


















years of exile and was on his way
to Moscow. Seeing from the setting
sun that Shabbos was about to
begin , he got off the train and
began asking passersby where Jews
live.

After the davening I invited him
to my home, where he told a little
about his years in jail and exile. It
was extremely hard to keep
Shabbos there. The commandant
always yelled at him, “With me,
you will work on Shabbos!” But he
persistently refused to work, with
mesirus nefesh, and was punished
mercilessly until he needed
crutches. “Not because of my legs,
but because of my heart,” he told
me.

The other inmates in the prison
were little better than the
commandant, and R’ Gurewitz was
once on the verge of death. A
Chechnian prisoner, who was a
stranger to R’ Berel, ran towards
him with a knife and stabbed him
in the back. The powerful blow
could have badly injured his spine
but miraculously, the knife missed
its mark. R’ Berel was taken to the
hospital and a short while later the
Chechnian was brought there too.
Frustrated that his assault had been
unsuccessful, he had tried to hurt
someone else, but the potential
victim was faster than he was.
Despite the severity of his injuries,
R’ Berel opted to return to jail for
fear that the Chechnian would try
to attack him again. Then he said:

On Motzaei Shabbos I will
continue on my way. It has been
years since I’ve been home! I don’t
know what happened to my
children in all this time, whether
they remained Jews. If they became
like everyone else, I will be
heartbroken.”

I poured him a cup of milk but
he only accepted half. “You have
children,” he said considerately.

On Motzaei Shabbos, when we
parted, I wanted to give him ten

rubles but he refused to take it.
“It’s not necessary. I have a loaf of
bread. I have a train ticket. Just
one thing I’ll ask of you – when I
was imprisoned, I was fortunate
enough to be able to take my t’fillin
with me, but over time, the strap
became worn through. If you could
give me a strap, that would be very
helpful.

I gave him a strap and escorted
him to the train station. On the
bus, someone offered him a seat
but he declined, despite his
crutches. Another passenger, a
soldier, observed, “Comrades, you
can learn decency from this man.

He refuses to take advantage of his
disability.”

His comment was right on the
mark. Indeed, as soon as he arrived
in Moscow, he sent me fifteen
rubles for the strap.

R’ Berel lived far from the shul.
On weekdays he went there by bus
but on Shabbos, of course, he
walked. When he returned from
Shacharis, it was after twelve in the
afternoon and he hadn’t eaten
before davening. 

As time went on and he became
weaker, the doctors forbade him to

leave his house without eating a
least a slice of bread and butter,
but he couldn’t do it. Then he had
a dream. Three great men, one of
whom introduced himself as the
Chida, appeared. They chided him,
“You already asked a rav and he
told you to eat, yet you still refuse
to follow the doctors’ directive. We
order you to eat. 

From then on, he ate in the
morning before Shacharis.

He was always concerned about
the material and spiritual welfare of
his children. One of his sons, who
later moved to Tashkent (Rabbi
Abba Dovid, who is back in
Tashkent today as shliach and chief
rabbi of Central Asia) taught my
children.

The family later moved to Eretz
Yisroel, where R’ Berel lived 17
happy years. He was over 90 when
he died, and it was heartwarming
to see the respect that his children
gave him. I visited him now and
then in his home in Kfar Chabad.
One time, I encountered him at a
wedding there and returned a few
days afterwards to sit and talk.
That turned out to be our last
encounter. He passed away two
days later. May his memory be for
a blessing!

HOSPITALITY WITH
MESIRUS NEFESH

The KGB pursued R’ Zilber until
he had to flee alone from Kazan,
leaving behind his wife and
children. After a difficult time, he
arrived in Tashkent, where he was
hosted by the Rabinowitz family.
After a short time he moved to the
family of R’ Zev Krogliak, but he
was afraid to endanger his hosts:

I knew that by providing me
with shelter, both families were
endangering themselves and their
positions. To minimize this risk, I
divided my time between the two
families, sometimes sleeping at one
home and sometimes at the other. I
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was constantly worrying over the
fate of my wife and children. My
biggest fear was that they would
take the children from her, but I
couldn’t call her [lest I be
discovered by the KGB].

Compared to Kazan, the
spiritual life in Tashkent was far
better. There was an Ashkenazi
community, about seventy families,
among them many Lubavitchers.
When someone acted improperly,
others influenced him for the
better. The children had Jewish
friends and they lived in a Jewish
environment, which was so
important for their education and
development.

R’ Zilber tells about the special
friendship with R’ Zev and his wife
Leah:

They were lovely, good-hearted
people and despite R’ Zev’s
important position as manager of a
department in a big factory in the
aircraft industry, he did not
hesitate to endanger himself. He
provided shelter for all who were
hiding from the authorities, myself
included. One of the men hid in
their house for a year and a half
and died there. They were able to
bury this man despite his concealed
identity.

The Krogliak family arranged
weddings free of charge, and Leah
cooked the food. They dealt a lot in
shalom bayis without taking a
penny, and loaned money freely.

Although I didn’t have all the
proper papers to enable me to get
an official job, R’ Zev managed to
find work for me. 

He was continuously switching
jobs on account of his Shabbos
observance. He finally found peace
when R’ Mendel Garelik arranged
work for him in a small government
factory which the Gareliks
managed:

I worked there until I made
aliya, along with my son and
daughter. At a certain point, R’

Mendel asked Alexander Yudin, a
former KGB agent, to run the
place. In the past, Yudin had been
one of Stalin’s personal
bodyguards and he had even been a
Soviet spy in New York, but his
affinity for liquor released him
from his job.

R’ Mendel told him, ‘I have
fifteen employees who are all
upstanding individuals. There is
one issue, though, which you will
need to ignore. On Saturday we
will come to the factory but won’t
actually do any work. In exchange,
you will get half our salary for

Saturday, enough money to even
bathe in a bathtub of vodka. Are
you willing to be the manager and
write reports?’

Yudin jumped at the
opportunity and even brought his
wife and mother-in-law into the
factory. The job entailed making
big aluminum plates oil resistant by
immersing them in a bath of
caustic soda solution. Then we
would stamp them with various
engravings.

The terms of employment were
excellent for me except that

working with these materials
ruined my health. The damage
caused by the caustic soda was so
great that the government, that was
never generous, gave us a bonus of
seltzer, three liters of milk, and a
kilo of butter every month. 

As I result of the noxious fumes,
I would simply fall asleep against
my will, sometimes even as I
walked in the street. This often
caused me to be late to work.

I would occasionally be delayed
for other reasons, such as taking
care of the burial of a childless old
timer or being involved in other
mitzvos that could not be
postponed. The matter of my
lateness could not be known to the
other workers lest it be leaked to
the authorities. I was often aided
by R’ Sholom Ber, the son of R’
Mendel Garelik. He brought out
my work smock so I could quickly
put it on and enter the factory as
though I was coming back after a
short break.

Often, in my hurry to start
working, I didn’t put on a mask
and gloves, which didn’t help my
health at all, to say the least. I
wanted to do everything quickly so
I would have time to learn.

I suggested to my friend that we
secretly eat our sandwiches an hour
before the lunch break, without
stopping our work. That way
during our lunch break (between
one and two – earlier on Friday),
when the gentile managers went
home or to a restaurant to eat, we
could learn Mishnayos.

On Shabbos we would go to the
factory but did not work. At one
point it seemed that someone had
informed on us, for one Shabbos, a
committee came to check. When
we saw the supervisors standing in
the gate, we asked Yudin’s wife to
surreptitiously pour ammonia in all
the rooms. When the supervisors
came in, they held their noses and
said: ‘Oh, how can they work here?
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How can they stand it? They
should be paid compensation for
this harmful work.’ They quickly
left but the promised compensation
never came. None of us had any
expectations for it to materialize.

One Shabbos, government
people came to pay salaries. We ran
away because there was no way we
could explain why we couldn’t
accept money or sign that we had

received it. 
The factory was on the banks of

Lake Komsomolsk and we hid
behind the boats. Yudin couldn’t
figure it out – he had invited us to
receive our salaries and everybody
disappeared, leaving him in an
awkward position. When we
returned, he attacked us bitterly, ‘I
understand that you don’t work on
Saturday, but why can’t you take
money?’ He just didn’t get it.”

MESIRUS NEFESH 
FOR SHABBOS

In addition to his family, Yudin
temporarily arranged work for a
friend of his by the name of Ivan
Levdov. This man had worked for
the KGB previously and Yudin took
him, his wife and daughter as
employees. He appointed Ivan in
charge of the manufacturing
process.

Two months passed and Ivan
suddenly announced, ‘I’m not
leaving here for any other job. I am
the manager here!’

A surprised Yudin reminded him
that he was the manager and had
appointed Ivan only temporarily,

but Ivan insisted that he was the
manager. 

He had always seemed like a
refined, well-mannered person.
Often I would look at him and
think how we could learn from him
how to speak to people and if only
all Jews were like him. He made
such a wonderful impression that I
would vouch for him. And then a
group of men came to the factory
and read to us this man’s
declaration: I refuse to oversee the
manufacturing process in this
factory because of the prevailing
conditions in which all the workers
are Zionists and religious. He had
informed on us!

He enumerated the facts: ‘On
the following holidays (which were
the days of Rosh HaShana, when
the factory was closed for two
days) absent from work were...’
and he provided a list of names. ‘As
much as I try to fight these
religious and Zionist individuals,
nothing helps and they continue to
yearn to emigrate to Israel. Since
working together with these people
is impossible, I request that you
restore order here.’

The men turned to us and said,
‘Comrades, where are you, in the
Soviet Union or the United States?
What’s going on here?’

The question was serious and it
was only by a miracle that we were
able to extricate ourselves. Till
today I still don’t understand how;
Hashem helped.”

It was R’ Sholom Ber, the son
of R’ Mendel, who saved the
situation. He was the union
representative in the factory. When
he saw Yudin quarrelling with his
friend, he sensed where that was
heading and he planned well.

With regard to Chol HaMoed
Sukkos I had insisted that we not
work… unless the top management
came for inspection. In the Soviet
Union, everything was planned out
to the smallest detail. Every factory

20 Sivan 5769 BBE IS MOSHIACH34

When the
supervisors came

in, they held their
noses and said:

‘Oh, how can they
work here? How

can they stand it?
They should be

paid compensation
for this harmful

work.’ 

WE FELL INTO THE DOUGH
His daughter Chava relates:
When I was seven, I did not start

attending school as the law required. I
wanted to learn Torah and I was
provided with a melamed, Rabbi Abba
Dovid Gurewitz. I learned with his
daughter (Bracha Gansburg of Kfar
Chabad) who was my age, and my
brother learned with his sons. We
always knew that if anyone knocked
at the door, we had to hide in another
room.

One Friday we heard knocks. My
friend’s mother, Malka Gurewitz, was
busy making challa. The vat of dough
was on the bed and in our panic, we
jumped right into it.

Rabbi Gurewitz, who taught
Rabbi Zilber’s daughter
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had a fixed quota for each time
period. We worked during the
period following the holidays, at
night and on Sundays, in order to
make up the quota. I still
remember going to work on
Motzaei Simchas Torah.

R’ Sholom Ber decided to take
advantage of this fact. He slipped
out and went over to the guard and
asked, ‘Would you be willing to say
that we came to work on Sunday
on this-and-this date?’ The man
readily agreed. ‘Of course I
remember that you worked on this
date.’

R’ Sholom Ber managed to re-
enter the factory without anyone
noticing that he had left. After the
accusatory speeches were made,
the committee turned to him and
asked, ‘What does the union
representative have to say about all
this?’ He replied, ‘This factory
does all it can to provide its quota
and to do so, many of us even
show up for work on Sunday!’

He went to his notes and began
to read: Zilber worked on this day
and that day – for the two or three
extra days that I worked, he wrote
that I worked six or seven days.
For no less than half an hour he
read through his notes. He noted
the Sundays that everybody came
to work and the Sundays when
some of us worked. 

The members of the committee
soon grew bored and did not want
to hear anymore, but he kept
going. He said, ‘Actually, these
men deserve extra vacation days. I
didn’t excuse them from any work
days. To me, what’s important is
sticking to the schedule. Nobody
got extra vacation days, so what are
we talking about?’

Then he began to read other
‘facts’: ‘the copying machines have
been needing repairs and when we
finished our monthly quota I called
in the technicians, who worked on
the following days...’ and he

enumerated the dates including
Rosh HaShana. ‘That’s the reason
people were absent from work on
those days.’

Sholom Ber paused to breathe
and then repeated his question: ‘I
don’t understand – what are we
discussing here?’

Convinced, they turned to Ivan
and said, ‘It appears that
everything here is legal. Why did
you write otherwise?’

‘True,’ Ivan had to admit,
‘superficially everything looks legal,
but I can tell you one thing – even
if you tie these people up and beat
them, just try to bring them to

work on Saturday. They’ll never do
it!’

The men weren’t impressed by
this and retorted, ‘That’s another
matter. We are talking about the
things you reported in writing.
What can you tell us about the
matter under discussion?’

He was quiet, since he had
nothing to say. For me, this was an
important lesson in life. You cannot
judge someone by your general
impression of them. The man
seemed restrained, calm and decent
– and this was an example of his

decency! 
Right after this happened, Ivan

became sick and left. Even the
non-Jews said that G-d had
punished him for trying to hurt the
Jews.

A “POOL” AT THE SHUL
In the 60’s, the government

closed the one official mikva in
Tashkent. About 200 religious,
Ashkenazi families lived in the city
and another 50,000 Bucharians,
and this was a harsh blow for all.

The gabbai of the ‘Sagvan’ shul,
which had housed the mikva up
until then, was named Berel
Lifschitz (a mekurav of Chabad in
Tashkent). For 40 years he worked
in a factory and he was awarded
many awards for his exemplary
work. His children, unfortunately,
were not drawn to a life of Torah
and pursued careers. One of them
was an admiral and another was a
dean in a university.

A secret mikva was built in the
home of one of the Jews, and the
devoted R’ Berel contributed 400
rubles that they were unable to
gather for its construction. The
floor boards in one of the rooms of
the house could be lifted and
underneath was the mikva. When
the boards covered the hiding
place, nobody would imagine that
there was something underneath.

This mikva could not service the
entire community because they
couldn’t allow everyone in. Some
people were suspected of being
informers or had relatives that were
suspected of being informers while
they observed the purity laws. They
could only allow those they trusted
to use this mikva.

Salvation came when Rabbi
Shmuel Menachem Klein, a
Chabad Chassid and someone who
was particularly clever, pressured
R’ Berel to open another mikva.
“Listen Berel, if you don’t open a
mikva, all of hell with its seven
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levels will be too small for you.”
This made a tremendous

impression on Berel and he began
making mighty efforts to establish
contacts with government officials
or, to put it more simply, to find
the right person to bribe. He was
told that an official in the city
municipality, upon whom the issue
depended, would take a bribe.
When he spoke to this official, the
man sighed and said, “I would be
happy to take your money but I
can’t do anything. We didn’t close
the mikva on our own but by order
of the KGB.”

Berel put on his most expensive
suit and attached all the medals of
excellence he had amassed over the
years and went to the KGB
building. They asked him what he
wanted and he said: “I am a
veteran worker and I want to pray
in shul. It is permissible to pray,
right?” “Yes, certainly,” they
answered.

”One of my sons is an admiral
and the other is a dean of a
university. Whenever they ask me
whether I am satisfied with the
Soviet government, I unhesitatingly
reply, ‘Yes, it should last many
years!’ Sometimes tourists come to
the shul and ask, ‘Do they bother
you about praying?’ I tell them,
‘No, we pray freely.’

Assessing what impression his
words were making on them, he
continued, “I have to explain
something to you. A shul must have
a pool in which the chazan
immerses twice a year, on Erev
Yom Kippur and before Pesach.
The tourists ask, ‘Do you have a
pool?’ Until now I would tell them
yes, and show it to them, but lately,
a number of terrorists, enemies of
the Soviet state, closed it. We
recently had a delegation from the
United States and I showed them
around they were impressed, but
then they asked, ‘Where is the
pool?’ I blushed. I couldn’t show it

to them.”
The KGB man said, “We hear

you. Now go and you will be given
the green light.” A short while
later, the mikva reopened. I heard
this story from Berel himself, 

RABBI ZALMAN
PEVSNER

My son, Ben-Tzion, began to
learn Gemara with Rabbi Zalman
Pevzner. R’ Pevzner came from
White Russia and was nicknamed
Zalman Buber, after the name of
the city he came from. When I met
him, he was about seventy. For ten

years he was in Stalin’s labor
camps and he came out half alive
and without a voice. It was terrible
to listen to him. He could barely
talk and he would make choking
sounds and cough. 

He was very sick. Others in his
situation would lie all day in bed,
but he continued to secretly teach
his three grandsons and some other
children. Every day, starting at
eight o’clock until six in the
evening, he would learn Gemara
with them on a very high level,
without being paid for it.

He had been arrested for this
very same ‘crime’ but despite this,
after his release he continued doing
the same thing as though nothing
had happened. Thanks to ‘crazy’
people like him, we lived! I
arranged for my son to learn with
him and he learned as though in
yeshiva.

There were two rabbanim in
Tashkent, this Rabbi Zalman
Pevzner and Rabbi Shmaya
Marinovsky, and both had great
authority within the community. I
was closer to R’ Zalman. He did
things uncompromisingly; if only
here in Eretz Yisroel we had
rabbanim who acted like him.

In R’ Zalman’s shul there was
an informer. One day, he decided
he wanted to be the chazan, but
most of the congregants did not
want him to daven at the amud,
and walked out. The informer went
to the rav and complained, ‘They
left me without a minyan!’

The rav answered, ‘You should
know that it is forbidden to say
‘amen’ to your brachos. I am aware
that you’re inclined to inform on
me to the authorities because of
what I’m saying, but let me advise
you that I will be bored in prison
without your company and will see
to it that we be jailed together.’

I heard this myself. The
informer said nothing; he just got
up and left. This took particular
courage, for this was a time when
they davened in secret, in an
unofficial place and illegally. Who
had the gall to speak up that way
under these conditions? But R’
Pevzner was not afraid of anyone. I
did not meet many people who
dared to act like him. He was a real
rav!

“R’ Pevzner passed away on 13
Nissan 1971. My son and I tore
our clothes in mourning, just as we
would do for a relative.”

BY THE REBBE
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R’ Zilber and his family arrived
in Eretz Yisroel in Shvat, 1972, and
shortly afterwards he was asked to
travel to the United States to
fundraise for chinuch. On this trip
he had yechidus with the Rebbe.

My meeting with the
Lubavitcher Rebbe took an hour
and a quarter. It began at four in
the morning and ended at 5:15. I
asked him what I should be
involved with in Eretz Yisroel. On
the one hand, my strong
background in algebra could get
me a job in a university, which
would leave me a lot of time to

dedicate to Torah study. On the
other hand, I could teach Tanach
and Talmud. Where would I do the
most good?

“The Rebbe responded that the
multitude of immigrants from the
Soviet Union needed to be drawn
towards Judaism. While in Russia,
they dreamed of making aliya for
‘national-religious’ reasons. When
they actually arrived in Eretz
Yisroel, however, not only was
there no chance that they would
improve spiritually, but on the
contrary, there was a great danger
that they would be influenced by

the street. Many of them would try
to emigrate to America or other
countries, which would cause a
chilul Hashem since when they left
the Soviet Union they cited
religious reasons. Therefore, I see
no greater mitzva than for you to
be mekarev the immigrants from
Russia to Torah.”

Indeed, from when he arrived in
Eretz Yisroel until he passed away
on Erev Tisha B’Av, 2004, at the
age of 87, he was mekarev new
immigrants from the former Soviet
Union and was very successful.
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The first Hakhel gathering of
the year was held at the
beginning of the year, right after
the yomim tovim of Tishrei, for
all the students in the school. We
explained the mitzva of Hakhel
and described the scene, while
emphasizing that Hakhel has
significance today too. We wanted
to get the children excited about
it.

We told them that today, every
one of them is like a king and
each of them needs to gather as
many children – and even adults
– as possible, and inspire them to
increase in yiras Shamayim.
Every week we had a different
assignment. The first assignment
was for each student to gather
their immediate family and tell
them a Chassidic story or a d’var
Torah. 

It was amazing. Many children
got their families swept up in the
atmosphere of Hakhel. This was
an incredible success, especially
when you consider that most of
the children are not from Chabad
homes.

Then we widened the circle

and asked the students to gather
children in the neighborhood, on
the street, or at the playground
and make a Hakhel with them.
Here too, there was great
success. One girl brought in
signatures of a hundred Hakhel
gatherings she organized.

The circle of influence
continues to widen as the
children encourage relatives and
friends outside of Eilat to
participate.

The spirit of Hakhel permeates
the school. There is a big wall
decorated with the Hakhel theme,
and we make sure to mention it
in every event. Even the
invitations for the Siddur party
noted that it’s a Hakhel year.

The children live with it. A
teacher told that my son who is in
third grade told her, very
excitedly, that he was looking
forward impatiently for Erev
Pesach. When she asked him why,
he said that he was looking
forward to Moshiach’s coming.
He had heard from his father that
this year is an auspicious time for
Moshiach since it says that Ben-

Dovid comes Motzaei Shmita.
I always find it moving to see

the t’mimus of children. The
emuna p’shuta that they have
gives me so much strength and
warms my heart.

Every Rosh Chodesh we have a
school assembly in which I try to
instill Jewish pride, that the
children should be proud and
happy that they learn in the
Rebbe’s school and they should
want to be “neiros l’ha’ir.” Of
course, that obligates them to be
role models for all who see them,
and that it should be obvious in
their behavior that they learn in
the Rebbe’s school.

We have regulations in school
that cover all sorts of things such
as coming on time, dress, t’filla
with kavana, middos tovos,
ahavas Yisroel etc. Every child
who does well in all areas gets a
coupon and when they have
accumulated five coupons they
come to my office for a talk. I ask
the children how they feel about
school and if they were asked to
recommend the school to a
friend, what would they say is
special about it.

The answers I get give me
much nachas. Recently, a boy
told me he would recommend the
school because there is k’dusha
here. A girl said it’s fun here,
especially the Rosh Chodesh
assemblies. I’ve noticed that the
children love the Rosh Chodesh
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assemblies. I have heard from many graduates that
this is what they miss the most.

All the children participate in these assemblies.
We daven and sing Hallel together. I talk about the
new month, tell a Chassidishe story, and then give
out awards – not just for academic excellence but
for behavior, t’filla and so on. The awardees are
applauded loudly by the entire school and it
encourages others to excel.

Tomorrow, Rosh Chodesh, I will talk to the
children about the power of simcha. There is a story
about a Chassid who had a very sick son. He
traveled to his Rebbe and cried bitterly as he told
the Rebbe his plight and begged for a bracha. To his
dismay, the Rebbe did not respond. 

The Chassid left the room, a broken man. He
headed for home with a heavy heart, worried about
the fate of his son.

On the way home he stopped at an inn, where he
met his fellow Chassidim who were on their way to
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We widened the circle and
asked the students to gather
children in the
neighborhood, on the street,
or at the playground and
make a Hakhel with them.
Here too, there was great
success. One girl brought in
signatures of a hundred
Hakhel gatherings she
organized.
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the Rebbe. They had also stopped
to rest up. Nu, what do
Chassidim do when they meet as

they are on their way to the
Rebbe? They farbreng, of course.
He joined the farbrengen to

alleviate his sorrow a bit and to
boost his morale. He slowly
forgot his sadness and even
danced with the other Chassidim.

At the end of the farbrengen,
the Chassidim prepared to
continue their trip and they urged
him to join them. He told them
that he had just been to see the
Rebbe and had returned empty-
handed. How would it help to go
back? Nevertheless, their
persistent urging won him over
and he agreed to join them.

When he saw the Rebbe once
again, the Rebbe smiled and said,
“You should know that there was
a decree against you that could
not be nullified, but your simcha,
when you farbrenged with the
Chassidim, brought your
salvation. Go home and your son
will soon fully recover.”

That is the power of simcha. It
can break the barriers of galus
and finally bring the Geula.

These monthly Hakhel
gatherings help keep the students
inspired and motivated. The
influence of the children is felt
throughout the city, and certainly
within the Lubavitch community. 

It is not only through the
children that the power of Hakhel
is felt. We have done things in a
big way this year. All parties and
gatherings have been bigger than
usual. For example, my son got
married in Kislev. On Yud-Tes
Kislev we made a big Sheva
Brachos celebration in a hall at a
hotel. It was a Hakhel which
included men, women and
children from all sectors of the
city and it was a grand
celebration. In addition, many
shiurim were added this year, and
the uniqueness of the year is
definitely felt.

We await the grand Hakhel
with Moshiach Tzidkeinu.
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