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the group, then recalled what the
Chozeh’s Rebbe, R’ Elimelech of
Lizhensk, had said many years
before. “Know that you have to pray
mightily: ‘Do not cast us away in old
age.””

The Chozeh was ill for nine and
a half months. His talmid, Professor
Chaim Dovid Bernhard, was a
doctor. Despite his best efforts, his
Rebbe did not recover. “All the
forces of the sitra achara were
arrayed against me,” he told the
doctor. Even on his sickbed he
maintained his faith and
anticipation. “I await him

[Moshiach] every day, that he come”

he would keep murmuring.

The Chozeh of Lublin passed
away on Tisha B’Av. He had been
moser nefesh to bring the Geula.
The tens of thousands of his
Chassidim felt it an additional
churban. That year, R* Mendel of
Rimanov, the third member of the
group, passed away on 19 lyar.
Many people considered the reason
to be the attempts made by the three
tzaddikim to force the keitz.

THOUGHTS ABOUT GEULA
FROM THE CHOZEH OF LUBLIN

Calculating the Keitz because of Kibbud Av

He said that tzaddikim calculated when Moshiach would come
because they were following the Halacha. The Halacha is that when a
son sees that his father is not doing something properly, out of respect
for him he cannot tell his father directly that he is doing something
wrong. He must show him the Halacha and say: Father, this is what it
says in the Torah.

Since we want to express our opinion to our Father in heaven so He
will have mercy on His children and redeem them, and it’s not right, as
it were, that they suffer the burden of galus anymore, the tzaddikim
come up with a date and show an allusion in a verse of Tanach how
Moshiach will come in that year. This is to show our Father in heaven:
Father, it says so in the Torah...

Why was Rebbi unable to annul Tisha B’Av

The Gemara relates that Tisha B’Av once fell on Shabbos and Rebbi
(Rabbi Yehuda HaNasi) wanted to cancel the fast of Tisha B’Av
altogether, but the other sages were unwilling.

One can understand this as Rebbi wanted to uproot Tisha B’Av
altogether, in other words, to bring the Geula and cancel the fast of
Tisha B’Av completely. The other sages did not agree, that is, they did
not help him since they were not on his level to be able to do something
like that.
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‘IN PAIN
SHALL YOU
BRING FORTH
CHILDREN...’

By Avrohom Ber
Translated by Michoel Leib Dobry

“The doctor came out of the delivery
room with a solemn expression on his

face that sank my heart. ‘Not again,’ 1

thought to myself despairingly.” * The
previously untold story about the Rebbe
who couldn’t speak and the children
who could not be born.

“You simply can’t understand it.
There’s no chance in the world that
you’ll be able to understand such a
thing,” Shimon told me when we
met in his shoe store on
Manhattan’s Lower East Side.
“Anyone who has no children can
never fathom the feelings of a
mother sitting beside her son’s bed
for close to six months, until the
bitter end — a parent who buries
three of his offspring. Who can
imagine what it feels like to come to
the hospital in the ninth month,

time and time again, only to return
home each time empty-handed r”1.”

We all hear “miracle” stories on
the Rebbe, Melech HaMoshiach. All
of us have our own collection of
such tales, ready to tell upon
request. There are stories that have
been more publicized; others less.
Some have already been printed,
while others still make the rounds
via word-of-mouth. This story,
never previously publicized, is one
of the most amazing stories yet to
be printed. It is an impressive

display of simple faith in Hashem
and His agent, the Rebbe shlita,
Melech HaMoshiach.

THE MONEY OF
CHILLUL SHABBOS -
WAS GONE

Shimon and Nava (the names
have been changed at their request)
are an Israeli couple living in the
borough of Queens, New York. For
years, the trying times they went
through were simply too difficult to
speak about, but at last they have
agreed to tell their unique story to
the readers of “Beis Moshiach.”

Shimon and Nava were married
twenty-five years ago. They make a
living selling clothes and shoes. At
that time, Shimon and his father
owned a store on Jamaica Avenue,
which honorably provided the
family with financial sustenance.
The problem was that the store was
open on Shabbos.

Shimon was then in the process
of returning to his Jewish roots
through the T’mimim who came to
his store on “mivtzaim”. When he
heard about a story where the
Rebbe personally got involved in a
matter of keeping Shabbos in a
store owned by Jews, he went to the
Queens Chabad House and happily
informed the shliach, Rabbi Shraga
Zalmanoff, that he would start
observing Shabbos. He then asked
Rabbi Zalmanoff to write a letter to
the Rebbe on his behalf, requesting
a bracha to find a new location for
the store, where he could keep
Shabbos.

“A week passed, then another,
and then another,” recalled
Shimon. “I would periodically
check with Rabbi Zalmanoff for an
answer, but none was forthcoming.
I couldn’t understand why the
Rebbe wasn’t responding. Doesn’t
the Rebbe want us to keep
Shabbos?

“One day, about a month after
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the writing of the letter, a Gentile
of Georgian descent came into the
store and asked us how much we
want to lease him the premises for
nine years, which was the
remainder of our contract. We
replied that two hundred thousand
dollars would be sufficient. Without
hesitation, he asked to lease the
store. In my wildest imaginations, |
never would have believed that it
would be possible to close such an
important deal so quickly!

“My father told him that since
we have made an agreement with
the property owner to inform him
of any changes that we made, we
would have to let him know first.
The owner, who was Jewish, told us
that he agrees to buy out the lease
of the store from us for $200,000,
and since we preferred to sell the
lease to a Jew, we decided to deal
with him.

“The Gentile came back the
following day, and when he heard
about our agreement with the
owner, he immediately offered to
up the price to a quarter of a
million dollars! Here, we received a
little education from our father, of
blessed memory, as he told him that
he is unwilling to break his word to
the Jew, even for another fifty
thousand dollars. The Gentile asked
my father if he had already signed a
contract with the owner, and when
he replied in the negative, a look of
absolute shock crossed the man’s
face. “You’re prepared to pass up
$50,000 without a contract?’ he
asked my father before leaving.

“The contract with the Jewish
owner was signed, and we found
our current location in Manhattan.
All the merchandise was still left in
the old store on Jamaica Avenue.

“One day, the owner came and
asked us to remove all of our
merchandise, as he needs the place
urgently. We quickly transferred all
the goods to the store in
Manbhattan, although we had not
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yet installed a proper alarm system
or adequate locks. We're talking
about merchandise valued at more
than eighty thousand dollars!”
When Shimon came to this part
of his story, tears welled in his eyes
and his voice cracked slightly. “And
then...and then...one night, thieves
broke into the store and stole all of
our merchandise. It wasn’t enough
that we had lost fifty thousand
dollars by turning down the
Gentile’s offer, but now we were
also left without any stock. But we
were not dismayed. We realized that
it was Hashem’s plan that thieves
had taken all of the money we had
earned on all those Shabbosim and
allowed us to turn a new page in a
new location. The store has been

“Do you
understand what
you’re about to
do? What does a
rabbi know about
this?”

closed on Shabbos ever since.”
The tremendous faith of simple
Jews is simply awe-inspiring...

WHAT DOES THE REBBE
KNOW ABOUT SUCH
THINGS?

After this lengthy introduction,
we now turn to the miracle story,
which is the main subject of this
article:

As with any young couple after
their wedding, when the first
pregnancy comes along, the
excitement is very great. They wait
impatiently to embrace the child
that is soon due to enter the world.
Nine months of waiting reach their

climax.

Did we say “nine”? Not in this
case.

“At the end of the sixth month,
Nava already had to go to the
hospital. The baby, a girl, was
born... but lived for only an hour.
You have no idea what it was like. It
was simply unbearable.

“We returned to our empty
home and tried to deal with the
loss. We are very strong people with
a lot of faith, and we are not broken
that easily. We tried again.

“This time, the pregnancy
seemed to go normally. After nine
months, we found ourselves
traveling once again to the hospital,
our lips uttering words of prayer
that things should just go well.

“The doctor came out of the
delivery room with a solemn
expression on his face that sank my
heart. ‘Not again,’ | thought to
myself despairingly. The doctor
informed me that I had a baby boy,
alive but not that healthy. The joy
that the baby was alive made me
forget the complications for the
moment — a very brief moment. My
wife sat near the baby in the
hospital, day and night. For four
harrowing months, she hardly came
home. It’s difficult for me even to
recall that horrific time.

“In the physical sense, the
prayers didn’t help. After four
months, my wife returned home
without the child.

“This was even harder than the
previous time. I felt that I was
about to explode. Friends and
neighbors looked at me with
absolute pity. | could read their
minds: ‘Look at that poor Jew; he’s
already lost two children.’

My wife traveled to the Rebbe
MH”M and passed by him at
Sunday dollars. She burst into tears
and asked the Rebbe for a bracha to
have children. She said that she
can’t take it anymore, and she
wants a living and healthy child.
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The Rebbe merely observed her
with kindly eyes, but said nothing.
“The third pregnancy was a

repeat of the previous ones. The
hopes, the prayers, the
expectations, and the great
disappointment. My wife waited for
six months at the hospital in Long
Island, and eventually returned
home alone. The baby was interred
next to his other siblings.

“I had three graves of my
children. Do you understand what
we’re talking about?

“From then on, it had already
become a kind of routine. My wife
would become pregnant, go to the
hospital... and give birth to a dead
fetus. We would go back home, and
gnash our teeth, but we remained
unbroken — until the next time.”

Five, yes, five, more
antagonizing times — things ended
in bitter frustration.

“My wife wrote many times to
the Rebbe MH”M in request of a
bracha, yet the Rebbe did not
respond. I don’t know how to
interpret the ways of G-d or why

this Heavenly decree was destined
to fall upon us, but it remained a
most painful fact. My wife would
write to the Rebbe, and the Rebbe
would not respond.

“In Nava’s ninth pregnancy, the
doctors revealed that she was
carrying twins. This led them to
draw two conclusions: First, that it
was imperative for Nava to remain
under observation from the fourth
month, and second, in light of her
previous history, she must abort
one of the fetuses, as giving birth to
twins would endanger her life.

“It was 5753, and the Rebbe
neither spoke nor responded to
letters personally. The new order of
things was that the secretary went
in and asked the Rebbe MH”M to
reply with a nod or a shake of his
holy head.

“Nava wrote to the Rebbe —
again. We are believing Jews, who
know the power of a tzaddik.
There’s no such thing as ‘it’s
impossible to write to the Rebbe.’

“Two days later, we received a
call from the secretary. The Rebbe

the twins.”

know about this?”

all in the merit of the Rebbe,
Melech HaMoshiach!”

The doctor at Long Island
Jewish Hospital, an observant Jew,
opened his eyes in shock at the
couple sitting before him. “Do you
understand what you’re about to
do? Do you understand that you’re
going to kill your wife because of
some rabbi? What does a rabbi

“Of course, they wouldn’t
release us from the hospital until we
signed a form declaring that we
accept all responsibility for what
happens. Only after we signed did
the doctors agree to release Nava.

“Nu, what do you think?”
laughed Shimon happily. “Today, I
have two teenagers, a son and a
daughter, alive and well — and it is

had said that she should not go to
the hospital, rather she should
arrange for a personal attendant to
help her until the birth. After a few
days, we received a letter in the
mail. The Rebbe had sent Nava
three dollars, apparently for her and
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memoirs

BREAD AND BUTTER,
BUT NOT TOGETHER

Reminiscences of R’ Nissan Nemenov a”h

By Rabbi Shneur Zalman Chanin

“You can eat each item by itself. When
you eat bread, eat it to satiety. When
you eat butter, eat it for your good
health. But I cannot understand why
you have to eat the bread with butter

on it!”

It was the end of the summer
of 1946 when my parents and
sisters entered Camp Hof after
crossing the border between
Austria and Germany. I never
heard details from my father about
their wandering in Austria and
which cities or places they camped
in. After I began making inquiries
for this article, and I asked other
people who were there what they
remembered, | saw that they
remembered very little.

The first thing they all
remember is that they were told to
be absolutely quiet. They also
remember their fear. Fear of the
unknown, fear of the secret police,
fear of soldiers, fear of the dark,
fear of the long journey and fear
of losing the group or lagging
behind.

They all also remember how
exhausted they were. Even when

n 7 lyar 5769 BEIS MOSHIACH

they spent a few days in one place,
it was never restful. They were
always living out of suitcases,
ready to travel. All the transit
camps they spent time in during
their travels looked more or less
the same. There were long
buildings called barracks. There
was a large room which had
military folding beds, and that was
it. There were no partitions and no
other furniture.

Each family was allotted a
corner or a row of beds. They built
tables out of their suitcases by
putting them one on top of the
other, with the bottom suitcase
upright and the one on top of it
lying down. Their beds served as
chairs on which to sit and eat their
small ration of bread, until they
were told it was time to move on.
Soldiers or policemen guarded the
transit camps and the refugees

were not allowed to leave them.

When they crossed the border
and entered camp Hof in the
American zone of Germany, a
stone rolled off their hearts. They
knew that they were among
friends, that the KGB wouldn’t get
them and that the communists had
no ability get them back to Russia,
and their fear dissipated.

The camp in Hof was like all
the others. Here, too, they brought
them into a large room, gave them
bunk beds to sleep on and told
them to wait until they were
brought to a different camp.
However, this camp was different
from the others that they had
gotten used to, where they had
limited food, usually bread and
water. In Hof, or as the refugees
called it, Oifnams Lager (reception
camp), they were given not only
bread but also... butter. The food
was sent by the Joint and UNRRA
and when the refugees received it,
there was nobody happier than
them.

UNRRA — United Nations
Relief and Rehabilitation
Administration was founded to
help refugees and citizens living in
Allied countries that had been
liberated in Europe and the Far
East. In Germany, the UNRRA
was under military surveillance
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throughout the country. Military
authorities were responsible for
maintaining law and order in the
displaced persons camps,
acquiring basic provisions and
distributing it, and providing living
quarters. UNRRA ran the camps,
providing health services, relief,
entertainment, professional
guidance and supplementary
provisions.

My father told me:

“The first few times that we
received butter from the Joint, a
product we hadn’t seen in ages,
people ate it with a great appetite.
We were famished and an item like
butter was rare. Naturally, we
were happy to be able to smear a
bit of it on the dry bread we were
given.”

A BT
Ve ;‘
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It is important to clarify that
for Chassidim under those
circumstances it was permissible,
without a doubt, for them to eat
the butter that the Joint provided
even though the butter was from
gentiles. Why? First, because all
mitzvos are set aside when there is
a chance of danger because it says,
regarding mitzvos, “and you shall
live with them.” Since the butter
contained vitamins and was rich in
energy, it supplied them with a
little of what their bodies
desperately needed.

Second, according to Halacha,
butter has a different rule than
other dairy products because
technically butter does not need to
be supervised and made out of
chalav Yisroel. In order to

F 4

The DP camp in Hof

understand the Halacha, we need
to understand how butter was
made then and the differences
nowadays that change its halachic
status.

In the period of time I am
talking about — and before that, as
well — the cream was skimmed off
the milk, cooled and left for
bacteria to curdle it. Then the
curdled cream would be poured
into a container called a butter-
churn, where it was churned for a
long time or the container was
spun around quickly. This
separated the drops of cream that
were in the milk and they
congealed and formed clumps of
fat, or butter grains. Salt would be
added to maintain freshness.

Shulchan Aruch paskens (Yoreh
Dei’a siman 115) that you don’t
stop someone from eating gentile
butter because the milk from a
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non-kosher animal cannot curdle
into butter. Thus it was not a
problem for the refugees to eat the
butter they were given in the DP
camps.

(However, in order not to lead
any readers astray, I must
emphasize that nowadays, butter
production has changed and
additional issues have arisen. If a
person eats non-Jewish butter
nowadays, he is likely to encounter
problems with the prohibition of
meat and milk and the g’zeira of
not consuming non-Jewish milk.)

The following Shabbos, my
father related, after they finally
had butter to smear on their bread,
the Chassidim farbrenged as they
used to do. They sat together to

tell stories and relate divrei Torah
as though they weren’t in a way
station, traveling a dangerous road
and as though all their work was
done and their suffering was
behind them. They didn’t care that
the improvised “tables” that they
made out of suitcases were of
different heights and that the
folding cots were their chairs. Of
course, the main speaker was the
mashpia, R* Nissan Nemenov.

R’ Nissan couldn’t restrain
himself and he took the
opportunity to chastise the men
and bachurim:

“Gevald, gevald!” he cried out.
“What has become of us? Baruch
Hashem, we have merited to leave
the darkness. Hashem broke the

copper doors for us and the bolts
of iron. He did a miracle for us
and we left there in a supernatural
way. We must give thanks to
Hashem.

“Now tell me. How should we
thank Hashem for this? Do we
thank Him by hungrily attacking
bread spread with butter?

“I’'m not talking about what
Chassidus demands of us. I'm not
asking for iskafia or is’hafcha,
which are lofty levels in avoda.
Gezunterheit! On the contrary, eat
as you please and it should be for
your good health. I am talking
about something else. I'm talking
about our becoming so quickly
coarsened. Baruch Hashem we
have ample bread. Eat and satiate

CORRECTING AN ERROR

Mrs. Itta Sossonkin-Levitin, who was Kkilled in
Czechoslovakia, was the daughter-in-law of the
Chassid, R® Nachum Shmaryahu Sossonkin, rav of
Batum, and not his daughter, as I had written
previously. I apologize.

Halacha dictates, “taus — ["olam chozer” — a Baal
Korei who made a mistake while
reading the Torah must always go
back to the beginning of the verse to
read it correctly. Since I made a
mistake in the previous chapter about
Mrs. Sossonkin-Levitin (nee
Kleiman), I have to go back not only
to the beginning of the “verse,” but to
the beginning of the “chapter,” and
use the opportunity to tell a bit about
her life.

Itke, as she was known, was
married to R* Moshe, the son of R’
Shmaryahu Sossonkin. When their
daughter Chana Feiga (Tzippora) was
three and their son Avrohom was three
months, R* Moshe was arrested for being a religious
Jew and sentenced to ten years exile in a camp in
Siberia. Itke, the wife of the “criminal,” was not
permitted to continue living in Leningrad and had
to move to nearby Luga.

Three years later, when the Germans advanced
on Leningrad, she managed to flee with her two

R Shmaryah Sossonkin

small children to a forsaken village in the district of
Molotovsk, Siberia.

When the war ended, she managed, after great
effort, to locate and contact her father-in-law, who
had moved with many of Anash to Samarkand. R’
Shmaryahu arranged an official travel permit for her
and his grandchildren so they could
join him in Samarkand in Central Asia.

When she finally arrived in
Samarkand, after weeks of traveling,
R’ Shmerel took her into his small
home and shared his bit of bread with
her and the children. At that time,
they also had their three year old
granddaughter Rochel living with
them, the daughter of their son, R’
Asher. She was orphaned from her
mother, and her father was in a labor
camp in Siberia.

One night, when R’ Sossonkin was
sitting up learning Torah, as usual, he
noticed that his daughter-in-law had
woken up and looked upset. He asked her what
happened but she politely declined to answer. The
next night the same thing happened. Itke woke up
in a fright and once again did not answer any
questions.

The third night, when she woke up once again
and began to pace back and forth, she agreed to tell
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yourselves. There’s butter? Eat as
you desire.

“You can eat each item by
itself. When you eat bread, eat it
to satiety. When you eat butter,
eat it for your good health. But I
cannot understand why you have
to eat the bread with butter on it.
Not only that, but you make sure
to spread the butter on the bread
so that it is evenly distributed so
that one side or corner, heaven
forbid, does not have a drop more
butter than another. This is what
hurts me! As the verse says, ‘you
became fattened and thickened
and covered in flab.” It’s the gasus
ruach (coarseness of spirit) I'm
talking about. Is that where we
have gotten to in so short a time?

To become so megusham? Gevald,
gevald!”

By the way, the butter the
refugees received from the Joint
was the same butter that was given
to the American soldiers, and it
was very salty so it could last a
long time without refrigeration.
My mother admitted to me that
under any other circumstances she
wouldn’t put butter like that into
her mouth.

Nevertheless, R’ Nissan
couldn’t tolerate it. My father
would conclude, “R’ Nissan? He
was a real Chassid and oveid
Elokim. Go and tell people today
who R’ Nissan was. They will
think he was a fanatic who didn’t
relate to this world.”

“Gevald, gevald!”
he cried out.
“What has become
of us? Hashem
broke the copper
doors for us and
the bolts of iron.
Is this how we
thank Him?”

It says in Mishlei 10:7, “the

him what was troubling her. “This is the third night
that my brother, Yaakov Kleiman, who died of
starvation in Leningrad together with his wife, came
to me in a dream and asked me to save his children.”
She told her father-in-law that she and her
brother had made a pact that whoever remained
alive after the war would take care of the others’
children. She had survived but when she saw how

hard it was for her
father-in-law to support
himself, his wife, their
granddaughter and now
her and her children,
she felt she couldn’t
impose on him with
additional children. For
this reason, she had not
mentioned her promise
until then.

R’ Sossonkin
reassured her and
together they discussed
how to find her
nephews, who were in

communist institutions, and bring them to
Samarkand. After great effort, the three orphaned
children of her brother were brought to Samarkand
and R’ Sossonkin took them into his house.

One day, a prisoner who had been together with
Itke’s husband came with the bitter news that R’
Moshe had died. He told about the hardships, the

R’ Moshe Sosonkin

Y
R’ Shneur Zalman Levitin

backbreaking labor and subhuman conditions R’
Moshe had endured and also recounted his mesiras
nefesh. Despite his suffering and starvation, he
refused to eat non-kosher food.

After a few months, despite the pain over the
loss of his son, R Shmaryahu encouraged his
daughter-in-law to remarry. She married the
mashgiach of yeshivas Tomchei T’'mimim, R* Shneur

Shmaryahu raised all six orphans: his three
grandchildren, Itke’s two children and R’ Asher’s
daughter, (R’ Asher remained in Russia in a labor
camp in Siberia) and the three Kleiman children
who were nephews of his daughter-in-law. He
raised them to Torah, chuppa and good deeds in the
way of Chassidus. May his memory be a blessing.

Zalman Levitin, whose
first wife had been Kkilled
in the bombing.

They joined the
group my parents were
in and together made
the trip from Russia to
Poland to
Czechoslovakia. They
were about to cross the
border into Austria when
a Czech soldier shot and
killed her.

After these tragedies
and despite the
enormous difficulties, R’
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memory of a tzaddik is for
blessing,” that whenever we
mention the name of a Chassid or
yerei Shamayim, we need to bless
him and sing his praise. Since |
mentioned R’ Nissan, | want to tell
you some more about him and
how I, his talmid, saw the good
qualities that he had.

If you didn’t know R’ Nissan,
you could think that he was
removed from this world like the
perushim described in the Rebbe
Rayatz’s Memoirs, who covered
their eyes so they wouldn’t see
outside their immediate area.

R’ Nissan wasn’t like that. On
the contrary; he definitely saw

what was happening outside his
four cubits. For example, when
he would meet my mother in the
street, although she was a woman
and it was in public, he would
always stop to ask how she was
and say a few encouraging
words.

R’ Nissan was an oveid Elokim.
He was a Chassid who worked on
himself and his middos. His
Shacharis on a weekday took 5 or
6 hours, and not because he didn’t
know how to read well. He was
demanding of himself and of his
talmidim, largely in the area of
iskafia — breaking, conquering,
and subduing the Evil Inclination;

R’ Nissan Nemenov and his sons, R’ Sholom Dovber and R’ Moshe,
shortly after they left Russia
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subduing the coarse and negative
traits and self discipline to behave
in the proper manner.

I knew R’ Nissan in yeshivas
Tomchei T’mimim in Brunoy when
I was a boy. I learned with him
only the beginning of the study of
Chassidus, a few chapters of
Tanya and one maamer in Likkutei
Torah, I think it was the maamer,
“Lo Sashbis.” Right after my bar
mitzva my family and I left France
for Crown Heights.

I first went to yeshiva in
Brunoy in 1954, when | was a boy
of six. At home I was the baby
son, born to my older parents. |
was born in Paris, after all the
hardships my parents had gone
through. My sisters were older by
then. There was no school for me
in Paris and so, despite the
concern for my welfare and the
difficulty in parting with their “ben
yochid,” they sent me to R’ Nissan
in Brunoy so I could receive the
kind of Chabad chinuch for which
they had been so moser nefesh in
Russia.

The yeshiva building was given
to the Chassidim by the Joint and
the food was also donated by
various organizations who
continued to support Jewish
refugees for years after the war
was over. The food given in the
yeshiva kitchen was made with
whatever ingredients they were
provided with and the taste was
like that of the manna, i.e. it had
no taste of its own ... everyone
tasted in it whatever he wanted...

I was the youngest boy in the
dormitory. My father wanted
someone to ensure [ would eat
properly, so he asked his friend, R’
Nissan, to have me eat in his
home. R’ Nissan’s wife would cook
for her household in any case and
another portion was no extra
hardship for her. In the Nemenov
home at that time there were three
sons. There were the two older



‘ 0I£.DCIS VIOSTalll £77/Ua/£UU09 1.10 AV Fd{C o0

boys, R* Sholom Ber and R’
Moshe, and the younger son, my
dear friend R’ Yitzchok (the
menahel ruchni of the yeshiva
now), who is a year older than me.

There is an aphorism, “Tell me
who your friends are and I'll tell
you who you are.” After the brief
period of time that I ate in R’
Nissan’s house and saw what he
ate, I modified the saying to, “Tell
me what you eat and I'll tell you
who you are.” By seeing what my
teacher ate, I was able to learn, to
some extent, about the greatness
of this Chassid and G-d fearing
man.

Though I was just a boy, |
noticed that R* Nissan did not use
the bread that most of Anash used.
That bread was baked in the
bakery of a non-Jew and a
Lubavitcher would throw a little
wood into the fire or light the oven
so that the bread would be pas
Yisroel and kosher according to all
opinions.

R’ Nissan’s wife would bake
bread for him at home that was
more mehudar. She did not have
an oven so every Thursday or
Friday, she would bake three
challos for Shabbos in a metal pan
on the fire. The challa that was left
over after Shabbos was used for
the rest of the week.

This challa, with the addition of
a little cheese that the Rebbetzin
made herself, were the only things
R’ Nissan ate during the week. In
1954 there were no plastic bags to
keep bread fresh. The bread or
challa remained on the table
covered with a napkin that
protected it from flies but not from
drying out. Of course, as each
additional day went by, the challa
became harder and harder until it
was like a rock. In order to eat it
(I remember it as though it was
today), R’ Nissan would dip it in
hot tea to soften it. I don’t know
how the cheese tasted.

We could manage
with the bathing
conditions but, as
Chassidim, we
could not manage
without a mikva
in which to
immerse before
davening every
day.

I am not exaggerating when |
say that day after day, week after
week, and year after year, this is
all R Nemenov ate.

So when my father told me
what R’ Nissan demanded of the
group of refugees, I could
understand a bit of his pain. As a
mashpia, it hurt him to see how
they “grabbed” fresh bread with
butter. He couldn’t understand
how Chassidim could be so coarse.

Another small example from the
time I was in Tomchei T’mimim
Brunoy:

In my day, there were no
showers in yeshiva. Who had
heard of a personal shower? Once
a week we would go to the town
bathhouse and every bachur and
child was given ten minutes to
shower. If someone did not come
out after ten minutes, he would be
forcibly removed, dressed or
otherwise.

We could manage with the
bathing conditions but, as
Chassidim, we could not manage
without a mikva in which to
immerse before davening every
day.

R’ Nissan (and a few other
special Chassidim like R® Nachum

Labkowski) came up with an idea.
The yeshiva building was in the
middle of a thick wooded area and
at the edge was a spring. The
water was cold and shallow; it was
outside, without a roof or anything
around it. That is where R’ Nissan
and these other brave souls went
to immerse. It made no difference
whether it was summer or winter,
whether it was pouring, snowing
or bitterly cold and windy.

R’ Nissan went to immerse in
that spring every day, with
kabbalas ol and without taking the
conditions into account. There
were no steps leading down to the
waters of the spring; in order for
the water to cover the entire body
at one time, you had to lie spread-
eagled and R’ Nissan was no
youngster. Only an emeser erlicher
Yid, someone with yiras
Shamayim, could do this.

These little stories are etched in
my memory, heart and soul till this
day. I learned from them. It was
an edifying lesson about how a
genuine Chassid conducts himself;
someone who demanded much
more of himself than of his pupils.
It is no wonder, then, that he
demanded of others what he did,
that gashmius shouldn’t hold such
an important place in their lives.
To him, that was plain and
obvious.

Beis Miriam
Yerushalayim
Seminary

212-444-9105

WWW.beismiriam.com
info@beismiriam.com
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moshiach & geula ~ The Feinal Ere ~

TO COLLECT WHAT IS ‘OWED’
TO THE JEWISH PEOPLE

By Boruch Merkur

“A Jew shouldn’t have to come to the
point of crying out; he should only have
to extend his hand to G-d...and
immediately G-d gives him, from the
‘full, open, holy, and generous hand’ of
the Holy One Blessed Be He.” * Tracing
the Rebbe MH”M’s instructions on how
to perfect our Divine service in the
Final Era.

[Continued from Issue #690]

generosity is manifest even within the
natural order, where there is physical
(as well as spiritual) silver and gold.

“All the more is the above true insofar
as the gift comes from G-d’s essence
and being, for the Jew who ‘extends a
hand’ appeals to G-d’s very essence.
The profound care that G-d has for
the Jewish people is reflected in the
statement of the Rebbe Rayatz155 -
that the simplicity of a Jew (especially
when he does an action with
simplicity, ‘extending a hand’) unites
with the true simplicity of [what
Rambam refers to as] the ‘True
Existence.” Of consequence, the
‘giving’ [to ‘all who extend a hand’] is
according to what G-d’s essence and

being can afford, beyond all possible measure.

“And especially — in addition to the fact that G-d, of His

own volition, wants to give Jews charity — Jews cry out,
‘Until when?!” including the righteous women of the
generation, as well as ‘Hadasa is Ester,’lso who is
presently in the World of Truth. She cries out together
with all the women and children of the Jewish people
and with all the Jews, ‘Until when?!” How long will
‘Shushan [be] in the depths of terror’? 151 Indeed,
there must be the bestowal of life from ‘the Giver of life
will give you life.’ 152

“Moreover, a Jew shouldn’t have to come to the point
of crying out; he should only have to extend his hand to
G-d, and G-d will fulfill his obligation]39 (on Purim)
that ‘we give to anyone who extends a hand.” He
shouldn’t have to speak or ask; he should only do a
physical action, extend his physical hand and
immediately G-d gives him, from the ‘full, open, holy,
and generous hand’ 133 of the Holy One Blessed Be He.

“Here we are speaking about a gift relative to the
capacity of the Giver, what the Holy One Blessed Be He
Himself can afford, regarding Whom it is said, ‘The
silver is Mine and the gold is Mine.’ 154 Indeed, G-d’s

“At the same time, perfection is attained with regard to
the capacity of the recipient to receive as well as his
actual enrichment; bountiful good given in a manner
that can be received, overt and revealed goodness
within the framework of created beings.

“Indeed, we are talking about the perfect gift both with
respect to the Benefactor as well as to the recipient,
including [the ultimate gift of] the true and complete
Redemption by our righteous Moshiach.”

NOTES:

150 Egter 2:7.

151 Liturgy from the Musaf Prayer of Yom Kippur. See
Torah Ohr Hosafos 116c.

152 Yoma 71a.
153 Third blessing of Grace After Meals.
154 Chagai 2:8.

155 The address of 12 Tammuz 5707, Section 3 (Likkutei
Dibburim Vol. 3, pg. 491b, beg.).
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profile

THE WINDING ROAD
TO A SPECIAL
SHLICHUS

By S. Malachi

EARLY YEARS

Chanan was born in Rechovot to
a frum Tunisian family. In his
childhood, his father was sent to
Algir, Morocco, to bring people on
aliya but he was brutally murdered
in 1958.

In yeshiva high school, Chanan
had questions about emuna, and he
quickly ran into problems when he
endeavored to find answers. The
answers he was given didn’t satisfy
him, and when he continued
asking, his teachers forbade him to
ask questions about emuna, either

because they didn’t have answers or
because they didn’t want to deal
with him. Chanan left yeshiva for
public school.

SECRET PLAN TO
CAPTURE MAGUR

After high school, he was
drafted into the army. During his
army service, he was assigned to a
command group responsible for
preparing a military plan to capture
the eastern side of the Jordan River,
in Jordan. The command group in
charge of the operation called to

sake of an ascent.”

Chanan’s credit.

BIO

Decades after they first troubled him in yeshiva high school, Chanan
Hassan found the answers to his questions in Toras HaChassidus.

The road to knitted kippa and from there to sirtuk and black hat
was long and arduous, but it ended with hiskashrus to the Nasi HaDor.
Even the interruptions in that journey proved to be a “descent for the

Today, Chanan is the director of the computer department in the
daughter-company to Bank HaMizrachi called Meichish. Did we call
him a director? Actually, he is the director of the company’s Chabad
house. He sees his work as a shlichus, and defines his job as putting the
Alef of Geula into the Gola (exile), so that the company becomes a
place that is Meichish (speeds-up) the Geula.

Chanan, who lives in Elkana in the Shomron, is one of the main
activists in the Chabad house there. Much of that shliach’s success is to
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project Magor — an acronym for
Menasheh, Gad, and Reuven, the
tribes which settled in that area in
Biblical times. They had detailed
plans, down to a list of officers and
commanders who would take
charge of Rabat Amon and other
cities.

After his military service,
Chanan studied mathematics and
computer science at Bar-Ilan
University. In 1973, he married his
wife Varda, who also used to be
religious, and settled in Ramat Gan.
Six years later, they moved to the
hills of the Shomron with the
nucleus that started the Elkana
settlement.

“We were 16 families. Our first
attempt at building a settlement was
quelled by the authorities, but in
1977, after Rabin’s resignation, the
interim Peres government gave its
approval. Peres thought it would
help him in the elections.”

THE RESCUER
WHO WAS SAVED

In 1993, Chanan decided to
“rescue” his sister who had become
interested in Judaism. In the
process, he found Yamima, a
special woman who was mekarev
many people. Chanan, who had
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completed his first degree and was
starting to work on a second, took
a break and began taking classes
with Yamima. (The shiurim were
given modestly, with separate
shiurim for men and women, and
the men did not see her.)

“I wasn’t looking for Judaism. |
was just afraid my sister was
entrapped and I decided to gather
enough information to be able to
extricate her.”

Chanan soon fell under the spell
of p’nimius ha’Torah. Yamima was
mekusheres to the Rebbe and her
shiurim were rich with Chassidic
concepts, presented in an appealing
manner.

Chanan also took an interest in
Kabbala. He attended shiurim in
Breslover Chassidus with Rabbi
Moshe Erez Doron and Rabi
Shimon Teichner.

Chanan had many questions.
Yamima pointed out, “you examine
everything logically; if it satisfies
you, you accept it and otherwise
you reject it.” Her advice was
simple. “Don’t reject it; say you
don’t understand. As time goes by
you will discover that it’s right, that
you cannot think otherwise.”

AN ANSWER TO
EVERY QUESTION

Chanan began his foray into the
world of Chabad Chassidus. He
was fascinated by the mekubal,
Rabbi Yitzchok Ginsburgh. He
enjoyed the language of Kabbala
and the deeper secrets of Lashon
HaKodesh, and the fact that R’
Ginsburgh is a mathematician and
physicist satisfied an old time need
to connect abstract emuna with
logic and science.

He would go to learn Chassidus
with the mashpia, Rabbi Yosef
Yitzchok (Fitche) Offen in Ramat
Gan. There he met the shliach,
Rabbi Matti Gal, who had an
influence on him too. The more
Chanan delved into Chassidus, the

more he found the answers he
sought. He also began to realize
that logic is limited. He came to the
conclusion that by learning, he
would find answers to all his
questions.

Then R* Rami Antian a”h
arrived at a nearby yishuv, Shaarei
Tikva. Chanan began attending his
weekly shiurim in Likkutei Torah,
Torah Ohr and the D’var Malchus
sichos of 5751-5752. Chassidus,
especially these sichos, changed
Chanan’s way of thinking and gave
him a different perspective on the
world.

RABBI ELIYAHU DIDN’T
SEE A PROBLEM

“l was uncomfortable with
Rami’s belief in the Rebbe as
Moshiach chai v’kayam. I wondered
whether anything is wrong with
learning from someone with such
seemingly radical ideas. I went to
Rabbi Mordechai Eliyahu and
asked, “Is learning Tanya and
Chassidus the right thing to do?”

“Of course!”

“But the rav there, he’s one of
those they call Meshichisten...”

“So what’s the problem?”

“He always says, “Yechi
Adoneinu.””

“So what?”

“When I was ready to leave,
Rabbi Eliyahu asked me, ‘And he is
Meshichi?’

“I answered in the affirmative
and he smiled, and then I left.

“To this day, I can’t be sure
what he meant with that last
question. It felt as if he was asking
me, in third person, if I believe that
the Rebbe is Moshiach.”

In any case, Chanan’s discussion
with R Eliyahu affirmed that he
was on the right path, and he
continued to learn Chassidus.

“I believe that emuna has to
come from within, and that’s why
my journey was very pnimius’dik. I
learned deeply, which changed my
world.”

FIRST LETTER #
TO THE REBBE

Chanan wrote his first letter to
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the Rebbe with R* Rami. When he
opened the Igros Kodesh he saw
three letters that asked: ‘“Why aren’t
people learning Tanya where you
live?’

He did not get answers to the
questions he had written.

“It annoyed me and I decided to
stop asking,” Chanan recalls with a
smile.

Rami tried to convince Chanan
to give a shiur at the yishuv, but
Chanan did not feel ready to do so.
Rami’s own attempt at giving a
Tanya shiur at the yishuv was
unsuccessful. He would say,
“Elkana is like a nut — hard to
crack, but the inside is good.”

Chanan’s journey back to a
religious life wasn’t easy, neither
for him nor for his family, who by
then had opinions of their own.

“We let the children do as they
pleased. The girls saw the change in
us and began looking into Judaism
and attending classes on their own.”

A SHLIACH FOR ELKANA

After ten years of Jewish
involvement and learning, Chanan
and his wife decided that their path

is Chabad. Already accustomed to a
different style, the transition to
learning Chassidus wasn’t easy for
the family.

“When I wrote to the Rebbe
about this, I opened to a very
encouraging answer. The Rebbe
gave a bracha that our daughter
would marry a Tamim. It took a
long time, but the bracha was
eventually fulfilled.”

In 5763 Elkana got its own
shliach, Rabbi Yitzchok Kenig. It
was no longer necessary to travel to
hear a shiur in Chassidus, and
davening in a Chabad minyan
became a reality. Chanan offered
his help from day one, introducing
the shliach to life on the yishuv.

The center of Chabad activities
was the Sefardic shul where
Chanan was a regular worshipper.
Various people, who looked askance
at Chabad, convinced the gabbai to
shut them out.

Thanks to this turn of events,
they decided to go I’chat’chilla
aribber and buy a building for their
shul — a seemingly unrealistic plan
at first, but it proved to be
successful.

BETWEEN BEER SHEVA AND ASHKELON

Two years ago, Chanan decided to give his maaser money to a
Chabad house that operates with no financial backing, and where
the locals are not able to support the work.

“I opened the Chabad.info phone book and the first place that
caught my eye was Ofakim. It’s a city between Beer Sheva and
Ashkelon, out-of-the-way and with no financial support. I saw
that they have a soup kitchen and thought that would be the
perfect place to make my donation.”

Chanan called the phone number but nobody answered. When
there was still no answer the next day, nor the following week, he
decided to call the shliach in Ofakim, Rabbi Yisroel Hershkowitz.
He told him that he had been trying to reach the soup kitchen for
two weeks. Was there a soup kitchen or not?

R’ Herkowitz excitedly told him that his call was perfectly
timed. The program had stopped not long ago due to lack of
funding, but he was now sitting with R* Shneur Zalman Kenig
and they had decided to open it up again.

“I saw the Hashgacha Pratis with my own eyes,” says Chanan.
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THE REBBE

Although Chanan had made a
huge shift, his outer appearance
didn’t change. One day, he opened
to a letter where the Rebbe said:
“Inside, he is a Chassid, but this
should be apparent externally, too.”

Chanan switched to nusach
Arizal and bought himself a black
hat and a gartel. As with everything
else, this was with the constant
support and encouragement of his
wife.

Chanan made the trip to the
Kinus HaShluchim 5767. Just
getting there entailed many
challenges and miracles (see box),
and when it all worked out he
considered it a positive sign from
Heaven.

After two weeks in 770, Chanan
returned home with renewed
kochos, a stronger hiskashrus to the
Rebbe and... a sirtuk.

FIVE MINUTES THAT
TURNED INTO HALF
AN HOUR

Chanan doesn’t keep Chassidus
to himself. He spreads the Rebbe’s
teachings at every opportunity.
Back then, he davened at the main
shul of the yishuv — Moreshet.

“I suggested to my neighbor,
Yaakov Zeidman, that we learn a
Chassidic aphorism each day. We
set aside five minutes, but the five
minutes soon grew into over half an
hour.”

Light attracts, and more and
more people joined the short shiur.
They would read a Chassidic
aphorism from Otzar ha’Pisgamim.

“There are things in that book
that are simply amazing,” exclaims
Chanan. “Every short sentence
contains treasures that give you
strength all day. Those five minutes
became half an hour, and even then
it was hard to stop.”

They began learning the HaYom
Yom and from Mi’Gola L'Geula.
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INSTILLING
PNIMIYUS HA'TORAH

Chanan ends the Gemara shiur
he gives at the Sefardic shul with
Chassidus. Explanations and
analogies from Chassidus are
interwoven throughout the shiur.

“Chassidus is not meant only for
time set aside for it. In every
conversation, in everything, there is
the Chassidic view.”

As for his work in spreading the
wellsprings, Chanan has specific
answers from the Rebbe. A group of
young men asked him to give them
a shiur in Kabbala. He saw this as
an opportunity to teach Chassidus
but he wasn’t sure whether it was
the right thing to do.

When he wrote to the Rebbe, he
opened to two interesting answers.
One was about giving shiurim to
young people, about the
tremendous help they need, and
about the importance and need to
instill p’nimius ha’Torah in them.
The other letter said not to leave his
job under any circumstances.

“A short while later, the bank
offered me early retirement with a
pension buyout and good terms. |

liked the offer because 1 was
looking forward to the day when I
could leave my job and spend more
time on spiritual pursuits,
particularly when the offer was very
generous. But the Rebbe had told
me to stay. I suppose my shlichus is
at my place of work.”

CORPORATE
CHABAD HOUSE

Chanan is the authority on
Judaism for hundreds of people at
his place of work. As the director of
a department he tries to bring the
light of Chassidus in a myriad of
ways: in staff meetings, speeches
and even in greetings attached to a
gift; a short Chassidic saying can
pack a punch.

People ask him about anything
connected to Judaism — from
checking mezuzos to a chicken for
Kaparos. Chanan is the one they
ask about the laws of mourning and
yahrtzait, the location of Chabad
houses around the world...
someone once even asked him
about the menu of the Chabad
house in Thailand.

Many people write to the Rebbe,

Chanan farbrepging

One day, he
opened to a letter
where the Rebbe
said: “Inside, he is
a Chassid, but this
should be

apparent
externally, too.”

while others make positive mitzva
commitments. One of the most
powerful outreach tools he uses is a
weekly Torah email. It started with
handing out printed publications:

“I would order brochure style
publications on the parsha in
Hebrew and Russian and give them
out. That had a limited reach. Then
I got the idea of sending out my
own e-mail.”

WEEKLY SHIUR
FOR THOUSANDS

What better approach for a man
in computers than to send out
Jewish reading material via
computer? Chanan began writing a
weekly sheet with Chassidic ideas
on the parsha. He sent it out via e-
mail to all who wanted it. The
initial list of subscribers included
hundreds of employees at the
company he worked at, but it
quickly expanded to thousands of
people.

He got glowing feedback. For
many, these parsha sheets were
their first exposure to p’nimius
ha’Torah and the depth of Judaism.
Countless people said that they
forward the material to their friends
every week, while others said they
print it to read at the Shabbos table
or hang it up in shul.

Over the years, Chanan has
added nicer graphics and color, and
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the list of subscribers grows. The
content is usually limited to words

IN CONCLUSION

Every Lubavitcher, every Jew,

Even if we don’t see them going
to yeshiva tomorrow and becoming

of Torah, but twice a year, before
Rosh HaShana and Pesach, in
accordance with the Rebbe’s
instruction, Chanan asks readers to
donate to the needy before the
holidays.

“Every week | put hours of work
into it, and I feel that it’s worth
every minute.”

can be a shliach!

your help.

You can give a shiur, support a
Chabad preschool near you...
actually, there’s no need to give
examples. If you open your eyes,
you will see numerous Jews
around you who are waiting for

baalei t’shuva, every positive
influence is significant. A small
action on our part can help
someone change, become mekushar
to the Rebbe and fulfill his destiny
in life.

I have to tell you about series of miracles I had in
connection with my trip to New York for the Kinus
HaShluchim. For many years [ had an unlimited visa
to the United States, but after the attack on the World
Trade Center, all visas were automatically cancelled.

When I decided to fly, I submitted a new request. I
was very nervous since my last name is Hassan. If that
wasn’t enough, my English birthday is 9/11.
Americans don’t care for that sort of thing.

I asked for an interview three weeks before my
scheduled flight to the Kinus HaShluchim, and was
given an appointment in two months. I decided to play
dumb. I asked, “But I have a visa for an unlimited
amount of time?”

They replied that they had canceled all visas.

I asked, “How can you do that without telling
people?”

They said it was publicized in the papers. In the
end | managed to get an interview in two weeks, about
a week before the flight.

When that problem was solved, I discovered
another one. This time, it was with my passport. |

new passport a day before my appointment at the
embassy.

I assumed that my wait at the embassy would be a
long one and I decided to take not just one, but two
booklets of material to learn. The line took hours, and
as | waited I noted that all but one of the clerks were
women. | hoped I would be called by one of the
women since they are more compassionate. When my
name was called, the available counter belonged to the
man. Having no choice, I went over to him.

I pushed my papers under the glass partition and
the man asked me gruffly, “What do you plan on
doing in the United States?”

His opening question did not bode well, but I
continued to hope. | answered: “The Lubavitcher

went to the Ministry of the Interior offices, and got my

MIRACLE FLIGHT

Rebbe Melech HaMoshiach lives there and I'm going
to visit him.”

“You’re a Chassid?” he asked.

When I replied in the affirmative, he said, “You can
help me then. I attend a Yiddish class (I don’t know
whether he was Jewish or not) and I want to know
how to say ‘passport’ in Yiddish.”

I told him, “It’s amazing that you’re asking me that
question now. On my way here I learned something
the Rebbe taught in Yiddish, and it has the word
‘passport’ in it. Apparently the word is the same in
Yiddish as in English (it was Parshas Chayei Sarah and
the Rebbe quoted the Rebbe Rayatz as saying that
what’s important is not the age it says on the passport
but what a person does, that ‘life of Sarah’ refers to
her deeds).

The clerk asked whether I could bring him a
photocopy of the page or send it to him, and once
again | saw the Divine Providence. I replied, “I took
two today. If you preserve the sanctity of the booklet, I
can give you one.” | showed him where the word was
written, and the rest of the interview was brief, with
only one question.

I saw how the Rebbe was arranging things when I
got the visa the next day.

One by one the problems were resolved. Due to a
medical problem, I had concerns about flying. I spoke
to my doctor and learned that a new medication was
available which made it possible for me to fly with
peace of mind. A place to stay worked out smoothly,
as well. I saw how the Rebbe took care of me.

The first time | wrote to the Rebbe after I returned
home, I opened to a letter which said — “You didn’t
say how it worked out with the visa.” Of course, I
immediately sat down and wrote the Rebbe a thank
you letter for the miracles that I had experienced
throughout the trip.
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