulfilled and
since then, this family pays for the
annual Yud-Tes Kislev farbrengen at
the Chabad house.

AND A PLACE TO SLEEP

Among his activities in Pardes
Chana, R’ Kurant reached out to the
bachurim learning in Medrashiyat
Noam through shiurim and
farbrengens in his home.
(Medrashiyat Noam was founded in
Pardes Chana in Elul, 1944, and is
considered the “mother” of yeshiva
high schools, being the first to

combine Limudei Kodesh and
I’havdil, secular studies.)

R’ Nechemia Schmerling, one of
the bachurim who R’ Kurant was
mekarev and today is a shliach in
Kfar Yona, recalls:

“One year, about ten bachurim
came to the Medrashiya on the
Shabbos before Yud-Tes Kislev. They
were supposed to sleep in the
infirmary, but after the Shabbos
meal and farbrengen in the
Medrashiya, they discovered that the
infirmary was locked.

“One of the talmidim of the
Medrashiya reminded them that R’
Kurant lived in the area. Though the
entire moshava was asleep at that
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Though the entire
moshava was
asleep at that late
hour, they went to
his house and
knocked at the
door... Only in the
morning did they
realize that he
had given them

his children’s
bedrooms.

late hour, they went to his house and
knocked at the door. R* Kurant
opened the door and welcomed
them warmly. Within a few minutes
he had arranged beds and mattresses
for them and they went to sleep.

“Only in the morning did they
realize that he had given them his
children’s bedrooms. They
apologized, but instead he thanked
them for the privilege of being able
to host them and asked them to join
him for the Shabbos meal.”

NEW FACES

R’ Michoel Katz relates:

One Shabbos Mevarchim, when 1
was learning in Toras Emes, the
mashpia, R* Chaim Shaul Brook a”h,
announced that T’hillim would start
at 6:30. When R’ Brook came to say
T’hillim the next morning, he found
the zal empty except for R* Yudel
Kurant, who was saying T hillim.

After the davening, the bachurim
asked R’ Brook to farbreng, but he
refused, saying, “There is no reason
to farbreng. If you don’t say
T’hillim, it’s not Shabbos
Mevarchim!” He finally consented to
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farbreng only because R’ Yudel was
there on time and saying T hillim.

In those years, he spread
Chassidus throughout Yerushalayim
and in the surrounding yishuvim by
giving shiurim and other activities.
He received this answer from the
Rebbe: Yehi ratzon that the merit
of your involvement in spreading
the wellsprings outward ... stand
by you in everything, in what you
need and in the fulfillment of your
heart’s requests for good. It is
certainly unnecessary to explain at
length to someone such as yourself
the words of the Tana D’vei
Eliyahu, that even if you see a
naked person (meaning naked of
Torah and mitzvos) and should
cover him (in all this also) do not
ignore your own flesh; regarding
avoda with yourself; with yourself
and within yourself.

At that time, the Rebbe asked
that the pictures of the bachurim
learning in Toras Emes be sent to
him. Three months later, they were
surprised to receive a request from
the Rebbe to send new pictures.
Rabbi Yaakov Minsky, who was
learning in Toras Emes at the time,
relates that the bachurim speculated
that this request was on account of
R’ Yudel. He had so devoted himself
to the study of Nigleh and Chassidus
since the previous picture was taken

R’ YEHUDA ARYEH
KURANT A”H

R’ Kurant was a shochet
and mohel for decades in
Pardes Chana and its environs.
He ran gemach funds and aid
for the needy. He ran a Chabad
house in Pardes Chana.

He was modest, humble,
and pleasant. He greeted
everybody graciously. He was
born in 1934, in Zhirtza,
Poland, and passed away on 16
Adar, 5758 (1998).

that his face had changed and
become more refined and he looked
like a different person.

HE SHOULD ENLARGE
HIS HOUSE

When his sister, Devorah Raizel
a”h, went to the Rebbe for yechidus,
the Rebbe asked her whether she
was the sister of R’ Yudel Kurant.
When she said she was, the Rebbe
spoke to her about him for over ten
minutes.

First, said the Rebbe, you should
encourage him to build and enlarge
his apartment in Pardes Chana, and
he shouldn’t be afraid of a loan that
is not linked to the rate of inflation.
(It should be noted that he saw an
open miracle in this regard. Not
long afterwards, the Israeli liros
were changed for new sh’kalim, and
he was left with hardly any debt at
all since the loan hadn’t been
linked).

JUDAISM WITH A SMILE

For 35 years of shlichus in
Pardes Chana, R’ Kurant was
mekarev entire families to Judaism.
His approach was friendly and with
great love for every Jew.

Pardes Chana was not a religious
community when he got there, and
every Shabbos he would walk a long
way to the shul. On his way, he
would wish every Jew “Shabbat
Shalom” with a warm smile.

The shul that he davened in had
an avowed anti-religious neighbor,
who would publicly desecrate the
Shabbos in order to anger the
worshipers at the shul. He went so
far as to bring trained dogs to the
shul’s yard, and on another
occasion, to go horseback riding
there. Then he enlarged his yard
onto the shul’s property.

The other shul-goers wanted to
file a case against him with the
police for his despicable acts, but R’
Yehuda asked them not to do
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anything to drive him away. He
continued wishing him, “Shabbat
Shalom” on his way in and out of
shul.

After a while, the man stopped
publicly desecrating the Shabbos.
Then he stopped desecrating the
Shabbos altogether. Eventually, he
began attending shul and even
brought his sons with him and
encouraged other people to daven
there.

During the Shiva for R* Kurant,
he went every day to daven in his
home. He said to R Kurant’s sons,
“It is only thanks to your father’s
smiles and kiruv that I became
religious.”

After a few years, when they built
a new shul on the site of the old one
and named it for Rabbi Yehuda
Aryeh Kurant, he agreed to have
part of the enlarged shul extend into

Rabbi Kurant at a “general yechidus

CHABAD DOESN’T GET
INVOLVED IN POLITICS

When there were elections for the

candidate hoped to advertise that R’
Yehuda supported him. As a
Lubavitcher Chassid and with his
special personality, he was approved
of by all. One of the candidates
asked him who he would be voting
for and R’ Yehuda answered that he
would vote for him. A few days later,
another candidate came to his home
and R’ Yehuda gave him the same
answer.

Word got out and the first
candidate went back to him and
asked, “How come you told me you
would vote for me and then you told
my rival the same thing?”

R’ Yehuda replied, “I put two
ballots in the box.”

“But that cancels your vote!”

“That’s not my business. I voted
for both of you and you can work it
out amongst yourselves.”

his yard. Pardes Chana council, each
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