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Eliyahu Gabai was an outstanding pupil in 

high school back in 1986, a guy singled out 

for special training in the Israeli Air Force. 

Eventually he was inducted to train fighter 

pilots in flight-simulation machines.  But 

before beginning his service he met up with 

the charismatic Rabbi Reuven Dunin and 

became a Chabad chasid. Rabbi Dunin 

himself had once been an atheist tractor driver 

from notoriously left-wing Haifa who had met 

up with Chabad chasidim some years earlier. 

His infectious enthusiasm was redirected to 

spiritual goals.  

 

Of course, all this had nothing to do with 

Eliyahu's army service, which he performed 

diligently, but it did give him a greater sense 

of responsibility and the desire to make a 

difference. After all, the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe had taught that peace in the world 

would come only when the "Jewish spark" is 

revealed within each and every Jew. But 

Israeli society, and especially the army, was 

cold to Judaism. Although there was a rabbi 

on every base, it was more a passive than 

active job.  On every Israeli air force base 

were (and still are) housing neighborhoods for 

the pilots and their families, which naturally 

included boys approaching the age of bar 

mitzvah. Eliyahu, well acquainted with a 

number of the pilots, was the obvious 

candidate to prepare their sons for what would 

be for many the only religious occasion in 

their lives.  The class began with seven boys, 

and Eliyahu was thankful for that many. 

However, to his delight, the boys enjoyed the 

class, friends brought friends, and soon over 

seventy were meeting twice a week. A story 

Eliyahu told about Eliyahu HaNavi (Elijah the 

Prophet) earned him the nickname "Eliyahu 

Hanavi" and the classes became "the course 

of Elijah the Prophet."  

 

Eliyahu wrote a letter to the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe reporting his success. He felt it was 

like heaven on earth! But, as we know, heaven 

and earth aren't always compatible. Dark 

clouds soon gathered over the horizon. 

 

One evening, the commander of this base, a 

general, [Editor's note: Subsequently the 

mayor of Tel Aviv] came home. "Hello," he 

called out.  No reply. He caught sight of 

twelve-year-old son, Gad, standing silently in 

a corner, feet together, swaying back and forth 

and reading from a book.  The general 

approached the boy. "Hakol beseder? -- Is 

everything all right?"  The boy continued 

swaying, eyes on the book.  His mother 

entered and saw what was happening. 

"Nothing to worry about," she explained. "A  

rabbi's been coming to the base and  

 
 

giving bar mitzvah classes. He told the boys 

not to interrupt in the middle of prayer."  

 

"Prayer? Rabbi? On the base? In my house? 

Brainwashing my son?" the general screamed. 

"Who is this rabbi? How did he get here? Why 

didn't anyone stop him?" When the boy finally 

found a break in prayer, he told his father 

of "Eliyahu Hanavi." But because Eliyahu 

always changed into civilian clothes before 

class, that was all the boy knew about him.  

Apparently prophets don't wear army badges 

or uniforms. Immediately the general 

contacted the chief of security. "How dare you 

allow unauthorized personnel on the base," he 

shouted. 

 

"I have no idea what you're talking about," the 

chief answered. So he yelled at the chaplain, 

who was also bewildered.   Fearing further 

wrath from the commander of this base, the 

chief went to the commanding general of the 

entire air force. When told that the invading 

rabbi's name was "Elijah the Prophet," the 

general almost fell off his chair laughing.   

The next step was a meeting with several other 

officers. When this didn't help, the chief 

decided to take things into his own hands. He 

lay in wait at the classroom as the boys were 

entering, and the very next day caught "Elijah 

the Prophet" red-handed.  When Eliyahu 

revealed his identity, he was ordered to pack 

his bags and leave the base first thing the next 

morning. Heartbroken, he went home. Soon he 

started weeping, then fell asleep in exhaustion. 

 

That night he had a dream. The Lubavitcher 

Rebbe appeared and asked him how things 

were going. When Eliyahu burst out crying; 

the Rebbe approached, opened his coat, placed 

Eliyahu's head inside, and covered it as if to 

say, "There is no need to worry." The next 

morning Eliyahu received an envelope from 

New York containing two letters from the 

Rebbe. The first thanked him for the news 

about the classes and the second was a lesson 

for the weekly Torah portion. Clearly, miracles 

were starting to happen.  

 

He finished packing, left the base, and took a 

bus to central command where he was to be 

reassigned to a new location. The officer there 

examined his papers, scratched his head, and 

examined them again. "What is going on?" -  

Eliyahu stammered, "What do you mean?"  

 

"Why are they kicking you out?" The officer waved 

the papers around his head. "It will take me months 

to find someone to replace you. Why do I need such 

headaches?" Scanning the papers again, he 

continued, "And I don't see anything wrong. No 

problems with health, conduct, performance, 

attendance." He glared at Eliyahu. "Nu, say 

something! Why are they expelling you?"  Eliyahu 

had no choice but to tell him. "I taught children on 

the base Torah."  

 

"Torah?" The officer lapsed into thoughtful silence. 

After a while he leaned forward, narrowed his eyes 

and asked angrily, "Tell me, does this have anything 

to do with the Lubavitcher Rebbe?" Eliyahu nodded.  

"If so," the commander yelled, "they will kick me out 

before they kick you out. I'm sending you back! 

After the Rebbe saved my father's life I'm ready to do 

anything for him. Anything!" He pounded his fist on 

the table with all his might. "Now you go back to 

your base and tell them I sent you!"  

 

Eliyahu couldn't believe his ears. This officer, who 

had appeared blatantly non-observant, suddenly 

transformed into a self-sacrificing chasid.   "Thank 

for very much, sir," Eliyahu mumbled. "I'm very 

grateful someone is fighting for me. But I can't help 

wondering...why?" 

 

The officer scribbled something on Eliyahu's papers 

and pushed them back to Eliyahu on the table. Then 

he cleared his throat and began.   "About ten years 

ago my father awoke one morning to find he couldn't 

move his legs. We called a doctor and took my father 

to the hospital. The biggest medical team in Israel 

showed up, but after thorough testing they advised us 

to take him to Mount Sinai Hospital in New York for 

expert treatment.  We did what they said, but over 

there it was pretty much the same story. They made 

all kinds of tests but weren't sure what exactly to do, 

except make more tests.  Meanwhile, a bunch of 

young religious boys came in and began asking the 

men there if they were Jewish and if so would they 

please wraptefillin. My father and I agreed and put 

them on. We started talking, and in no time these 

kids suggested taking my father to the farbrengen--

some sort of happy gathering--of the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe in honor of the Chassidic holiday Yud Tes 

Kislev.  My father didn't exactly agree, but before we 

knew it they got a wheelchair and permission from a 

doctor.   An hour later we were in this big synagogue 

in Brooklyn that was packed with people.                                                                

(continued on the bottom of page 4) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The General and Eliyahu HaNavi 
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have yielded to the 
temptation of the nachash 

(serpent) that brought sin 
into the world. Because G-d 
wanted all Jews to participate 
in the Sanctuary's 
construction, all three metals 
were utilized.  

(Ma’ayan Chai) 

You shall also make a table 
("shulchan") (Ex. 25:23) 
 
The numerical equivalent of 
the Hebrew word "shulchan" 
is 388, the same as the phrase 
"l'Moshiach," "for [the era of] 
Moshiach." In the Messianic 
era, all of the Temple's 
vessels and implements that 
have been plundered or 
hidden away will be restored 
for use in the Divine service. 

(Chomat Anach)  

They shall make Me a Sanctuary, 
and I will dwell among them (Ex. 
25:8)  
 
Three different types of metal 
were used to build the 
Sanctuary: gold, silver and 
copper. As gold is obviously 
the most precious, wouldn't it 
have been more appropriate to 
use only gold? Rather, the 
three metals allude to the three 
categories of Jews. Silver 
(kesef) alludes to tzadikim (the 
righteous), who continually 
yearn (nichsafim - from the 
same root as kesef) for G-d 
and His Torah. Gold (zahav) 
alludes to penitents, "in whose 
place even complete tzadikim 
cannot stand." Copper 
(nechoshet) alludes to those 
who have transgressed, who 

h o m e @ C h a b a d C a r d o . o r g  

The commandment to build a 
Sanctuary to G-d appears in this week's 
Torah portion, Teruma. The mitzva was 
given to all Jews - men, women, and 
according to the Midrash, even 
children. 

The Sanctuary in the desert was a 
tremendous innovation, an entirely new 
phenomenon that had never before 
existed: a physical "house" for G-d in 
which the Divine Presence was 
"enclothed" and dwelled. In fact, it is 
such a radical concept that King 
Solomon was moved to wonder, 
"Behold, the heaven and heaven of 
heavens cannot contain You; how 
much less this house that I have built?" 

How, then, can such an amazing 
thing be accomplished by every Jew, 
even the simplest? 

In actuality we find that only a 
handful of people were responsible for 
making the Sanctuary's components, 
such as Betzalel, whom G-d filled with 
"the spirit of the L-rd."  

Nonetheless, the Torah clearly states 
that the building of the Sanctuary was 
dependent on the actions of every Jew. 

But how could a single individual have 
the power to cause G-d's Presence to 
dwell in a physical structure, when the 
entire world is too small to contain 
Him? 

The question becomes even stronger 
when we look at the wording of the 
command itself, "And they shall take to 
Me an offering."  

As Rashi explains, this means that 
the contributions for the Sanctuary had 
to be made for the sake of heaven, i.e., 
with pure intent. As not everyone can 
attain such an elevated level of Divine 
service, how could the command be 
directed at all Jews? 

In order to understand, we must go 
back to the Giving of the Torah at 
Mount Sinai, when the Jewish people 
underwent an essential transformation. 

Sages said, "Even though he may have 
sinned, he is still a Jew." Inside every 
Jew is a "pintele Yid," a Jewish spark 
that does not allow him to be separated 
from G-d.  

The true inner desire of every Jew is 
to obey G-d's will; if it is not always 
apparent, it is only because the Evil 
Inclination has temporary control. 
Moreover, even if it seems as if a Jew's 
motivation for serving G-d isn't entirely 
"pure," on the deepest, innermost level, 
it is. 

Because the essence of the soul is 
always inextricably bound to G-d, every 
single Jew thus has to the capacity to 
establish a dwelling place for Him. 

 

Adapted from the teachings of the Lubavitcher 

Rebbe; Shabbos Table and From our Sages 

reprinted from www.LchaimWeekly.org -  LYO / NYC) 

 

WITH THE PUREST INTENTIONS FROM EVERY JEW 

 

 

 

When G-d chose the Jews from 
among the nations, He took 
ordinary, corporeal human 
beings and turned them into "a 
kingdom of priests and a holy 
people." 

Since then, every single Jew is 
connected to G-d on an 
essential level, which is why our 

FINDING A NEST 
 

The Tzemach Tzeddek would often recite Tehillim 
early in the morning to join the simple Yidden in their 
service of Hashem. Once, Reb Chaim Ber the 
meshares invited one of the chassidim to listen in. The 
chossid approached the Rebbe’s room, and he heard the 
Rebbe reciting Tehillim with much dveikus and 
outpouring of his neshama, bringing the chossid to 
tears.  

Reb Pesach, the melamed of the Rebbe Maharash, 
slept for a period of time in a nearby room. One 
morning, around three a.m., he heard the Tzemach 
Tzeddek reciting Tehillim (chapter 84) and then 
exclaim: “Even the smallest bird which You created 
has a place, yet You, the greatest of all great, has no 
place…” The Rebbe sang the niggun Daled Bavos of 
the Alter Rebbe, and then sat down to learn gemara 
Baba Kama for two hours.  (reprinted from Lma’an 
Yishme’u) 

 

You shall set the show bread upon the table 
before Me always (Ex. 25:30) 
 
Ever since the world was created out 
of nothingness, G-d's blessings can 
only come down when there is a 
physical object or vessel to contain 
them. As the function of the table in 
the Holy Temple was to influence 
abundance among the Jewish people, 
physical loaves of bread were 
necessary as a channel for G-d's 
blessings. 

 (Ramban) 

 

   



h o m e @ C h a b a d C a r d o . o r g  
                                    Following the Cues 

A person who trusts in HaShem, sees his efforts as merely a 'keili' for 

the brachos and as an obligation towards HaShem. Therefore, he will do 

whatever possible according to his specific situation, and when he 

encounters a situation where he cannot do anything, he takes this as a 

sign that nothing is expected of him.  In addition, when he is faced with 

a decision, he will decide based on the information available without 

concern over the outcome. Since everything is in HaShem's hands, he is 

only acting because of His command, and the path which seems most 

plausible, is the one which he is being guided from above to choose.  

(Duties of the Health, Sha’ar HaBitachon, end of chp. 3; HaMaspik 

L’Ovdei Hashem, pg. 90; Igeret HaKodesh, vol. 2, pg. 180)  

Reb Meir Yehoshua of Klimentov related that the first time he was 

offered a position as a rov, he made the journey to Rodoshidz, to ask his 

Rebbe, Reb Yissachar Dov, if he should accept it. The tzaddik advised 

him to accept the position, and proceeded to tell the following story: 

“When I was a young man, I would spend months at a time visiting the 

Rebbeim in Lublin and Pshischa and with the Maggid of Koznitz. Once 

on my return trip home, while stopping in a town on the way, a chossid 

whom I recognized from my stay with the Chozeh, noticed me and was 

very happy to see me. He asked about the state of my parnasa, and 

when I answered unenthusiastically he offered that I work as a melamed 

for his children. Recognizing the tremendous hashgacha pratis involved, 

I concluded that this must have been decided in Shamayim, so I 

accepted the job without even asking how much he would pay. After 

all, I thought, if it has been decided that I become a melamed, then 

surely it has also been decreed how much I would earn. 

“I traveled to the chossid's home and began teaching. I never asked for 

payment and just accepted whatever money I was given, when it was 

given, and sent it off to my family. At the end of the term I took my 

leave from the chossid and according to his request, undertook to return 

after the Yom-Tov – for if I was being offered this opportunity again, 

this surely was also determined from Shamayim. When I returned, I 

fared the same way, accepting whatever money I was given, without 

involving myself in the question of payments. Once the chossid asked 

me why I did not make calculations and ask for my dues, for perhaps I 

deserved more. I explained to him that he thought I was a tutor for him, 

and that he was in charge of my pay, but that was not so. It was all from 

Shamayim. 

“After the second term I took the final payment and returned to my 

hometown, Preshdborz. There I spent my days in the beis midrash, 

studying discreetly without anyone's knowledge, and so I became 

known as Berel Batlan, a simple fellow who wasn't occupied with 

anything in particular.  Once, a Jew came to town collecting money 

so that he could marry off his daughter, and recognizing me from 

my days in Koznitz, he asked me to help him in this mitzva. I 

explained that since I was regarded in town as a simpleton, I would 

not be able to collect more than two gold coins out of the total of 

the 400 that he needed, and therefore advised him to find someone 

more respected. He tried to convince me, saying that it was my 

mitzva since I knew him, but I insisted that I was unfit. As we 

parted, he muttered, 'I guess you were not on HaShem's tzetl 

(note).’ 

“After he left, I tried to understand what I had done wrong. What 

had caused him to say such negative words? Greatly disturbed, I 

hurried off to find him and ask for an explanation. When I caught 

up to him and asked how I had wronged him, he smiled and told me 

that he had not had any ill intentions. He explained that when the 

Maggid of Koznitz had instructed him to travel through cities and 

collect funds for a dowry he had told the Maggid that he found this 

very difficult, having no experience in fundraising. The tzaddik had 

told him that he should go to the first town to which he found a 

ride, and added that a tzetl had already been written Above, listing 

those who would help him collect and how much he would earn 

from each city. He had concluded that had my name appeared on 

the tzetl, I would not have refused his request.   

“Hearing this, I reconsidered and decided to help him collect; after 

all, the amount had already been decided and it would not depend 

on me. It was market day, so I headed for the marketplace, stopped 

a merchant whom I had never met, and asked him for a donation. 

He immediately opened his wallet and handed me a note worth 100 

coins! I realized that I had been put on the tzetl and asked HaShem 

to help me succeed. With a light heart, I continued on my mission 

and within a few hours managed to collect all the money the 

chossid needed. I handed it to him, and then realized that the 

intention of the Maggid had been – me.”   

Reb Yissachar Dov concluded: "Do not think that your acceptance 

as rov depends on the baalei batim or on the opinion of the 

   HEAVENLY GUIDANCE 

Simple Faith 
 

In this era, the generation 

of the "footsteps of 

Moshiach," it is essential 

that one not follow the 

dictates of rationalization, 

for mortal reasoning can 

mislead a person. Rather, 

we should observe the  

 

Torah and its 

commandments out of 

simple and unquestioning 

faith in G-d. 

 
(Rabbi Sholom Dov Ber of 

Lubavitch) 

 
(reprinted from 

www.LchaimWeekly.org – LYO / 

NYC) 

 

 

community. You should lead them in a way that will bring 

honor to HaShem. Fear no one, and they will not be able to 

cause you any harm, for this position was given to you from 

Shamayim.” (Niflaot HaSaba Kadisha, vol. 2, pg. 62) 

Do not Break the Vessel 

One day during the First World War, a chossid asked the 

Rebbe Rashab if he should sell the forest he owned, for the 

German army was approaching and the forest would likely be 

lost. The Rebbe Rashab advised him not to sell, and 

explained: "The Mezritcher Maggid said that if one has a 

functional keili for HaShem's bracha, he should not break it. 

Only if from Shamayim they cause it to break, then there is 

no other choice but to look elsewhere.…” (Reshimat 

Devarim, vol. 1, 169) 

(adapted and reprinted from Lma’an Yishme’u) 

 

 One Step Translations 

  



This summer, Mayanot will once again 

be offering frum Birthright Israel trips 

separate for young men and women. 

 

If you have been looking for a separate 

gender, frum style Birthright Israel trip 

for you or your children [or someone you 

know], we've got the answer for you! 

Once again, this summer, Birthright 

Israel: MAYANOT will be offering their 

“Yisrael Sheli” Single Gender trips. 

 

Yisrael Sheli means My Israel. That is 

what Israel is all about - You. You’ll 

experience Israel through many lenses - 

but most importantly, your own lens! 

Other like-minded people from across the 

USA and Canada will join you along the 

way as you celebrate your common 

history and heritage in Eretz Israel.  This 

trip is tailored for you, with special visits 

to ancient and modern religious sites but 

still includes the Birthright Israel 

Frum Birthright Trips to Israel 

highlights like climbing Masada, camel 

riding, beautiful hikes and amazing young 

Israelis that will join the trip.  

 

The trip, which will be provided with 

Mehadrin Kosher meals, is the perfect way 

for today’s young frum people to 

experience the Birthright Israel gift. 

This program is also open to Canadians 

however all participants are responsible for 

their travel to and from the NYC.  The 

men's trip is currently set for June 29 - July 

10 and the women's for August 21-31 (if 

we have large enough groups we can 

schedule multiple trips on various dates!).  

 

We are looking for people to help recruit 

for both trips in exchange for monetary 

reward or an opportunity to actually staff 

the trip!  Registration for the free trips 

opens on February 1st at 10:00 EST 

at www.mayanotisrael.com/register but 

pre-registration is already open! Pre-

register today for priority status! To add 

yourself to the list, for more information, 

to discuss date options and/or to recruit, 

please email 

yisraelsheli@mayanotisrael.com. 

 

(reprinted from Collive) 

 

 

 

 

 

 
While visiting the United States I 

saw a great idea for bread crumbs. 

Save the crushed bread crumbs, 

cereal, or chips. It was wonderful 

on chicken fingers (small strips of 

chicken).  Alizah Hochstead, 

alizahh@hotmail.com 

 
 
 

   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

“Ask Dr. Yosef” 

Question:  I am content with my level of religiosity.  I am 

orthodox, daven with a minyan three times a day, go to a 

shiur for an hour four nights a week, etc.  However, it is not 

enough for my wife.  She is always pressing for more and 

more.  I like to do things like take the kids bowling, go to an 

amusement park, etc, but she says these environments are not 

appropriate given the lack of tznius, kosher music, etc.  She 

also gives me a hard time because I will eat heksherim that 

are not strictly badatz and listen to secular music.  This 

creates friction, a lot of friction.  This is not the kind of life I 

want to live.  It is too restrictive.  After all, it is not like I am 

saying that I do not want to be religious.  I just think she is 

taking things too far. 

 

Dr. Yosef replies:  I must say that it’s been some time 

since I’ve had a question I could “get my teeth into” as it 

were – so, I thank you for the opportunity.  First, let me give 

you a name – I’ll call you Mr. Cool – you say you want to be 

“religious”, but after a fashion – which means not too 

restrictive.  Certainly not the kashruth level and tznius that 

your wife would be satisfied with.  It sounds like your wife is 

the problem. She doesn’t understand you and doesn’t realize 

how powerful your yetzer horah is.  No matter how much 

you are prepared to agree with her regarding religious 

practices – e.g. praying with a minyan three times per day, or 

going to a learning shiur for an hour four night a week – your 

yetzer horah proposes techniques which enable you to 

disagree with her view of what needs to be done.  As a result, 

you see her “taking things too far.”  You show that you can’t 

really look at religious practice honestly, as your wife 

requires, while you justify your behavior by asserting that she 

is too restrictive.  It’s time for you to become more honest – 

which has the potential to lead to stronger religious practice.  

I will only remind you that your yeter horah won’t be too 

comfortable with that.  Good luck. 
 

Dr. Yosef Halbfinger, Personal, Marriage (Sholom Bayis) & 

Family Issues–English, Hebrew, Yiddish– Halachic Advisor:  

HaRav Chaim Sholom Deitsch, shlita. (02) 571-4532; 

(0526)-967706 – 131 HaYehudim, Old City, JM. 

 

 
 

 
 
 

Halacha Corner – Fruit Soup:  What bracha should be recited on the juice of cooked fruit or fruit soup?  Halacha states that the 

bracha on squeezed fruit juices is Shehakol, since it is only a byproduct of the fruit and not its essence. Yet, the bracha on juice of cooked vegetables is 

Ho’adama. Rishonim offer various explanations for this variance: (1 Vegetables are usually eaten cooked, whereas fruits are eaten raw. Therefore, fruit 

juice is considered a byproduct, unlike the juice of the vegetables. 2) The juice which is derived from cooked or squeezed fruits is usually drunk, 

whereas cooked vegetables (e.g. soup) are eaten as part of a meal. 3) Vegetables are cooked in order to be softened, and whatever liquid comes out is 

considered an essential part of the vegetable. However, fruits are squeezed to create a new entity of juice. A discrepancy between these opinions is 

what bracha should be made on juice from cooked fruits. If the variance is due to being fruits or vegetables, the bracha for cooked fruit juice is 

Shehakol. But if the difference is because of cooking versus squeezing the bracha will be Ha’eitz. The Alter Rebbe rules that since safek brachos 

l’hakel (one should be lenient when in doubt as to which bracha to make) one should lechatchila recite Shehakol which includes all foods. However, if 

he already recited Ha’eitz on the fruit, he should not recite Shehakol on the juice (since it may be covered by that bracha), but should instead recite 

Shehakol on another food and have the fruit juice in mind.  If a person eats fruit soup with fruit, the juice is included in the bracha of the fruit, even 

after he has finished eating the fruit.  (by Rabbi Chaim Hillel Raskin, Moreh Hora’ah – Beis Horaa Rechovot, reprinted from L’maan Yishme’u, 

www.lmaanyishmeu.com) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(continued from page 1) The place was called '770.'  They made way for my father's wheelchair, and we got a place close to the Rebbe. My father said 

it was one of the happiest moments in his life; everyone was singing and smiling--exactly the opposite of the hospital.  "Suddenly the Rebbe gazed at 

my father and motioned for him to toast l'chaim. Someone produced a small plastic cup with some vodka in it and he drank. It was bitter, maybe not 

even permissible in his state, but he figured one time wouldn't hurt.   But then the Rebbe motioned for him to stand and make another one. We tried to 

refuse, pointing to his wheelchair, but the Rebbe just kept signaling. Someone placed a hand under my father's arm, and with a superhuman effort...he 

stood! And even more amazing, he didn't fall back down! From that moment he was on the road to recovery, and in a month or so he was totally 

healthy."  The officer pointed to the door. "And now...go back to your base!"  Eliyahu returned to his base. There he was warned never to teach the 

children again. Nevertheless, he requested and was granted permission for one farewell meeting.  He gathered the boys around. "Children, remember 

how I told you that in the days of Rabbi Akiva there were harsh decrees against learning Torah? Well, now there is a similar decree on us. So we will 

do what the sixth Lubavitcher Rebbe did in Russia and what Rabbi Akiva did here in the Holy Land; they taught Torah 'underground'." The boys 

agreed enthusiastically and began whispering to each other in excitement. Eliyahu continued that once a week he would put a code in the corner of a 

certain blackboard on the base indicating where and when to meet. And so, for the next year, until he finished his service in the army, Jewish children 

overcame all obstacles and learned Torah...on the secular-to-an-extreme base.  Occasionally, even today--over 25 years later--Eliyahu runs into some 

of those "children," and each one tells him how his classes changed their lives.  (Source: Adapted by Yerachmiel Tilles from a mailing of the Avner Institute 

<Rebbebook@Gmail.com>, based on the rendition of Rabbi Tuvia Litzman (in Chassidic Gems?). Yerachmiel Tilles.  is the director of the AscentOfSafed.com and KabbalaOnline.org 
websites. His mailing list of 900+ weekly stories (editor@ascentofsafed.com) is now in its 19th year. “Saturday Night, Full Moon,” the first of a 3-volume series of his best stories, is now 
available in Tzefat at Ascent and KabbalaOnline-shop.com, from the publishers in Jerusalem, Menorah-Books.com, and in Jewish bookstores world-wide.) 
 
 

 


