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INTRODUCTION
Shnas Nissim Godolim - 5753
Shnas Niflo'os Gedolos
The Year of GREAT MIRACLES
The Year of GREAT WONDERS
Once again, I have great pleasure in submitting to you, for your enjoyment and
edification, the twenty fourth instalment of "My Encounter with the Rebbe, Shlita."
As usual, it takes the form of a diary with the sequence of events in the order in which
they occurred.
In the introduction to my last year's instalment, number 23, I did warn my readers that
although the Rebbe's health was improving every day, (B.H.), a complete recovery would
take a little longer than was at first anticipated.
On August 25th '92, Dr. Ira Weiss reported to me that, "The Rebbe did have survival
problems which were very worrying to him."
"But, T.G., they are not problems any longer. The Rebbe is now making urgent efforts to
speak, beginning to mumble, and wants to communicate."
"We shall not get back everything that we lost but we shall all be well satisfied with the
results."
In the nine months since that report was issued, the Rebbe has continued to make good
progress but he has suffered a great deal.
And yet - throughout this period, it has been very noticeable that the Rebbe has attended
to all his normal traditional and routine activities with his usual thoroughness and
promptness.
When one considers that the Rebbe's workload is expanding and increasing every week at
an amazing and rapid rate, one may really appreciate how the Rebbe has been managing
to deal with these added pressures in spite of difficulties in communication.
Four new fax machines had to be installed to enable the office to cope with the
stupendous growth of the past few months.
We hope that the day will not be far distant when we shall see the Rebbe restored to
normal health.

We shall all continue to plead with Our Heavenly Father by reciting Psalms, studying
Torah and giving Tzedoka on the Rebbe's behalf so that very soon our Rebbe, Shlita, will
enjoy once more the best of health to continue his important and unique work for the
Jewish people everywhere.
This is our heartfelt desire and sincere longing - that our prayers will very soon be
answered.

HALACHA
It was taught by Elijah, "Whoever studies Torah laws every single day is assured of life
in the World-to-Come."
The Rebbe has always emphasized that any meeting or convention - and even a book,
shall be preceded and prefaced by a word of Torah.
I have a long tradition of commencing my book with a word of Halacha.
In this instalment I should like to discuss a few problems that may arise in connection
with the "calling up" of worshippers during the Krias HaTorah (layenning).
A Kohen is a very important person. He is always entitled to the first Aliya. The next
person to be called up after a Kohen is a Levi. After whom, a Yisroel is called up. On
Shabbos there are four more Aliyas, all taken by four more Yisroelim. That is the plain
Din although some Shools call up a Kohen again (or even a Levi) for an additional,
eighth Aliya.
Furthermore, many congregations call up more men on Shabbos, sometimes without
limit, as long as a minimum of three verses are read from the Sefer Torah for each
individual. This Minhag (custom) is frowned upon in most Shools. Lubavitch are very
particular not to exceed the seven ordained Aliyas.
So, a Kohen has the first Aliya followed by a Levi. If there is no Levi present, who has
the second?
I have asked this question of many Leviim and it is amazing that most of them do not
know the answer because when a Levi is present then he, the Levi, is called up.
Some of the Leviim guessed the answer as follows:
1) "Another Kohen has the second Aliya."
2) "A Yisroel has it."
They all found it very hard to believe that the same Kohen has the first two Aliyas and
has to make the Brochas again. It doesn't make sense, they say. But, that is the Din.
If there is no Kohen present then anyone may have the first Aliya. It is not necessary to
give a Levi one but, if the Gabai wishes to call him up, he must give him the first Aliya
only - not any other.
I was in a Shool recently and there was no Kohen. So a Yisroel was called up first. After
which a Levi had the second Aliya - which was wrong. The Gabai maintained that the
Levi always had to have the second Aliya!?

There is no Kohen in Shool and a Levi or a Yisroel is called up. Then, in walks a Kohen.
This Kohen is entitled to have the first Aliya even if the other man has already recited the
preface to the Brocha on the Torah (Borchu Es HaShem Hamvorach). If he has
completed the whole Brocha then it is too late for the Kohen to claim the Aliya - he
should come in time!
What is the position when the Minyan consists of all Kohenim and just one Yisroel? The
Yisroel gets the first Aliya.
If the group consists of Kohenim, Leviim and only one Yisroel, The Kohen has the first
Aliya followed by the Levi and Yisroel. Then another Kohen, another Levi and then the
same Yisroel who had the earlier Aliya (he has two Aliyas).
There are innumerable Dinim and Minhagim, Ssome very complicated, connected with
Krias HaTorah,including the vexed question of which man should receive priority for an
Aliya - a Chosson, a Yartzeit, a birthday, a Sandik, a Mohel or a new father, and so on
and so forth.
This reminds me of Reva Rose's silly story. An illustrious man, a Yisroel, was always
given the third Aliya, "Shelishi" - the choicest and most superior of them all. One day, a
new Gabai called him up for "Revi'i" (the fourth Aliya). This illustrious man wanted to
know, "What Brocha does one make for Revi'i?"
Therefore, a Gabai should not only be a learned man, well versed in Halacha, but he
needed much common sense and diplomacy - and a tough hide to be thick-skinned to
receive the kicks. A Gabai's lot is not a happy one!

Many of my readers have requested that I should include the genealogical tree of our
family so that one would know immediately to whom I am referring.
FAMILY TREE
During the course of this year we have been blessed by Hashem with two additional
granddaughters-in-law and three great grandchildren, K.A.H. and Kain Yirbu.

Hindy Jaffe married Shmuel Lew
Name
Yossi

Age
29

Married
Shternie

Mendie

27

Rivka

Chaya

26

Shimon Posner

Golda Rivka

24

Menachem Yunik

Pincus
Channah
Zelda-Rochel
Sholom Ber.
Toby Gittel
Shaindel
Benzion
Bas Sheva
Yisroel
Yocheved
Moshe

23
22
20
19
17
15
14
12
10
8
5

Channah
Yosef Lipsker
Hershy Vogel

Children
Chaka Mushka,
Sholom Ber,
Channa
Chaya Mushka,
Channah
Mousia, Freidie,
Chana
Yosef Yitzchok,
Avrohom Baruch
Chaya Mushka

Avrohom Jaffe married Susan Beenstock
Name
Dovid

Age
27

Married
Rochel

Leah

26

Max Cohen

Levi

25

Devorah

Chana

23

Yossi Marlow

Golda

22

Shmulie
Aaron
Dina

20
17
9

Children
MenachemMendel, Yakov Zvi
Moshe, Soro,
Gavriel, Levi,
Shalom Ber

MenachemMendel, Levi,
Moussia
Avremel Kievman Menachem Mendel
dovid

RABBI LABEL GRONER
Throughout this book I have referred to Rabbi Label Groner, one of the Rebbe's principal
secretaries, as just "Label".
This is not intended to be disrespectful, it is rather a term of endearment. I have known
Label personally over the past thirty four years and both I and Roselyn have always held
him in the highest regard and esteem.
We admire his complete integrity and absolute love and devotion to the Rebbe. Label has
been invaluable to us in our association with the Rebbe.
A story:- The late Chaim Weizmann, who became the first President of Israel (of recent
times) occupied a chair in biochemistry at Manchester University. Whilst he was a
director at the Admiralty Laboratories during World War I he discovered a method of
making acetone which was in terribly short supply at that time.
In England he was referred to as Professor Weizmann. When in the U.S.A. he was called
Dr. Weizmann. But when he was in Israel, amongst his own people, he was known as just
"Chaim".

SOME COMMENTS UPON MY LATEST EDITION
As usual, I accord pride of place in my publication to our very dear friend Walter
(Hubert). He has never once failed to send me a letter of appreciation and encouragement
ever since my first instalment.
I have pleasure in appending on the following page Walter's latest effort - in the original.
Roselyn and I wish to extend to Walter and his glamorous and delightful wife, Rebecca,
our best wishes for a glorious future with good health and Nachas from all their children.
Another good friend, Phil Machnikoff, has sent me a very fine photograph of the Rebbe
which I am pleased to reproduce in this book.
"Old man" Chitrick declared that it was a "Gutte Buche". It just goes to show! And I
thought that he could not even read English!
Gill Hersh: "This year's edition was brilliant - the best ever. At home, everyone wants to
read it straight away - at the same time - and they are tearing it to pieces."
Myer Itkin was tremendously pleased and thrilled with his two pages in Yiddish. "All for
me," he implied. Simmy, however, was annoyed. This was her book. I pointed out that
Myer could only read two pages whilst all the rest, 290 pages, were for her. This made
her happy.
Beryl Yunik also enjoyed these two pages of Jewish humour.
I was also told, "You would be surprised, Mr. Jaffe, to know how many people borrow
your book from the book from the Levi Yitzchok Library in Kingston Avenue. They
contain more stampings than any other book."
Alter Metzger insisted that I should publish my poem, "The Battle for the Glimpse."
"Where?" I wanted to know. "In any of the women's journals."
Beryl Weiss handed me $200 for the Yeshiva and invited me to the wedding of his
granddaughter in Crown Heights which was taking place shortly.
The only unfavourable reaction I received was from two of my best fans - Yehudis (Mrs.
Label Groner) and Leah (Mrs. Binyomin Klein). Whenever I handed them a copy in the
past they read it straight away and never put it down until they came to the end.
In this instance, they had their copies for over a week and never even opened them.
In fact, it made Yehudis upset when she saw the lovely photograph of the Rebbe on the
front cover and compared it to the way the Rebbe looked today.

There was no doubt that these ladies were going through a very traumatic and trying time
- but - as Yehudis confessed to me - she had to behave normally and cheerfully to ensure
that Label should keep up his morale.
(I thank Hashem, that by the time I concluded this latest edition, No. 24, that the Rebbe,
Shlita, was now looking more like the photograph on the cover of No. 23 --- Z.J.)
Rochel (Dovid jaffe’s wife) pointed out that it was NOT her baby son (Ha) Menachem
Mendel whom was holding at Kos Shell Brocha distribution. It was Sholom Ber (Lew). It
was funny but all my great grandsons look very much alike, especially in that age group.
Rochel also directed my attention to the fact that Yossi (Lew) was standing nearby and
this should have given me a clue to that baby's identity.
Rochel added, "Your new book is excellent - it keeps me up all night, although Dovid
will not let me read too much in bed - I will have to finish it on the plane flying to New
York next week - and on to Montreal where I will attend my brother's Bar Mitzvah
celebrations."
_________________________
Yitzchok and Zipporah Suffrin wrote: "…As usual, it is highly entertaining and so
illuminating and inspiring and a true companion to those who embarked on the
memorable trip to Russia."
"May you continue to produce your diaries for many years to come thereby giving much
pleasure to thousands of Readers... above all to the Rebbe...."
Kindest regards, etc.
_________________________
Louis Freedman, a famous London physician, has been a lifelong friend of my brother
Ephraim.
I was delighted to receive a short, sweet note from Louis and his wife Joan stating that
they are enjoying my book very much.

THE YIDDISH LANGUAGE LIVES AGAIN
Our friend Margaret, the wife of Professor Joe Jacobs of Hamilton, Canada, sent me an
article which she had extracted from the "New York Times". This contained twenty six
Yiddishe words used everyday by judges and lawyers in the U.S.A. Courts of Justice and
now in common use by the citizens of America. The list includes:
Narashkaiten - Foolishness
Chutzpah – Brazen nerve
Tachlis – The nub of the matter
Kvetching - Griping
Tzimis – a prolonged procedures
Tsoros – Troubles
Megilla – Rigmorole
Balabatish – Well mannered
Yeshiva Bochers – Jewish students
Mishugas - Irrational
Yenta – Scandal spreader
Bobe Mayses – Old wives tales
Rachmonis – Pity
Goyim – Gentiles
Schlep – Pull or drag
Meshugana - crazy
To Kibbutz – Joke or Tease
Nachas – Proud pleasure and joy
Mench – an upright person

Shtick – Piece of misconduct
Mame Loshen – Mother language
I have omitted some words which are just rude or crude but they are used more
prolifically than any of the above words which I have quoted.

EREV SHAVUOS
Besides my regular weekly letter to the Rebbe every Friday, I also phoned very
frequently to Label Groner, the Rebbe's private secretary and administrator, to ascertain
the latest bulletins and details about the Rebbe's health and to receive an up-to-date,
authentic assessment of the position.
The Rebbe was definitely improving but it was obviously going to take a long time
before the Rebbe would be completely recovered.
For over thirty years Roselyn and I have been enjoying and celebrating the Yom Tov of
Shavuos with the Rebbe at 770.
But we were forewarned that this year it would not be possible for us to even see the
Rebbe. Dr. Ira Weiss had already notified me that, "You will not see the Rebbe face to
face this time, Zalmon, but maybe on your next visit this might be possible."
In his opinion, the Rebbe was making good progress. I knew of many individuals who
normally spent this Yom Tov at 770 but who, this year, had resolved to stay with
relatives or friends in different parts of the U.S.A. or Canada.
Why go to 770 if one could not even catch a little glimpse of Our Rebbe?
I discussed the matter with Label and he concluded that it was absolutely essential that
Roselyn and I should keep to our normal routine and spend Shavuos at 770.
It was difficult for the Rebbe to communicate easily at this present moment but the
Rebbe's brain and mind were bright, alert and active, and he would be tremendously
pleased and uplifted to learn through Label that Roselyn and I had again arrived at 770 as
we had done for so many years. "It would be a source of fantastic encouragement for the
Rebbe," added Label.
Label reminded me to bring along even the usual five bottles of vodka for "the Rebbe's
pleasure", as well as keeping to the normal procedures, as hitherto.
So we booked our flight!
Before we left Manchester we learnt that the Rebbe had been moved temporarily from the
"study", where he had been confined since the beginning of his illness. He had visited the
library, sat on the veranda and watched the LagB'Omer Parade and celebrations.
We also received almost daily reports from members of our family and friends. In
brief:"The Rebbe has been seeing, but has not been seen."

This Shavuos we decided to travel by American Airlines. We were registered with them
for Air Miles and we hoped that with this flight we might achieve sufficient mileage to
earn us a free return trip to New York.
The Security Officer at Manchester Airport, a lady, asked us the most absurd questions.
She had noticed from our passports that we visited Israel very often, so she went away to
enquire from some higher authority whether we could use these passports on this flight.
She also desired to know whether we had relatives in Israel. And furthermore, did anyone
in that country know that we were flying to New York on this (today's) American Airline
plane? Did we visit Israel often, and many more similar questions.
We realised that she was only doing her job and we spent half an hour with her.
She was very pleased and congratulated us upon our cooperation, patience and assistance.
She added that many passengers became terribly annoyed and sometimes made her task
almost unbearable. (I wondered why?)
We enjoyed lovely, Kosher meals. Unfortunately, they had been brought to us direct from
the freezer so we ate the hors d'oeuvre, dessert, fruit and cake, and an hour later we
consumed the chicken and vegetables.
On a plane journey there are always distractions which interfere with one's desire to sleep
or even to rest. Babies crying; passengers talking very loudly; the stewards with their
non-stop interruptions with drinks, nuts, food, forms, duty free and more food, and so
forth. But on this flight I found a new affliction.
A fellow in the next row had brought with him a large portable computer and, for over an
hour, all I could hear was the high speed tick-a-tack, tick-a-tack, tick-a-tack.
It was terribly monotonous and aggravating. I felt awful and my teeth were gnashing with
frustration.
It was a welcome relief to me when it was announced that a turbulence was imminent,
and the fellow had to put away his computer. It was a lovely turbulence! But it should
have arrived earlier. Except for these small irritations our flight was wonderful. I had
wished to save 39p so I took with me my "usual Friday letter" and, when we arrived at
our apartment, next door but one to 770, I finished the letter.
I put inside the usual enclosures.
1) My regular donation to the Rebbe's special fund.
2) Maamud for the Rebbe from my son Avrohom on behalf of Manchester Anash.
3) Some letters for the Rebbe from friends and disciples.

4) "My Encounter with the Rebbe, Shlita" No.23.
Roselyn also dropped a note to the Rebbe stating, amongst other things, that she was
looking forward to the time when she could bask in the warmth of wonderful smiles of
the Rebbe.
I also wrote that I had left a few copies of this book for my "children" before I had
departed and I had already received some of their reactions:
"Up all night - couldn't put the book down." And so on.
Menachem (Yunik) said that he had rolled with laughter on nine separate occasions and
that Label should read these parts to the Rebbe who would appreciate the funny side too.
Menachem was expected to be at 770 after Shavuos and he promised to advise Label on
which pages to read.
At that moment of time, the Rebbe found difficulty in perusing written materials, so
Label reads aloud all the letters sent to the Rebbe.
Label confided that there are generally three types of letters.
1) A short, one paragraph communication, which Label reads out in full. If necessary,
Label will discuss the contents of this notification with the Rebbe by sign language or
other recognised methods evolved between the Rebbe and Label.
2) A long letter. In this instance Label will give a brief resume of the important - salient
facts of the contents.
3) If it is a letter from Zalmon Jaffe then the Rebbe will ask Label to read it out in full.
Label constantly and consistently impresses upon me the importance of writing my
regular weekly letters. I am told that the Rebbe finds them very amusing and enjoys many
a good laugh. They are somewhat different from the other communications which are
sent to the Rebbe.
This is very good for my ego and it gives me a warm glow of satisfaction and pleasure.
During the course of the year, the Rebbe has been answering queries, especially
regarding Shiduchim, giving advice about business matters and extending blessings for
health, to an even greater extent that at any time since he has reigned as our Rebbe.
Some of the replies and advice have been fantastic - even miraculous. I know this from
my own personal experience.

One of the greatest miracles has been the fact that the Rebbe has been able to
communicate with Label and make him understand what the Rebbe wishes to infer or
impart.
Obviously, as Label has been working for the Rebbe for so many years and has been so
close to him, he can comprehend, and even anticipate, what the Rebbe is trying to convey
- in most instances.
Next morning, Thursday, I walked into 770 at 7.00 a.m. Scores of different Minyanim
were being held all over the Shool. Being a day when we read from the Sefer Torah, there
were large queues waiting to use one of the smaller tables on which to place the Sefer
Torah so that it would be possible to layen from it.
These tables were in very short supply and I noticed that two benches with high backs
had been placed alongside, close together, back to back, so that they formed a ledge with
a flat surface top about six feet long by one and a half feet wide. This could now be used
as a table.
A Tallis had been draped around it and a Sefer Torah was placed thereon.
The 10.00 a.m morning service, at which the Rebbe had always been present in the past,
still managed to survive but, instead of this being the only Minyan, there were now
dozens of these taking place at the same time.
It was most depressing because, when the Rebbe attended, we had just this one huge
Minyan consisting of many hundreds of people with one boss in charge and in complete
unity and harmony.
Instead of which, today any man with a loud, strident and raucous voice, could command
the attention and concentration of the people nearby and form his own Minyan. So it was
very easy to join a "layenning" group, have an Aliya and make the "Gomel" blessing for
having had a safe journey from Manchester to New York.
As the Rebbe was not present at all - there was no atmosphere; no singing; no women
with babies and little children waiting for the Rebbe's Tzedoka coins; no women in the
ladies' Shool; no big, regular, daily Minyan; no shtuping (no pushing); and no Sichos and –
NO DOLLAR DISTRIBUTION.
Many men were smoking and at 3.15 p.m, the usual time for Mincha, only thirty people
were in the Shool.
At 3.30 p.m. there were another thirty people present and thereafter, at ten minute
intervals until the time of Maariv (and even after), there were Mincha services taking
place.

I met Rabbi Schneeur Zalmon Labkobsky, the Rosh HaYeshiva and in charge of the
Kinus HaTorah. He reminded me that he wished me to speak at 6.00 p.m on Tuesday but,
"Please make it short because I have a long list of speakers." I interjected that it should be
a short list of long, but interesting, speakers.
_________________________
Every morning at 9.25 a.m Rabbi Aidleman walked through the length and breadth of the
Shool at 770 shouting, "Kohenim - Kohenim", because each day, at 9.30 a.m, at least a
Minyan of Kohenim would gather outside the Rebbe's room and intone the Priestly
Blessing directly in front of the Rebbe.
Furthermore, during the course of the whole day, groups of children - boys and girls separately, would stand outside the window of the Rebbe's room and repeat three times
one of the verses of Ovenu Malkainu.
They recited this in Ivrit which, translated into English meant, "Ovenu Malkainu - our
Father, our King, send a complete recovery to our Lord, our Master and our Teacher."
Daily, at 6 p.m, there was an extra large assembly of boys and girls, especially those who
were celebrating their birthdays. On this day they were accompanied by their friends.
They also recited the above mentioned verse of Ovenu Malkainu and the boys sang some
cheerful Nigunim.
Each child was given a lollipop (candy) as an immediate material reward.
All day long, groups of schoolboys and girls who walk past 770, stop and say some
Tehillim outside the Rebbe's room.
Almost at once, we met our dear friend Mrs. Scarf with her three young boys and
daughters. T.G. they all looked well. This was the first of our regular, daily encounters
with this attractive and well-learned young lady and her family.
One of her little boys had been continuously enquiring from his mam, "When will Mr.
Jaffe be coming?"
I had an appointment with Label at 9 a.m but I was delayed until 9.15 a.m. When I
arrived, I discovered that Label was already with the Rebbe and had been discussing
business matters - for over an hour.
By a lucky chance, I met Sholom (Gansberg) at 770. He has been extremely distressed to
observe the Rebbe looking so unwell. After all, he has been literally a "Ben Bayis" (a son
living at home) at the Rebbe's residence, at 1304 President Street, for many years,
looking after the immediate needs of the Rebbe, Shlita, and our Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L.)

During the past few months he has been constantly at the Rebbe's side anxiously
watching and waiting to hear the daily bulletins.
We had been given the assurance that the Rebbe would, P.G., recover - but it would be a
long job. It was very frustrating, especially for the Rebbe.
In fact, I was told by one of the top doctors that the Rebbe would be present in the Shool
at 770 during Rosh Hashonah. I actually conveyed this prediction to Channah and
Yoseph (Lipsker).
I persuaded Sholom to accompany me to our appartment to see Roselyn who had just
prepared lunch.
We were delighted that Sholom joined us in this repast and we spent an enjoyable time
reminiscing about old times and drinking to the health of the Rebbe.
Sholom admitted that it was the first time for many months that he was able to sit back
and relax.
I presented my book to Roselyn and Sam (Melamud) from Roselyn and "Sam" (Zalmon)
Jaffe. Their son Yossi was tremendously thrilled to see his photograph, taken at the Boys'
Camp near Moscow, and to read my article describing the vital and invaluable work done
by Lubavitch in Russia.
I was informed that there was to be a surprise birthday party for Sam on Saturday night
and I indicated that I should love to come along for a few minutes in order to extend my
best wishes and congratulations on this happy occasion.
When I appeared, Sam made me very welcome, thanked me for "My Encounter with the
Rebbe, Shlita", No. 23, and handed me a very nice donation for our Yeshiva.
We were debating the subject of "Publishing Books" and I asserted that if these cost me
£2,000 to produce then it would save me much trouble and worry if I paid this amount
direct to the Yeshiva and did not experience the trauma of having to write a book.
Sam disagreed - and declared that it would not be right to deprive thousands of people of
the pleasure and opportunity of reading my accounts about the Rebbe and about
Lubavitch. He stressed that I should continue in good health to give everyone more
enjoyment and delight. He quoted the Rebbe who had stated that, "One should always do
what one can do best. If you have a gift then use it and give pleasure."

SHAVUOS
On Shabbos and Yom Tov, besides the main service in the Shool downstairs, there was
another Minyan outside the Rebbe's room, upstairs, in the small entrance hall.
In this tiny area - 12 feet by 12 feet, most of the important members of the Rebbe's
Hierarchy were assembled in order to Daven near to the Rebbe. The door leading from
this entrance hall to the Rebbe's section was kept closed most of the time except when we
layenned in the Sefer Torah so that the Rebbe could listen as well.
Rabbis Label Groner, Binyamin Klein and Yudel Krinsky were always present, as were
Zalmon Gurary, Shlomo Kunin, Zeev Katz (the warden), Shiur Pinson (the elder warden)
and Rabbi Shusterman who had always, in the past, layenned downstairs.
The Heavy Gang - Yisorel Goldshmidt, Yisroel Yarmush, Bengie Stock, Michoel Zerkin
and Rabbi Bistristki were on duty all the time to ensure that all the doors remained locked
and only those special individuals, who had good reasons for being present, were allowed
to enter.
On Shabbos, six Chassanim were being called up prior to their weddings. Another three
would have their Aliya at Mincha. These were accompanied by their immediate relatives
- mostly small boys and friends.
Yossi Gutnick and his father, my good old friend Chaim, also attended.
It was rather unusual but in this small room there were eight doors including the main,
front door and those to the office, to the Beis HaMedrish, to the elevator, to the Rebbe's
study and one leading to the lobby of the Shool.
Obviously, at times it became very humid and stuffy within this area packed tight with
people so that it became necessary to open either the door leading to Eastern Parkway or
the doors adjacent to the Beis HaMedrish or the lobby.
I was debating with myself whether it would be preferable to join the Minyan downstairs
or attend one next to the Rebbe - so near and yet so far.
Myer Harlick suggested that I should daven in my usual place downstairs where I used to
stand in the past, near to the Rebbe. This would give encouragement to all those hundreds
of people who, obviously, could not find room in the small space near the Rebbe's study.
"In any case," added Myer, "the Rebbe is at 770, under one roof, and it would be just the
same if I joined the downstairs Minyan." I dissented - it seemed much more desirable and
preferable to know that the Rebbe was only a few yards away and that the Rebbe might
be able to hear me if I acted as Chazan or was called up for an Aliya.
So I went upstairs!

The first person I met inside that small room was - yes - Myer Harlick!
I did have the honour of leading the service on Friday night. I was also privileged to
recite the Haftorah on the first day of Yom Tov so I felt that I had made the correct
decision - that the Rebbe may hear me behind the partition.
Rabbi Hertz of London was also present and became involved in two small controversies.
The Sefer Torah had been raised high for Hagbah, and then held ready for Gelilah, when
it was discovered that the cloth girdle, which was used to tie around the Sefer Torah, was
missing. Everyone searched hither and thither but it was never found. It was getting
beyond a joke. Time was passing and progress had to be made. So, a gentleman took off
the black Gartel (silk belt) he was wearing and used it to tie up the Sefer Torah. Then,
down pounced Rabbi Hertz - "Now, you may never wear that Gartel again." "Maalin
BaKodesh" - one may only advance higher in holy matters. Therefore, if an object has
been used for a holy Sefer Torah it must not be utilised for any mundane task - "So you
have lost your Gartel."
A few minutes later, Rabbi Hertz swooped again. A young man was praying and his
Tallis fell off - onto the floor. The fellow picked it up and replaced it onto his shoulders.
Rabbi Hertz pointed out that if, for any reason, you divest yourself of your Tallis, or it
inadvertently drops off, then one must recite a Brocha when this Tallis is put on again. If,
however, the Tallis is not your own and you have borrowed it, then no Brochas
whatsoever are made on this at any time. - Very peculiar!
On the second day of Yom Tov, Rabbi Chaim Gutnick was given the Maftir. Therefore,
two members of the British Commonwealth of Nations had recited the Haftorahs at 770
on each of the two days of Shavuos.
The Rebbe had once reminded us when we sat at the Rebbe's table on Yom Tov enjoying
our dinner together, that both Australia and Britain were united under the Aegis of Her
Majesty, the Queen. At that time Chaim was a Chaplain, a major in Her Majesty's
Australian Armed Forces. But Chaim Gutnick was in an even higher category - he was a
Kohen - a "Yachson" (a member of the Jewish Elite and nobility).
At the services on Yom Tov we sang all the traditional songs - Ho Aderes VeHoemuna,
Keili Ato, and so on.

CONCUSSION
The morning services on Shabbos and Yom Tov, in the Shool downstairs at 770, were
always preceded by the recitation of the whole book of Tehillim (Psalms). This was to
show our connection and unity with Hashem and to seek His support and aid to extend a
complete and speedy recovery to our Rebbe.
During the weekdays, there were many unofficial groups saying the whole of Tehillim for
the same good reason. After every morning service we add, especially for the Rebbe's
health, Chapters 20, 22, 42, 92 (it was 91) 130, 142 & 150.
On this Yom Tov morning, they had started the Tehillim a little late so that it was 10.30
a.m before they began the morning service.
The Minyan outside the Rebbe's room had concluded before noon and I went to meet
Roselyn who was Davenning in the Ladies' Shool. I discovered that they were still
Layenning so I waited outside in the glorious sunshine until Roselyn emerged.
Roselyn eventually arrived and we were discussing, outside 770, whether to visit the
apartment of Zalmon and Chavelle Gurary – around the corner - as we normally do on
this, the firsty day of Shavuos. Or – whether we should go direct to the home of Moishe
(Kotlarsky) for both the traditional Shavuos milky meal followed by the meaty luncheon,
an hour later.
At that moment, Rivka, together with Molly (Resnick, Dr. Larry's wife) were passing by
and Roselyn indicated that she would be seeing them shortly.
Just then, an announcement was made to the effect that a Children's Rally would now
take place, and ladies and girls were requested to remain on one side and the men and
boys should stay at the other end.
We were being guided and pushed along when Roselyn caught her foot in a large hole
near the edge of the pavement (sidewalk). Once upon a time a tree grew in this cavity.
Roselyn grabbed hold of me to stop herself from falling. This caught me unawares and I
lost my balance - my equilibrium. I struggled and fought hard to prevent Roselyn from
falling and to keep my poise and to remain upright.
I lost on both counts and slowly but surely Roselyn was falling backwards - and then her
head crashed over the edge of the pavement and smashed onto the roadway.
I was still frantically trying to keep my balance but Roselyn was dragging me down and I
encountered the greatest difficulty in restraining myself from flopping down upon her. I
flung my hands sideways and downwards and, fortunately, just missed her.

I looked down upon Roselyn - her eyes were glazed and she was lying in a pool of blood.
I subsequently discovered that this blood was oozing out from a cut and scratch on my
own thumb.
There were shrieks and shouts of "Hatzola, Hatzola", and within seconds a stretcher was
brought around and Roselyn was carried into the ambulance which was always parked a
couple of yards away from where we had been standing.
If Roselyn would have fallen just a few feet to the left she would have landed directly
into the waiting ambulance.
I was also invited to accompany Roselyn inside. The engine was switched on and the air
conditioning was turned up - and - but the ambulance did not move.
Dr. Eli Rosen sat by Roselyn's side and checked for any broken bones. She had a lump on
the back of her head the size of an egg - an ostrich egg. She had suffered concussion.
After fifteen minutes we left the ambulance and helped Roselyn to walk the few yards to
our basement apartment.
Dr. Rosen made further examinations and ordered that ice-packs should be placed upon
this lump for at least one hour - until it had subsided a little - and even to continue
thereafter for as long as possible.
Roselyn had certainly been concussed. She remembered nothing at all - absolutely, not
one thing since she had said farewell to Rivka and Molly. The definition of "concussion"
is "a brain injury from a violent jar or blow."
Dr. Rosen advised Roselyn to remain at home and to rest. On no account should she walk
all the way to the Kotlarsky abode.
In any event, I am convinced that Roselyn could not have managed to drag herself all the
way to Crown Street.
However, a little later, we were honoured to receive three unexpected but most welcome
visitors. They came to enquire how Roselyn was faring. They also brought along special
Shavuos fare - cheese cake, herrings, salads, smoked salmon and so forth. I, for one,
enjoyed and appreciated this unforeseen treat. The bearers of these delicacies were Rivka,
Molly and her husband Larry, Dr. Resnick.
The latter was interested in Roselyn's medical condition and he seemed satisfied with her
progress.
In typical Lubavitch fashion, many rumours were flying around to explain exactly what
had occurred.

1) The children at the Rally thought that we were the clowns sent to entertain them. We
looked peculiar wrestling with each other and falling over onto the pavement.
2) It was suggested that Roselyn wanted Shavuos to go with a bang and she had a
cracking time.
3) We could not make up our minds whether to visit Chavelle at her flat, so Roselyn and I
tugged different ways.
4) Roselyn fell flat and dragged me down to her level.
5) Little Mousia (Posner), one of our great-granddaughters, had actually witnessed the
whole affair. She proudly gave a perfect demonstration to her friends and neighbours
exactly how this accident occurred.
6) However, she must have suffered some nightmare because, for many days afterwards,
she was frightened to come into our apartment in case she might still see her "Elta
Bobby" lying in a chair, all bandaged up.

THE BATTLE FOR THE GLIMPSE
Every day, many rumours were being circulated about the progress of the Rebbe's health
- most of them just rumours without any substance or fact.
On Shavuos, the boys had marched to Boro' Park, as usual, and there was a strong feeling
that the Rebbe would be waiting outside 770 in order to welcome back the marchers
when they returned at about midnight.
At about 11.30 p.m, Shmulie rushed into our apartment and shrieked, "Come quickly,
Zaidie, we think that the Rebbe will be sitting at the door of 770 to greet the marchers on
their return."
These rumours had been persistent all day and yet (1) they were hard to believe, and (2) if
proved to be true, one could imagine the chaos, the hysteria, the frenzy and the panic that
would ensue if and when the Rebbe did show himself for the first time in public since he
had become unwell on the 27th of Adar. Normally it is ten weeks between this date and
Shavuos but, as this year was a leap year with an extra four weeks, it was now fourteen
weeks since the Rebbe had been seen in public.
Well, the rebbe did emerge. He sat in his chair at the door of 770 and everyone went
wild.
The battle of the glimpse was ON!
The boys had eyes and thoughts only for the Rebbe. No one else mattered.
Everyone said that the Rebbe looked fine but, in retrospect, he did not look good.
The Rebbe was terribly frustrated. He could not communicate and it was a sad experience
for the Rebbe - and it was not beneficial for his health.
I was pleased that I was not present because I may have felt very depressed to see my
Rebbe so unwell and because I would have had no chance whatsoever of even catching a
glimpse of the Rebbe. Every square inch of ground had been expropriated and every
vantage point had been seized.
Over one hundred and fifty Yarmulkies, scores of hats and dozens of spectacles had been
crushed and scattered all over the battlefield.
Here is a poem which I wrote and which aptly describes the scene outside 770 on that
night.

THE BATTLE FOR THE GLIMPSE
"Come quickly", said Shmulie, the Rebbe will be at his window tonight
To welcome back the Tahalucha boys, it should be a gorgeous sight.
I couldn't believe in such a miracle, that this would come to pass.
Although he did inform me that Jimmy was already lying on the grass.
At just before midnight, the doors of 770 were opened wide
And there sat our Rebbe, Shlita, our leader, our joy and our pride.
Pandemonium was let loose. Every single boy wished the Rebbe to greet
And all throw themselves forward towards the Rebbe's feet.
The pent-up emotions of the past 14 weeks were suddenly released
And boys sought every vantage point on top of the Hatzola and on the branches of
the trees.
Many boys climbed upon a very small tree, they caused a lot of trouble
Twigs were broken, branches cracked and the poor, little tree was bent almost
double.
The Battle, the fight for a glimpse of the Rebbe was now in very full swing
And each 'fought-for' look was accompanied by those who dance and sing.
Chaim Farro's son stood right up in front, he thought he would obtain his fill
But someone smashed his glasses - all he saw was nil.
Many boys fainted, strong men did swoon
It was a miracle no one was injured in the light of the moon.
The Rebbe looked almost normal, but maybe slightly tired
But his eyes were flashing, darting, alive, and very much afired.
After a few moments the Rebbe left us and we had to count the cost
How many scores of Yarmulkies, glasses and broken bones had now been lost.
The story of this battle will be told and many times retold
Of how, at last, we once again glimpsed our Rebbe. It was a glory to behold!
________________________________
After the Rebbe had welcomed the boys back from their visit to Boro' Park - and the
"Battle of the Glimpse" had ended, the Rebbe suffered a little set-back - a slight,
unfavourable reaction - and retired to bed for the next fifteen hours.

The Rebbe had felt very frustrated in that he could not speak to nor communicate with his
boys and Chassidim.
Similarly, a few weeks before Shavuos, during Lag B'Omer, the Rebbe was seated near a
window and watched the procession. The Rebbe was very depressed and, after twenty
minutes, he wished to leave and returned to his bed.
Label indicated to me that if I saw the Rebbe today I would be extremely upset - in spite
of all the good reports emanating from the doctors.
"And," added Label, "Although everyone is telling you, 'Zalmon, go right in and see the
Rebbe and make him laugh,' it is neither prudent nor wise to visit the Rebbe at this
moment."
Of course, everybody desired to see the Rebbe. There was a large conference of
Rabbonim taking place in New York. It was decided to send a small delegation to visit
the Rebbe on behalf of the Convention and to carry their best wishes to the Rebbe for a
quick and speedy recovery.
The doctors decided that the moment was inopportune to accept visitors. They were
afraid of another adverse reaction.

KINUS HATORAH
I have already mentioned that Rabbi Schneeur Zalmon Labkobsky had told me that he
had a long list of speakers. He really meant "a list of long speakers".
The trouble was that once a Rabbi had been called up to make his address, he knew when
to start, but he never seemed to know when to finish - and they all exceeded their allotted
time.
Rabbi Labkobsky did agree that I should speak at 6 p.m. I therefore arrived in good time at 5.45 p.m.
The Rabbi who was then speaking at the lectern concluded his address at 6 p.m and I
knew that it was now my turn. But - it wasn't! And another rabbi was called up.
At 6.45 p.m I was still waiting so I protested to the Rosh HaYeshiva, yes, to Rabbi
Schneur Zalmon Labkobsky, and I threatened to leave if I had not commenced my talk
within ten minutes.
And so it came to pass - and at 6.55 p.m Rabbi Schneeur Zalmon introduced me and gave
me a warm welcome.
It has been my normal practice to read excerpts from one of my "Encounters with the
Rebbe", especially for the boys. As Roselyn always tells me, "They love it - and lap it
up." Even one hour was not long enough for them. But tonight - Rabbi Labkobsky's long
list still contained many names so I decided to dispense with the reading session, set a
good example, and put a time limit on my address.
I explained that in a few weeks time we will be reading, at the end of Sedra Bahaloscho,
about the power and influence of a Rebbe, and the proof of why everyone needs a Rebbe.
Miriam was ill with leprosy, an almost incurable disease in those days, and Aaron, the
Novi (a prophet), appealed to his Rebbe, who was his younger brother Moishe, to
intercede with Hashem so that Miriam would enjoy a quick and complete recovery.
Moishe pleaded with the A-mighty with just four short, sharp words of two letters each,
and one of three letters, - a total of five words - Kayl - Noh - Refoh - Noh - Loh.
Eleven letters with a simple message and straight to the point. "G-d - please - cure - her please!" And the result was an almost immediate and complete cure for Miriam.
When we become unwell we also beg our Rebbe to intercede on our behalf - and our
Rebbe always obliges.
One man, our Rebbe, has aided and helped hundreds of thousands of Chassidim and
others, with self sacrifice and with no thought for his own health.

Today, our Rebbe is not well, and the prayers of hundreds of thousands of people have
not been as effective as those of our Rebbe.
The one short, sharp sentence has been replaced by over three thousand verses of
Tehillim (Psalms) recited daily and weekly by these hundreds of thousands of men,
women and even children - all over the world.
We hope that our combined efforts will ultimately be as successful as those of our Rebbe.
Thank G-d, on Sunday night, the Rebbe emerged from the doors of 770 for the first time
for fourteen weeks, and we may now perceive that our prayers are having an effect and
are being answered.
We shall also read in the same Sedra that certain men had become "Tommi" (unclean)
through no fault of their own, and so were prevented from eating the "Korban Pesach".
They were not to blame so why should they have to suffer?
Moishe did not know the answer and told these men to wait whilst he would enquire from
Hashem, his Rebbe, what was the Halacha.
Rashi points out immediately - how fortunate is the man who can call upon his Rebbe at
any time to receive a reply to his queries.
We all need a Rebbe, and we have the most outstanding one of our generation. An
illustrious, renowned and world famous leader.
Long may he reign in good health. And yet, our Rebbe possesses three very human
attributes.
1)A wonderful sense of humour.
2)Deep humility, and
3)Startling unpredictability.
Here are examples of these characteristics from my own personal experiences.
1) Humour Thirty two years ago we made our first visit to the Rebbe. Rabbi Benzion
ShemTov (Z.TZ.L.), our dear friend, was our sponsor. Before we went into the Rebbe's
study for our private Yechidus, we were given some lessons and hints on protocol. Two
of the most important ones were - NEVER shake hands with the Rebbe and NEVER sit
down in the Rebbe’s presence.

Our appointment was at the early time of MIDNIGHT. We entered the Rebbe's study and - the Rebbe jumped up, out of his chair - rushed towards us and tried to shake my
hand.
I almost collapsed. I could not, and did not, accept the Rebbe's proffered hand and I
explained to the Rebbe that Rabbi ShemTov had warned me not to shake hands with the
Rebbe. The Rebbe just laughed, took my hand, and remarked that "We shall not tell
Rabbi ShemTov."
The Rebbe than invited me to sit down. I was horrified and again explained to the Rebbe
that Rabbi ShemTov had warned me of exactly this danger and hazard.
Once again, the Rebbe just laughed and indicated that for my first three visits it would be
in order for me to sit in his presence.
We had travelled by boat to New York - five days on the old "Queen Elizabeth" and were
to return on the "Queen Mary" back to England. I could not envisage, at that time, that I
would enjoy many hundreds of private Yechidus during the course of the next thirty or so
years. Therefore, at our fourth Yechidus I did not sit down (although the Rebbe did invite
me to do so) and I stood up in the Rebbe's presence from that time onwards.
2) Humility We soon established the precedent of having one Yechidus immediately
upon our arrival and a second one just before we departed for home.
These Yechidus' took a minimum of an hour or more in duration. Besides which we had
many encounters with the Rebbe in Eastern Parkway when we met him walking to and
from 770, from his home, or from visiting his mother (Z.Tz.L.) The area around Eastern
Parkway was crowded with people but, whenever we stopped and chatted with the
Rebbe, everyone just disappeared - behind walls and hedges - and except for the Rebbe,
Roselyn and me, no one else was in sight. (During the past few years, however, people
have become much wiser and, on the contrary, endeavoured to push their way forward in
order to try to listen to what the Rebbe had to say to us.)
Then one day, the Rebbe asked me whether I would oblige him and do him a big favour.
The Rebbe explained that over the years he had been corresponding with many
Lubavitcher people in Russia. He had kept alive their faith and sustained their
Yiddishkeit.
Recently, many had managed to visit 770 and the Rebbe would have liked to hold a
private Yechidus with them too. Unfortunately, there was just not the time to fit them all
in.
The Rebbe continued by saying that, "You, Mr. Jaffe, have a long Chazoka (tradition) of
having two Yechidus with me every time you visit me at 770. Is it possible for you to

forego one of these private meetings so that I can fit in some of our Russian friends. The
decision is yours and a Chazoka is a very vital and important issue."
Well, obviously I could not refuse this urgent plea from the Rebbe. He could just as
easily have told me quite categorically that he wanted me to give up one of these
Yechidus.
But the Rebbe is so modest and unassuming that he left the decision to me. It was to be
my prerogative alone.
3) Unpredictability When Rabbi Nachman Sudak invited me and Avrohom to attend the
European Conference of Shiluchim in Russia I could not make up my mind because I was
not an official. Sheliach.
Nachman advised me to ask my friend at 770 - the Rebbe, Shlita.
I spoke to Label who asked whether Mrs. Jaffe was also invited. I replied that this
conference was for MEN ONLY and no woman would be allowed to participate. That
was quite definite.
I arranged to phone Label later on to receive the Rebbe's answer. And this was the
Rebbe's reply:
"Baidie zollen gain gezunter hait" (Both should go in good health)."
I wanted to know who were the "Baidie" (both)? Did it refer to Avrohom and me? "No,"
emphasised Label, "It means you and your wife."
It was hard to believe. Not surprisingly, many others also found it difficult to believe.
However, Label informed all and sundry that Roselyn would be the only woman to attend
this conference amongst one hundred and fifty men!
Is that not unpredictability?
On behalf of everyone present I offered up a prayer to HaShem that the Rebbe should be
restored to perfect health very soon.
I concluded my talk by reading out my poem "The Battle for the Glimpse".

THE MISSING SCREWS
Roselyn showed me the small stainless steel soup ladle and indicated that this poor little
ladle could not withstand the strain of the daily soup kitchen routine and it was now
broken - kaput.
I examined it closely and concluded that it only needed just two small screws to affix the
handle and it would become, once again, a perfect utensil.
It was suggested that Levi should take this ladle to the local hardware store and obtain a
couple of screws. I handed him a five dollar bill.
Levi showed the shopkeeper the ladle and he suggested that Levi could purchase a brand
new one for $3.50.
"And how much are the screws?" asked Levi. "A packet of six would cost sixty nine
cents." "O.K." said Levi, "I shall take the screws."
The shopkeeper suggested that he would help Levi to put in these two screws - which was
very considerate of him. He filed the edges, shortened the lengths and made a real good
job. It was just like a new soup ladle.
"Thank you very much" said Levi, "And I would like to pay you something for your
work."
"O.K." was the reply. "Then that will be $3.50 plus the sixty nine cents for the packet of
screws."
This was bewildering and becoming a little complicated. There seemed to be some
missing screws somewhere!
Levi offered $1.50 for the work. The shopkeeper compromised with $2.50. Levi
remained adamant and unmoved and refused to increase his offer.
]The owner of the shop asked Levi, "Did you or did you not tell me to fix these screws?"
"No, definitely not," asserted Levi.
"O.K., then," declared the shopkeeper. "Give me the $1.50."
Levi returned jubilant. We had now an almost brand new soup ladle for $1.50 plus the
balance of four screws left in the packet which cost us sixty nine cents altogether.
As far as I was personally concerned, this transaction cost me $5, the money I had handed
Levi in the first place - because I never saw any change whatever.

I have come to the conclusion that I am the one with the "missing screws."

"AN EXTENDED BUGGY RIDE"
A sight in Crown Heights
.

Here we see our friends Asher and Chana Reichman taking some of their children for a
stroll in their TRIPLE STROLLER.
I imagined that I was having hallucinations when I saw three young children in one long
pram with room for a small baby to sit on the buggy near the "driver" - Asher.
By a coincidence, Chana (nee Gluck) from Cleveland, Ohio, was a great friend of our
Chaya (Posner). They attended the Machon Chana Seminary together.
Subsequently, she met Asher (from Paris) at the Lews during Pesach and a marriage was
soon arranged.
Chana sent me a substantial donation to our Yeshiva and added, "We thank you very
much for the wonderful instalments that you have written and will, P.G., write in the
future. They fill us and our guests with much Nachas. Your stories are so descriptive,
humorous and well written that one feels as if one is experiencing the incident oneself."

DEAR! "DEER!"
I had the pleasure of meeting my old Mancunian friend, Rabbi Label Turk, who was
performing Shechita at a site many thousands of miles north west of New York. I was
amazed to learn from him that he also Shechts buffaloes.
I never realised that these animals still roamed the prairies of the northern American
states. I thought that they had disappeared with the Apaches.
They now call Label Buffa-Labil. I cannot imagine him riding a horse, though, armed to
the teeth (Label, not the horse), carrying a lasso or even taking part in a rodeo and sitting
- or falling off - a bucking bronco!
Nevertheless, he did sport a very long, dangerous looking and extremely sharp knife.
Buffa-Labil does not have to capture the buffaloes. They are provided for him at the
abattoirs.
However, before Label can commence Shechita, he has to cut off the beard - not his own
but the large bushy one which the buffalo wears and which would hinder the Shechita.
I assume that only the male of the species possesses a beard. (Like a billy goat with a
beard and a nanny goat, the female, without one).
Besides the other usual domestic animals such as cows, oxen and so forth, Label also
Shechts deer - which is venison - and very dear, indeed!
In fact, a pound of venison could cost as much as $40 - which is very dear - even for deer
- asserts my dear friend Label, whereas lamb, which is sheep, is very cheap, and sells for
only $2 a pound.

MY POLICY
In the past it was always my pleasure to present my friends with a copy of "My
Encounter with the Rebbe, Shlita" free of charge.
At that time, these publications were really glorified leaflets containing, approximately,
forty to fifty pages and produced on a duplicating machine.
But, by today, these primitive editions have developed into a proper book with pictures
and containing over two hundred pages, plus a beautiful coloured photograph of the
Rebbe on the front cover.
All the expenses connected with the production of these editions are paid for entirely by
me. Last year, the outgoings, for the printing and so forth, amounted to nearly £2,000.
And I put no value on my own time and authorship. Every penny (pounds are more
acceptable) which I receive is paid into our Yeshiva account. I do not deduct anything for
the cost of this production and the honorary officers provide me with a receipt book.
That is the reason why I become upset when I am approached by some acquaintances
with the request that I should let them have a copy of "My Encounter" - free - gratis and
for nothing. Some imagine that they are doing me a favour when they offer me a dollar. I
have some close and intimate friends whom I would never dream of charging - it is my
pride and pleasure to let them have a copy - free - and yet it is always this type of friend
who will regularly hand me a large donation for the Yeshiva.
I do admit that it is a fantastic feeling when someone begs me to give him a book.
Roselyn gets annoyed but I tell her that it is far better that a person should plead for a
copy rather than to say that he does not want it and that it is not worth reading.
A young man asked me for a book. He searched into all his pockets and found only one
dollar. My friend, Rabbi Samuels of Milwaukee, had just handed me a large donation for
the Yeshiva and I would have considered it invidious, and even offensive to Rabbi
Samuels, if I would have accepted the dollar from that young man who was standing
nearby.
I made my way to 770 and left this fellow talking to Roselyn. He had the cheek to ask her
whether she had any spare copies! What he really meant was: whether Roselyn had any
copies to spare.
The answers to both questions were, "No!"

SOME ANECDOTES
Rabbi Dovid Hickson had given me a special letter for the immediate attention of the
Rebbe. "It was very urgent - a matter of life or death - and I should do my utmost to get a
reply, AT ONCE."
After twelve days I received a message from home through Channah (Marlow). It was
from Dovid Hickson who wanted to stress the acute urgency of receiving an immediate
reply from the Rebbe.
I hastened along to Label and conveyed David's message to him. Label was a little upset
and irritated. He explained that, "Dovid Hickson has been on the phone to him every
single day."
"So why is he bothering me?" I queried. Label's answer was that, "He thinks you can
bulldoze me to get a quicker reply."
__________________
Mr. Vishnitz from Crown Heights had visited our Manchester Yeshiva recently. He held
a Farbraingen with the Yeshiva boys until 5 a.m next morning.
To his great astonishment and amazement he discovered that the boys were studying at
the Yeshiva at their usual time (of Seder) at 8 a.m. that morning.
He was most impressed!
__________________
Rabbi Shlomo Kunin was still busily engaged in his endeavours to otain the release fo the
Lubavitcher Rebbes' Seforim (books) which were still detained in Russia.
He held a meeting with James Baker, the Secretary of State, in Washington, for thirty five
minutes. He had then submitted a portfolio to the Russian Foreign Secretary containing
the signatures of over one hundred Senators supporting the resolution to return these
books to Lubavitch in the U.S.A. straight away.
__________________
Rabbi Yoseph Gutnick, our own Lubavitcher and outstanding philanthropist from
Australia, has promised to increase his donation to our Yeshiva this year to $6,200.
It is no small wonder that we refer to him as "Yossi - the Gutinker" (the good, kind and
generous one).
__________________

A man approached me wringing his hands and weeping. "Oy vay" he cried - it's an
Ungluk" (a terrible tragedy) to see the hand of the Rebbe, which has dispensed so many
hundreds of thousands of dollars, has now been paralysed." I reproached him but I agreed
that it was distressful and heartrending but we had to cry to HaShem and pray for a
complete cure for our Rebbe. And the mouth that has taught the world so much Torah
remains temporarily silent.
__________________
Scores of people were driving me crazy pleading with me to go to see and greet the
Rebbe. I was assured that my infectious smile would uplift the Rebbe's spirits and instil
some improvement in the Rebbe's health.
Label indicated that it was NOT advisable for me to see the Rebbe at this moment but he
was hopeful that on my next visit this would be possible.
When we had arrived at our apartment, Levi admitted that he had a few friends who
would appreciate Roselyn's cooking.
Therefore, every night Roselyn handed to Levi a pile of edibles and delicacies which she
had over-produced or was over because one or two expected guests had not appeared. So
Levi took all this surplus food away with him in order to have a binge - a midnight feast with a few friends in his own apartment.
We were surprised to see how many new friends that Levi had made in the short while
that Roselyn and I were at Crown Heights.
__________________
On Sunday, there were five Lubavitcher weddings on this one day at Crown Heights.
Zelda and Hershy drove eight hours to attend one in Philadelphia.
At Crown Heights, on Wednesday and Thursday, there would be another five
Lubavitcher weddings, K.A.H. and Kain Yirbu.
__________________
Rabbi Chaim Gutnick, the Kohen, complained to me. "This is no good, Zalmon. No
Shtupping and no pushing. How I would love to sit on the bench next to you at a
Farbraingen and give you a good, hefty shove - LeShem Shomayim (for the sake of
Heaven) of course - and naturally.
__________________

MORE ANECDOTES
A friend of mine was boasting to me that he writes more often to the Rebbe than I do. I
write once a week. He wrote five letters last week and received replies to every one.
I answered that I thank HaShem that I do not need to bother the Rebbe to send replies to
my letters.
__________________
A story about Susan, our daughter-in-law.
By the beginning of September/Ellul, all her "squatters" who had spent their summer
vacation at Susan's had all returned to their homes at Crown Heights. She had a houseful
of "guests" for five months including Dovid and Rochel, Channah and Yossi, Golda and
Avremel together with their families, so she decided to spend a relaxing few days in
Llandudno, the seaside resort in North Wales where they have the use of a holiday home.
Leah, a very determined young lady, had removed herself, Max and all her family to this
house for a month or so, instead of spending that time in Manchester, when the children
were off school.
Susan and Avrohom, together with Aaron and Dina, arrived there on a Thursday, but the
Cohen family refused to budge until after Shabbos. Therefore, the party consisted of
eleven persons and Susan had to sleep out!
There is a Shool in Llandudno but Avrohom had heard that the Minyan on Shabbos was
very weak. So, to make sure of a quorum, Avrohom took along four boys from our
Yeshiva.
Two Jewish professors, one with his wife, were found "lost" in Llandudno, so Susan
invited them for Friday night and Shabbos dinner.
Therefore, Susan ended up by catering for eighteen people. A good, relaxing weekend for
Susan!
__________________
The Rebbe had appointed Shmueli as a Sheliach to the Yeshiva in Sydney, Australia.
Shmulie decided to fly to Manchester to say farewell before leaving for the Antipodes.
He had been allotted a very good seat on the plane and he discovered that the passenger
seat next to him was occupied by a nice young lady.

One's normal reaction in these cases was that it was the "luck of the draw". His neighbour
might have been a plain old lady, a hippy type of boy or even a screaming baby.
But Shmulie was flying to a Yeshiva as a Sheliach of the Rebbe and he did not consider
that it was correct that he should spend the night sitting next to a young maiden.
He explained his dilemma to the stewardess who was very sympathetic and fully
appreciated Shmulie's predicament. They had no difficulty in finding another passenger
to take over Shmulie's seat.
Shmulie ended up by sitting next to a student - of the male gender.
After a little controversy, the plane departed - three hours late. It was not Shmulie's fault
that a technical defect had to be repaired.
__________________
The Leaders of the English Church have decided that women may be ordained as
Galochim - priests.
So what is the feminine of Galoch? The answer is: A Galechta - a joke!
__________________
Hurricane "Andrew" was due to arrive in Miami at any moment. (It proved to be the most
devastating one in recent history.)
The Sheluchim informed the Rebbe that everyone had been ordered to leave Miami. The
Rebbe advised them to, "Stay put". Within a short time they contacted the Rebbe again in a panic - "We have been requested to get away." The Rebbe replied, "Stay put."
A little later they phoned the Rebbe in desperation, confirmed that they had been ordered
to leave at once because their lives were at risk.
The Rebbe was fed up with this constant clamour and said, "I have told you twice already
and you keep pestering me with the same question. STAY PUT!"
The result was that Miami suffered the worst havoc ever with damage amounting to
hundreds of millions worth of dollars.
And not one Lubavitcher Mosud (institution) was touched!
__________________

I heard a good story from Rabbi Smith regarding EMES - the eternal truth. The digits of
EMES count up to nine.
Alef = 1; Mem = 4(0); Tof = 4(00) = 1+4+4 = 9.
One may multiply any number by 9 and the answer in digits will always be 9. E.g., 5 x 9
= 45 = 9; 10 x 9 = 9(0); 12 x 9 = 1(0)8; 130 x 9 = 2(0)7(0) = 9 and so forth. In other
words, one can never eliminate the truth
If one turns the truth upside down, then the figure 9 becomes 6. And Sheker = false = 6.
Shin = 3(00); Kuf = 1(00); Raish = 2(00). Total digits = 6.
__________________
Channah and Yoseph Lipsker, with daughter Mushka, had been in England for Pesach.
They had driven up to St. Annes to see Mendie and Rivka and, on their way back, they
visited us in Manchester.
Yoseph was surprised to discover that we dwelt in a beautiful, modern, luxurious home!
After only having seen us in Crown Heights.
Yoseph was eager to examine the set of Shass-Gemorahs which had been presented to me
thirty three years ago by passengers of the very first charter flight from England to New
York in appreciation of my endeavours in arranging a flight for 118 passengers at a cost
of £35 return which included buses, food, everything.
All the passengers had decided to autograph one of the volumes. I asked the Rebbe to be
the first to sign. He retorted that he was not a passenger. I told the Rebbe, quite bluntly,
that when Lubavitcher groups were flying by plane then the Rebbe was always with them
- in spirit!
The Rebbe was pleased - and signed!
Yoseph was also enamoured by the Rebbe's signature and message inside my copy of the
first Bilingual (English/Hebrew) Tanya which we presented to the Rebbe eighteen years
ago
__________________
Moishe (Kotlarsky) presented me with the three separate Tanyas which we had printed in
Russia on the occasion of the 3rd Convention of Lubavitch Sheluchim.
The ones which were made in the village of Lubavitch and in the city of Alma Ata were
very small and sweet, almost like miniatures. The actual size being two inches by three
and a half inches.

The one which was printed in Moscow was a little larger. They will always be lovely
mementos for Roselyn and me of our wonderful experiences in that country just before
the downfall of Communism.
__________________
My friend, Jeffrey Goldman, sent me a letter. He made sure that I received this because
he included my telephone number in my Postal code.
He informed me that his house was being decorated and the smell of the paint was so
overpowering that it was decided that he, his wife and two daughters, would sleep
elsewhere that night.
Later on, a severe fire broke out and it was a miracle that no one was at home at that time.
They were very fortunate. It could have been a disaster.

GALL-BLADDER TROUBLE
Roselyn and I returned home from 770 on 17th Sivan/June 18th at 11.40 a.m. That
morning I received a message from the Yeshiva that the Rebbe had been rushed to
hospital for an immediate operation to remove an infected gall-bladder. This was a grim
and hazardous situation. The operation would take place from 12 noon until about 1.30
p.m and I was requested to join the Yeshiva boys and some Baalei Batim in reciting
Tehillim together during that dangerous period when the Rebbe was being operated upon.
Obviously, I joined the boys and we were enormously relieved when we were informed
that the operation had been a success and the Rebbe was "comfortable" although still in
intensive care. The doctors insisted that the Rebbe should remain at the hospital under
constant care until he had improved sufficiently to be allowed back to 770. From that
moment onwards the Lubavitcher headquarters had been transferred to the Mount Sinai
Hospital in Manhattan. A "Shool" had been fixed up on the premises - with an Oran
HaKodesh (Ark) and a Sefer Torah. Over five hundred boys were studying and reciting
Psalms all day long.
All the local hotels had been commandeered for the boys, and Yossi Gutnick had
sponsored the Shabbos meals. Many hundreds of boys went on "Tahalucha" - a march
from 770 to the hospital on Shabbos to be near to the Rebbe.
The Rebbe was back at work (in the hospital) and all queries, especially about
Shiduchim, were being attended to. I can confirm this because Pincus Gold's daughter
became engaged that week with the Rebbe's approval and blessings.
As Label and Binyomin were constantly at the Rebbe's bedside to discuss the latest batch
of queries, letters and faxes, it was impossible to contact Label at his office in 770.
The hospital authorities were having a field day. Every hour bulletins were broadcast on
Radio New York News regarding the Rebbe's progress, and many reporters were present
taking notes and making reports. The five hundred Yeshiva boys had become firm
favourites with all the staff and it was confirmed that.
All the doctors were so impressed that they became Chassidim and All the Chassidim
became doctors!
We had received an invitation to attend the Bar Mitzvah of our grandson Ben Zion (Lew)
at 770 in two weeks time. He would probably have his first Aliya at the Shabbos Mincha
service - but where would that take place? In the hospital? At 770? And what about all
those Chassanim (bridegrooms) who were being called up for their Aliyas prior to their
weddings?
I knew that the atmosphere at 770 at that time was terribly depressing. More than at any
time since the Rebbe's illness. During the following week we learned that the Rebbe had
also become seriously ill with Pneumonia and Pleurisy, probably the side effects of the
operation. Fortunately, and T. G., the Rebbe was still in the hospital where the doctors

managed, very quickly, to get everything under control. In fact, by the 2nd Tamuz/July
3rd, we heard the good news that the Rebbe had returned to 770.
On Monday, August 10th, Dr. Ira Weiss issued a bulletin regarding the Rebbe's progress and on the following day, Tuesday 11th, the six doctors who were looking after the
Rebbe signed and published another report. These were very reassuring and I am
appending both these bulletins on the next two pages.

TWO NEW GREAT GRANDSONS
The name of my mother (O.H.) was Golda Rivka and I have two granddaughters called
after her.
By a peculiar coincidence, both Goldas were expecting babies at the same time. Golda
Yunik (nee Lew) gave birth to a baby boy a week before the Yartzeit of my mother
(O.H.) and Golda Kievman (nee Jaffe) also a boy on the exact day of the Yartzeit.
Menachem (Yunik) phoned and offered Roselyn and me the honour of being "Kvatters"
at the forthcoming Bris on Wednesday. (Kvatters carry the baby into the hall for the
Bris.) I suggested that this Koved (honour) was normally given to a young married
couple because this was a "Segula" (a token of good luck) for having children.
I indicated that we were not seeking this type of Segula but, if he still desired that we
should act as Kvatters then we would be happy to accept.
By the following day he had changed his mind and he offered me the exceptional honour
of being "Sandik" - presumably under great pressure from his father-in-law, Shmuel.
Shmuel had insisted that although he was entitled to this great honour, he would feel most
embarrassed if he acted as Sandik whilst I was personally present. Menachem had
stipulated that the Segula for a Sandik was riches and wealth. As I could not prevail upon
Shmuel to change his mind, and in view of this new information about a Segula, I
accepted with alacrity.
The Bris took place in Menachem's Shool in Croydon. It was the first Bris in Croydon for
fifty years and the first ever to take place in that Shool. All the younger members of the
Shool had moved away to another area and a new Shool for Croydon has been planned
for the future.
Menachem had invited all his members to attend - firstly to the Shalom Zochor on Friday
night - Sholom Zochor? This was something new for most of the people from Croydon and secondly, to attend the Bris in the Shool.
Over a hundred people attended - half were ladies - and, as Roselyn explained, the
women had a grandstand view from the gallery of the "Mila" operation which was
performed on the Bimah.
At the conclusion of the Bris, Shmuel offered me some of the "baby's" wine - yes, again,
for a Segula. I don't know what they wanted from me that day!
A lovely Seuda followed at which 50 men and 50 women attended.
The baby was named Avrohom Boruch. Menachem's father, Berel, had flown especially
for the day from Crown Heights to attend the Bris.

The next Bris was due on Shabbos - actually on the day of Tisha B'Av. Golda (Kievman)
was staying at the home of her parents Avrohom and Susan. Avrohom was the Sandik for
Golda and Avremel's first son and another, lovely Seuda was held on Tisha B'Av - as the
fast was postponed until the following day, Sunday. (No fast may take place on Shabbos
except Yom Kippur. Should one wish to fast for a bad dream on Shabbos, he may do so
but then has to fast again, an extra fast, for being "naughty".) The baby was named
Menachem Mendel Dovid - slightly different from the "norm".

PINCUS LEW AND CHANNAH LAINE
One day, suddenly, with no previous warning whatsoever, we heard the news that our
grandson Pincus (Lew) had become engaged to be married - yes - to another Channah! the daughter of Yossi and Rivka Laine of Crown Heights.
Channah had been working in Minnesota - as was Pincus - and "Mammy Leiba" (Mother
love) was the "Shadchan". Rabbi Manis Friedman, who resided in Minnesota when he
was not travelling around the world, was also a sponsor.
It is uncanny, but we, the grandparents, are always the last to hear the good news.
Pincus telephoned us from New York to wish us Mazel Tov, and our "new" Channah
joined in with "Hi - Hi" shouted out in a very attractive and friendly voice - with a
distinctive American accent.
Actually, we might have guessed that there was some intrigue being concocted because
both Hindy and Shmuel had rushed off to Minnesota presumably in order to visit
Shmuel's father who had been unwell for some time.
Within a few days Chaya and Channah had followed. We assumed for the same reason.
Little did we imagine that they had gone to observe and meet their intended future sisterin-law and to give their approval.
Pincus and Channah wished to wed straight away. Pincus was only 22 and Channah
about 18 years of age, so what was the rush?
I could not blame Pincus entirely because Channah was an extremely sweet, very pretty
and vivacious young maiden, and there was no special reason for waiting.
Unfortunately for them, the three weeks of National Mourning began shortly, so they
would have to wait at least until after Tisha B'Av before the wedding could take place.
Therefore, the Big Day was arranged for Wednesday, August 12th, in five weeks time at
Crown Heights - at the height of the vacation season - when everybody would be away.
But - FIVE WEEKS! We had only just returned from 770, and it would be very awkward
for many members of the family too. In another few weeks it would be almost Rosh
Hashonah when scores of relatives would be visiting the Rebbe at 770.
However, after due consideration, Roselyn and I came to the conclusion that, as it had
been the decision of Pincus and Channah, it was incorrect that we should object to the
date.

Instead of which, Roselyn and I were delighted to offer our grateful thanks to HaShem
Who had made it possible for us to attend the marriage of another grandchild (Kain
Yirbu).

THE MARRIAGE OF PINCUS AND CHANNAH
On Tuesday, August 11th, 1992, we travelled to New York in order to attend the wedding
of Pincus Lew to Channah Laine.
We arrived at Kennedy Airport, New York, on time, placed our suitcases on a pushcart
and passed through customs.
An officer halted us at the exit gate and asked the usual question, "Have you any food?
Fish, fruit or meat?" "No" said Roselyn, "Nothing." "Tell me," insisted the officer, "What
is in that bag? Any food?" "No, no," retorted my wife. "Let me see inside that bag,"
demanded "His Highness". And the first thing he found was the packet of first-aid
sandwiches which Roselyn always prepared, before a flight, in case our Kosher meals
never turned up.
"Now, what's this?" queried the inquisitor. "It's fresh salmon," answered my poor wife
(almost) shaking in her shoes. "I forgot that I had some left over. Deary me, I must be
getting old!"
To our utter surprise, he extended to Roselyn his good wishes for a good day, and he
never even confiscated the sandwiches. So, as usual, one of our grandchildren would be
fortunate to enjoy Bobby's special fresh salmon sandwiches.
Yossi (Lew) had promised to meet us at the airport but he had not arrived. Mendy, who
had accompanied us from Manchester, telephoned to Yossi's home and Shterny declared
that Yossi was on his way.
Well, I was not going to stand for that nonsense! Yossi was always - invariably - late!
I obtained a taxi and loaded the luggage therein. It was then discovered that our own little
two wheeled trolley was missing. It was probably still on the carousel. Roselyn
demanded to know why I always brought this little trolley and, more often than not, it
was left behind on the carousel.
I dashed back to the Customs Hall but I was not allowed through. I was told to proceed to
the Baggage Claims Department where one of the officials would retrieve our trolley.
I returned to the taxi rank and discovered that Yossi had actually arrived and was loading
our suitcases from the taxi into his own car
The taxi driver demanded $10 waiting time "on the clock" he said. I felt like clocking
him one but Roselyn managed to appease him with $3.
It is always the same old story. Yossi comes late and, by a miracle (for Yossi) we get
delayed.

We arrived at our apartment during a cloudburst which turned into a storm and heavy
deluge which drenched and saturated everybody and everything.
Roselyn looked through the door of our flat. It looked alright. Five minutes later Roselyn
returned screaming into our apartment to inform us that the flood waters were flowing
from the opposite room towards our main flat.
Pincus, the Chosson, had turned up to welcome us to Crown Heights. He already knew
the drill - which was to clean out the drains outside the door at the far end of the other
room. He and Roselyn stood outside and, with speed and efficiency, and with mops and
brushes, they removed all the old leaves and filth which had been blocking the inlets.
Needless to say, both Roselyn and Pincus ended up by being soaked to the skin.
We had arrived just in time to save the flat from being flooded out.
Hindy's plane from London was due to arrive about two hours later but, because of the
storms, Kennedy Airport was closed and her plane was diverted elsewhere for refuelling.
Shimon (Posner) had been waiting for his mother-in-law all afternoon at the airport and
promised to return at 9 p.m to collect Hindy and party. We were lucky that our plane had
arrived on time.
I met Channah Laine, the bride, and I was very impressed. She looked really lovely. I was
delighted to see that the "Jaffe legend" and aspirations of acquiring beautiful young
maidens and handsome young men to join our ranks were being maintained.
It was an exciting wedding and I herewith append a poem which described the marriage
and the Sheva Brochus.
PINCUS LEW AND CHANNAH LAINE
Pincus was in a hurry and joined the very quick lane.
Her name was Channah, she was very pretty, had a roving eye and possessed an
abundance of "chain".
Pincus, at twenty two, wished to marry Channah, aged eighteen, at once. I said they were
insane.
But, as Mammy Lieba was the Shadchan, we couldn't really say 'Nain'.
We arrived punctually at New York at 2.30 p.m., the weather was nice and 'Shane'
By the time we had reached our flat the storm had come and there was a heavy
deluge of rain.
The flood waters were creeping along the floor like a slow moving train
So Roselyn and Pincus, the Chosson, did their famous double act, cleaning out the
outside drain, yet again.

Hindy and family should have arrived just two hours later upon the London plane
Instead of which they were diverted and reached Crown Heights five hours late. It
had been a terrible strain.
The marriage service was due to commence at 5.30 promptly. That was made quite plain
At 5.29 precisely, Pincus and his Unteferers were already standing under the
Chupah although there was no threat of rain.
I was honoured at the Chupah with a Brocha. I said it loud and not in vain
I hoped the Rebbe would have heard it, I made that very plain.
At the wedding we danced non-stop, all were happy, but Shmuel had a storm on the brain
He gave me five minutes warning to make a speech. It spoilt the joy, it was a
shame.
SHEVA BROCHUS
Zaidie Moishe Chaim and Bobby Leah, from Montreal, were our hosts. We ate and sang
and even danced and the blood rushed through our vein
But the company and the atmosphere were grand, so we had no reason to
complain
I raised my glass and wished the bride LeChaim, she looked at me with disdain
Because she also needed a glass of vodka to reciprocate the same.
Rivka and Yossi insisted upon our attending all the Shabbos meals, we had to refuse, it
really was a shame.
But the great distance involved in walking would have caused us considerable
pain
They even offered us their very own beds and free full board so we promised to ascertain
But after due consideration we had to refuse once again.
Yossi drove the private bus to Chaya's mountain domain
But in Crown Heights we had to remain
A very good outing and Sheva Brochus was enjoyed by all. It was a shame we had to
refrain.
Pincus is very much in love, he is the most perfect swain
We hope they will together enjoy true happiness and bliss, and long may they
reign. - And let us all say OMAIN.
_____________________

Channah's Bobby and Zaide from Montreal - Rabbi Moishe Chaim Sapochjinsky (no, I
never made up his name) and his wife Leah were the host and hostess at the first Sheva
Brochus. This Chaim is a very humorous joker and we got on very well together.
A young lady, Rachelle, an aunt from Bnei Brak, was present. To me she seemed a young
girl - but she had eight children (K. A. H.) the eldest being fifteen years of age.
It is amazing - and wonderful - to see how people keep so young these days.
I recited my poem and sang a ditty. A gentleman who was present indicated that as Reb
Zalmon had made a poem and had sung a ditty, he would sing the American traditional
boat song which is about a boy and a girl who have just wed and are sitting in a boat on
the river.
The words went: "Row, row, together in harmony - all things through life." I said that
although it is more often row (the boat) it could some times mean, "ROW, ROW, ROW!"
Arguments and quarrels.
I told a few stories about Pincus but I explained that one of the best stories I have ever
heard was the one that Pincus himself told to our dear Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L.) when we all
visited her many years ago.
It was entitled:
A CRASH COURSE FOR SEMICHA
Many a young man wished to become a Rabbi but did not relish the idea of spending five
years in intensive study at a Yeshiva in order to obtain his Semicha or degree. They had
neither the time, the brains, nor the inclination.
A disrespectful rabbi anticipated that there would be a great demand for a Crash Course for cash, of course, to enable a young man to set himself up as a qualified, capable and
competent rabbi.
Yankel was enrolled in the course and was told that, in general, a RAV was asked,
mainly, these three following Sha'alos (enquiries).
These were:
1) A woman would bring to him a chicken which did not seem to possess a Gall. The
rabbi told him to lick it and, if it tasted bitter, then the chicken was declared Kosher.
Yankel was asked to repeat this Halacha.
2) A meaty knife had been used for cutting cheese. The solution was to place the knife
into the ground for twenty four hours, after which the knife would be accepted as Kosher.
Yankel had to repeat this rule.

3) Shimon reported that Reuben owed him £100. Reuben had to swear that he did not
owe Shimon any money and this oath would be accepted.
Yankel was advised to repeat this Din.
The Rabbi requested Yankel to repeat these three queries with their answers and then to
"Sign this form and I proclaim that you are now a fully qualified Rabbi."
Yankel returned home, affixed a brass plate onto his door, and waited for clients.
And sure enough (1) a woman brought him a hen with no gall. The new Rabbi told her to
swear on oath and the hen would be declared kosher.
Later (2) a lady brought a meaty knife which had been used to cut cheese. She was told to
lick it and, if it tasted bitter, then it was O.K.
And afterwards (3) Shimon complained that Reuben owed him £100. The new Rabbi told
him to put Reuben in the ground for twenty four hours.

AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT BY DR. IRA WEISS
On August 25th, 1992, I received a communication from Dr. Ira Weiss. He reported that,
"The Rebbe did have surviving problems which were very worrying to him."
"But, T.G., they are problems no longer. The Rebbe is now making urgent efforts to
speak - beginning to mumble - and wants to communicate."
"We shall not get back everything that we lost but we shall all be well satisfied with the
results."
Ira looked forward to seeing me at 770 during Succos, and I took the opportunity of
inviting him to join us for a Yom Tov meal in the Succah.
He asked me to convey to Roselyn his warm appreciation of the tapestry which Roselyn
had presented to him last Succos. He really enjoys looking at it hanging on the wall - "It
is lovely."
Throughout the summer I continued to write my weekly, Friday letter to the Rebbe, and I
frequently spoke to Label on the telephone. Label's normal reply to my query regarding
the Rebbe's health was, "T.G., the Rebbe is improving all the time." But, as I keep
repeating, it is a long and tedious job. But with the help of HaShem we shall achieve
success.
It was always very pleasant and a delight to me when Label would tell me that the Rebbe
had requested him to read out the letter from Zalmon Jaffe in full and that the Rebbe had
smiled and nodded many times during the course of this reading. Label indicated that the
Rebbe had enjoyed it very much.

ROSH HASHONAH
Yechiel Vogel reported that a special room had been built for the Rebbe. It was on the
same level as the women's gallery but at the back of the Shool. It jutted out from the rear
wall.

"On the first day of Rosh Hashonah" continued Yechiel, "the Rebbe sat in this room
overlooking the Shool. The windows were made of unique panes of glass which enabled
the Rebbe to see everybody in 770 but no one could actually see the Rebbe - only his
shadow."
However, on the second day, the window was actually raised and opened wide and men,
women and children had an excellent view of the Rebbe for the first time since Shavuos.
The Rebbe was wearing his Tallis and sat upon his red plush chair which had had wheels
affixed for easy manoeuvrability.
One report stated that the Rebbe was visible to the assembly for one and a half hours.
Another one said that it was one and a half minutes.
Label subsequently confirmed that the period in which the Rebbe was clearly seen by all
was four minutes.

We were also told that those who had seen the Rebbe at Shavuos time noticed a vast
difference for the better in the Rebbe's appearance. His complexion had much more
colour.
But those who now saw the Rebbe for the first time admitted that the Rebbe did not look
too well. Label also commented that the Rebbe felt very much better after this activity.
Label also advised me that it was not necessary to bring along my own Arba Minim to
770 for Succos. The Rebbe would provide these sets as hitherto and we should continue
to carry out all the routine arrangements as for a normal Yom Tov.
At that time, all the Israeli newspapers were carrying the report of a woman whom
doctors had diagnosed as having cancer. It had been decided to operate but the lady, first
of all, requested a Brocha from the Rebbe for a quick and complete recovery.
When the woman attended the hospital again, prior to the projected operation, the doctors
could find no traces whatsoever of the cancer. It had just disappeared.
This lady's husband (or relative) was well connected with the media and he made sure
that everyone in Israel was enabled to behold the power and the miracle of the Rebbe's
blessing.
It was reported that the doctors had acceded to the Rebbe's request that he should accept
Pidyonus - a Pidyon Nefesh (abbreviated to P'ans, for short) - entreaties to the Rebbe
from his Chassidim for good blessings for the coming year.
It had been arranged that the Rebbe would be seated outside his room and two lines
would be formed - one downstairs for the over forties and one upstairs for the over
sixties. Each person would drop his P'an inside a box situated near to the Rebbe.
This programme would begin on Saturday night. Many thousands were expected and the
procedure and routine had to be adhered to very strictly - with solemnity and dignity. If
the Rebbe felt that he was coming under too much pressure then the lines would be halted
temporarily. Hundreds of men had flown over for a day or two. But, just before the lines
were due to start, the Rebbe cancelled the arrangement until further notice.

EREV SUCCOS
Our plane was crowded and our friends Sholom and Ruthie Simons sat near us. I was
informed that there were over 30 Kosher meals aboard so, if anyone had forgotten to
order one, there was no problem because many Yeshiva boys who had reserved these
meals did not eat them.
We left Manchester by British Airways on October 8th, the day after Yom Kippur,
Succos was on the following Sunday night.
We arrived at Kennedy an hour early, at 1.30 p.m. Avremel and Golda were already
waiting for us. Nice, sensible people (they phoned the airline first). I cannot ever recall
that any of our grandchildren were actually at the airport before us.
We saw Label and we were told that the Rebbe had been at the "opened" window five
times already and that the Rebbe was in a good mood and that this activity had done the
Rebbe the world of good.
Everyone was able to see the Rebbe, and the Rebbe was now quite proficient in making
his wishes known. For instance, when he desired that the window should be opened or
when he wanted to leave. Also, when he required wine for Kiddush or bread for
HaMoitzi.
Label asked me to be ready on the Sunday morning, at between 10.30 a.m and 11 a.m, to
collect the Arba Minim which the Rebbe had requested should be prepared for me and
the usual distinguished recipients at 770. Label added that he expected that the normal
procedures connected with Succos and Simchas Torah would be adhered to and followed.
Everyone and everybody are here already, or due within the next few days. Now that our
Rebbe may be seen, then everyone wants to be here to see him. We have waited a long
time for this auspicious moment.
Next morning, Friday, erev Shabbos, I went to the bakery very early and bought the
Shabbos Challoh and cakes. Roselyn was flabbergasted that I had bought so much. "Too
much" she complained. Anyway, she observed that it would not be necessary to buy any
more until after the whole of Yom Tov. Needless to say, within a few days I was back at
the bakery and bought, "The same again, please!"
Whilst I was having a meal, I switched on the radio and I was listening to a "phone in".
They were discussing the riots that had occurred at Crown Heights and someone wanted
to know why the Jews received, and still do receive, special police protection. The Radio
announcer commented that if the Pope (Lehavdil) lived in Crown Heights, it would be
expected that he would receive 100% police protection. Here we have the Lubavitcher
Rebbe who is the spiritual leader of many hundreds of thousands of Jews, both here and
all over the world, so it is our duty to protect him.

The announcer queried a statement by (presumably) a Jew, "Are you telling me that
James Baker is not a Jew?" - "No!" was the reply, "He is an anti-semite!"

FRIDAY EVENING AND SHABBOS SERVICE
The Minyan that used to take place outside the Rebbe's room upstairs has now been
discontinued. All services are now held downstairs in the Shool.
I met Hershel (Gorman) who (I think) expected to be the Chazan tonight because he was
continually clearing his throat and sucking cough toffees.
The normal procedure was that the service should be very quick. One could see the
Rebbe's shadow behind the large window of his special room, part of which was covered
by a blind.
At the conclusion of the service this blind was raised and everyone had a clear view of
the Rebbe for about three or four minutes. During this time everybody joined in with
singing a Nigun.
All the congregation, instead of facing the Oran HaKodesh (the Ark), in the east, were
now facing the opposite direction - the west - and looking towards the Rebbe.
Therefore, the Rebbe and the Chazan were the only men facing Mizrach (the east).
I told Rabbi Akiva Cohen, our Manchester Rosh HaYeshiva, that there was quite a
reasonable explanation for this. The earth is round so that even if we pray to the west it
will still be towards Jerusalem, ultimately.
But Rabbi Akiva maintained that we all prayed normally, directly to the east. In Israel, at
the Dead Sea, we turned towards the North West; from the Red Sea we faced North East.
In the City of Jerusalem we faced the Bess HaMikdosh and, when we were in that area,
we turned towards the "Holy of Holies" - in the West. So we did have a precedent!
Sholom Ber Goldstein pointed out that when Moshiach will arrive then "Shechina
B'Maariv" - the Shechina will be in the west.
I entered 770 pretty early and my friend Shimon Neubort took me by the hand and led me
to the pillar in the centre of the Shool. He recommended me to stand with my back to this
pillar and hopefully, when the Rebbe appeared at the window at the conclusion of the
service, I would have an excellent view. The only drawback was that just at that very
moment some tall fellow might block my view of the Rebbe.
Shimon was much taller than me but he also came well prepared. He had a pair of
binoculars slung around his neck.
I noticed that only a few feet behind me stood the Bimah and only Rabbi Pinson, the
Gabai, was sat upon it.

It was situated "dead centre" facing the Rebbe and about four feet high above the floor.
The steps had been removed but I obtained the assistance of a few strong fellows who
hoisted me up and, in spite of the protestations and objections of Rabbi Pinson, I
achieved my objective and sat upon one of the seats of the Bimah.
A short while afterwards, Jimmy (Zalmon) Gurary arrived and joined us on this
exceptionally ideal vantage point.
770 was filling up rapidly - and so also was our Bimah - already with about twenty five
young boys and yes - little girls too. It was becoming very squashed but, at least, we
could see everything, everywhere.
Suddenly, I heard - and felt - a movement behind me. The Bimah consisted of two parts
and they had decided to move the rear section because it was taking up too much space.
I did not mind so much but then, without any warning, they began to move my section as
well.
"Bogle, Bogle, Bogle," went the Bimah, and they gave me a long, free ride. It would have
been even longer but the Oran HaKodesh was at the end of the line and we could go no
further.
Jimmy and Shiur tumbled off and were dumped on the way.
At the conclusion of the service, the blind was raised and, for four minutes, I had a good
view of the Rebbe. I was too far away to see the Rebbe's features but, T.G., we did see
the Rebbe, which was sufficient for the time being.
Zalmon Gurary wanted to discuss some important matter with me. I told him that I had
already anticipated his approach - and I had informed Label that I would donate the same
amount as last year for the Rebbe's "Ata Horaiso" verse, and I had even paid something
on account.
Zalmon was pleased and he expressed his appreciation. He complained that many regular
'patrons' had already refused to participate this year because they feared that the Rebbe
might not be reciting these verses publicly.
Jimmy referred to them - in good old-fashioned Yiddish to the equivalent of "dim-witted"
and "stupid, foolish idiots".
Next morning, just before layenning, Ze'ev Katz, the Gabai, approached me and insisted
that I accept the honour of having Maftir and saying the Haftorah.
Therefore, just before the layenning commenced, I took my time and made my way to the
Bimah to save me having to push and shtup when I was called up.

I discovered that the Bimah was still at the same spot to where it had been pushed on the
previous night - right against the Ark, and that the Krias HaTorah was taking place on a
table at ground level near to the Rebbe's special room.
At long last, after many a push and shtup - and a shtup and a push - I heaved a sigh of
relief when I managed to join Shiur Pinson and Shushterman (the Baal Korah) at that
table. I was wringing wet and soaked right through. It was like going into and through a
sauna.
I was handed photocopied sheets of the Sedra and of the Haftorah, but the letters - the
words of this Haftorah were so small and indistinct that it was impossible for me to read
them. They were absolutely useless to me.
However, Shushterman was using his very own Chumesh, probably the one which he had
been using since boyhood. The pages were brown and brittle but, at least, I could make
out the words.
I had been requested to "make it quick", but it seemed that I was not quite quick enough
because Label had dispatched a signal, "Quicker, quicker, faster, faster."
It was with a profound sense of relief to Label - and to me - when I reached the end of the
concluding Brochus.
I led the way to the Oran HaKodesh accompanied by the Sefer Torah. By the time we
arrived at our destination the Musaf service was almost over.
Roselyn observed that Dorit had made quite sure that she (Roselyn) would have a good
place from where she could see the Rebbe. She had Just begun to say the just begun to
say the Amidah for Musaf when Friedel (Sudak) told her that the Chazan had already
finished the repetition of the Shemona Esrai.
At the end of this service, the blind was again raised and we saw the Rebbe for about
three minutes.
On the following morning, Sunday, I went to collect my Arba Minim from the Rebbe.
Needless to say, the Rebbe himself was not present, but I was assured that the Rebbe had
personally inspected the Lulovim on Friday and had examined the Esrogim which had
arrived only that morning. About twenty one sets were presented and I helped myself to a
nice quantity of Hadassim. The actual number proved to be 17 sets, the Gematria of
T.O.V. (Tess, Vav, Bais) which means "good".
Label gave me the following advice. "When the Rebbe is in Shool get on with the job, no
singing and finish quickly."

I took the Arba Minim back to our apartment where Avremel (Kieveman) who married
Golda (Jaffe) made a good job of binding these "four kinds" together. Actually, only
three are tied together and the Esrog is held separately.
Six special planes had arrived here today from Israel, and four came from France. All
flights to New York have been fully booked up and passengers have been landing at
Boston and other cities, even as far away as Chicago, as long as they could manage to get
to 770 in time for Succos, and even for Simchas Torah, in order to see the Rebbe.
I heard that, T.G., the Rebbe had made Kiddush and made Hamoitzi over the bread and
enjoyed a Shabbos meal of fish, soup and chicken.
Then, later on, the Rebbe had another Shabbos meal.
I received an invitation from Mr. & Mrs. Mordecai Nagel to attend the Bar Mitzvah of
their son in three weeks time. It was a pity that I could not be present as I would be back
in Manchester at that time. They are a very nice and generous couple and I hope that they
will enjoy much Nachas from this boy and from all the family.
I met Yossi (Kazan) who again presented me with two "free" tickets, one for each day of
Yom Tov, which permits me to bench with the Rebbe's Arba Minim at my own
convenient time without having to wait in the queue.
I delivered the five bottles of vodka to Label's office, but what a transformation? From its
usual chaotic state it had now blossomed out into a most lovely Succah - for the Rebbe.
Clean and bright (nine powerful lamps), newly decorated with a nice mahogany table,
wash basin, and most surprising - not a single scrap of paper or letters to be seen
anywhere. The Rebbe entered the Succah on the evening of Yom Tov and indicated to
Label that the roof had not been opened, and he also pointed out that a candle had blown
out.
Meanwhile, Levi, Aaron, Sholom Ber and a friend all worked very hard, under the usual
direction and expert guidance of Lazer Avtzon, to complete our joint Succah in time for
Yom Tov.
Rabbi Akiva declared that one of the Rebbe's doctors had remarked that if the Rebbe
would have been an ordinary patient they would have insisted that he should endeavour
to walk, but - because he was a Rebbe – they could not insist.

SUCCOS
Sunday night, the first night of Succos, I rejoined Shimon Neubort under his pillar but the
Rebbe did not emerge at all that night.
It poured with rain and we sat in the Succah wearing our raincoats. The water dropping
from the roof was filling our soup plates at a faster rate than we were emptying them.
Pincus and Channah (Lew), Zelda and Hershy (Vogel) and Sholom Ber (Lew) together
with Levi and Aaron (Jaffe) were our guests as we were "singing in the rain" and "having
a glorious feeling".
Next morning, the first day of Yom Tov, I went into 770 at 8 a.m with my free ticket and,
to my surprise, there were no lines - the Rebbe had benched Esrog and shaken the Lulav
at about 7.15 a.m.
During Krias HaTorah the Sefer Torah was placed upon the table very close to the
Rebbe's special balcony room so it was well nigh impossible to hear the Layenning at the
back of the Shool. I should really say, "at the front of the Shool, near the Ark."
So we prevailed upon Dovid Mandelbaum, who is a good Baal Koreh, to help out and we
held an additional service for Layenning to ensure that every person could fulfil the
Mitzvah of listening to the words of the Torah. We were told that we should not hold this
second service on the morrow because it disturbed quite a number of people who could
hear two Baalei Korah at the same time! We could not even hear one!
However, when it came to Hoshaanus, there were three separate sections on each day.
Most Kohenim Duchened (recited the Priestly blessings) as usual, at the end platform.
But in the circumstances prevailing today, with more people than ever before being
present at 770, it was impossible for every single Kohen to endeavour to Duchen on the
one platform or altogether.
Rabbi Heller gave a Hetter (permission) to the Kohenim that it was quite in order for
them to Duchen at the spot where they were standing and Davenning.
Chaim Farro followed this advice, covered himself with his Tallis, and found that a
young man, a Baal Teshuva, had joined him under his Tallis.
It is the custom that when the Kohenim are reciting the blessings all the members of the
congregation should be covered by a Tallis so that they should not glance at the Kohenim
at that moment. Boys who do not wear a Tallis generally stoop under someone else's
Tallis - but not, certainly not, under the Tallis of a Kohen who was Duchening.
A boy from South Africa wanted to know why the Oran HaKodesh was at the back of the
Shool.

After the Musaf service, "Shmiddy" - or Yisroel Goldshmidt - who, K.A.H., is a very
strong and powerful man, placed the portable, heavy staircase of five steps, back onto the
platform and then heaved me like a sack of potatoes onto the top step so that I should
have a good view of the Rebbe when the window would open. Dovid Mandelbaum lent
me his $3 set of paper binoculars and told me to look through them. I saw nothing but I
indicated to Dovid that they were very helpful.
It was also announced that after each service the congregation should first shout out
"Good Yom Tov" to the Rebbe and then, after this, sing "Vesomachto".
Levi persuaded me to proceed to the very front of the assembly and join Mendel
Futterfass and Shiur Pinson who sat on a bench barely twelve feet from the Rebbe's
window. The window was then opened and I saw the Rebbe quite clearly. He looked
good but a little drawn.
I had been waiting for about thirty seconds when a large group of about eighty boys, who
had been standing almost underneath the Rebbe's window, gradually retreated backwards
so that they could achieve a better view of the Rebbe.
Naturally, they could go no further back when they reached the poor old men sitting on
the bench and, naturally, they just flopped down upon us. I had a dozen boys pressing
upon me with their heavy boots, kicking and flinging themselves all over me, trying to
gain their footholds and poise. Nu! Everything happens to me!?
Roselyn and I were eating our luncheon in the Succah together with Zelda and Hershy as
well as Levi and Aaron. Sholom Ber Lew was having his luncheon at the home of Pincus
and Channah, the newly weds.
In the middle of the soup course, Yoseph (Lipsker) crashed into our Succah and
screamed, "Quick, quick, the Rebbe is in the Shool for Mincha."
Yoseph had been duvenning Mincha when the Rebbe arrived. Yoseph considered, quite
rightly, that it would be very selfish of him to enjoy the Rebbe’s presence of the without
giving us, sitting only a few yards away, the chance to take advantage of this good
fortune.
So off we dashed to 770. The blind was still down. After the service ended - up went the
blind and we enjoyed the most inspiring singing which went on with tremendous fervour
and excitement. This compared very favourably with the best of the "good old days."
The Rebbe was lifting and shaking his left hand and conducting - for four solid minutes,
non-stop. It was terrific! And at the end, everyone was jumping up and down as if
attached to steel springs.

I was so disappointed that Roselyn had missed this unbelievable, frenzied and incredible
episode. After which, I returned to our Succah to finish the soup course which was very
cold by then!
I discovered that Roselyn was still at 770. This pleased me tremendously as I had
previously imagined that she had missed this unique occasion.
Roselyn then returned. She was so thrilled - it had been perfect - and she had a
marvellous view because there were not too many ladies present at that time.
We all paid a tribute and extended our grateful thanks to Yoseph (Lipsker).
We had finished our soup and were in the middle of the meat course when - Yoseph was
back again! "The Rebbe is going to have a Farbraingen" he yelled.
Once more we made a dash for 770.
The Rebbe was now downstairs and Label and a few others were pulling and steering the
Rebbe, on his chair on wheels, towards the top platform at 770 from where the Rebbe
used to Farbraing.
However, a large, heavy table was blocking the aisle leading to the dais. It was secured to
a pillar by a very thick, steel chain and this was clamped with a huge padlock. The table
had to be moved. The matter was urgent and there was no time to discover who had the
key. So a few strong men all heaved at the table - TOGETHER. "One, two, three - all
together - heave, pull and jerk." Again and again - "heave, pull, jerk" - and then there was
a loud report and the thick, heavy steel chain snapped in two.
Levi made a path for me - I was just a few feet from the Rebbe but I could not get any
closer - the pressure was intense, powerful, and I was forced to give up.
Moishe (Kotlarsky) arrived and was surprised to see that the Rebbe was already in his
place. But the turmoil and tumult was so dreadful and outrageous that the Rebbe decided
to leave. He had called for Yoel Kahan to start a Nigun but, unfortunately, Yoel Kahan
could not be found. He was present but could not get anywhere near the Rebbe. Rabbi
Chadakov arrived with his grandson but the "Farbraingen" was over.
The Hatzola had three casualties to attend to. One boy had a cracked skull when a large
bench struck him on his head and he was taken to hospital. Another boy, Hendel, was
being trampled upon and being suffocated. His face was going blue - then purple. He was
screaming, "I'm dying." He was told to be quiet because the Rebbe was there. "O.K." he
replied, "I will die quietly." Actually, he had to be resuscitated by electric shocks and
other methods.
At the hospital he awoke and asked the usual question, “were am I?” He had to be
restrained from violently attacking the nurse. How dare they take him to hospital and

force him to leave the Rebbe? He insisted upon being taken back to 770 at once. Freidel
Sudak reported that one of her relatives had lost one of his shoes at that unique
"Farbraingen". And it was a size 12.
At 5.45 p.m, the Rebbe returned to the balcony room and all sang Nigunim for over half
an hour - and the window was open all that time.
The Rebbe was mouthing the words of some of these tunes and, at times, closed his eyes
in rapture and ecstasy.
At one time, Label wished to close the window but the Rebbe put his hand into the
aperture to prevent it being shut. The Rebbe then left and retired to bed. The Rebbe had
been up since 4 a.m that morning.
During the day, police in riot gear were rushed to 770. They perceived what was
happening and cruised around Crown Heights relaying the message that, "Your Rabbi is
coming down into the Synagogue at 770 to have a celebration."
Aaron, who was miles away in Brighton Beach, heard the police announcement and he
and his friends, who had been visiting Shools, made haste and retraced their steps - very
quickly - back to 770.
Next morning, Levi arrived at our flat at 9.30 a.m. He had been dancing all night and
required some breakfast/luncheon/or dinner and then - off to bed until 11 a.m.
At 770, I again sat next to Rabbi Akiva and we put our Esrog and Lulov in a safe place with so many thousands of people taking up every corner, nook and cranny, where did
Rabbi Akiva place our Arba Minim? Under the platform - simple, clever and effective.
Yisroel Goldshmidt again hoisted me up on top of the the five-step portable staircase
from where I had a wonderful view of the Rebbe at the end of the service.
There was a roaring trade being done in binoculars. All types - from the $3 paper ones
right through the range up till the most expensive and highly technical ones. I even
noticed a couple of telescopes.
All morning, right through the service, some little boys just sat and stared at the drawn
blind over the window - waiting - and waiting.

WE VISIT GREAT NECK
Last Succos, for the first time for many years, we had been unable to visit the Great Neck
Community to spend the Yom Tov of Simchas Bais Hashoavu with our friends, and we
really missed them.
This year, however, Rabbi Yossi Geizinski and his wife Channah (nee Itkin, a daughter
of our friend and landlady, Simmie) had taken the precaution of inviting us well in
advance to come along to their Succah in their beautiful Chabad House in Great Neck.
This would take place on Saturday night, Chol Hamoed, and we would celebrate this
Yom Tov with their friends and supporters.
Shmuel (Lew, our son-in-law) accompanied us. He related words of Torah to the
assembly (about one hundred and fifty people) with his usual high standard of
proficiency and competence.
The tasks of Roselyn, Levi and Aaron, were to help, in due course, to make the dancing
go with a swing.
My duty was to entertain the gathering and try to put them in a good mood.
I explained that on that morning at 770 I had been given the honour of singing the
Haftorah. (We hope and pray that it will not be too long before the Rebbe, Shlita, himself
will be able to recommence the tradition of saying the Haftorah regularly on every
Shabbos and Yom Tov as in the past.)
This reminded me of the story of Mr. Cohen who was on holiday and attended the local
Shool on Shabbos morning. He was given Maftir for which he promised to donate the
sum of £10.
Next morning, the Shool collector called at Mr. Cohen's hotel and requested payment.
Mr. Cohen refused. Very soon there was a great altercation and an exchange of blows
was imminent.
A passing policeman came along to enquire about the cause of this quarrel. It was
explained to him that Mr. Cohen had promised to pay £10 for the Maftir and he now
refused to pay. "O.K." remarked the policeman. "The solution is quite simple. Either pay
up the £10 or give back the Maftir."
I then chanted the song "A Balabatishe Mench". Below, I once again append the words.
THE BALABATISHE MENCH SONG
WE ARE THE BOYS AND GIRLS WHO COME TO CLASSES
WE KEEP THE JEWISH STANDARD FLYING HIGH
THE THINGS WE LEARN ARE GRAND

WE KNOW AND UNDERSTAND
WE'RE PROUD TO BE YIDDISH AND DAVEN, MAKE
KIDDUSH AND HELP THE HOLY LAND
THE HEROES OF THE PAST WE LOVE AND HONOUR
WE HAVE OUR OWN LIKE THE BRITISH OR THE FRENCH
YOU NEED NOT MAKE A FUSS
'COS GREAT NACHASS YOU'LL GET FROM US
IF YOU'RE A BALABATISHE MENCH, DA DA DA DA DA
IF YOU'RE A BALABATISHE MENCH
DON'T FORGET TO SEND YOUR KIDS TO CHAYDER
THAT'S THE PLACE WHERE EVERY BOY SHOULD GO
TEACH THEM HOW TO READ AND LEARN THE THINGS
THEY NEED
TO KNOW CHUMESH AND RASHI AND ANSWER A KASHI
PERFORM A GOOD DEED
THE CHILDREN GET TO KNOW AND LOVE EACH OTHER
AT FIRST TO YOU IT SEEMS AN AWFUL WRENCH
BUT YOU'LL ADMIT IT'S TRUE, IT'S THE ONLY THING
IF YOU'RE A BALABATISHE MENCH, DA DA DA DA DA
IF YOU'RE A BALABATISHE MENCH
NEVER MIX YOUR MILCHIK WITH YOUR FLAISHIK
DON'T FORGET TO KOSHER ALL YOUR MEAT
NEVER TAKE A SUP FROM A TRAIFE CUP
ALWAYS BE WILLING TO PUT ON TEFILLIN AND MAKE A
MINYON UP
DON'T FORGET TO GO TO SHOOL ON SHABBOS
REMEMBER AFTER MEALS YOU'VE GOT TO BENCH
AND IF ALL THESE THINGS YOU DO
FOLKS WILL SURELY SAY OF YOU
THAT YOU'RE A BALABATISHE MENCH.
Below is a parody of these verses which I sang next.
A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH
IF YOU PUSH AND SHTUP AND TREAD ON TOES - AT 770
IN ORDER TO SEE THE REBBE PRAYING WELL
AND GO TO SAY SOME TEHILLIM
AND TZEDOKA TO GIVE AND BE WILLING TO HEAR THE REBBE RELATE A
SICHO, AS WELL
AND IF YOU HELP SOME MEN TO PUT ON THEIR
TEFILLIN
AND TEACH THEM HOW A GOOD JEW SHOULD BEHAVE THEN AS YOU
DANCE AND SING
AND JUMP UPON A BENCH

FOLK WILL SURELY SAY OF YOU
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH, DA DA DA DA
DA
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH
IF YOU SIT INSIDE THE SUCCAH WHEN IT'S POURING AND THE RAIN IS
FILLING UP THE PLATES OF SOUP
IF YOU DANCE THE WHOLE NIGHT THROUGH
BECAUSE THE REBBE HAS TOLD YOU TO DO
AND YOU JOIN THE EARLY MINYAN IN THE MORNING
AND WHEN TO BORO' PARK YOU MARCH IN THE
DOWNPOUR
AND RETURN FROM THE TEN MILE WALK COMPLETELY
DRENCHED
AND WHEN YOU ENTER THE SUCCAH, IN ORDER
YOUR THIRST TO QUENCH
THEN FOLK WILL SURELY SAY OF YOU
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH, DA DA DA DA
DA
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH
IF THE REBBE SENDS YOU OUT TO THE WILDS OF
RUSSIA
IN ORDER TO GIVE THE JEWS A HELPING HAND
TO TEACH THEM TO ENJOY, THE MITZVAHS FOR GIRLS
AND BOYS
AND THE PROBLEMS OF A JEWISH LIFE - TO UNDERSTAND IF YOU WOULD
FULFIL OUR GOOD AND EARNEST WISHES
TO ENSURE THEY HAD BAR MITZVAHS AND THEIR BRISSES
AND, OF COURSE, TO HAVE THE SENSE, THAT AFTER MEALS YOU HAVE TO
BENCH
THEN - IF ALL THESE THINGS YOU DO
FOLKS WILL SURELY SAY OF YOU
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH, DA DA DA DA
DA
THAT YOU'RE A LUBA-BAVITCHER MENCH
The song went down very well.
But, in my opinion, the STAR of the evening was DR. REUVEN OFIR who is the
Rebbe's speech therapist.
He explained to us that he and his wife, Michelle, are Israelis, and they had been married
thirty one years.

He told us, categorically, that he has never been religious. That he only attended Shool
very occasionally, on Yom Kippur. The service meant very little to him.
Dr. Ofir reported that when he met the Rebbe for the first time, during Shavuos, over four
months ago, the Rebbe was crying and looked like a broken, old man. Today, he was
entirely different and getting better every day. His whole being was getting stronger. The
Rebbe is saying individual words and giving brisk and crisp replies. Dr. Ofir was very
certain that, within a few months, the Rebbe would be able to express himself quite
coherently by means of many long sentences and would be going from strength to
strength. Up till that time the Rebbe had been very passive but, since Rosh Hashonah, he
had become a new man.
Since Dr. Ofir actually met the Rebbe professionally only a few weeks ago, he had now
checked the Mezzuzas in his house and had changed all of them. One Mezzuza contained
a piece of paper on which was printed "The Ten Commandments" in English. Another
one of paper had a few Hebrew words typed upon it. A third contained just a blank piece
of paper - and so on.
On the day before Rosh Hashonah, Dr. Ofir had been invited to extend a Brocha to the
Rebbe. He walked into the Rebbe's room - just to say a few words. He walked towards
the Rebbe and saw only the Rebbe's face glowing, and his eyes were very piercing. He
felt himself being pulled and drawn to the Rebbe whose appearance was that of a Born
Leader of Men.
Dr. Ofir's knees started to shake and he began to stammer (this specialist in Speech
Therapy!!).
Afterwards, he told Dr. Rosen about his emotional experience when he was with the
Rebbe and that people would think him "Meshuga" if they knew the details. Dr. Rosen
confirmed that he had undergone the identical experience.
The Rebbe had advised Dr. Ofir, his wife and twenty four year old son, to spend Rosh
Hashonah at Crown Heights at the home of a Lubavitcher Chassid. They went with fear
and trepidation but were welcomed with warm hospitality. For the first time ever, they
could appreciate the atmosphere of Yom Tov and they saw true "practical" Yiddishkeit.
They went to 770 to Daven. At the time of the blowing of the Shofar it was impossible to
move. Over five thousand people, plus many children, were surging forward with
yearning and devotion to try to see the Rebbe.
His wife was in the women's Shool. She was full of sorrow because she had not seen the
Rebbe for so long. She prayed to Hashem and pleaded that they might see the Rebbe and suddenly - the window by the Rebbe opened and there was the Rebbe, albeit revealed
for only a few moments.

From that time onwards he has become a "Luba-Bavitcher Mench" as described in my
song.
A few weeks ago he and his wife kept Shabbos for the first time. He admitted that not
only was it NOT difficult but it was most enjoyable and a delight.
His wife is now making their house into a Kosher home. And he attributes all this to the
Rebbe - a born leader and an outstanding and extraordinary personage.
He also informed us that the Rebbe gave him a Brocha for the success of this Simchas
Bais Hashoavu and there was no doubt at all that the Rebbe's blessings had been fulfilled.
Dr. Ofir went on to say that during the time which he spends in 770 he can see miracles
occurring every day of the week.
He concluded by relating to us two stories about the Rebbe - taken from the hundreds of
letters and faxes which are received daily.
1) A Financial Matter. A zealous Chassid, very wealthy, had invested heavily in the
erection of new buildings in the West Bank Settlements in Eretz Yisroel.
Then the Israeli elections were held and Yitzchok Rabin became the Prime Minister and
his first task was to halt all the building projects in Judea and Samaria. This Chassid was
liable to lose $8,000,000 (eight million dollars).
The Government advised all investors to submit their claims and to state their grievances.
These matters would be considered in due course. The Chassid asked the Rebbe for his
opinion. The Rebbe replied that no official or legal submission should be made. It might
achieve better results if the Chassid would write a nice, informal letter to Rabin pleading
for some assistance at this awkward moment. After all, why should he be ruined when he
was helping to rebuild the land of Israel?
Two days later he received an answer which intimated that under these exceptional
circumstances he would be allowed to continue to build and to complete his venture.
2) A Medical Matter. There was a family in England whose daughter was almost blind.
The doctor diagnosed that unless she had surgery she would become completely blind.
Even so, there was only a 50% chance that she would then be able to distinguish between
night and day.
A second opinion stated: Do not operate. It would be extremely dangerous and the result
extremely doubtful.
A third opinion agreed that no operation should be performed. It was much too risky.

So there were two doctors who advised against surgery and one who maintained that it
was the only chance to save the eyes.
The matter was put to the Rebbe who would, in most cases, have accepted the majority
opinion - two against one. But, to everyone's surprise, the Rebbe advised that the
operation should take place straight away.
Two days later a Fax was received which informed the Rebbe that the operation had been
successful, way above everyone's expectations, and the girl was doing very nicely.
At this Simcha Bais Hashoavu celebration there were fifty children who were enjoying
their own party under the guidance of two very nice young girls aged eighteen. They
were doing a magnificent job and it was pleasing to see American girls being "Miseress
Nefesh" (self-sacrificing) for the children.
Shmuel confided that these girls, Nechama Dina Cousins and Friedel Potash were pupils
in the Lubavitch Girls' High School in London.
It was grand to meet old friends once again, especially Philip (Machnikoff), Mishell
(Hajibay) and vivacious Carmilla. We all got down to the serious business of dancing and
eventually arrived back at Crown Heights well after midnight.
Dr. Reuven Ofir confided that, as he would be seeing the Rebbe on the morrow, he would
tell him of the wonderful and exceptional evening that was enjoyed by everyone present.

CHOL HAMOED SUCCOS
There were two bands playing that night in Kingston Avenue, Ella Lipsker's and Moishe
Pakkar's. It was hectic, and when the bands concluded their sessions, the dancing still
went on - all night long. Aaron, who had been up throughout the night, became
completely hoarse, no voice at all. It meant that he was having a good time. I always
maintain that if one returned home after spending Succos and Simchas Torah at 770 and
was not hoarse and still had a voice, then that person did not have a good time - he did
not let himself go.
I was always pleased to see Aaron next morning - early - in Shool, in spite of dancing all
night. He shared the Mitzvah with me of using the Arba Minim which the Rebbe had
presented to me.
On Thursday morning, there was a children's rally at 770. Therefore, we were advised
that the first Minyan would be at 10 a.m.
At 10.15 a.m the rally was still "going strong". Then they waited for the Rebbe who did
subsequently appear at the window and listened to the Krias HaTorah at 11 a.m.
The Bess HaMedrish and all the tiny rooms adjoining - plus the Succah - were packed
tight with people trying to find space - and a Minyan for Davenning. Hershel Gorman had
more sense, he Davvenned with a 7.30 a.m group.
Well, "our Minyan" started in the narrow corridor at 11.35 a.m. We then removed to a
small ante-room where we continued the service. It was a little hectic and chaotic during
the HaShaanus circuits and every group needed the Sefer Torah at the same time.
I went to see Label about the arrangements for Simchas Torah. I protested about the
Farbraingen which had taken place during Yom Tov. To me it seemed dangerous and
hazardous. Label retorted that Simchas Torah would even be worse.
He advised me to stand on the platform near the Oran HaKodesh, right at the far end of
the Shool, and "Buy yourself a pair of good binoculars."
There was nothing else which he could suggest. We heard good reports that the Rebbe
was eating much better now and had been enjoying normal Shabbos meals. Regular
meals make a vast difference to a person.
A friend of mine paid $400 for his Esrog (including the Lulav, etc.). In that case, what
would the Arba Minim which the Rebbe had presented me be worth? - Priceless and
invaluable.
The Rebbe has to keep a good stock of nice Esrogim because so many thousands of
people handle these every day that they become marked, stained and brown.

Last year, the Rebbe changed his Esrog about a dozen times.
Mine was getting worse by the hour. I only have a handful of "customers" compared to
the Rebbe's many thousands, but they make good use of it. It is very lucky (for me and
my Esrog) that we do not use it on Shabbos.
Avremel did a good job with the tie-up. It kept perfect for the whole period. One sees
peculiar sights during Hoshaanus at 770. One young man was shaking his Lulav like this:
RIGHT - RIGHT : LEFT - LEFT :
FORWARD - FORWARD : UP - UP :
Instead of:
DOWN - DOWN he pushed the Lulav right between his legs!!

Haashanas - Following the leader, but going round in circles
We accepted our usual Bi-annual invitation to visit the home of our friends Rivka and
Moishe (Kotlarsky) to partake of another succulent and traditional Yom Tov meal.

The luncheon was held in the Succah which was, as usual, packed to capacity, and we
had the pleasure of renewing the friendship of many of our old acquaintances.
During the course of only the past few years Moishe has been taking the liberty of
coercing me to make an after-dinner speech - during the meal!
I have told him, in no uncertain terms, that I am a writer not a speaker.
But, on our return from our visit to Russia, I did take the opportunity of letting Moishe
know exactly what I thought of him - "only good", I might add.
Moishe certainly enjoyed this very much because now he keeps nagging me to say a few
(more) words.
This time I decided to retaliate and, instead of speaking, I sang - "The Succelle", "The
Balabatische Mench" and "The Luba-Bavitcher Mench."
To my great surprise I was a great success and everyone joined in the chorus with verve,
enthusiasm and gusto - they applauded and wanted more.
Roselyn and I also spent a little while with Channah, one of our favourites, looking
though her beautiful album of lovely photographs which she had taken in Russia when
doing the Rebbe's work with the young Russian girls at the Summer Camps in that
country.
An album like this is a wonderful memento because these photgraphs recalling fond
memories can never be replaced.
Everyone of our grandchildren who were presently residing in Crown Heights, had
invited us to join them for a meal or two but we decided that we would not bother to eat
out (except once to Rivka and Moishe, as above, and once to Chaya and Shimon and also
to Channah and Yossi.)
This was a big mistake because, as they all desired to see their Bobby and Zaidie, they
came to us for meals instead.
Rabbi Nachman (Sudak) told me a good story about the Rebbe.
A friend, Leibish Freedman, had a slipped disc and suffered with sciatica. He was in
terrible pain and could not move. Dr. Adler advised that he should undergo an operation
at once. Another specialist agreed but specified that there was no particular hurry. He
asked for the advice of the Rebbe who confirmed that there was no rush for an operation.
The pain, however, became worse and more unbearable and he was confined to his bed.

Dr. Adler insisted that the operation should take place immediately and booked a bed for
him in the hospital for the 18th of Ellul (Chai Ellul).
He then requested Leibish Freedman to ask the Rebbe for a Brocha - not for advice.
Unfortunately, the bed was not available on that day so he booked it for the following
day, the 19th of Ellul.
Exactly on the day before, Chai Ellul, Leibish felt very much better and he cancelled the
operation because the Rebbe had indicated that there was to be no particular rush.
Leibish even managed to walk to Shool on Rosh Hashonah, two weeks later.
An Osteopath informed Mr. Freedman that, although the x-rays did show that an
operation was needed, he was certain that he could peform a cure without the necessity of
undergoing surgery.
Roselyn wanted some noodle soup and, as Sholom Ber was not available, it became
necessary that I should go myself to Kahan's. They had no noodle soup so I went to
Lipsker's. They had plenty so I, being a business man, took three large packets - for
stock.
Roselyn was most annoyed. I had brought her noodles - just plain noodles, when she
wanted soup. She told me what to do with the stock. But Levi, who had just walked in,
saved the situation. He knew what to do with the stock, he arranged with Lipsker's to
exchange the goods.
In addition to our "Seventh Heaven Restaurant" we have opened a "Take away meals
service."
We have no phone in our apartment but Golda (Kievman) wanted some of Bobby's
delicious fish for their evening meal. So she sent a fax to her sister Channah (Marlow),
who lived only a few hundred yards away, requesting Channah to call at our flat and
collect a good quantity of Bobby's freshly made fish - immediately! Channah arrived with
her two sons, collected Golda's order and took some for herself.
Chaya and her three daughters also made use of this "Take away" service - whilst
Shmuel, Levi, Sholom Ber and Aaron ate their fill at the "restaurant".
During the days of Chol HaMoed it was proving difficult to Daven at 770. The workmen
were erectin the annex and it was like sitting in a saw mill.
All the benches and tables were in disarray - scattered all over the place - and the circular
saws were running continuously with ear-splitting screeches which were deafening.

A little boy of about five years old was busy sweeping up the sawdust with a besin
(brush) - and he had a dummy (pacifier) stuck into his mouth.
We, the "Big Four" or the "Old Four" or the "Oldest Four" - Rabbis Mendel Futterfas,
Shiur Pinson, Zalmon Gurary and I (Z.J.), always sat together on the front bench facing
the Rebbe's balcony room. I had the added, personal protection of Sholom Ber (Lew),
Mordo Gutnick and Shmuel Hecht.
We had many pushes, shakes and alarms when the boys and/or the benches swayed, but
we managed to survive until the time for the Rebbe's arrival became due.
Then we received a blow! Not a physical one, but that the Rebbe was sleeping and would
not be coming out!!
On Friday night, the Rebbe did not join us for Kabolus Shabbos. At that moment I,
together with many hundreds of people, was standing at the far end, near the Oran
HaKodesh.
I was appointed the Chazan of a local Minyan of about forty people. Meanwhile, there
were dozens of such groups interwoven all over the Shool, all with their own Chazan
(reader).
Above the sounds of people Davenning and Chazonim singing, were heard the clamour
of "kids" screaming, boys shouting and men chatting.
On Shabbos, I again sat in front with the "Elders". Aaron indicated that these were the
best seats and were worth $50 each. The prices for seats, or places, were reduced
gradually until they reached the far end of the Shool, by the Oran HaKodesh, when the
value of these seats or places could be as little as $3 - but this included the loan of a pair
of binoculars!
The Chazan Davened standing on a pedestal in the centre of the Shool - but nearer to the
Rebbe's room. He was the only person seen to be facing the Oran HaKodesh.
Hershel Gorman was the Reader at Shacharis. I explained to him that I found it
impossible to stand up for the Amidah, Hallel or Musaf. Hershel enquired, "What
Amida?"
It reminded me of the time when I gave the late Chief Rabbi Brodie (O.H.) a lift in my
car and he told the story of a Baal Hagolla - a Jewish wagon driver - who used to Daven
Mincha whilst he was sitting on his cart. His horse was so well trained that when the
driver reached the conclusion of the Amida the horse went back three paces instead.
Rabbi Hertz was leaving after Shabbos, before Simchas Torah, and he explained to Shiur
Pinson that the Halacha stated that one was a Chiyuv (obligated) to have an Aliya when

one arrived. (He was actually called up at that time.) When one departed, one was also
entitled to an Aliya.
And Rabbi Hertz reminded Rabbi Pinson, the Gabai, that he was leaving that very night.
Unfortunately, Rabbi Pinson could not accomodate him.

THE ROYAL BOX
After the first days of Yom Tov, it was suggested that, as the Rebbe had been seated
secluded and isolated in the special balcony room, it might be a much better idea if an
annex was erected adjoining this room so that it would seem that the Rebbe was sitting
(almost) amongst his Chassidim. The Rebbe might even participate in the Simchas Torah
services.
Therefore, during Chol HaMoed, a group of workmen arrived at 770 and built this annex
which was completed in time for Shemini Atzeres.
They made a beautiful job. It was like a porch but, in my view, it could be compared to
the queen's royal box where Her Majesty sits at public gatherings and where she could
equally be seen, all the time, by her subjects.
Inside this structure, a concealed spiral staircase led from a door on the ground level right
up to the rear of this Royal Box.
A curtain, on rails, completely surrounded and enclosed the Rebbe's chair and, not until
the Rebbe was actually seated, was this curtain withdrawn and we could all see the Rebbe
completely and wholly revealed.
Similarly, when the Rebbe desired to leave, then this curtain was again pulled around the
Rebbe's chair, after which, with the Rebbe completely concealed from our view, the
Rebbe departed.
On the following pages are:
(1) A View of the Royal Box.
(2) Two close-ups of the Rebbe with Rabbi Label Groner on his left and Rabbi Yudel
Krinsky on his right.
Photos supplied by Rabbi Avremel (Kievman) my grandson

SUNDAY NIGHT, SHEMINI ATZERES
In spite of Label's worries and doubts about guaranteeing the safety of the "Elder
Statesmen", it seemed that our friend, Moishe (Kotlarsky), had been making innovations.
These ensured that we would be enabled to see the Rebbe clearly, and in comfort, whilst
the Rebbe would see us dancing with the Sifrei Torah during the Hakofus in the special
reserved and protected area just below the Royal Box.
He had printed and issued only about a dozen tickets which would allow the bearer to
enter into this reserved space in order to take part in the first and the seventh Hakofus.
A similar number were allotted to those distinguished men who were honoured with the
second, third, fourth, fifth and sixth Hakofus.
As soon as each individual Hakofa was concluded, the participants were instructed to
retire and make room for the following group for the next Hakofa.
Moishe did me the great honour of bringing me personally - directly to our apartment three separate tickets for three distinct and different services. He wished to ensure (1) that
I would actually receive these, and (2) that they would not fall into the wrong hands.
Here are copies of the three cards which Moishe presented to me. The wording was the
same on each ticket except that on the one for the day of Simchas Torah the one word
"Hakofus" was printed instead of 1st and 7th Hakofus as on the other nights. On Simchas
Torah day, the same men went around for all the Hakofus.
To avoid any "manipulation", the first card was coloured pink, the second - light blue and
the third was olive green.
Furthermore, as an additional precaution, the name of the honoured individual was
written on the back of the card. Here they are:

The approximate English translation of the Hebrew words is as follows:
The Year of Great Wonders

In the Shool and Bess HaMedrish of Lubavitch
The House of our Rebbe in Babylon (exile)
On the night of Shemini Atzeres
(The Bearer) is honoured to take a Sefer Torah
For the 1st and 7th Hakofa
Please be at this special place for the Hakofus
Not later than 6.15 p.m.
The normal routine was followed. The Rebbe was given the first and last verses of the
Ata Horaiso. I had my usual posuk of Malchuscho.
A table had been placed in the special reserved area and those carrying the Sefer Torah
were supposed to walk around this table and then dance in the space below the Royal
Box.
As I have stated above, I had been invited to take part in the first Hakofa and, as I began
to move around the table, I soon realised that I was the only one walking. Everybody else
stood quite still behind the table and faced and watched the Rebbe, whereas I now had
my back to the Royal Box.
As no one would move, I was now stranded at the edge. Well, I had been taught a lesson
and I was determined that, when I took part in the seventh Hakofa, I would also not
budge from the side of the table which faced the Rebbe.
There were more people than ever present at 770 and all had a good view of the Rebbe
who, for the first time, had sat in the Royal Box for over one hour unobstructed by
windows, curtains or blinds.
The Rebbe was conducting the singing with his head and his hand, and one may imagine
the reaction. It was fantastic and terrific!
The following day was Shemini Atzeres. All the windows and fittings at the side of 770
had been removed and huge bleachers (tiers) and stands soared through the empty spaces
towards the heavens.
I had to remain seated during all the morning service. I could not move an inch either
way.
Hershel Gorman was invited to lead us in the annual prayers for the Benching of Geshem
(praying for rain in Eretz Yisroel). There are six verses in this invocation:

Actually, an Israeli gentleman had offered his services to Shiur Pinson as a prospective
Chazan for Musaf.
He cast grave doubts on whether this Reverend Hershel Gorman knew the Nusach, the
special melody or tune for this unique prayer.
He also questioned whether the Reverend gentleman had a good voice - if, in fact, he
possessed any voice at all, and so on.
This Israeli was suggesting that we would be very foolish indeed in asking a Reverend
gentleman, with unknown and untried attributes, to Daven "Geshem", when an excellent
Chazan, of world wide reputation, with a beautiful voice, and knowledge of Nusach, and
impeccable parentage, was making himself available to the Lubavitcher Chassidim at
770.
Rabbi Pinson, who was becoming quite expert at saying, "No", said it again - even more
expertly.
Hershel was still going strong and making every effort to do justice to such an important
prayer - singing with all his might and main - trying to make himself heard above the
shouting and clamour of the worshippers who had already concluded the six verses whilst
Hershel was still chanting the second one. It was chaos because everyone wanted to end
the service quickly for the sake of the Rebbe and were just ignoring the Chazan.
Hershel admitted later that it was a Chazan's nightmare!
When I left the Shool, at the conclusion of the service, I had to climb over a large pile of,
literally, hundreds of coats and Kapoties and flat, squashed, best "Borsalino", black hats
that were lying on the dirty floor.

SIMCHAS TORAH
It was announced that Maariv would begin on the second night at 6.45 p.m. This was
followed by another proclamation that Maariv would start at 10.30 p.m. - that was
official.
At 7.20 p.m I was about to make Kiddush when Sholom Ber dashed into our apartment
and shouted, "Come quickly, Maariv has now commenced and Hakofus will follow
immediately afterwards." Now this was really "OFFICIAL". (As Label once indicated,"It
is very convenient, Zalman to be residing so near to 770.")
The Hakofus on this night of Simchas Torah were even better than yesterday. The Rebbe
sat in the Royal Box for one and a half hours.
This was a vast improvement on the first two days of Succos when the Rebbe had been
visible to the congregants for only three or four minutes AFTER the service.
The Rebbe recited all his usual verses of the Ata Horaiso plus the extra posuk of
Uforatzo. The Hebrew words had been printed in huge letters on large sheets of paper so
it was easier for the Rebbe to see the text.
The Rebbe conducted the hectic and frenzied singing by moving his head fast and
furiously from side to side and up and down. Then by beating the rhythm with his left
hand - and once with his right.
Moishe Kotlarsky's plan worked reasonably well, especially on the first night. By the
second night, dozens of little boys were beginning to infiltrate into our reserved area. As
soon as a few boys were dragged away others took their place.
It was like the tide coming in - inexorably and unstoppable.
At 1.30a.m on Simchas Torah night, I was awoken by some noises emanating from our
Succah.I crept upstairs and was startled to see a trio of drunken boys lolling and rolling
about. It was plain to me that they had sought refuge in our Succah in order to finish off
the bottle of vodka which they were holding.
They saw a light - and they alighted - although one did not need a Succah after Shemini
Atzeres.
One of them was in a particularly bad state and was stretched out on the floor,
presumably in a coma.
I ordered them out of the Succah - FORTHWITH! They wanted to know what action I
was prepared to take to achieve this "laudable" objective.
I offered to give them a "Frask" - a punch or a blow.

The boy who was lying on the floor in a "coma" sprang up and pushed his chin into my
face and challenged me to give him a "Frask" - which I did - a small, token one.
He reacted violently and tried to choke me. It was with the greatest difficulty that I, aided
by his pals, managed to drag him away.
I asked for the name of my attacker who cried out, "Don't tell him, Mottie!" And then he
flung his arms around my neck - not his fingers this time - and began to weep copiously.
"Kiss me, Rabbi Jaffe," he begged.
Occasionally, it is not so good, Label, to reside too near 770!!
We had now arrived at the last day of Yom Tov - Simchas Torah.
The number of people who were now assembled at 770 this year was the greatest in the
history of Lubavitch. Most of them had been standing at their places all night or since
daybreak.
Rumours and predictions were rife and abounding. Would the Rebbe be called up for
Chosson Beraishis as was the custom every year? How would the Rebbe descend to
obtain the Sefer Torah? What about Hakofus? And so on.
There was a "general alert" sent out to Hatzola that they and the ambulances should be
prepared for all emergencies and eventualities.
The Rebbe had been delayed for about an hour and the huge throng was becoming
restless, cramped and very uncomfortable.
Although all the windows and fittings had been taken out, and 25% of the people were
actually standing or sitting on those massive grandstands towering towards the sky at the
side of the building, it was becoming extremely hot, humid and steamy inside 770.
The organisers had expected and had prepared for this situation and, just before the
Rebbe arrived, groups of men and boys had emerged with huge crates of soft drinks and
other liquids.
Thousands of bottles of Seltzer, Coke, soda, fruit juices and hundreds of bottles of vodka
- plus paper cups - were being thrown up to the perspiring masses.
When the contents of the bottles had been consumed the containers were thrown back to
the "suppliers" who immediately refilled the bottles with plain tap water for distribution
to the hot, sweaty and thirsty boys.

Mrs. Scharf was a little worried about her young boys who had to fend for themselves "with great success", I should add.
The Rebbe once again recited all his usual verses of the Ata Horaiso and, just as on the
previous day when our friend Yossi "the Gutinker" carried up to the Rebbe the special
small Sefer Torah to hold during the first and seventh Hakofa, so today did Yossi again
hand to the Rebbe the little Sefer Torah.
The Rebbe remained in the Royal Box holding his Sefer Torah during the course of the
usual three and a half circuit Hakofus.
I was fortunate to receive two Aliyas on this day. Rabbi Zalmon Shimon Dvorkin
(Z.Tz.L.) had given a Pesak Din that on Simchas Torah, and only on Simchas Torah,
when every male over the age of Bar Mitzvah was obligated to have an Aliya, but it was
well nigh impossible for all these thousands of males to ascend the Bimah for an Aliya,
then it was permitted for these people to make the blessings on the Sefer Torah wherever
they were standing or sitting.
I had treated myself to the third Aliya - why not take the best? Then, I was called up
officially by name to come along to the Bimah for the fourth Aliya. This was the first
time ever I had been given an Aliya at 770 on Simchas Torah. The fact that I happened to
be standing nearby probably helped. Anyway, I had two Aliyas, one after the other. I
realise that a Kohen may have two consecutive Aliyas (when there is no Levi present) but
I do not consider that it is Halachicly correct for a "Yisroel" to have two, one after the
other.
We had now reached one of the most important parts of the Simchas Torah service. We
had just concluded reading the last words in the Torah and we were to start, all over
again, reading from the first words in the Sedra Beraishis. As soon as we end the Torah
we begin it again.
We all hoped that the Rebbe would once again be given the special first Aliya and accept
the honour of being the Chosson Beraishis, as hitherto.
But this would mean that the Rebbe would have to be brought downstairs from the Royal
Box!
But, the "organisers" had decided that, if the Rebbe could not come down to the Sefer
Torah, then the Sefer Torah would go up to the Rebbe.
And so - a special table top was placed in front of the Rebbe's chair. This was covered
with a cloth (or Tallis) and the Sefer Torah placed thereon.
Rabbi Shushterman, the Baal Korah, joined the "officials" up in the Royal Box and called
up the Rebbe for Chosson Beraishis. The Rebbe made the Brocha very clearly, Rabbi

Shushterman read the portion from the Sefer Torah, and the Rebbe made the concluding
Brocha.
We all extended grateful thanks to HaShem that we had been privileged to Daven with
the Rebbe on this day for one and a half hours. It was a good start. Everyone was thrilled
and delighted to be present to see and hear the Rebbe being Chosson Beraishis and we all
prayed that the Rebbe would soon be completely fit and fully recovered.
Later on, towards evening, Ira (Dr. Weiss) came to see me at our apartment. We
embraced like long-lost brothers. Ira is not only top of his profession but he is also a
gentleman, and more important - to me - he certainly saved my life a few years ago.
Ira insisted that I should go with him to see the Rebbe. He indicated that my presence
would do the Rebbe more good than many medicines.
Ira took me by the hand and together we entered the Rebbe's wing at 770.
I was amazed to see so many of the "gang" pottering about, even accompanied by young
children. Ira showed me the inside of the Rebbe's balcony room and the views from the
Royal Box.
Label invited me to be the Chazan for the private Minyan for Maariv which was also the
conclusion of Yom Tov.
Ira then went into the Rebbe's room and remained for about fifteen minutes, after which
Label also entered and made Havdolah for the Rebbe. The door had been left ajar so that
Yehudis (Label's wife) and some of us could also listen.
I was introduced to Dr. Sholom Hershman, another prominent doctor, who had come
along to attend a meeting of all the doctors and the secretariat. I was also invited to this
meeting but I declined - I did not wish to be accused of being nosy and inquisitive - I
showed my faith and loyalty in Rabbi Label Groner and company.
Ira then confided that the Rebbe was not able to receive any visitors that night. Label
suggested that I should try again tomorrow before we departed for the airport and home.
Unfortunately, we did not get the opportunity - but we feel certain that, P.G., when we
next come to 770 for Shavuos we shall achieve our ambition of seeing the Rebbe
personally once again.

SHABBOSWORTH
Rabbi Manis Friedman, the well-known, internationally famous Lubavitcher
educationalist and author, was expected to be in London during the month of November.
It was felt that this could be a golden opportunity to take advantage of his presence and to
organise a family Shabbos weekend, usually referred to as a SHABBATON, with Rabbi
Manis as principal speaker. He had a large international following and it was considered
that there would be a good demand for this event.
My son, Avrohom, Rabbi Jaffe, the Chairman of Manchester Lubavitch, approached his
friend Alexander Langsam, who is the owner of the prestigious Britannia Hotel group, to
ascertain if any of his hotels would be available.
Yes - there was the Bosworth Hall Hotel, a vast, enormous, rambling complex with 250
bedrooms and many assembly and banqueting halls.
It is located about eighty miles south of Manchester and situated within its own large
grounds and parks.
An aerial view is shown on the following page.
It was not very far from the famous battlefield of Bosworth where King Richard III was
defeated and killed in 1485 by the army of Henry (who subsequently became King Henry
VII) in this, the last battle of the Roses.
William Shakespeare, in his play "Richard III", depicts the king, unhorsed and staggering
around the battlefield bellowing and screaming,"A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a
horse! - A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a horse!" But it was of no avail. He lost his
kingdom AND his head in this battle.
If he had recited Psalm 20, as we do every day, he would have repeated, "Some rely on
chariots and some upon horses, but we rely upon and invoke the name of the L-rd our Gd. They bend and fall but we rise and stand firm, L-rd deliver us. May the King (Hashem)
answer us on the day we call."
Alexander Langsam told Avrohom that the weekends during November were very slack
periods and he offered to put all the facilities of the hotel at our disposal at a very
reasonable and attractive price as long as we guaranteed a minimum of fifty bedrooms.
There was even a very large Mikvah or swimming pool available.
Avrohom and his son (our grandson) Rabbi Dovid Jaffe, the Rebbe's Sheliach in South
Manchester, went to inspect the facilities and discuss the technical matters with the staff.
It would be necessary for our caterers to bring along the food, crockery and cutlery, and
even some cooking equipment. But they were satisfied with the services offered.

Avrohom accepted the proposal. The project was advertised in the local Jewish press to
take place from Friday, November 20th to Sunday, 22nd.
A week before the contract was due to be signed only six applications had been received.
An urgent meeting was convened to discuss whether it was advisable to continue or to
cancel the whole venture.

It was decided to take the chance and to carry on but to ask the Rebbe for a Brocha for its
success. There was an immediate reaction and applications came pouring in.
Ninety adults and sixty children (from the ages of twelve months to twelve years) made
up the group who participated in this, the first official Manchester Lubavitch
"Shabbaton".
We left Manchester just before noon on Friday. I drove the car - and Roselyn drove me crazy. She hardly took her eyes off the speedometer and she made sure that I did not
exceed the speed limit. She was constantly on the look-out for police cars lurking in
byways and for the cameras at strategic positions on the motorway.
Avrohom took a much wiser course of action when he drove me home one night from
London. He simply turned off the light from the instrument panel so it was impossible to
read the speedometer.
In spite of this, we arrived at Bosworth Hall Hotel in good time for Shabbos and checked
into our twin-bedded room, en suite. It was a little cramped but comfortable. There were
some wonderful "old fashioned suites" available. I referred to one of them as the
honeymoon suite. You will notice from the photograph on the next page that the Chupah
is still over the bed.
Rabbi Manis was expected to arrive at any moment. The week before he had been in
London and had flown to South Africa where he spent seven days lecturing to over four
thousand people. On one particular evening his audience numbered over one thousand.
He had arrived back in London only that morning after flying back morning after flying
back from South Africa and he was driving straight to Bosworth.

I was afraid that he might be very tired. It was bad enough when the audience slept
during a lecture but it was even worse when the lecturer himself talked in his sleep.
I need not have worried. He was in top form and kept wide awake - and so did his
audience!
All types of Jews were represented in our party - from those who knew very little about
Judaism and could not even read Hebrew; Baalei Teshuvos; members of Shools; learned
laymen (and women); and a few - not many - Lubavitchers.
Business people and professional men and women were present including David and
Lindsey Kay. She is a Queen's Counsel and part-time judge and they both regularly
attend our Shool.
A fully comprehensive programme had been arranged. There were many things that
might and could have gone wrong in such an intricate venture. And yet, everything went
perfectly - like clockwork, punctual and precise. We have to thank our grandson, Dovid
(Jaffe) for attending to the logistics, including the minutest details (such as Sidurim,
Chumoshim and a Mechitza for the Synagogue)
Dovid had also arranged a special children's programme to take place in a creche and
games room far away from the main events of the Shabbosworth.
This was a wonderful idea and we had marvellous and exceptional girls to carry out these
duties. They were well capable of keeping sixty "robust, shouting and squealing"
youngsters, from the age of twelve months to twelve years, under strong control and
discipline. And yet they also enjoyed themselves immensely playing games with their
charges. All had a jolly good time.
Our young friend and neighbour, Peninnah Rose, provided me with this list of the girls
who participated.
Head leaders were: Shula Marshall and Elisheva Nissen.
Leaders were: Naomi Barnett, Tzippy Cohen, Tehilla Kramer, Miriam Lent, Peninnah
Rose, Rachel Seivers, Hadassa Stern and Penina (from Hale). They were all worth their
weight in gold.
All bedrooms which contained children were connected to the hotel intercom system so
that if a small child would awaken and cry for its mother, then she could be contacted
without any delay.
All children emerged at the main meal times and joined their parents for Kidush, Shabbos
candlelighting and so forth. The older ones whould also attend the synagogue services.

All the catering was in the capable hands of Mrs. Anne Nissen of the Pan Catering Co.
She supplied us with a large variety of menus containing the choicest and most delicious
meals - in absolutely UNLIMITED quantities. (I asked Anne why was the food
unlimited. She replied, "Rabbi Jaffe wanted unlimited, so he got unlimited.")
Anne had every legitimate excuse - and many reasons - for using paper plates and cups,
and plastic cutlery, but instead she provided the highest standard of service including
expensive silverware, glassware and bone china crockery. At the meals, wines and strong
drink flowed like water.
The spiritual department was led by Rabbi Manis Friedman who was outstanding. He was
ably supported by our own local, superb and brilliant, talented Rabbis - Yossi Chazan
from the Holy Law, Rabbi Yechiel Portnoy from Hale, and my son Avrohom. They gave
over their share of talks and Shiurim in their usual exemplary manner.
In addition to the seven organised lectures and talks we also heard words of Torah and
speeches during every meal by members of the above panel. In other words - our brains,
ears and mouths were kept fully occupied.
In brief:
"EVERY MEAL WAS A BANQUET
AND EVERY SPEECH WAS A GEM"
Rabbi Manis spoke well and held his audience spellbound. He interposed his serious
observations with witticisms and jokes and with stories about the Rebbe, Shlita, as well
as the previous Rebbes (Z.Tz.L.) which were both humorous and enlightening.
I personally disagreed with some of the comments made by Manis during this weekend.
Here are some of these "Manisquotes" (not edited by Manis).
At a recent lecture, a fellow in the audience protested to Maris that he objected to being
referred to as Jewish. "Why?" asked Manis, "are you ashamed?" "on the contrary,"
replied this man. "When one says that this paper is bluish you infer that it has something
blue, or if the room is warmish then it is slightly warm. I am a Jew - a 100% Jew!"
Manis continued: "Man is not perfect (physically). G-d did a little improvement on our
father Abraham but man is still being evolved, whereas woman is perfect."
I hereby record that Manis is certainly biased towards the opposite, the fair, sex.
For many years he has been the Principal of the "Bais Channah Women's Institute for the
Study of Judaism" in St. Pauls, Minnesota, U.S.A. Five thousand women have attended
this Seminary since Rabbi Manis Friedman founded this, the first Women's Yeshiva in
the world. This will help to explain the reason for Manis' slight prejudice in favour of the
ladies.

"Man was made from the dust of the earth, Eve was created from two of Adam's ribs. No
wonder we are not perfect, we are still missing these two ribs." "We learn that man was
evil right from the start. He was made by G-d alone and yet he turned out bad?!"
G-d created all the world, including Adam. Then He said, "It is not good for man to be
alone." But surely, it was not really essential to create a woman only to keep man from
loneliness? But, as G-d had created a perfect world He decided to create a helpmate for
Adam.
They were told that they could eat from every tree in the Garden of Eden except just that
one. The prohibition was only for three hours until the Shabbos when it became
permissible to partake of that fruit. Adam ate because Eve told him to do so. G-d had told
Adam that Eve was to be his helpmate so he had every trust in her.
They had to refrain from eating from this tree for just a few hours more and they would
become immortal. They would become Tzadikim (Saints - righteous people) and their
children would also be Tzadikim.
Eve did not want her children to be Tzadikim. She wanted them to be Baalei T'shuva. She
was not motivated by greed, she wished the human race to be mortal.
The Gemorra states that in every crisis we have been saved by the fortitude of our
women, e.g., in Egypt. Also at the time of Chanukah men were attracted to Hellenism but the women said, "No!"
Man slew the dragon and married the princess and lived happily ever after.
But a male cannot end on that note - he has to find more dragons and more princesses.
Man married and said he could not get over it! She used to be a stranger and now he was
married to this stranger.
His wife said, "Don't make a fuss, we're not strangers now, we're married."
G-d created a good world not a bad one. We may be worried about drugs, intermarriage,
crime and so forth, so we have to bring down G-dliness.
For five thousand years 98% of all our efforts went towards satisfying our animal soul.
Then the Baal Shem Tov (over 250 years ago) realised that we had turned the corner and
were now concentrating on Moshiach and the G-dly soul.
A young man told Manis that he was not religious. Manis asked, "Do you have a
Mezzuza on your doorposts?" - "Yes."
"Do you put on Tefillin?" - "Of course."

What this young man was trying to tell Manis was that it was immaterial whether he was
religious or not - he was a Jew, so he should wear Tefillin.
Similarly, a red Indian wears a feather because he is an Indian. He doesn't have to be a
religious Indian to wear a feather!
We should not perform Mitzvahs for reward. G-d does not need our Mitzvahs. We do
these Mitzvahs because we are Jews - that is our task as Jews.
The main thing is to be a Jew for the sake of being a Jew! The Baal Shem Tov was told
that he had lost his share in the world to come. He was very thrilled - now he could be a
Jew without any ulterior motives.
A father maintained his usual standard of Yiddishkeit. His son was not satisfied or
interested - his Yiddishkeit had to be improved - for instance, like Lubavitch.
Years ago in Russia, the Jews were told that Moshiach would come to take all of them to
Israel - away from the Cossacks. Why not take the Cossacks away and let them live in
peace in Russia?
A fellow was surprised to learn that Isaiah was Jewish. Then he discovered that Moshiach
was also Jewish. Moshiach was pure faith and one could not achieve anything with pure
faith alone. One had to work for success.
Three thousand and three years ago we received the Torah. Incredible that after just one
visit over three thousand years ago we still remember this event.
Lindsey Kay wanted to know, "If women are complete and perfect, why cannot they be in
charge. Why can't women be honorary officers of Shools allowing the men to carry on
their job of evolving and being processed? Why should not women have their own
Minyan? I could not hear Manis' reply.
I have taken these above MANISQUOTES from my own notes. They have not been
checked or edited by Manis.
On Friday night, whilst the men were engaged at the service, the ladies had their own
discussion group. My daughter-in-law, Susan (Jaffe) proved to be an excellent and
proficient chairperson. The Rebbetzens Chazan, Portnoy and Rochel Jaffe acted as the
panel. Roselyn was most impressed by Rochel's performance.
After the service, we all proceeded to the special banqueting hall to enjoy our Shabbos
evening meal. Most men made Kiddush for their wives and families.
Avrohom then introduced and gave a warm welcome to an elderly American couple from
Wisconsin who had just arrived with a non-Jewish group who were touring the U.K.

The manager of this party had explained that this couple had just received bad news from
home, regarding their daughter, and were consequently terribly depressed. Avrohom had
invited them to join us for Shabbos and the lovely Shabbos atmosphere that prevailed.
The Zemirus (Shabbos hymns) very much uplifted them. It was a real Mitzvah - and by
Divine Providence.
At that meal we consumed unlimited quantities of fresh salmon cocktail; chopped liver;
soup with kneidlech; chicken with many vegetables; ice cream and cake; tea; wines and
spirits and soft drinks. We also enjoyed words of Torah and good speeches.
Kiddush on Shabbos consisted of wines and spirits, with cakes, sweets, crisps, nuts and
chocolates.

Photo by Dovid Jaffe of Melave Malka on Saturday night
And how was this for a sumptuous, Shabbos luncheon? Two large pieces of Gefilte fish
(more if required); salads of all types; Tzollent; Salt beef; roast beef; chicken and many
kinds of vorsht, salami, meat loaf and cold cuts, ice cream and cake, with wines, soft
drinks and spirits concluded this repast - plus more talks and speeches.
Avrohom appointed his friend, Jan Fidler to act as warden of the Synagogue. He has
much experience and handled the job exceedingly well. And he was perfect except for
one mistake. He forgot to recite the specie prayers for the Royal Family.
So no prayers for Her Majesty the Queen were forthcoming on that Shabbos at Bosworth,
just as in 1485. The poor Queen really needed prayers and blessings on that Shabbos. Her

Majesty had already suffered this year much anguish because of the activities of her
children. But since this Shabbos her troubles had even worsened.
1) Her favourite palace, Windsor Castle, went up in flames.
2) To add to her cup of misery, Prince Charles, the heir to the throne, and his wife,
Princess Diana, had agreed to separate, and the media were having a field day.
It was no small wonder that Her Majesty had referred to the year 1992 as her "ANNUS
HORRIBILIS" (most horrible year).
But one cannot really blame Jan. These mistakes do happen and it was not entirely his
fault.
After Shabbos we held a Melava Malka "EXTRAVAGANZA". It was a terrific and
outstanding success.
Anne Nissen really did herself proud. It was a milky meal - fresh salmon, fried and gefilte
fish, salads, peppers and mushrooms, "stir fried" (hot) vegetables and chips.
Delicious cream trifles and cream cakes, and plenty of coffee (in vacuum flasks to keep it
hot) completed the meal.
Moishe Tamir drove from London to entertain us. He fixed up his musical contraption
which sounded like a twenty piece orchestra. The tempo was fantastic and everyone felt
compelled to join in the dancing. Moishe Tamir also sang, almost non-stop, all evening.
The atmosphere was exhilarating, electrifying and gloriously exciting. The dancing went
on for nearly four hours, non-stop - the women and men separately, of course, divided by
a Mechitza. Only one person, a gentleman, did not join in. I will not embarrass him by
mentioning him by name. But it was O.K. and I am sure that in future he will relax and
join in the fun.
The only interruptions during this period were the regular announcements to inform us
that a baby was crying in room 177 and would the baby's parents please attend to the
matter.
Roselyn, a great grandmother (K.A.H.) and Lindsey Kay (a Queen's Counsel) were
partners in the latest craze - or crazy dance called "Yesh Yesh". Roselyn and Lindsey
wriggled backsides, shook hips, bent knees, clapped hands and stretched arms aloft and,
laughing and singing, danced together down the line, under the arches.
Each woman faced her partner. They held hands forming a bridge so that the forty or so
women made quite a long tunnel. Each pair would dance through this archway. When
they reached the end they took their turn in this formation and allowed the next pair to
dance through the arches.

I would award the first prize to Roselyn and Lindsey. They did all the actions with verve
and enthusiasm. But to see them laughing, pulling faces, grimacing and singing, was to
me not only enthralling but also terrifying.
I felt weak and in pain from laughing at them. However, I did my share of dancing - with
the men. Lindsey got her own back and warned me that if I was not careful I would get a
hernia, G.F.
A gentleman told me that, "You are very fit for your age, Mr. Jaffe." I said, "Don't say
that - just say you are very fit - full stop!" He remarked that he was much older than me he was 66!!!!
The whole evening seemed like an exciting family Simcha dance. All were determined to
make it an extraordinary and exceptional event - and they succeeded.
Oh Yes! Of course we did have a few words of Torah and Rebbe's stories.
Next morning, Sunday, after the morning service in Shool, we had a brunch at 10.00 a.m.
Anne Nissen could not be bothered to take any food back to Manchester. So we had:various cereals, blintzes, smoked salmon, all types of eggs, fish balls, cheese, yoghurt,
orange juice, tea, coffee, danish pastry, croissants and rolls.
Plus - everyone could take as much food as they wanted - for the two hours journey
home. It had been a most wonderful "weekend" and where:
"Every meal was a banquet and every speech a Gem"
We extend our grateful thanks to our son Avrohom, Rabbi Jaffe, and to our grandson
Dovid, the Rebbe's Sheliach at South Manchester, who were responsible for arranging
this outstanding SHABBOSWORTH to the last and most minute detail.

EILAT
Roselyn and I were glad to get away from the cold and clammy atmosphere of
Manchester with the constant pressures and business worries.
We could now relax for a couple of weeks in Eilat where the temperature was always
between 75 and 80 degrees. Furthermore, we had just heard that, if we would stay at this
hotel for two weeks, the management would give us another week free of charge. So we
shall, undoubtedly, take up this generous offer.
We have a Minyan at this hotel on most mornings and I have learnt the importance of
Rabeinu Tam's Tefillin.
There is always at least one man Davenning without Tefillin, so I quickly conclude the
Shemona Esrai, put on my Rabeinu Tam's Tefillin and hand over my Rashi ones to one of
these fellows. (We can only fulfil the Mitzvah of making the Brocha and wearing Tefillin
by putting on the Rashi type.)
One of these fellows worked in a small hotel nearby. He also recites Kaddish. He did
assure me that he possessed his own pair of Tefillin but he had left them in Haifa where
he resided.
They are all really very delighted to have the chance of putting on these Tefillin and they
thanked me profusely. I then returned the compliment and thanked them for allowing me
to share in the Mitzvah.
Yossi Hecht had arranged the Yud Tess Kislev Farbraingen in this town of Eilat. Roselyn
and I attended the event which took place in a lovely, bright, large hall and, to our
amazement, there were almost four hundred men, women and children present.
We sat around large tables which were laid for ten people. Men and women were
separate, of course.
On each of the men's tables were Challohs, cold meats - vorsht and salami - potato salads,
soda and beer and a bottle of vodka.
The women's tables had similar refreshments but, for some unknown reason, there was no
beer - and no vodka!
A strong smell of garlic pervaded the atmosphere. The programme was advertised to
commence at 8 p.m. Ten minutes before that time the hall was packed out - the party was
free!
It was a lively Farbraingen with much singing and plenty of dancing. Around my table of
ten sat seven supervisors from local hotels.

Rabbis Yossi Hecht and Lichtenstein from Eilat, and Rabbi Volper, from the Jerusalem
district, addressed the gathering.
It was noted that the "Alter Rebbe" (Z.Tz.L.) looking down from Gan Eden, would be
deriving much Nachas and pride - that in this so-called "not yet orthodox" town of Eilat
there were gathered together four hundred souls to celebrate this Chabad Yom Tov.
Who could ever have envisaged this? (We probably had only about one hundred and fifty
people in our Manchester stronghold, where Mendie Lew was the guest speaker, and who
created a wonderful impression which very much enhanced his reputation.)
And it had been said that there were no religious people in Eilat!
Rabbi Volper stated that this was a sure sign that Moshiach was now due and would lead
us up to Jerusalem to build the Third Bais HaMikdosh very soon - in our time.
The Chief of Police as well as the head of the Religious Authority also addressed us. It
was pointed out that a Local Bess Din had now been established who would have the
power to rule upon small issues without having to refer to the one in Beer Sheva.
Yossi Hecht danced on the floor - on a chair - and lastly - a Russian Kazatzky on top of a
table.
Shabbos night was the first light of Chanukah. It was announced that the giant Menorah
in the hotel foyer would be lit at 5.30 p.m.
Shabbos concluded at 5.22 p.m but I did not wish to start Maariv before Shabbos had
terminated officially.
I approached the manager of the hotel and I suggested that he should wait for us to finish
our service before the Chanukah Menorah would be lit.
He explained to me that if I would find someone "to do the Menorah prayers" then he
would wait as long as we required.
I volunteered to "do the prayers" myself. It was a Kosher, oil Menorah and there was a
children's choir in attendance plus a musical accompaniment. Doughnuts and orange
juice were also served and everyone joined in the singing.
I could foresee that there would be no Minyan at our hotel the next morning, the first day
of Chanukah with the extra long Krias HaTorah. I therefore went by taxi to Yossi Hecht's
Shool.
Yossi had already left for Egypt. But, to my great surprise, the Shool was crowded out at 6.20 a.m. I counted over a hundred males, mostly young lads, and I found the utmost
difficulty in finding a seat.

I thought to myself that this was wonderful news to report to the Rebbe - a crowded
Chabad Shool in Eilat!
However, I learnt later that there was a group of over seventy Yeshiva boys from the
Kotel Yeshiva in Jerusalem. They had come to spend two days vacation in the sunshine
and warmth of Eilat.
In spite of the fact that I was not recognised, I was called up for an Aliya and received a
receipt for my donation.
We went to the "Over 60" Club run by the municipality who have organised many good
and varied projects.
Roselyn made a small donation to the funds of this club. They insisted upon handing her
a receipt and asked what was her name? Roselyn could not make them understand and
she finally quoted the formula which we regularly use in England. "My name is not Jasse
but JAFFE - like 'Jaffe orange'" So they gave her a receipt made out - in Ivrit - to Mr.
JAFFE ORANGE!
Following is a copy of this document.
I posted my usual Friday letter to the Rebbe from Eilat. Label confirmed that these had
been received.

I ARRANGE A SHIDDUCH FOR LEVI
Last Shavuos we had the pleasure of renewing our acquaintance with Devorah Gorman.
She was residing, studying and teaching at Crown Heights so, every time we flew to 770
to see the Rebbe, we had the opportunity of meeting Devorah "en passant".
She was a very lovely and attractive young lady, demure and very shy - except once when she strongly reprimanded me for standing in the women's line, near Roselyn, which
was waiting to receive the Rebbe's dollars and Brochas. She maintained that no man
should be standing amongst ladies in a woman's queue it was against the rules.
I had known the Gorman family for most of my life. I worked together with Hershel
Gorman, Rabbi Sudak and Bernard Perrin for six years to produce the first Bilingual
Tanya - in English and Hebrew.
Hershel and I were also colleagues when we conducted the Holy Days services at the
Kahal Chassidim Synagogue. He was the Senior Chazan - I was the second Reader. We
will both receive our just reward in the World-to-Come.
Now, in my opinion, Devorah was the ideal girl to make the perfect wife for Levi Jaffe,
my grandson.
As Hershel and his wife Shoshana were also, at that time, in Crown Heights, I took the
liberty and the opportunity of proposing a matrimonial match between Levi and Devorah.
I received the usual, stock answer given when the "other side" is not interested. "Oh, we
are greatly honoured by your proposal but our Devorah is far too young at this moment,
and furthermore, she has promised to travel to Russia to look after some girls' camps on
behalf of the Rebbe and Lubavitch. P.G., when she will return after the summer, we shall
be delighted to discuss this matter with you once again."
I was not very happy with this reply but I had no alternative but to be patient and to wait
for the end of the holiday season. But, having been once rebuffed, I did not bother to
contact the Gormans on this matter again.
At the end of November, Levi, who was at that time in Manchester, indicated that he
would like me to approach the Gormans once more. He had noticed Devorah on a number
of occasions at Crown heights - and - he liked what he saw. He was very anxious to meet
her personally with a view to a Shiduch.
I therefore telephoned to London and spoke to Hershel Gorman. To my great delight he
was elated with my approach and asserted that he and Shoshana would be more than
pleased to welcome Levi as a son-in-law. It all depended, of course, on Devorah. She
had, first of all, to be persuaded to meet Levi.

Shoshana had confided to me that Devorah had not yet met any boy under these special
circumstances, and she was most apprehensive. She was afraid to become involved.
Shoshana had a very good suggestion. It was that I should immediately contact my
granddaughter Chaya (Posner), who resided in the same apartment block as Devorah in
Crown Heights. In fact, their flats were opposite to each other and Chaya and Devorah
were already very good friends.
Chaya would be exactly the right person to allay Devorah's doubts and fears, and she
could be relied upon to boost the good attributes and virtues of Levi, her cousin.
The immediate objective was to persuade Devorah to consent to meet Levi. It would then
be up to him to use his charms and skill to win her over.
I waited a couple of hours to ensure that Chaya would be at home and then phoned her.
To my surprise, I discovered that Shoshana had already spoken to Chaya about this
matter just a few minutes earlier, and Chaya had accepted this commission.
Chaya toiled with great skill and diplomacy. She elaborated and enumerated all Levi's
wonderful characteristics. His sense of humour, his generosity and his concern for others,
and more especially what a marvellous and loving husband he would make.
After a couple of days of constant pressure, Devorah agreed to meet Levi - assuming that
the Rebbe would give permission.
By a coincidence, Devorah was due to fly to London within a few weeks to attend a
family Simcha. This would be the ideal time to arrange this meeting with Levi, as he was
still in Manchester.
The Rebbe gave his consent - Devorah met Levi - and it was love at first sight.
They met again - and again - and then decided to write to the Rebbe for his approval to
their engagement and a Brocha for their wedding which would take place very soon - the
sooner the better.
They sent this letter by Fax and the Rebbe was pleased to extend his blessings on this
union.
The marriage would take place in London and it was arranged for Monday, March 8th,
which happened to be on Shushan Purim - about eight weeks later.
The Rebbe agreed to this date and preparations were put in hand for the wedding of Levi
Yitzchok Jaffe to Devorah Leah Gorman.

Roselyn and I, as well as most members of our family, had been pressing Levi for well
over a year to work hard to obtain his Semicha, his Rabbinical degree, but without any
success.
It seemed that his bride had more influence upon him because, within a few weeks, he
was awarded his Semicha and received the title of Rabbi Levi Yitzchok Jaffe.
The "Vort" to confirm the engagement took place almost immediately, in Manchester.
Neither Susan nor Avrohom had, as yet, met Devorah. So Levi drove to London on
Thursday and returned to Manchester with his intended bride at about 7.30 p.m. Both
Levi and Devorah wished to spend the Shabbos at their own respective homes, probably
to receive the congratulations and good wishes from their own families and friends.
Therefore, at 6 a.m next morning, Erev Shabbos, Levi drove Devorah home to London
and arrived back in Manchester about half an hour before Shabbos.
At this ceremony of the "Vort", where Susan and Shoshana, with great difficulty,
smashed a plate (at all Jewish Simchas it is the tradition to break a plate or a glass to
remind us, at the time of our joy, not to forget the destruction of our Bess HaMikdosh in
Jerusalem, and of our continuing exile.)
Levi recited his Maamer in English. For the first time ever I really and actually
understood every word of this deep Chassidic discourse. He explained, fully and
comprehensively, the intricate and complicated theme of his Maamer.
We all applauded and complimented him on this outstanding and brilliant performance.
The day of the wedding was drawing close. Devorah had left Crown Heights and was
now back at home in London to prepare for her forthcoming marriage - and all relative
matters appertaining to this great day in her life.
Levi, on the other hand, had left Manchester and returned to 770 where he would receive
his Semicha and remain for his Ufruf, when he would be called up to the Torah for his
obligatory Aliya on the Shabbos prior to his marriage. It was hoped that the Rebbe would
be present on that occasion.
Levi and Devorah were missing each other very much indeed, flowers, faxes and
telephone calls were being exchanged on a regular basis - every few hours.
On the Shabbos before the wedding it was discovered that the number of bridegrooms
exceeded the number of Aliyas. Myer Harlick sought a volunteer who would forgo the
Aliya at the morning service and accept his calling-up at the Shabbos afternoon service
instead.
In typical fashion, Levi generously indicated that he would consent to have his Aliya at
the later service.

In the event, this proved to be a good decision because, unfortunately, on this Shabbos,
the Rebbe did not emerge and join the Shool Minyan for the morning service. However,
the Rebbe did attend Mincha when Levi received his Aliya. So Levi was a lucky boy!
Shmulie (Jaffe) had stopped over at 770 on his way home to England from Australia,
where he was studying. So he accompanied Levi on the Saturday night flight to London.
The following day, Sunday, was Purim, so Roselyn and I heard the Megilla in
Manchester and then drove down to London to enjoy the Purim Seuda (party) at the home
of our children, Hindy and Shmuel (Lew). We had a large family reunion at which Levi,
the Chosson, was also present.
We did not stay overnight at Hindy's as we had heard that many self-invited guests had
booked into Hindy's apartment/house/hotel for the two or three days duration of the
wedding and subsequent Sheva Brochas parties.
Besides Hindy's own children, including Golda Rivka and Menachem; Mendie and
Rivka; all with their families; some of Avrohom's children - Max and Leah, Dovid and
Rochel, also with their families, were expected to arrive. Chaya (Posner) was also due
shortly. So that, K.A.H., there would be (nisht) twenty eight people (including babies)
staying at Hindy's.
We had put "discretion before valour" and had booked into the Kadima Hotel, around the
corner.
We needed to retire early to be relaxed to enjoy a good night's sleep. Three essential
commodities which would be unobtainable at Hindy's during the next couple of nights.
Therefore, we retired to bed well before 10 p.m in order that we would be refreshed and
invigorated for the wedding on the morrow.
At 10.15 p.m we were awakened by loud reports of doors being slammed. This hotel had
special doors which could not be closed softly but were always shut with a resounding
crash.
We soon realised that Avrohom and Susan, together with Susan's parents, Tobie and
Sidney Beenstock, had arrived at this hotel. Aaron and Dina followed and, by the time
this party had settled in, the advent of Levi and Shmulie was proclaimed by more
crashing of doors. The last of our family, Avremel and Golda and baby checked in at 2
a.m. We heard the loud reports of their entry.
So we enjoyed a smashing and disturbing night. But we did manage to obtain some rest
and sleep until Channah (Marlow), who had arrived from New York early next morning,
also joined us at the hotel.
Next morning, at the Kadimah, everyone was clamouring for breakfast. Roselyn, as was
her habit, had risen early and had eaten. So Roselyn gave a helping hand to serve

everyone with breakfast. Kitty, the lady in charge, immediately offered to engage
Roselyn on a permanent basis, she was so efficient.
We were lucky indeed that Tobie (Beenstock) had managed to join us because,
unfortunately, she had lost her brother during the previous week and the Shiva period
should have ended in Manchester on the day of the wedding.
By a fortunate coincidence, it happened to be Purim and Shushan Purim when no Shiva is
allowed. Therefore, it was quite in order for her to travel to London on the day before the
wedding.
Avrohom arranges for special bus to bring all his relatives and friends who resided in
Manchester direct to the wedding in London. About 45 people took advantage of these
facilities.
The coach left Manchester at 10 a.m and arrived at Lubavitch House, at Stamford Hill, at
2.45 p.m in good time for the Kabolus Ponim.
The fifty boys who attended our Manchester Yeshiva also clamoured for a special coach.
Avrohom arranged for another one to leave Manchester at 5.30 p.m so that the boys could
complete their daily studies.
I was especially pleased to welcome our good friends of long standing, Sir Sidney
Hamburger and his wife Lady Gertrude, at the Kabolus Ponim. Sidney acted as one of the
witnesses to the Tenoyim (engagement) document which was read out on this occasion.
Lubavitch have short engagements - about one hour.
There was plenty to eat and drink and before Levi was due to recite his marriage
Maamer, I indicated to Sidney that he should pay great attention and listen carefully to
Levi because, for the first time in his life he would hear a Maamer given in English and
explained explicitly and in detail so that everyone would easily understand it. But - we
were all disappointed because Levi recited it verbatim in Ivrit!!!
After which we walked in procession (singing the Alter Rebbe's Nigun) to the kaloh, who
was sitting in the adjoining room surrounded by her immediate family, in order that the
bridegroom should "Badeck" his bride (cover her face with the veil). I was also privileged
and honoured to extend to the Kaloh my own personal blessing.
We carried on with our march dressed the Chosson with the Rebbe's shirt, untied knots
and laces and emptied the money from all his pockets (if he had any) and ended up under
the Chupah where we awaited the bride with all her entourage including Shoshana and
Susan and Roselyn and Tobie and Hershel's mother. The Chupah was pretty punctual.
Hershel sang all the cantorial pieces and Avrohom was given the honour to perform the
actual marriage ceremony (Mesadur Kedushin).

I was asked to recite a Brocha under the Chupah. It was a short one, "Samach Tesamach",
which has its own traditional and lilting tune. I did my best under the circumstances but I
was amazed to see that the bride was almost bent double with laughter. Well, all I can say
is that it is better to make people laugh than cry.
Of course, being Shushan Purim, neither the Chosson nor the Kaloh were fasting. Nor did
the parents who normally fasted in sympathy.
Shmuel read the letter from the Rebbe and Rabbi Nachman Sudak read the Kesuba.
It was announced that Rabbi Chaim Farro would recite the Priestly Blessings - but Chaim
never heard this call. He was still on the railway train travelling from Manchester and
which was running 45 minutes late. Max (Cohen) recited this important Brocha instead.
After the Chupah we made our way to the large and imposing Brent Town Hall where the
reception, dinner and dancing were to take place.
We arrive there at about 7.15 p.m and discovered that the place was surrounded by police
and hundreds of demonstrators. I knew that they had not been invited to the wedding but
why cause such a commotion? Perhaps they objected to a Manchester boy making off
with one of their nicest girls!
However, it transpired that it was a peaceful protestation about some local taxes and by
7.30 p.m the area had been cleared for the wedding guests.
We were reluctant to leave the reception with lovely, sumptuous food and unlimited
champagne. But the dinner was scheduled to commence at 8.15 p.m and I was proud to
see that Hershel was determined - once and for all - to prove that a London wedding
dinner could, and did, start punctually - and not hours after the published time. I was also
delighted to see that Hershel was the perfect host in that he was most concerned that his
guests who had travelled the two hundred miles from Manchester should not be left to
"twiddle their thumbs" for hours waiting for the festivities to begin.
Just over half an hour later, the fifty boys from the Manchester Yeshiva arrived, and they
danced almost non-stop for five hours.
Moishe Tamir and his orchestra were on top-form and one felt impelled to join in the
dancing.
Levi and Devorah also did not keep their guests waiting and set a good example by
leading the dancing - on top of separate tables in their own section of the ballroom.
A full six course banquet was served and bottles of wine and strong drink were constantly
available.

The "Ruach" was terrific and the Yeshiva boys, with their own "inner spirits" created a
wonderful atmosphere with their antics, cabaret and enthusiastic dancing. It was a joy to
watch how they ensured that everyone joined in.
They set a marvellous example and a lady guest, who was present with her husband, was
so impressed with their behaviour that she felt compelled to write a letter to Rabbi Akiva
Cohen, our Rosh HaYeshiva, to congratulate the boys on being able to enjoy a beautiful
Simcha without having to resort to strong drink and getting drunk and uncontrollable.
On the next page is a copy of this letter in full. Rabbi Yossi Chazan was the principle
speaker. He declared that some people received guests only on Yom Tov. These two
families receive guests every day and when Levi arrives it is always a Yom Tov.
The first Manchester coach left for home at fifteen minutes after midnight. It stopped
twice at motorway service stations in spite of carrying an extra driver in order to avoid
these delays. The Yeshiva bus departed at 2 a.m and both buses arrived home at almost
the same time.
The general verdict was that this wedding was a unique, glorious and wonderful
occasion.
Our friends, (Sir) Sidney and Gertrude Hamburger, were inspired to send me a most
welcome and warm letter of appreciation, a copy of which is on the next page but one.
I appreciated very much this letter from Sidney. We have remained staunch friends over
the years supporting us in our troubles and sharing our Simchas and joys.

Actually, Sidney also sent me a lovely letter many years ago. He had worked very hard,
in a voluntary capacity, not only for Jewish organisations - and Lubavitch - but for the
general non-Jewish community. He had served as Mayor of our city and had been
Chairman of the whole North West of England Hospital Authority, as well as other
important jobs - and - Her Majesty, the Queen, had been pleased to elevate him to a
Knighthood.
Whereas I, who had worked all my life for Lubavitch, for the Manchester Shechita Board
and for Jewish Education, could not expect to receive any such accolade. I did, of course,
receive much aggravation.
Of course, the Queen did have the power to make Lords and Ladies out of "Menshen"
(human beings) but it was said that Lubavitch made Menshen out of stones.
However, I was very satisfied - as so many others would be - to receive such outstanding
blessings from the Rebbe, Shlita, for which I do thank the A'mighty. They are being
fulfilled with joy, good health and Nachas from grandchildren and great grandchildren.
I have always written a poem describing our family weddings - and here is the one which
I have composed in honour of Levi and Devorah.
LEVI AND DEVORAH
For Levi, one of our favourite grandsons,
I wished to arrange a match
And - the Gormans had a beautiful, attractive daughter,
She would certainly be a very good catch.
Shoshana and Hershel were persons of refinement and class
Their daughter's name was Devorah
To me she seemed simply ravishing,
but beauty is in the eyes of the beholder.
The Rebbe agreed to their meeting,
and Devorah was apprehensive
But Levi put on all his charm
and Devorah became responsive.
It must have been definitely
love at very first sight
Because Levi pressed his suit
with all of his might.
Levi brought his bride to Manchester
to meet the family
it was late on a Thursday night

at half past six he took her home to London, and then returned.
The timing was rather tight.
At the Vort, Shoshana and Susan made
everybody wait
Because no matter how hard they tried
they couldn't break the plate.
Levi's Maamer was clear and explicit and the Rosh maintained
that Levi was something special
I hope that he will give much Nachas to his lovely bride
and to his father-in-law, Reb Hershel.
I always did consider Devorah
to be a girl easily embarrassed and rather shy
But what a change after the Vort
She became dynamic, stimulating and spry.
Devorah returned temporarily to Crown Heights
Levi was sad and forlorn
But he made full use of faxes, flowers
and the daily long distance telephone.
The wedding was arranged for eight weeks hence,
it happened to be Shushan Purim
Devorah and Levi refused to wait longer,
it would not be fair to her and to him.
Before the wedding Devorah was asked if she
missed Levi who was still at 770.
She replied, it was the understatement of the year
She was missing Levi just as much as Levi was missing her.
Levi had been pressed by all the family for
many months to obtain his Semicha, but with no avail.
But when Devorah said, "Get it now - at once!
Then Levi did not fail.
I chanted a Brocha under the Chupah
And I realised after
How much the Kaloh enjoyed it,
Because she almost doubled up with laughter.
At every Sheva Brochas we had ample proof
That Levi had obtained his Semicha

Because on every single occasion
He insisted on reciting a Sicho.
At the Sheva Brochas at the Lews I was handed a birthday plaque, but with no names of
our grandchildren written thereon
Roselyn intimated that if I wanted Kayn Ayin Horoh all those names
I would have needed an extra one.
The cabaret was the troupe of fifty dancers and
Actors who came to entertain us
They arrived by special bus from the Manchester
Yeshiva Circus.
Hershel went to the microphone, we expected him
To blow the shofar or sing a liturgic song
Instead of which he made a speech
And all of us were proved wrong.
Hershel invited me to bench, he is a very
lovely fellow
I sang very nicely, but Roselyn said,
"Like a bull did you bellow."
Moishe Tamir's band played until 2 a.m.
It was as long as they were able.
Whilst the Chosson and Kaloh each did dance
Upon a separate table.
The wedding was in every respect
Absolutely outstanding
With a wonderful "Ruach"
And no end to festive singing and dancing
The Chosson was handsome and smart,
His pretty bride adorable - a real king & queen
"May their future be showered with blessings With Nachas and joy to be seen.
Two verses had been censored by Roselyn. I promisied to omit them. To me they seemed
innocuous and very funny so I have smuggled one of these in, by way of routine
anecdote.
Levi is head over heels in love with Devorah
He will now devote his whole life
to Devorah, to Devorah and to devour her.
Levi has very good taste!

_______________________
Next morning, Monday, Hindy and Shmuel made the first Sheva Brochas party. It was a
nice family gathering. Levi managed to recite another Sicha, I managed to recite my
poem (see above).
During a pause in the proceedings, Shmuel began to talk about my 80th birthday which I
had celebrated the week before.
He presented me with a "marble" plaque on which was engraved the quotation from the
Lubavitch "Yom Yom" for the day of my birthday, the 7th of Adar. It was in Hebrew and
the gist of the message was that:
"It was incumbent upon every man of Israel to realise that he is a Sheliach (agent) of the
A'mighty. Therefore, wherever he may be, he has to make known the will and aspirations
of HaShem when He created the world. These were to light up this world with the light of
Torah and service of G-d by the fulfillment of active Mitzvahs and asurfeit of good
attributes."
Another quotation extended loving blessings for extra strength, long life and blessings
without limit, with Nachas and health together with "his wife, Yacha Raizel."
This was from Avrohom Yoseph and Simah Rivka and their family, and from Shmuel
and Hinda Malka and their family. I wanted to know why there were no names of our
grandchildren on this plaque. Roselyn suggested that in that case we would need an extra
plaque just for the names, K.A.H.
An eightieth birthday is certainly an achievement, K.A.H., and I again record my grateful
thanks for HaShem's kindness, protection and blessings.
Her Majesty's government also realises that this is the beginning of a special era. They
have increased my pension by the magnificent sum of twenty five pence a week, £1 per
month. Some friends warned me not to change my lifestyle.
I also received two kinds of advice:
1) I should now start the "count down", and
2) I should follow the example of Moishe Rabainu who started his main work and
vocation at the age of eighty.
Advice No. 1 is not much use. It leads to a dead end. Whereas No. 2 advice has a great
future.

Sidney and Gertrude had been present at the second Shabbosworth weekend with Manis
Friedman. It was a tremendous success. Unfortunately, Roselyn and I were unwell and
could not attend.
Once again, Sidney had felt compelled to forward me another very nice, warm letter. He
also extended birthday wishes and included a very nice donation which I was delighted to
pay into the funds of the Yeshiva. I was extemely gratified to receive this mark of
appreciation and I wrote back expressing my earnest wish that, P.G., I would be able to
reciprocate on his 120th birthday. On the next page is a copy of his letter.
Levi and Devorah, accompanied by most members of the Gorman family, travelled up
from London on Friday in order to spend the concluding Sheva Brocha meals in
Manchester.
The first feast was on Friday night at the home of Avrohom and Susan. They normally
commence late and finish very late - so Roselyn and I decided, very reluctantly, not to
support this enterprise.

Max and Leah insisted that we join them for Shabbos luncheon. We accepted although it
meant having a Shabbos nap instead of a deep slumber.
I read my latest poem and sang the Balabatishe Mench followed by the Luba-Bavitcher
Mench. As the men and women sat and ate in separate rooms, I had to do my piece twice.
The ladies were ever so pleased. They protested that they were normally placed in a
different room and were completely ignored when it came to the speeches.
On the following day, Sunday, the Yeshiva boys had arranged to provide the final meal
for Sheva Brochas at 2 p.m.
It was a very cosy and intimate luncheon party. The fifty Yeshiva boys were present
together with the Rosh HaYeshiva, Avrohom, Hershel Gorman, Levi and Avremel
(Kievman) and me.
Levi managed, once again, to recite a Sicho. Then Levi called me up to say a few words.
I stood up - and the boys went crazy with excitement and anticipation. I had not, as yet,
uttered one word, but the clapping, cheering, whistling, jumping and cat-calls were
terrific. They expected something special and I did my best. My theme was that Levi,
who was the fourteenth boy to join our Yeshiva nine years ago, (we only possessed just
ten boys during the first year of our existence) had overnight changed from an impetuous
and impulsive Yeshiva Bocher and had become a Bal-HaBos and a "Serious Rabbi". His
pretty wife has already become a positive influence for good and they will be an asset to
any community.
I mention some examples of his generosity and impetuosity throughout the years. His
love of his Bobby's cooking, especially schnitzels and sugar puffs - eaten separately, of
course. A superabundance of fried fish balls with unlimited quantities of chips.
He obeyed the Rebbe's instructions implicitly and danced all night long during Succos.
He then requested his bobby to do the impossible - to awaken him so that he would be
able to attend the morning service at 770. The first awakening was at 10 a.m. The second
at 11 a.m and the third awakening at 12 noon. This was also referred to as the rude
awakening because Roselyn had been instructed by Levi to spare no efforts to get him out
of bed including throwing the "Negel water", using any heavy implements that were
handy, flinging away the blankets and, if those did not work, to use her discretionary
powers to achieve success.
I subsequently complained to the Rebbe, when we went to collect our "Lekach" (cake),
that Levi danced all night and therefore couldn't attend the morning service. The Rebbe
had replied that, "Their (the children's) department was dancing all night, but you are the
commander-in-chief of the cake (department) only."

I explained how Levi went to Washington Heights to make Jewish people happy on the
night of Simchas Torah. Next morning, at 8 a.m, he arrived at our flat. He had walked the
25 miles home - it took him all night.
And how he went to help Rabbi Carlebach at Aysberry Park during Simchas Torah. The
"Ata Horaiso" verses are recited three times and it is the custom that these verses are sold
by auction in order to raise money for the Synagogue or organisation. The first auction
fetched $200. At the second attempt, the bidding was floundering at around $20 so Levi
was determined to push up the price. The Shool needed the money. So - $25 - $30 - $40.
At $50 there were no further bids so poor Levi was left with an unexpected purchase of
an "Ata Horaiso". I now realise why he never has any money. He is always borrowing
cash from Roselyn to lend to a poor friend who needs a temporary free loan.
And so on and so forth. I sat down and then there was a loud clamour that I should sing
the "Luba-Bavitcher Mench" song. The reception was fantastic. They all joined in,
laughing and clapping, and there was an undercurrent of suppressed giggling. At the end I
received a "standing ovation".
I felt like a Pop Star!
Hershel was surprised that I had not made a recording of this song - "You could have
made a fortune", he added.

CHANNAH AND PHAIVISH PINK - "ON THE DOUBLE"
And - we thought we had problems with our grandchildren who insisted upon giving us
only five or six weeks notice of their intended marriages.
Well, Channah and Phaivish Pink were confronted with the appeal - nay, the demand from two of their children that they refused to delay their weddings. The further
complication was that one ceremony would take place in Manchester and the other one in
Crown Heights, Brooklyn.
The marriage of their younger daughter, Rivka, to Levi Weinberg would be consecrated
on March 2nd and Yehuda's nuptials twelve days later to Dina Turk a daughter of one of
our former Mancunian friends, Esther and Label.
The grandfather of Levi, Rabbi Yoseph Weinberg is a very old friend of mine. For many
years he gave a weekly Tanya Shiur on the New York radio and, during the winter
months, he also broadcast every Saturday night a resume of the words of Torah which the
Rebbe had pronounced at that Shabbos afternoon Farbraingen.
I was exceptionally pleased to see Rabbi Weinberg at the wedding in Manchester. He
addressed the congregation at our Shool on Shabbos, from the pulpit.
Amongst other matters, he mentioned that:-"In Crown Heights I had heard quite a lot
about Manchester and Zalmon Jaffe from the Rebbe who also referred to Zalmon as Mr.
Manchester. It was always heart warming to see the beautiful smiles which the Rebbe
constantly bestowed upon him."
He also added that he was extremely impressed with Manchester's long list of Jewish
schools, facilities for higher Jewish education, Yeshivas and Communal organisations.
At the Sheva Brochas held at the Shool, Sholom Ber, the Chosson's father, prefaced his
few words of Torah by saying that he was a little concerned about making a speech
because I might refer to it in my book.
As proof of this he quoted from Megillus Esther which we would be reading on that very
evening.
This stated in Chapter 2, verse 23, "And write down these (events) in the Book of
Chronicles", and so on, until Chapter 9, verse 20, "And Mordecai recorded these events."
We all attended Rivka's marriage to Levi, in Manchester but, as our own grandson Levi,
was celebrating his union with Devorah six days later in London, we could not manage to
be present at Yehuda's wedding in Crown Heights a couple of days later.

CHEZKEL UNSDORFER CELEBRATES HIS BAR MITZVAH
On the 6th of Shevat our great nephew, and one of my most loyal fans, celebrated his Bar
Mitzvah Seudah at Ilford in London. It was a Thursday night.
Roselyn and I would have loved to spend Shabbos with Zally and Debby and their
children but it would have meant staying in Ilford for four nights, which was rather a lot.
Moreover, there would be very little to do on our own all day Friday.
So it was decided that Avrohom and I would attend the Seuda only on the Thursday
evening.
I was delighted to meet my sister Ada (Unsdorfer) who had come especially from
Jerusalem to attend her grandson's celebrations. Our nephews and nieces, Malka (Edrei)
and Paula and Henry (Goldblum) and Michael (all from Jerusalem) and Golda and Yossi
Halbershtat (from London) were present too.
Avrohom was given the honour of making the only speech and Chezkie recited his
Maamer in Yiddish.
Avrohom drove me back to Manchester where we arrived home at 2.30 a.m.
In order that those people who could only speak English would understand the Maamer,
it has been translated and printed into this language.
On the following pages you will find a copy of this Maamer in English. I am indebted to
Zally (Unsdorfer) for giving this to me.
THE BAR MITZVAH MAAMER
Freely translated and condensed by Rabbi Israel M. Altein Pittsburgh Pa.
This Maamer was recited by the Rebbe Rashab on the 20th of Marcheshvan, 5634, and
also by the previous Rebbe on the 12th of Tammuz, 5653, on the occasion of their Bar
Mitzvahs in the original Yiddish. It is now presented in English and in condensed form
for two reasons:
1. Many parents and listeners in general have found that they understand very little of the
content of the Maamer, either because of the language barrier - a recitation in Hebrew or
Yiddish is beyond their grasp - or because a verbatim translation is often inadequate,
leaving the message of the Maamer unclear and confusing. The following condensation
will, hopefully, remedy this situation.
2. Many Bar Mitzvah boys find it impossible to recite the Bar Mitzvah in Hebrew or
Yiddish because they were raised in an English-speaking environment. The available
verbatim translations in sophisticated English are also incomprehensible to them to a

great extent. The following condensation in fairly simplified English should enable them
to recite the Maamer like every other Yiddish speaking Lubavitcher Bar Mitvah Bochur,
and also to give them a better understanding of what they are saying.
It is written in Medrash Tehillim: Rabbi Eliezer says: "The people of Israel said to G-d:
'Master of the Universe, we want to apply ourselves to the study of Torah by day and by
night, but we don't have the time.' G-d replied: 'Fulfill the Mitzvah of Tefillin and I will
consider it as if you had laboured in Torah study by day and by night.'"
We must understand how the fulfilment of the Mitzvah of Teffilin can excuse the Jewish
People from the study of Torah. Obviously, if the Mitzvah of Tefillin can be substituted
for the Mitzvah of Torah study, there must be a similarity and deep relationship between
them. What is this relationship?
In order to understand this, we must first introduce some basic ideas. It is written: "G-d
tells His words to Yaakov, His decrees and His Laws to Israel." The Midrash comments
on this verse: "There are those who give commands for others to fulfill, but do not fulfill
them themselves. However, what G-d Himself does, He tells Israel to do, as it is written:
'He tells His words to Yaakov, His decrees, His laws,' which implies that G-d Himself
also fulfills the Torah and its Mitzvos." and who causes G-d to fulfill the Mitzvos? - the
Jewish People. Our performance of Mitzvos causes G-d to perform the very same
Mitzvos. Therefore, when a Jew puts on Tefillin, G-d also puts on Tefillin. Our Sages
teach: "What is written in G-d's Tefillin: The verse, 'And who is like Your People, Israel,
one nation on earth.'" Thus, when G-d puts on Tefillin, the Jewish People grow in stature
and importance.
For a better understanding of this concept, we must clarify the relationship that exists
between G-d and Israel. It is written: "G-d, look down from Your holy dwelling place,
from heaven, and bless Your People, Israel." The Hebrew word for heaven is a
combination of two words Shom and Mayim (water is there). Water symbolizes Torah.
When the prophet Yeshayahu declared: "Behold, all who are thirsty, go to the water", he
was referring to Torah. The above verse can now be understood as follows: G-d, please
look down from Your holy dwelling place (from the heaven) - through Torah - and bless
Your People Israel, because Torah causes G-d to view us as a people of great worth and
importance. In other words, through Torah we merit G-d's blessings and revelation.
The Prophet Yechezkel therefore said: "The heavens opened and I saw Divine visions."
In a deeper sense it can be explained as follows: Shomayim refers to Torah, which, in this
verse, the prophet compares to Miros Elokim - a Divine "magnifying glass", so to speak.
When we look at something through a magnifying glass, the object appears larger and
more prominent than without the glass. Likewise, when the prophet looked into the
Torah, it was like a Divine magnifying glass to him, enlarging and revealing heavenly
secrets. Similarly, when G-d gazes into the Torah, He sees a magnified People of Israel
who keep the Torah. He sees them as a praiseworthy people, a people of greatness.

This explains the significance of G-d's Tefillin and the verse written in them: "Who is
like Your People, Israel, one nation on earth." When we put on Tefillin, so does G-d, and
we are magnified and grow in stature in His eyes. He considers us worthy and important
because we are one nation, meaning a unique nation, on earth; for despite all difficulties,
we spread the concept of "One G-d" everywhere, and cause the revelation of the One G-d
on this earthly world.
The unique quality of Torah can be appreciated to a greater degree by the statement of
our Sages: "By two thousand years the Torah preceded the creation of the world." This
statement does not refer to precedence in time because time and space were created
together. Before the world came into existence, time also did not exist.
"Alofim Shanah" - usually translated as "two thousand years," symbolizes G-d's Wisdom
and Understanding, the source of Torah. This is based on the verse in which the word
which is usually translated as a thousand, is given its other meaning, "I will teach you
wisdom, I will teach you understanding." The Torah derives from the Divine Wisdom
and Understanding of G-d which precedes the creation of the world." In other words,
Torah is above and on a much higher level than the G-dly forces used in creation.
To clarify this further: It is written, "The world is built with (G-d's) kindness." The Etz
Chaim also writes: "It came up in G-d's Will to do good to His creations," meaning that
G-d's kindness and goodness flow down into the created worlds, but not His Divine
Wisdom and Understanding, because the Divine Intellect is above, and not related to,
creation.
For example, even if a great scholar does not have any students to whom to impart his
wisdom, he can still sit alone and conceive new ideas. On the other hand, if a generous
person has no one to whom to exercise his feelings of kindness and generosity, he cannot
express his kindness and generosity at all. That is why it is written of Avrohom Avinu
that he was sitting at the entrance to his tent on that hot day looking for wayfarers so that
he might extend his hospitality to them. For without someone to benefit from it, there
cannot be any hospitality.
Similarly, G-d's kindness is the source of creation because without creation to whom can
He be kind? His Divine Wisdom and Understanding, however, are above creation.
Now, although our Sages have declared, "With ten things G-d created His world, with
wisdom, understanding, with knowledge, and so on," nevertheless, this refers only to
such wisdom and understanding that were necessary for creation. However, the essence
of G-d's Wisdom and Understanding - which is the source of Torah - precedes and is
above creation.
Now we can understand the words of Rabbi Eliezer: "The People of Israel said to G-d,
'We want to apply ourselves to the study of Torah'" - because Torah is G-d's Wisdom
which, when studied, causes a revelation of the essence of Divine Wisdom and G-dliness.
This, of course, is a tremendous and wonderful achievement.

"'But,' the Jews said, 'we have no time.' G-d then replied, 'Fulfill the Mitzvah of Tefillin
and I will consider it as if'you had laboured in Torah study by day and by night.'" For,
when we put on Tefillin and dedicate our heart and mind to the service of G-d, G-d
responds in a like manner. He puts on His Tefillin, so to speak, and uses His Divine
Wisdom for our welfare and success.
A boy younger than 13 years of age is therefore excused from wearing Tefillin for he is
not yet a man; his mind is not yet mature. But when he reaches the age of 13, his mind is
mature and he becomes a man; and then does his Mitzvah of Tefillin and causes G-d to
put on Tefillin, with the resulting revelation of the essence of Divine Wisdom.
The revelation through Tefillin is thus similar to that achieved by the study of Torah.
G-d therefore said, "Fulfill the Mitzvah of Tefillin and I will consider it as if you had
laboured in Torah study by day and by night."
Now, why did G-d use the words, "as if", which implies that the effectiveness of Tefillin
is only similar to, but not exactly the same as Torah study? The answer is that through the
study of Torah, the essence of G-dly Wisdom is drawn down and revealed even in this
earthly world; while through the Mitzvah of Tefillin the revelation normally does not
reach that far.
Nevertheless, G-d says, "I will consider it as if you had laboured in Torah study by day
and by night," meaning that G-d will give additional strength to our Mitzvah of Tefillin
so that it too will bring a great measure of holiness and blessing into this world below.

YARTZEIT OF OUR REBBETZEN (Z.TZ.L) 22nd SHEVAT
This year, the Yartzeit of our dear Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L) occurred on a Shabbos and the
Lubavitch Women's Convention took place during that weekend.
Hindy attended and participated in the proceedings and, on the following day, Sunday,
many thousands of lady delegates walked past the Rebbe who was seated outside his
room.
He bestowed upon Hindy a really wonderful smile. During the evening, the Rebbe again
held a "Yechidus".
On this day of the Yartzeit, I always like to recall and to record a couple of examples of
the wise, discerning qualities and characteristics of our Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L).
Every Yom Tov, Roselyn and I sent a bouquet of roses to her and we always attached a
card, written and signed by us, extending our best wishes for the holiday.
On many occasions we were accompanied to the flower shop by some of our
grandchildren, each one whom forwarded a single rose to which was attached a signed
card.
The Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L) informed us that she always kept the cards in a special drawer.
"The roses will fade and die," she remarked, "but the cards will last for ever."
The Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L) had noted that most American women used paper plates and
cups these days. "So why do these ladies always insist on possessing a dish washer? Sometimes two?"
When I recovered from a serious bout of Pneumonia, I declared to the Rebbetzen
(Z.Tz.L) that it was fortunate for me that the Rebbe prayed for my recovery.
The Rebbetzen (Z.Tz.L) assured me that the Rebbe was not the only one who was
praying for me at that time!

THE MANCHESTER LUBAVITCH YESHIVA GEDOLA
Our Yeshiva is situated at 62, Singleton Road, Salford M7 but the boys slept in two
premises nearby.
A few months ago, we purchased a large building which had been used as a school.
We can now accomodate all our Yeshiva boys, for sleeping, under one roof.
At a special meeting it was resolved by Avrohom and his colleagues, together with Rabbi
Akiva the Rosh HaYeshiva, that the number of our students should be reduced to thirty or
so - the figure that had been envisaged since our foundation.
Rabbi Akiva was determined to keep up the high standard and reputation of our Yeshiva
and he considered that he had a better chance of achieving good results by restricting the
numbers.
For a short period this policy was successful. But now - at this moment - we are back to
the figure of fifty boys. The problem, of course, is that the Rosh HaYeshiva cannot say.
"No", to a good boy.
For example: when the illustrious Sholom Ber Lipsker, from Miami, or the eminent
Rabbi Caplan, the Rosh HaYeshiva from Montreal, pleaded with Rabbi Akiva to accept
their sons into our Yeshiva, he simply could not refuse them. We have many boys in that
category.
The boys continue to go on Mivtzoim every Friday. They visit shops and business
premises and it is surprising how many individual boys have acquired their own personal
"Chassidim" or disciples.
Recently, boys of the Yeshiva made Sheva Brochas for Levi and Devorah and one of
Levi's disciples was invited to the dinner. He was even given the honour of reciting one
of the Sheva Brochas.
I met him afterwards and he asserted that my speech was most unusual - but he had
enjoyed every minute of it.
The Bachurim continue to publish and to distribute the weekly "LeChaim" pamphlet.
On the nex fivet pages I have included a few extracts from this publication.

A HOUSE FOR CHARITY
A good place wherein to put one's money.
My friend, Hershel Pakkar has always been very clever in producing works of art,
especially in precious metals. He has made some wonderful Menorahs.
His latest effort is a perfect model of 770 which can be used as a charity box. It is
executed in solid silver.
Here is a photograph of this unique "Tzedoka Pushkie".

ROOTS - SHMOOTS!
Howard Jacobson has been seeking his roots. He took along his camera and has visited
cities in the U.S.A. and countries across Europe including Poland, Latvia and Lithuania.
He has produced a four hour documentary and this was relayed on Channel Four
television entitled, "Roots - Shmoots".
The first place which these "Root seekers" visit is always 770 Eastern Parkway.
The film opened up with a scene outside 770 and the narrator indicated that we were
outside the headquarters of the world-wide, famous Lubavitcher Movement.
"You will notice," he declared, "that there are two typical American Chassidim standing
outside these premises." - And the whole screen is then filled entirely with the bearded
face of - "Yours truly, ZALMON JAFFE." My grandson-in-law, Max (Cohen) was the
other Chassid but he was faded into the background.
This film was taken last year, on Yud Alef Nissen, 5792, when Max and I were at 770 for
the Rebbe's 90th birthday.
I did not see this film but many thousands did! For weeks and weeks afterwards - even
months - I was being stopped in the street, approached in shops and other places, by all
sorts of people (not only in Manchester but in London and other cities) indicating that
they had all, not only seen me, but recognised me, instantly. It is amazing - the power of
television! My face was shown for only a few seconds and I have become world famous.
It seems that Howard is some distant relation of Susan's. (We can be responsible for our
friends but not our relatives.)
Here is a copy of an article from the local Jewish Press.

BERNARD PERRIN
Before I conclude this instalment, it is my pleasant task to extend, once again, my
grateful thanks to my dear friend Bernard for typing the contents of this book and
checking for any errors. All this in an honorary capacity. As Bernard often reiterates,
"This is a labour of love."
I know from past experience how disturbing and disrupting it is to read a book that
contains spelling mistakes and other errors.
Since Bernard has taken over the typing of these instalments he has almost eliminated
these annoying typographical errors.
It has enhanced this publication and made its perusal more enjoyable.
Bernard had intended to do my work in his spare time. I have been very unfair to him in
that I have always been lagging behind in producing my manuscripts with the result that
Bernard had no spare time - to spare! He has sacrificed many hours of his own urgent
work for my sake.
If not for his constant pressurising and nagging, I am certain that this instalment would
not have been completed in time for Shavuos.
I thank you Bernard and may you and Hilda have the merit to enjoy much Nachas from
each other and from all your family.

THE INVASION OF THE MINISTRIES
Many years ago, it was considered essential, even imperative, that an applicant for the
position of Rabbi or Minister of a Shool in the United Kingdom should have obtained a
degree from a university or a certificate from Jews' College in London, otherwise he
would not even be considered for the post.
It reminds me of the old story that Moishe Rabbainu (Moses) would never have
succeeded in obtaining this type of job today because (1) he could not speak (was not an
orator), (2) he had no university degree, and (3) he was well over the age limit - much too
old.
But in the past year or so, there has been a huge upsurge in the appointment of Lubavitch
Rabbis as Ministers of Shools.
Maybe it is because we have reached the era when the Jewish mother refuses to allow her
son to contemplate joining the ministry - "This was no job for a Yiddishe boy!" - she
declares.
Therefore, today there is a big shortage of Rabbonim and many Lubavitcher young men
are doing wonderful jobs as ministers of various Synagogues around the country.
Amongst them are the following - and I have not included any of the score or so
Sheluchim who are in charge of Chabad Houses in the United Kingdom.
Rabbis Telsner and Shochet who are in London; Rabbi Angiealfi in a Shool in Leeds and
Dayan Refson on the Bess Din of that city. In Birmingham, Rabbis Goodman and Rader
are attached to Shools; and in Manchester, Rabbis Yossi Chazan is the Rav of one of the
largest Shools in the country. Rabbi Oberlander is in the Shool in the Sale (when he was
appointed, the local Jewish press ran screaming headlines, “Rabbi for Sale”)
Rabbi Golombe is in Sheffield - and there are many more on the list. Furthermore, there
are still plenty of vacancies in Shools everywhere.
Our own family has also become involved. Menachem Yunik has become well
established in Croydon, South London. Mendie and Golda are extremely popular and
they work very hard to attract and bring back Jewish people to Yiddishkeit. For instance,
they arranged both Pesach Sedorim at their own home and about twenty five persons
were present each night
____________________
Mendie Lew has found a wonderful niche in the Shool at St. Annes, about fifty miles
from Manchester.

The Synagogue was becoming desperate for a good Rabbi, but they also wanted a nice
Chazan. In addition, they needed a capable Baal Koreh and a qualified headmaster for
their Cheder.
Mendie filled the bill, and our friend Sholom Weiss was the Shadchan.
Mendie is a good looking young man, warm hearted, courteous, and with pleasing - and
imposing personality. He possesses a good and sweet voice and loves to give Chazonus. I
am pretty certain, in my own mind, that Mendie would have even paid the Shool to allow
him to Daven Kol Nidrei on Yom Kippur. He has also been a regular Baal Koreh since
his Bar Mitzvah.
Rivka and Mendie invited a young family to join them for a Yom Tov meal but they were
a little hesitant whether to accept. The husband enquired of his father whether he should
go.
His father recommended that his son (and family) should accept this invitation with
alacrity because, "Rabbi Mendie Lew was not an old fashioned Rav but a very modern
young Rabbi - and they would enjoy themselves.
Mendie and his wife Rivka (and Mushkie aged two and Chanah, one) have settled down
well and are extremely happy.
We see them very often because Mendie and all the family drive down to Manchester to
collect their weekly rations from Jewish shops here.
They generally call in to give us an embrace, a hug and a kiss. We, in return, give them a
bite (to eat).
_____________________________
Dovid (Jaffe) wished to enter the world of Trade and Commerce - business. His other
Zaidie, Sidney Beenstock, had a good opening for him.
Dovid asked the Rebbe for a Brocha for this enterprise but there was no reply from the
Rebbe.
Dovid tried again - and still no answer was forthcoming.
Dovid discussed this matter at length with his wife, Rochel, and they decided to ask the
Rebbe for a Brocha - that he should be a full time Sheliach of the Rebbe in South
Manchester and to open a Chabad House in that area.
The Rebbe replied at once and gave him the blessing of Hatzlocha Rabba - great success in this new venture.

At this stage I would like to point out that all the Sheluchim of the Rebbe in this country
are under the authority and control of of Rabbi Nachman Sudak of London who is the
Rebbe's representative in the U.K.
Therefore, Dovid purchased a large mansion in Bowden - many miles from the Hale (the
"local") Shool but there was already a Shabbos Minyan established just across the road
from Dovid's new premises.
Dovid has proved himself to be a good organiser, and he and Rochel - and especially
HaMenachem Mendel and Yaakov - are exceedingly popular amongst their new
neighbours and supporters.
Lionel Freedman (a top Manchester lawyer) and his wife, Dr. Frieda (a medical
practitioner), both friends of ours of very long standing - and new fans of mine, are
connected with this Shabbos Minyan and have proved very helpful to our grandchildren and greatgrandsons.
Dovid drives to the Hale Shool every morning and helps with the 7 a.m Minyan.
Amongst the many events which Dovid has organised - all extremely successful - were
the Shabbosworth Experience (Shabbaton) mentioned in this book; overnight and day
camps for hundreds of children; Purim and Chanuka parties; on Chanuka he also fixed up
a huge Menorah on the main highway (motorway) into Manchester from the south.
And when we arrived at Manchester airport from Israel, and walked along the travelator
we were greeted by the sight of a large Menorah and a sign alongside which welcomed us
to Manchester and extended Chanuka greetings to all the passengers.
Dovid arranged the Lag B'Omer Parade and fete last year. He hopes it will be even better
this year.
________________________________
Avremel (Kievman) also received a Brocha from the Rebbe that he should be successful
as the Rebbe's Sheliach in Liverpool. He has purchased a nice house in the ideal area and
he and Golda and little Menachem Mendel Dovid have settled in nicely. Regular Shiurim
take place and he has organised events which have proved popular and successful.
Avremel had an unusual experience recently - at the end of January. He had heard that
Lord Chief Justice Taylor, a Jew and the foremost judge in the land, was visiting
Liverpool to preside at a special Assize Court.
All visiting judges were provided with temporary accomodation in a special, large
mansion. This was obviously well guarded with top security - even moreso when the
Lord Chief Justice himself was domiciled there, momentarily.

Avremel enquired from some of his friends and well-wishers whether it would be
possible to meet the Distinguished Lord. Avremel was ridiculed and advised not to waste
his time.
However, in view of the Rebbe Rashab's motto of "Techila Ariba", when one is
confronted with a problem one should meet it by going "over the top" - head on, Avremel
took a parcel containing wine and Challah (Shabbos bread) and made his way to the
heavily guarded stronghold and fortress.
He arrived at the outer permiter – he opened the opened the gate and walked towards the
front door of this protected mansion.
All was still and quiet. He could have been carrying a bomb but he did not even possess
any "knaidlech" (the Jewish made bomb for the soup) - only bread and wine.
Eventually he arrived at the front door - and knocked.
A startled woman opened the door and just gaped at Avremel. What audacity! And how
did he have the nerve and the "Chutzpah" to walk unattended and without permission
through private and exclusive grounds.
Avremel did his best to convince her that he was not a terrorist and was only interested in
the material well-being of this great Lord Chief Justice of England.
He came in peace bearing a gift of bread and wine, a token of the basis of man's
sustenance and energy.
The woman read Avremel's visiting card and was persuaded that he had no ulterior
motive.
She allowed Avremel to deposit his card together with the Challah and wine and she
promised to hand the parcel to Lord Taylor as soon as he arrived.
Lord Taylor did receive the present but had to depart at once for London and home.
Within a day or two, Avremel received a note from Lord Taylor. This was personally
hand written by him, as was also the envelope, and he thanked Avremel for the gift.
Good manners dictate that a personal letter should not be printed, nor typed, but written
by the sender himself.
Lord Taylor proved that he was a "Mench" and he understood not only the Halacha but
also proper etiquette.
I am including a copy of this note and also the envelope in which it was posted.

EREV PESACH & PESACH
Aaron had flown to Crown Heights, together with many friends from the Yeshiva, in
order to spend Yud Aleph Nissan, the Rebbe's birthday, at 770.
During one of my telephone conversations with Label, I indicated that if the Rebbe would
be sending me some of his special Matzo - although I have a long Chazoka, I dared not
take it for granted that the Rebbe would send me any this year - then it would be an
honour and a privilege for Aaron to bring this Matzo for us. I also reminded the Rebbe, in
a letter, how nice it would be for Aaron to be the Rebbe's Sheliach.
On the Thursday evening before Pesach, Mendie Farro knocked on our door and handed
us a parcel of more than one pound weight of Matzo from the Rebbe.
Obviously, the Rebbe appreciated the fact that it would be much better for us to receive
the Matzo four days before Pesach than to get it early on Erev Yom Tov.
Mendie Farro was a good Sheliach and we discovered that there were five "Shelomos"
(whole, unbroken pieces) included in our gift from the Rebbe.
I now had plenty of time to distribute this treasure to the members of the Jaffe clan. We
were fortunate that one of the Kinn boys was travelling to London that evening and took
the ration for the Lews. I posted a few pieces each to Menachem and Golda at Croydon
and to Levi and Devorah who would be "Sedering" at the Gormans.
Dovid and Rochel and Max and Leah with their families would be with us at Avrohom's
and Susan's, whilst Mendie came in specially from St. Annes for his Pesach order so he
was able to collect his own ration himself.
Meanwhile, we had heard that the Rebbe had descended right down to the bottom of 770
in order to burn the Chometz.
Also, the Rebbe had handed out, personally, Matzo to a few very lucky people, members
of the Kolel who were fortunate to be standing nearby when the Rebbe had decided to
make this presentation.
As I have just stated, some people are lucky. But poor Aaron, who flew specially to be
near the Rebbe during the few days before Pesach firstly missed the Yechidus - it was all
over before Aaron realised that it was taking place - and secondly, missed his direct flight
home to Manchester and travelled through London and therefore arrived too late to help
me grate the Chrain (Horseradish) which is his regular Erev Pesach chore. But more
important, by the time he did arrive in Manchester, it would have been too late to send
the Rebbe's Matzo to all the out of town places. One can always rely on the Rebbe to do
the right thing!

During Pesach, the Rebbe drank the four cups of wine and came outside to open the door
for Elijah the prophet at the appropriate moment during the Hagada.
At the second Seder, the Rebbe once again handed out Matzo to a few lucky people.
In Manchester, we celebrate both Sedorim at the home of Avrohom and Susan. Max &
Leah as well as Dovid and Rochel, together with their families, were also present.
When it came to "Ma Nishtana" all the children, as was their custom, became shy and
upset and gave no Nachas to their respective parents except Moishe who was the only
brave one. Dina made some effort on the first night but on the second night they all
competed to ask the Four Questions and joined in heartily to sing the traditional songs
after the Hagada. Now I know why we have a second Seder!
At Shool, we had a new Kohen who joined in the Duchenning. Little Levi (Cohen), aged
just three, went to officiate for the first time.
Max has a precedent for this. Three years ago, Leah took her son Moishe, then also three
years old, to 770 immediately after Yom Tov. The Rebbe asked whether Moishe had
Duchened in Shool. Leah replied in the affirmative and the Rebbe was really very pleased
indeed.
So, today Max is accompanied by Moishe aged six, Gavriel, four, and Levi, three. P.G.,
in two years time, Sholom Ber will join the troupe.
On the last day of Pesach, Channah (Marlow) presented us with another greatgrandchild a girl this time. So Avrohom and Susan now possess, K.A.H., (Nisht) nine grandsons and
two granddaughters.
The baby was born at 1.20 p.m in the afternoon. Big Chief Rabbi Marlow found ten boys
who had not yet started their Yom Tov Shacheris and arranged a Minyan for 2 p.m.
Therefore, within an hour of the birth of his new daughter, Yossi was able to name her Mushkie (or Moussia). Only in 770 was it possible to arrange a Minyan for the Yom Tov
service at such a late hour.

AN ARTIST'S IMPRESSION OF THE NEW 770

At its most basic, the renewal of 770 will result in 50% more space for men and three
times more space for women.
But the changes will be more than basic.
Gone will be the obstructive beams and supports. In their stead will be tiered seating for
maximum visibility.
Gone will be the poor acoustics. State of the art tiling will be custom-installed by leading
acoustical engineers so that everyone can hear from every part of the Shul.
Gone will be the poor ventilation and lighting. In their place will be a state of the art
HVAC system and a magnificent over-arching skylight for natural illumination.
Gone will be the inadequate entryway. In its stead will be a stately granite lobby and
aportal that frames the entrance to a Shul that truly reflects the majesty and leadership
which emanates from within.
Gone will be the over-crowded Ezras Nashim with its difficult accessibility. In its stead
will be an elevated open air plaza leading into a comfortable, and greatly enhanced,
women's section.
THE NEWLY REBUILT 770 WILL TRULY BE A FITTING HOME FOR THE
REBBE, SHLITA, AND A FITTING PLACE TO RECEIVE THE COUNTLESS
VISITORS WHO COME HERE FOR ENCOURAGEMENT AND INSPIRATION.

But your participation is vital. Because the $13 million cost of rebuilding 770 must be a
burden shouldered and shared by all of Anash. By participating in this project, you are
not just making a contribution, you are making an investment in everything that is truly
important to Lubavitch.
Indeed, the reconstruction of 770 is of major importance to each and every Jew. Because
what comes forth from 770 continues to impact on the life and future of each and every
Jew - especially those standing on the endless line.
Rabbi Yossi Gutnick is the Chairman of the Building Fund Committee.
A brochure has been sent to every member of Anash, world-wide. (I have used some of
the contents in this instalment for which I thank Yossi and his Committee.)
Every member was given the opportunty of participating in this great enterprise by
donating the sum of $770 (about £500). To ensure that every single Lubavitcher would be
enabled to take part, the Committee have decided to accept part payments, post-dated
cheques and credit cards, as long as payment will be completed within two years.
Each Donor will be entitled to have his name and those of his immediate family engraved
on a plaque which will cover a special "Wall of Anash".

SOME LUBAVITCH PRESS CUTTINGS
Here are a number of Press Cuttings about Dovid's work in South Manchester

WE WANT MOSHIACH NOW!
There seems to be two separtate schools of thought in Lubavitch about the imminent
arrival of the Moshiach.
The Official version is that no human being may proclaim himself as the Moshiach ONLY the A'mighty has that power.
The Rebbe has never stated that he is the Moshiach. In fact, over the past years he has
always discouraged his followers from expressing this opinion.
The Rebbe has always averred that HaShem would, in His Own good time, announce the
arrival of the Moshiach, but we should be prepared and ready to receive him at any
moment now.
It is admitted, however, that if the A'mighty would proclaim the advent of the Moshiach
today, then there is only one man who could fulfil all the conditions and virtues relevant
to this appointment - and he is the Rebbe.
The second opinion states that we want Moshiach NOW - and we do not want to wait.
They maintain that only the Rebbe could occupy the position.
They shout, clamour and cry to HaShem to declare that the Rebbe is the true Moshiach.
We have been dispersed and in exile for two thousand years and it is about time that the
Moshiach came to lead us back to Eretz Yisroel.
They imagine that if they shout loud enough and pray long enough, they could exhort, or
even "bully" the A'mighty into making an announcement that the Rebbe is the Moshiach.
They also asserted and depicted that on Yud Shevat, the 43rd Anniversary of the Rebbe's
reign, the Rebbe would be crowned the Moshiach at 770.
The following two articles from the "Jewish Chronicle" are self explanatory. The young
boy, who is prominent in the photograph, is Mrs. Scharf's eldest son.

I hereby extend thanks and gratitude to the A'mighty for continuing to sustain me - and
Roselyn - in good health, to enable me to produce another instalment of "My Encounter
with the Rebbe, Shlita."
I now conclude this instalment, number 24, with an earnest prayer and a heartfelt petition
to our Heavenly Father that the Rebbe should continue to make good progress healthwise
and that he should be completely restored to perfect bodily vigour very quickly - till 120.
We long for and we need our Rebbe in good health NOW.
I shall end this edition in my usual manner:
MOSHIACH is coming NOW
M A M O S H (definitiely)
M A M O S H (undoubtedly)
M A M O S H (positively)
But - the letters of M A M O S H are the acronym of
MENACHEM MENDEL SCHNEERSON
******** ****** **********
Once again, by a nice coincidence, this instalment contains 212 pages which is the
Gematria of REBBE
Raish = 200
Bais = 2
Yud = 10
=212
To be continued B'Ezras HaShem.

