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In honor of Chof Beis Shvat, the Rebbetzin's 

Yohrtzeit, the upper primary Talmidim had a 

beautiful assembly. They discussed the special 

middos that the Rebbetzin had, and various 

lessons that can be learned from her ways. 

After understanding the meaning of her name, 

the Talmidim made gorgeous scented candles. 

They also wrote meaningful letters to their 

mothers in order to express their admiration 

for them and appreciation for all that they do.



7CHEDER LEVI YITZCHOK



HAKHEL🎺CHAINIK

תלמיד השבוע
PREP    - 

YEAR 1 -

YEAR 2 -

YEAR 5 -

YEAR 6 -

YEAR 7 -

MECHINA -

מאיר גלדבערג
 חיים ראסקין

מנחם רהב
משה טענענבוים

נח וואלף 
מיכא–ל כהן
מענדל מוס

Chaim Tzvi Schwartz was not a 
Lubavitcher Chossid, before the 

war his family were followers of the 
Munkatcher rebbe, but a certain day 
in 5704 / 1946 found him seeking the 
help of the Frierdiker Rebbe. Rabbi 
Schwartz was a young refugee who 
had lost his entire family - and anyone 
he knew - in the Holocaust, and was 
at a loss as to what to do with his 
life. “Speak to my son-in-law, Rabbi 
Menachem Mendel Schneerson,” 
said the (Freierdiker) Rebbe, and 
gave Chaim his blessing. The Rebbe’s 
son-in-law suggested that the young 
rabbi should live in a certain city in 
Brazil. “Brazil?” “There are many 
Jewish refugees settling in Brazil. 
Due to the trouble that our people 
have undergone in the last few years, 
most of them lack even the most basic 
fundamentals of a Jewish education. 
Already, many have assimilated R’’L. 
It’s the responsibility of every Torah-
educated Yid to help and save the 
spiritual situation of our people. Go 
to Brazil, and help build a community 
of knowledgeable and Frum Yiden.” 
Chaim accepted the mission, moved 
to Brazil, and founded a Jewish day 
school there. Much effort and toil 
were necessary to find the funding, 
train the teachers, and convince the 
parents of the importance of granting 

their children a Jewish education. 

Over the years, Rabbi Schwartz saw 
his school flourish and grow, and 
its graduates create the center of 
a community of proud, committed 
Yiden. Rabbi Schwartz maintained 
an infrequent but warm contact with 
the Rebbe who had sent him to Brazil, 
who had meanwhile already became 
the next Rebbe after the Frierdiker 
Rebbe passed away in 5710 / 1950. 
From time to time, Rabbi Schwartz 
would seek the Rebbe’s advice on 
various challenges and decisions he 
faced in the course of his work. It was 
on one such occasion, several years 
after he arrived in Brazil, that Rabbi 
Schwartz truly realized the scope of 
the Rebbe’s concern for his people. 
Rabbi Schwartz related this incident 
to a Lubavitcher Chossid that he met 
on a flight from Brazil to New York: 
One day - he began his tale - I received 
a call from the parents of one of the 
children in my school, requesting 
a meeting. While this was a fairly 
common request, the anxiety in the 
voices on the phone told me that this 
was no simple matter. I invited them 
to meet with me in my home that 
evening. “This does not concern our 
son,” began the father, after they had 
settled in my study, “who is doing very 
well in your school, but our oldest 
daughter, who grew up here before 
you came. As you know, we are not 

very observant, but it is important 
to us that our children should retain 
their identity as Jews. This is why we 
send our son to you, despite the fact 
that your school is considerably more 
‘religious’ than ourselves. “To get to 
the point, our daughter has informed 
us that she has decided to marry a 
non-Jew (Rachmana Litzlan). We have 
tried everything to prevent this and 
discourage her, but our arguments, 
appeals, threats and tears have all 
been to no avail. She now refuses to 
discuss the matter with us at all, and 
has moved out of our home. Rabbi! 
You are our only hope! Perhaps you 
can reach her; perhaps you can 
impress upon her the importance of 
staying with her people, her parents 
and her own identity.” “Would she 
agree to meet with me?” I asked. “If 
she knew that we had spoken to you, 
she’d refuse.” “Then I’ll go speak to 
her on my own.” I took her address 
from her parents, and rang her bell 
that very evening. She was visibly 
annoyed of my mission, but too well-
mannered not to invite me in. We 
ended up speaking for several hours. 
She listened politely, and promised to 
consider everything I said, but I came 
away with the feeling that I had little 
effect on her decision.

To Be Continued...

HAKHEL MISSION

Be the Hakhel King by your Shabbos table!
Tell this story by your Shabbos table, and let the Shluchim 

know if you did it right away!

By The Shluchim


