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 Introduction 
Hello, and thank you so much for joining in our simcha! 

As beautiful as a wedding is, it becomes even more special when it’s 
shared with family and friends; we deeply appreciate everyone who 
was able to make it—from Florida, California, and everywhere in 
between! 

One of the traditions often practiced at Chassidic weddings is the 
distribution of a tshura—a sort of takeaway gift for the attendees. The 
tshura typically consists of Torah thoughts on a particular topic, 
previously-unpublished letters from the Rebbe, or other such tidbits 
for the guests to enjoy. 

When we set out to formulate our own tshura, we naturally gravitated 
to a topic which has, to a large extent, shaped our identities: Shlichus. 

Both of us were given the privilege to grow up as shluchim—
emissaries of the Rebbe, entrusted with the mission of bringing the 
warmth and vibrance of Judaism to our fellow Jews. 

To us, shlichus wasn’t simply our parents’ jobs; it was a 
weltanschauung, a lens with which to view the world and our place in 
it.  

Friday night meals weren’t just about getting the family together for a 
delicious meal; they were a chance to share the uncomplicated, 
authentic beauty of Shabbat with Jews who never experienced it 
before. Every family outing, every trip to the store, was an opportunity 
to find unaffiliated Jews and connect with them. 

As we grew older, we began to understand how unique this 
perspective was. And as we went out into the world, meeting people 
from other backgrounds and other upbringings, we began to grasp 
how much the Rebbe had enriched our lives with the gift and 
responsibility of being his representatives. 

And we realized, too, how wonderful it would be to share this 
perspective with others.  



  In the coming pages, you will find a compilation of stories, anecdotes, 
and excerpts that have inspired us. As you read them, we hope to give 
you a glimpse into the world of the Rebbe’s shlichus: the tenacity and 
the tenuity, the challenge and the triumph. Perhaps most importantly, 
we hope to share with you the attitudes - the perspectives and 
convictions that fuel the engine of shlichus. 

* * * 
In countless talks and letters, the Rebbe reminded us all that every 

Jew is a shliach. Each of us is given a mandate by G-d, a mission to 
fulfill in this world. He weaves the tapestry of our lives each moment, 
directing our every step, placing us precisely where we need to be to 
carry out our mission. 

We hope that this little booklet inspires each of you in your own 
shlichus, wherever life takes you; and may we all very soon merit to 
witness the coming of Moshiach, the final redemption, when we will 
see our beloved Rebbe once again! 

Sincerely, 
Dovi & Devorah Leah 
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“What Galaxy Are 
You Living In?” 

 

Elokus B’pshitus, 
Velt Behischadshus 



 

Aunt Miriam never had an easy life. 

Together with her two brothers, she lost her mother at a 
young age; in the years to come, she would endure 
numerous other trials and personal losses. 

On one occasion, she went in to a private audience with 
the Rebbe and poured out her broken heart.  

The Rebbe listened patiently, then gently reminded her 
of the Talmudic teaching “kol man de’avid Rachmana 
letav avid,” all that G-d does, He does for the good. 

Miriam had doubtless heard this adage before; in all 
likelihood, she’d shared it with others in their time of need. 
At this moment, however, she found little comfort in it. 

“Who says?” she quietly asked. 

The Rebbe smiled warmly, and replied simply: “Ich zog.” 

I say. 

And, somehow, that was enough. 

* * * 
Since I first heard this story, I’ve mulled over the Rebbe’s 

response dozens of times. 

“I say.”  

It’s not a very scholarly answer. It’s not profound, 
persuasive, or even particularly inspiring. 

So what was it?  

In time, however, I understood: 

It was a window into the world as the Rebbe saw it—a 
world infinitely distant from our mundane reality, a world 
where G-d’s goodness is vivid, obvious, undeniable. 

For just a moment, Aunt Miriam was given a glance 
through that window. 

And she was calmed. 
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What Is Real? 
One of the wry observations often made by Chassidim speaks to our 

habitual tendency to see “olamos b’pshitus, Elokus behischadshus.” We 
perceive the physical world as undeniable reality, and G-dliness as 
abstract.  

To our eyes, a loaf of bread is real. A paycheck is real. A project 
deadline is real. G-d’s providence, on the other hand…That’s in the 
books. It’s nice enough in the Rabbi’s weekly email, or even as a 
speech (after a good opening joke, of course)…but it’s not real.  

The truth, Chassidim would remark, is the exact opposite: G-d’s 
energy is the only real existence. That mundane loaf of bread, that 
physical paycheck…those are abstract. They’re significant enough, in 
their own way…but they aren’t real. They don’t determine our true 
priorities, and most importantly, they don’t—they can’t—get between 
us and our Creator. 

This second perspective, “Elokus b’pshitus, velt behischadshus”—seeing 
G-dliness as obvious truth, and physicality as an abstraction—is the 
bedrock of shlichus, and one of the great gifts the Rebbe gives us.  

It’s what gives a pair of inexperienced newlyweds the conviction to 
walk into a spiritual desert, set down their suitcases, look around, and 
confidently proclaim “Here! This very spot! This is where G-d is.” 
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A Lease, A Loan, And A Letter 
A quick Google search on “how to prepare for a council meeting” will 

swiftly return a number of very sensible suggestions from self-
proclaimed internet experts:  

“Wear a tie!” cry the fine fellows at boardsource.com.  
“Brush your teeth,” onboardmeetings.org solemnly admonishes.  
“Avoid PowerPoint at all costs!” crow the worthy pundits of  

r/boardmeetings. 

Very few internet experts, however, recommend bringing one of 
your kids along. 

Even fewer would recommend bringing all your kids along. 

And perhaps nobody would advise opening your presentation by 
proposing to purchase a municipal building that is not yet for sale. 

Shluchim, however, do not build their careers on internet experts. 

And that was why, one sunny winter day in Laguna Niguel, 
California, Rabbi Mendy Paltiel found himself striding into an 
assembly of the Moulton Niguel Water District’s administrative board, 
kids in tow, to buy a building that was not for sale. 

* * * 
The story of the water building had begun a few short years after 

Rabbi Mendy and Kreinie Paltiel first set down their roots in Laguna 
Niguel.  

As many shluchim do, they began hosting their first services in the 
living room of their home; two years later, they relocated to a 2,000 
square foot leased space. The plan had always been to one day 
purchase a permanent home for Chabad in Laguna Niguel; now, as the 
years passed and community involvement burgeoned exponentially, 
the need for a more expansive space became increasingly clear. 

From the very beginning, the most tantalizing option had also been 
the most unrealistic: The Moulton Niguel Water District building. 

8 
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In a city with rigorous and inflexible zoning ordinances, finding a 
property that could house a religious center was a formidable 
challenge. Finding one for sale was like finding a needle in a haystack. 
And standing out amongst the crowd of eager buyers would be 
something akin to lighting the haystack on fire. 

It was no surprise, then, that the water building attracted the Paltiel’s 
attention from the start. Centrally located at one of the town’s busiest 
intersections, and with the required zoning for a house of worship, the 
12,000 square foot edifice would be ideal… 

…if only it hadn’t been occupied.  

Which, unfortunately, it very much was—by no less an establishment 
than the Moulton Niguel Water District itself, which services Laguna 
Niguel and a number of neighboring cities. There wasn’t much the 
Paltiels could do other than gaze wistfully at the building as they 
walked to Chabad’s rented space, located directly across the road. Over 
several years of searching, many alternate locations were floated; none 
materialized.  

With such a pronounced shortage of options, it was no wonder that 
Rabbi Patiel’s ears perked up when a friend of Chabad passed on the 
rumor that maybe, sometime in the future, the water district would be 
moving to a state-of-the-art building closer to the town’s municipal 

The MNWD building, shortly after being vacated 
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center; it was no wonder, either, that the possibility of the current 
building being placed on the open market set Rabbi Paltiel’s brain 
whirring. 

Not one to waste time, he checked the calendar for the next meeting 
of the district’s board. Perfect, he thought—there was one scheduled for 
just a few days later. As he began the process of reserving a time slot to 
address the board, a bit of a wrinkle arose: The meeting would take 
place around the same time as the International Chabad Shluchos 
Convention in Crown Heights… which meant that his wife Kreinie 
would be out of town at the time… 

...which, in turn, meant finding a reliable babysitter. Several fruitless 
inquiries later, however, an executive order was made, somewhat out 
of necessity: the young Paltiel kids would be coming along to the 
meeting, providing moral support as their father made his big pitch. 

Sure enough, the Paltiel gang trooped into the boardroom as the 
meeting began. Single handedly, the children brought the average age 
in the room several decades down; fortunately, the council members 
found them adorable. 

Allotted five minutes to speak, Rabbi Paltiel surprised the board by 
raising the subject of the current building’s sale. 

10 
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“For quite a few years, Chabad has been the only entity to service the 
Jewish community of this city,” he began. “We’ve outgrown our 
current space, and the facility that the district currently occupies 
would be ideal for our Jewish Center.” 

A quick glance at the council showed some interested expressions 
and jotting of notes. Encouraged, Rabbi Paltiel forged on with his 
preemptive request. 

“Think of it this way,” he proposed. “The Moulton Niguel Water 
District services the people of Laguna Niguel. Chabad does the same. 
How fitting would it be for this building, with so many years of service 
behind it, to be put to good use in the same vein? 

“Should this building go on the market,” he concluded, “please 
consider us—an organization that will continue to use it for the good of 
this wonderful community—as a viable candidate for its purchase.” 

The committee was duly impressed (as much by the Rabbi’s well-
behaved children as by his pitch) but when the building was finally 
vacated a year later, the exciting opportunity came with a significant 
wrinkle. 

“They’re refusing to consider the option of sale,” Rabbi Paltiel’s 
realtor informed him. “The property is too valuable, and they’ve 
determined that, as members of the board, it’s their duty to generate as 
much revenue as possible for the district.” 

“So what do they have in mind?” asked the Rabbi, somewhat 
confused. 

“They want to lease the building,” the realtor explained. “A twenty-
five year lease, for close to double the building's value. That way, when 
the lease is up…” 

“...they can sell it, or lease it again,” Rabbi Paltiel finished, wrinkling 
his brow. 

“Exactly.” 

The arrangement was absurd, and Rabbi Paltiel knew there was no 
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way Chabad’s supporters would throw their money behind such a 
transient venture. On the other hand, with multiple private businesses 
expressing interest in the lease, it seemed impossible that the district 
would consider relinquishing ownership of the building. 

Impossible, that is, according to the laws of nature. 

When he arrived home, Rabbi Paltiel sat down to pen one of his 
many letters to the Rebbe. In meticulous detail, he laid out the 
advantages of the building—its location, size, visibility, and the interest 
the board had shown in Chabad’s work. 

“Rebbe,” he wrote. “Above all, please let me have clarity. If this is not 
meant to be Chabad’s new home, let it become clear to me; and if it is, 
let that, too, be clear beyond all doubt.” 

Over the next week, Rabbi Paltiel wrote letter after letter, apprising 
the Rebbe of his progress. Letter after letter, he made the same simple 
request: Clarity. 

And somehow, somewhat suddenly, clarity came. 

“From a da’as tachton, a worldly perspective,” Rabbi Paltiel recalled 
later, “there was no change in the situation. The thought of getting the 
building was daunting, the thought of gathering the money for the 

Rabbi Paltiel meets with MNWD representa-
tives 
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 down payment was daunting, the thought of negotiating the mortgage 
was daunting…but for some reason I became absolutely sure that this 
is Chabad’s building. It felt as if all the arrows were pointing in that 
direction…as if this was the true reality, and it was going to happen no 
matter how unlikely it seemed.” 

With his newfound conviction, Rabbi 
Paltiel and an influential Chabad 
supporter met with a number of 
MNWD’s representatives. Patiently, 
he listened as they outlined their 
lease plan.  

When they finished, he looked them 
straight in the eye and said: “This is 
not going to work.” 

Across the table, eyebrows shot up. 
As far as they were concerned, this 
Rabbi was attending the meeting to 
lay out an offer for a lease, not 
challenge the very premise of leasing. 

“Nobody will invest this kind of money—millions upon millions of 
dollars—only to be left with nothing at the termination of the lease.” 

“Rabbi,” one of the lawyers broke in. “This is a moot point. We’ve had 
several offers from interested lessees!” 

“Oh?” Rabbi Paltiel turned to him. “And what happened with those?” 

The lawyer hemmed. “For one reason or another…well, that is to say, 
none of them materialized.” 

“Precisely.” Like a mantra, the message flashed through Rabbi 
Paltiel’s head: This is our building. This is the building the Rebbe will help 
us acquire. Now we’ve just got to work out the details. 

“Listen,” he concluded with finality “I’m well aware of this property’s 
value, and thank G-d, Chabad and its supporters are capable of raising 
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 the necessary funds—but as a purchase, not a lease.” 

The next three months were ones of silent anticipation. It had been a 
bold gamble, refusing the prospect of a lease outright; it left the door 
wide open for someone else to swoop in and take this 
desirable  property on the district’s terms. As he’d requested of the 
Rebbe, however, the choice had indeed been crystal clear: A lease was 
untenable; the only option was to trust that, with G-d’s help and the 
Rebbe’s brachos, the building would be theirs. 

It almost came as no surprise, then, when Chabad’s realtor received a 
call from the district. As the Rabbi had predicted, not even a single 
investor had managed to submit a workable leasing arrangement; now, 
quietly, the door had opened for sale. 

Throughout the months that followed, there were many ups and 
downs to contend with: There was a bidding war to be won, a mortgage 
to be obtained, large sums of money to be raised in a short period of 
time, and many other hurdles, big and small. 

The Rebbe’s brachos were apparent every step of the way. 
Impossibly, Rabbi Paltiel’s bid won out over a number of other bidders, 
several of whom were loudly clamoring to purchase the building in one 
fell swoop—cash on the table—saving the district the risk of the 

Keys exchange hands! 
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  mortgage process falling through. Then, after finally securing the hard-
won verbal agreement to sell, the Rabbi was faced with the difficult 
task of finagling enough time to raise the 2.2 million dollars required 
for the down payment.  

After the Rabbi’s request for an extended escrow period (an almost 
unthinkable ninety days) was reluctantly granted, he got to work 
scheduling dozens of meetings with supporters, laying out Chabad’s 
vision for the purchase of the property and its development.  

Reams upon reams of letters flew 
from the Paltiels to the Rebbe in 
those months; throughout it all, 
the clarity never wavered. 

As Chabad’s impossible dream 
began to materialize, it felt as if 
tangible reality was finally 
catching up with the true reality—
the reality in which the Rebbe’s 
influence holds sway, and in 
which a prime location in the 
center of town must belong to 
Chabad. 

And so when, at long last, the 
representative of the Moulton 
Niguel Water District solemnly 
dropped the keys into Rabbi 

Paltiel’s hand, it felt as if two dissonant worlds were finally 
harmonizing, coming together. 

As Rabbi Mendy and Kreinie Paltiel took their first steps into the 
vaulted foyer of their recently-acquired Chabad center, a new chapter 
began for the Jews of Laguna Niguel. 

And for Jews everywhere, the whole world took one big step towards 
Moshiach. 
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  “I've Seen Him…” 

A rather simple-minded chassid once entered into a private audience 
with the Tzemach Tzedek, the third Rebbe of Chabad. 

“Rebbe!” the chassid lamented. “I’m having a crisis! I’m no longer 
certain that G-d exists! I’ve never seen Him…how can I be sure He’s 
real!?” 

The Tzemach Tzedek peered at 
him, then replied with a question 
of his own. 

“Do you believe the Czar exists?” 

“Oh yes,” the chassid replied with 
confidence. “The Czar exists.” 

“You mean you’ve seen him in 
person?” 

“Well…no,” admitted the chassid, 
“but my brother has, and he told 
me all about it—and my brother’s 
no liar!” 

“Tell me,” the Tzemach Tzedek 
asked with a twinkle in his eye. 
“Am I a liar?” 

The chassid was aghast. “I would never suspect the Rebbe of such a 
thing!” 

“Well then,” rejoined the Tzemach Tzedek, “you can believe me: 
there is a G-d. I’ve seen Him.” 

16 
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“Who Do You 
Think You Are?” 

 

The Chutzpah Of Shlichus 



 

Near the close of Tractate Sotah, the Gemara records 
a grim prediction for the era immediately preceding 
the coming of Moshiach: 

“As the footsteps of Moshiach [draw close],” the 
Talmud foretells, “chutzpah - impudence - will become 
rampant…” 

In the nearly two thousand years since it was 
recorded by the sages, this enigmatic prophecy has 
been seen through many lenses. Generations of 
scholars have speculated on its exact meaning. Some 
darkly questioned how Judaism could withstand such 
a hostile climate; others observed the upheavals of 
their own time and found a grim kind of hope in the 
Talmud’s words. 

Until the Rebbe, however, perhaps no one thought to 
seriously question whether it was, in fact, a negative 
prediction at all… 
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The Chutzpah to Teach 
Igrot Kodesh, Vol. 7, Pg. 9 
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Free Translation: 

“...The concept which we’ve discussed in the farbrengens—that 
[even] the negative events predicted in the Torah portions of 
Bechukosai and Ki Tavo are, in truth, blessings—applies as well to the 
teachings that appear at the end of Tractate Sotah. One such teaching 
[predicts] that in the era of ‘the footsteps of Moshiach,’ impudence will 
become rampant…that young men will shame their elders, and 
daughters will rise up [rebelliously] against their mothers.  

“[This teaches us a lesson] in our service of G-d: Regardless of any 
self-evaluations one may perform, [which show him to be deficient] in 
his own spiritual standing—even in basic areas of thought, speech, and 
action—one should still have the ‘impudence’ and presumptuousness, 
so to speak, to positively influence those around him.  

“This influence shouldn’t be limited to teaching the basic laws of 
Judaism; he should also share the ways and customs of Chassidus as 
well—not just as they pertain to the revealed parts of Torah, but even to 
the deepest secrets as well! 

“...Despite the fact that [the ones he is influencing] may be older and 
wiser…while he himself is still a ‘young man,’ [he should share with 
them] the teachings of Chassidus, ‘the light of Torah,’ which they have 
not had the privilege to know…[Thus, he fulfills in a positive sense] the 
prediction that ‘young men will ‘shame’ their elders’.” 
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The Chutzpah to Grow 
The Letter and the Spirit, Vol. 3, Pg. 70 

By the Grace of G-d 
2nd Day of Chanukah, 5726  
Brooklyn, N.Y. 

Blessing and Greeting: 

I am in receipt of your letter. You write about the difficulties which a 
teacher encounters in view of the fact that there is no cooperation on 
the part of the parents, and there are some members in the community 
who look askance on religious education of this high caliber. 

It is surely unnecessary to emphasize to you at length that this is not 
anything new, unfortunately. On the contrary, Jews have always been a 
minority and they never enjoyed the assistance of the environment, 
nor always the assistance of fellow Jews. However, it is certain that 
when a Jew goes in the way which has been prescribed by G-d, and 
reflecting on the fact that in this way one walks with G-d all the time, 
one comes to the realization that insofar as spiritual strength is 
concerned, a Jew is never in the minority. 

As for the question why should G-d desire that a Jew should find it 
difficult to follow the right path, none of us can fathom the ways of G-d. 
Certain it is, however, that there is only one way for a Jew to follow, 
this is the right way, namely the way of G-d. Hence, I do not agree with 
your expression that you are fighting a “losing battle” or the like, G-d 
forbid. I may add that there is something rather encouraging in our 
generation, and that is that we see many cases where it is through the 
influence of children that parents return to the greater adherence to 
the Jewish way of life. This reflects “one of the signs of our pre-
Moshiach'' age, which our Sages of old have told us, namely that “A 
daughter shall rebel against her mother.” And although from one point 
of view this appears to be rather negative, it also has a positive side. 
This is in the case where the parents unfortunately have failed to 
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adhere to the Jewish way of life, when it is a very positive thing for 
children to “rebel” against their parents by their readiness to make a 
complete change from the direction of their home towards complete 
adherence to the Torah and mitzvos, thereby also taking their parents 
along with them in the same direction. 

In light of the above it becomes very clear why it is so necessary to 
instill into the children the utmost measure of the proper influence, all 
the more so since that is when they are at a most impressionable age. 
In addition to the fact that this is the right thing to do, it being one of 
the greatest duties and privileges that a Jew can have, every day, hour 
and minute are precious, since one cannot know which is the right 
moment when the child is most prone to accept and respond to the 
right influence. It is surely unnecessary to elaborate on this… 

Wishing you a happy and inspiring Chanukah. 

With blessing, 
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The Chutzpah To Speak Out 
At the conclusion of Tractate Sukkah, the Talmud recounts several 

penalties that were imposed on the House of Bilga, one of the priestly 
families which  existed during the times of the Second Holy Temple. 

According to one opinion cited there, the reason for these penalties—
which endured for centuries—was because of one single incident: 

A particularly notorious scion of the family, Miriam bas Bilga, left the 
Jewish faith and married an officer of the Greek forces who occupied 
Israel at the time. At one point, this officer and his platoon raided the 
Holy Temple, violating the most sacred space of the Jewish people. 
Miriam unabashedly accompanied her husband in this act, and 
exceeded even his brazenness by climbing atop the holy altar, striking 
it with her shoe, and calling out: 

“Wolf, wolf! How long will you consume the Jewish people’s 
resources”—referring to the daily burnt-offerings, which were funded 
by the community—“and fail to stand by them in their time of 
distress?!” 

This act of shameless disgrace was not soon forgotten. The 
Rabbinical authorities of Miriam’s day saw it as indicative of a failing in 
the entire dynasty’s moral fiber; in the Talmud’s words, “the language a 
child uses in the marketplace [i.e., publicly] can be attributed to [the 
conduct] of his mother or father.”  This was why the entire priestly 
family was penalized. 

In a talk given on the 6th of Tishrei, 5735 (1974), the Rebbe discussed 
Miriam bas Bilga’s story, highlighting the life-altering impact that 
parents' behavior has on their children's character. "If Miriam's 
parents had only set a better example for her," the Rebbe pointed out, 
"this whole tragedy, and its negative repercussions on the entire family 
for generations, could have been avoided". 

Particularly, the Rebbe encouraged Jewish mothers to light Shabbat 
candles on Friday night, and train their daughters to begin lighting 
from the age of three. 
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“...and if a Jewish girl is brought up in a home where, for whatever 
reason, her mother does not yet light Shabbat candles,” the Rebbe 
continued, “then, as it says regarding the times preceding Moshiach’s 
coming, ‘the hearts of the fathers will be brought back [to G-d] through 
their sons’, which of course applies to daughters as well… 

“This is also [reflected in] one of the blessings with which the Talmud 
concludes Tractate Sotah,” the Rebbe concludes, “That ‘a daughter will 
rise up [rebelliously] against her mother.’ In our times, this is coming 
true in a positive sense: Uniquely, in our generation, daughters are 
becoming more observant than their mothers…not in a manner which 
causes conflict, but rather in a way which ultimately elevates the entire 
family.” 

* * * 
Later in the evening, the Rebbe once again returned to the topic of 

Miriam bas Bilga. To the astonishment of many, his words took on a 
tone that no other sage or commentator had ever adopted before: He 
began advocating on her behalf. 

For over two thousand years, Miriam bas Bilga had been looked upon 
as the lowest kind of traitor—someone with utter disdain for her own 
people, someone who willingly and gleefully took part in the 
unspeakable desecration of the holiest place in the world…and yet, 
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defying this millennia-old perception—in what many saw as a kind of 
scholarly chutzpah—the Rebbe spoke out on Miriam’s behalf: 

“Look at what a Jewish child is!” the Rebbe 
exclaimed. “Despite the fact that she married an 
officer of the army that was waging war on the 
Jewish people, the force that conquered 
Jerusalem and the Holy Temple…and despite 
the fact that she herself accompanied him, 
associating herself with him—despite all this, 
what was it that bothered her!? That the altar 
was not protecting the Jewish people!” 

As the chassidim present at the gathering listened spellbound, the 
Rebbe broke out in tears. 

“She gave up her religion,” the Rebbe continued, “and married a 
Greek soldier…but when she saw the desperate situation her fellow 
Jews were in, she cried out in pain: ‘Wolf, wolf! Why don’t you help the 
Jewish people!?” 

Scan this QR 
code to hear the 

Rebbe’s talk 
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Not everyone approved of the Rebbe’s unconventional approach to 
Miriam’s story; at a subsequent gathering, the Rebbe addressed their 
concerns. But the Chassidim who were present that day, many of 
whom were—or would become—shluchim across the world, gleaned 
more than an interesting Talmudic insight from the Rebbe’s words. 

They were given a glimpse of a Nasi, a leader of the Jewish people, 
who concerns himself with the wellbeing of every single Jewish soul, 
no matter how distant they might seem. 

And they were taught, as the Rebbe’s emissaries, how to look upon a 
fellow Jew: With unbounded compassion, endless love, and unflagging 
optimism… 

…even if it takes a little chutzpah. 

Scan this code in the Spotify app to hear the story of 
Miriam bas Bilga put beautifully to music by Rabbi Ruvi 

New, as featured in his album “Storm the World.” 
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It’s been said that there are two varieties of Chutzpah. 
One is an aggressive, irreverent disdain for protocol, 
decorum, and respect. A classic example of this would 
be the child, on trial for patricide, pleading for mercy on 
the grounds of being an orphan. 

“Passive” chutzpah, by contrast,  is more of a blithe 
disregard for how others might view one’s actions. It 
says “I’m going to do what I’m going to do, with or 
without your approval.”  

On shlichus, the ability to put active chutzpah to 
positive use is an asset.  

Passive chutzpah is a necessity. 
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Chanukah At The Mall 
Of all the holidays on the Jewish calendar, few match Chanukah for 

sheer pizzazz. 

There’s something about the vivid imagery of the Maccabees’ 
struggle, the cozy  nostalgia of burning candles, and the sound of 
sizzling latkes that awakens something warm in the Jewish heart. The 
innocent, bright joy of Chanukah has a way of touching the inner child, 
the simple sincerity that lies at the center of a Jew’s soul. 

For those in the Jewish-soul business, Chanukah is a golden 
opportunity.   

And that was why, as their first Chanukah on shlichus approached, 
Rabbi Zvi and Shulamit Konikov found themselves mulling over how to 
best utilize the holiday’s unique spirit. 

One attractive idea soon presented itself: Why not set up a Chanukah 
display at the local mall? 

“It’s perfect!” Rabbi Konikov enthusiastically explained to the 
manager, a rather dour lady named Jill. “Think about how much 
money you spend on Xmas ornamentation every year…now you have a 

The Dreidel House and Menorah at the Melbourne Square Mall 
Note the video screen displaying videos of the Rebbe  
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chance to appeal to the Jewish demographic, and it won’t cost you a 
penny!” 

Jill blinked vacantly as the Rabbi’s energetic gaze met hers. 

“There’s still two months left until the holiday,” he continued. “Plenty 
of time! We’ll take care of all the arrangements; it won’t cost you any 
time or money.” 

Jill sighed. “I’ll have to bring it up to corporate.” 

Progress!  

Rabbi Konikov left the mall and made a mental note to follow up with 
Jill in a few days. 

Days, however, turned into weeks. Every polite email, every 
inquiring phone call, was met with the same response: “We’re waiting 
for corporate.” 

It’s a miracle that corporate ever gets anything done. 

With growing dismay, the Konikovs watched Chanukah inch closer 
and closer. With each passing day, they became increasingly 
suspicious that “corporate” was simply another name for good old 
disinterest. 

Their fears, sadly, were confirmed several weeks before Chanukah, 
when Jill drily informed them that their request had been denied. 
Rabbi Konikov was disgusted—it was abundantly clear that the mall 
had been stalling them needlessly, kicking the can down the road until 
it was far too late to redirect their energies toward making an event 
elsewhere. The chutzpah, the sheer brazenness of it, rankled. 

Perhaps it was time to use some chutzpah of their own. 

Rabbi Konikov called one last meeting with Jill, and strode into her 
office with an air of regretful apology. 

“Rabbi, I’m sorry that—” 

“Oh, no worries!” Rabbi Konikov assured her. “In fact, I’m quite sorry 
too!” 

“You’re…you’re sorry?” Jill wrinkled her nose in confusion. “For 
what?” 
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“Well,” explained the Rabbi with a deep sigh. “I’ve been flooded with 
letters and calls from community members these past few weeks, and 
they’re all unhappy—furious, even—that their faith isn’t being 
represented fairly.” 

For the first time, Jill’s eyebrows rose.  

“Until now,” the Rabbi continued dramatically, “I’ve been able to 
assure them that we’re in talks with the mall, and that there’s 
something in the works…that’s what’s been holding them back from 
doing anything drastic. But now…” he looked meaningfully at the 
manager, who now seemed distinctly rumpled, “...I’m washing my 
hands of the issue. The Jewish community is nearing a boiling point, 
and I’m afraid I can no longer guarantee what they’re going to do.” 

With that, Rabbi Konikov bid Jill a good day, strode down to his car, 
and headed back home.  

By the time he completed the short drive back to his office, there was 
a message waiting on his answering machine. It was Jill, and she 
sounded downright panicked. 

The overflow crowd at the Chanukah event  
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“Rabbi Konikov,” she stammered. “I’ve-corporate has changed its 
mind; you can do whatever you want.” 

That’s a bit more like it. 

* * * 
That Chanukah, the Melbourne Square Mall sported a massive 

Dreidel House displaying the story and observances of the holiday. 
Judah Maccabee himself (played by the Rabbi’s younger brother) gave 
nightly performances from noon to six throughout the eight day 
festival. A satellite dish was brought in—courtesy of the mall—to 
broadcast Chabad’s main Chanukah party in real time, plugging 
Brevard County into a revolutionary worldwide hookup called 
“Chanukah Live.” 

“How many chairs would you like us to set up for the event, Rabbi?” 
inquired Jill, who by now had become a model of friendly cooperation. 
Rabbi Konikov considered the question. 

“Two hundred,” he finally replied, silently hoping at least half of the 
chairs would be filled. 

He needn’t have worried; the night of the event, five hundred Jews 
packed into the mall. Adults chatted and socialized as their children 
scampered through the dreidel house, gazed in awe at Judah Macabee’s 
imposing physique, and watched spellbound as the night’s 
entertainment—a Chanukah magic show—unfolded on the stage. 

For the first time in Brevard history, the Rebbe’s face was streamed 
live on a massive screen. The crowd looked on as dozens of 
communities across the world were featured on the broadcast: Tokyo, 
Los Angeles, Paris and more—all lighting the very same flame that they 
were lighting, all commemorating the same miracle, all part of the 
same nation. 

There would be more battles in the years to come, more hurdles to be 
leapt over, more challenges to be surmounted. But as the Konikovs 
looked on at the hundreds of Jews experiencing an authentic 
Chanukah for the first time, they noted with pride that the ice had 
begun to melt on the Space Coast. 
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Chabad’s Chanukah event as it appeared in local newsprint 
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The Rebbes Response 

After Chanukah, a local supporter traveled to New York to 
present the Rebbe with a report of Chabad’s Chanukah outreach 
activities, accompanied by a photo collage. The Rebbe’s response 
is presented below, as recorded in transcript that was faxed to 
Rabbi Konikov. 

The wording of this response was subsequently repeated by the 
Rebbe in reply to other reports of Chabad events worldwide; 
reportedly, however, this was the very first instance that the 
Rebbe used it. 
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Free translation: 

“[Your report is] received; much thanks 

And may [these activities] be an “ongoing action” 

[Accompanied by] an additional increase; 

This is apropos to the current time [of year,]  

as our Sages empower us [in a ruling concerning this time of year, 
when the nights grow longer, providing increased opportunity for post-
workday Torah study]: “All who increase, are given an increase [of life 
from Heaven]; 

Especially [in light of] the blessing of the Holy one, blessed be He,  

Whose “increase” [in return for one’s investment] is greater [than the 
“principal”] 

 This is [furthermore] apropos to the current time, the period 
subsequent to the days of Chanukah, [when we experienced] a daily 
addition in the candle[s of the Chanukah lights, which symbolize the 
“candle”] of Mitzvos and the light of Torah, etc— 

[And in proximity to] the beginning of the month of Teves, the 15th of 
[that month], and Shabbat Mevorchim [the Shabbat preceding] the 
month of Shevat, the month of [the Previous Rebbe’s] passing— 

In the year ב“תשנ‘ה , [which serves as an acronym for the phrase]  הי ‘

שנת נפלאות בכל, מכל, כל בה‘ תהי  [its shall surely be a year of wonders “in all 
things”, “by all things”, with “all things”, “in it”]. 

I shall mention [you for blessing] at the resting place [of the Previous 
Rebbe]. 
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Its Not Your Power 



 

When the Rebbe first originated the concept of 
Shlichus, it seemed crazy. 

It seemed crazy to send young, impressionable 
Chassidic couples to plant the delicate seeds of their 
nascent families in unfamiliar, aggressively secular soil. 

It seemed crazy to expect these starry-eyed kids, 
uninvited and often unwelcomed by the local Jewish 
establishment, to make any meaningful difference at 
all. 

And it seemed the very height of insanity to imagine 
that these very same shluchim would take a city and 
utterly turn it on its ear. 

Still they went out, those early trailblazers; they set off 
on their crazy journeys with blind faith in the Rebbe’s 
vision. 

Now, decades later, it doesn’t seem that crazy 
anymore. 

But it still is. 

And faith in the vision is, perhaps, more important 
than it ever was. 
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“The Rebbe Sent Me Back To You!” 
In the early months of shlichus, there are several important skills 

that new shluchim are forced to develop. One of the lesser-known 
ones: Answering the phone with all the breezy professionalism of a 
CEO reclining on his $700 patent leather office chair in his high-rise 
office, despite owning no such chair, no such office, and for that matter 
no such $700. 

It was this skill that Rabbi Mendy Paltiel marshaled that early 
Monday morning, when the ringtone of his newly-connected landline 
sounded somewhere amidst the metropolis of moving boxes ranged 
haphazardly across the living room floor. 

“Hello, Chabad?” Rabbi Paltiel answered brightly, sounding exactly 
as if he was sitting on an OfficeMax© R5UC and not on a box labeled 
Dovi crib—bedroom. 

“Is this the Rabbi?” asked a vaguely middle-aged voice, thick with 
static. 

“It is.” 

“I have to come speak to you,” the caller said. “It’s important.” 

“Absolutely!” 

An hour later, John Doron ambled lankily into Rabbi Paltiel’s office 
home. A conspicuously tall man with a slow, deliberate voice, John was 
the type of gentle giant who stood out in a crowd. 

As Rabbi Paltiel listened with interest, John recounted how his 
secular parents, after discovering their young son investigating other 
religions, had begun searching for a wholesome, Jewish summer camp 
to send him to. By Divine Providence, they’d decided on Camp Gan 
Israel, Montreal. 

Fourteen-year old John was enthusiastically welcomed by the 
campers and staff (several of whom would go on to become prominent 
shluchim in Southern California), and enjoyed his summer 
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tremendously. But his personal highlight came on the 20th of Av, the 
yahrtzeit of the Rebbe’s father. 

The oldest few bunks, including John and his friends, were taken on 
an overnight trip to Crown Heights. They spent the morning touring 
and learning, and then headed to 770 to see the Rebbe up close. At 
their counselors' instruction, the campers positioned themselves 
strategically to be able to glimpse the Rebbe as he headed from his 
room to the main synagogue. 

Sure enough, exactly on time, the stately wooden door swung open. 
The Rebbe, accompanied by his secretaries, strode out into the foyer. 

And that was the moment when John, not knowing any better, stuck 
out his hand and politely offered the Rebbe a handshake. 

Grinning warmly, the Rebbe duly paused to shake the boy’s hand 
before continuing on his way, leaving a bewildered John to be 
chastised by his counselors for his innocent breach of protocol. 

Left to right: John Doron, the author, Rebbetzin Kreinie Paltiel  
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“I felt a little ashamed, I suppose,” John recalled with a sheepish grin, 
“but I was also sorta proud to have shaken the Rebbi’s hand. I figured I 
should do something to show the Rebbi how much I appreciated the 
attention he gave me. 

“So before we left our hosts’ house to head back to camp, I left an 
envelope with some of my canteen money on the counter. I asked our 
host to buy a bottle of wine and send it to the Rebbi as a gesture of 
gratitude.” 

“To my surprise,” John continued, “here was an official looking 
envelope waiting for me when I got back to California after the 
summer. It was from the Rebbi—he must’ve gotten my address 
somehow—warmly thanking me for ‘the thoughtful gift’ and blessing 
me. I was stunned—teenage kid that I was, I’d definitely never got a 
letter like that in my life, and from such an important Rabbi!” 

Despite the warm impressions of the encounter, however, John’s life 
had gone in a different direction, and his connection with Chabad had 
waned. It was only years later, in the year 2000, that he’d stumbled 
across the Chabad telethon while flipping idly through the channels on 
his TV.  

Rabbi Paltiel putting John’s height to good use at a Menorah lighting  
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“I saw those Rabbis dancing with that picture,” he told Rabbi Paltiel, 
“and I immediately recognized the Rebbe as the great rabbi who 
stopped to shake my hand all those years ago.” 

Moved, John decided to search up the closest Chabad house; within 
seconds—thanks to a still new and groundbreaking invention called 
“the internet”—John had discovered Rabbi Paltel’s newly-launched 
website, listing a phone number and an address only a few minutes 
away. 

That initial meeting blossomed into a warm relationship. John Doron 
became a frequent attendee at Shabbat services, holiday events, and 
classes at the newly minted Chabad house. Although he had married 
out of the Jewish faith, he was possesed of a vibrant Jewish neshamah, 
and Rabbi Paltiel watched with pride as his connection to Judaism 
grew. 

Until, one day, he just…disappeared. 

For days, weeks, and then months, John’s lanky form was absent 
from Chabad, and all Rabbi Paltiel’s efforts to contact him proved 
fruitless. Somewhat taken aback, he eventually turned his attention to 
other matters…but John’s abrupt disappearance continued to nag at 
his mind. 

* * * 
Six months later, the phone rang once again. Rabbi Paltiel—who by 

this point had acquired a chair, an office, and something around $700—
answered. 

It was John. He’d been dealing with various medical issues, he 
explained in a subdued voice; his life had turned upside down. Facing 
a flood of doctor’s visits and checkups, along with his regular work 
hours, John’s attendance at Chabad had fallen by the wayside. 

This continued for months…until one day, John happened to field an 
IT call from a client with a distinct Brooklyn accent. 

A few minutes of small talk revealed that the caller was, in fact, from 
Brooklyn; his name was Mendel, he was currently working for Tzivos 
Hashem, the Chabad Youth Organization. 
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“Really?” John had exclaimed. “In that case, let me tell you a story 
about the Rebbe!” 

The caller listened with interest as John told his story.  

“That’s really incredible!” Mendel had replied once John finished. “I 
imagine with a story like that, you must be really involved in your local 
Chabad!” 

John had been forced to admit that his participation had trickled off 
somewhat due to his health. Mendel commiserated with John’s difficult 
situation, but gently urged him to get back in touch. 

“What’s your Rabbi’s name?” he’d asked, on a whim. “Perhaps I know 
him.” 

“Rabbi Paltiel.” 

“Paltiel?” Mendel had exclaimed with sudden interest. “Mendy 
Paltiel?” 

“Yes, that’s him.” 

“John… he’s my cousin!” 

Hours later, Rabbi Mendy Paltiel listened in stunned silence as John 
concluded his story.  

“Rabbi,” he said resolutely, “I’m coming back. There’s no doubt in my 
mind—the Rebbe sent me back to you.” 

John Doron (standing, right) following along with the Megillah reading 
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For Rabbi Paltiel, John’s remarkable “double return” was a potent 
reminder of a shliach’s sacred responsibility to every Jew that he 
meets: 

“It was right at the beginning of my shlichus,” he recalls today. “I felt 
like I was being shown, at the very outset, how to view every Jew I 
would meet in the course of my shlichus. Every one of these souls is a 
child of the Rebbe, the Nasi (leader) of the Jewish people. The Rebbe is 
constantly aware of their individual needs, and finds a way to direct 
each of them to where they need to go. As a shliach, my duty is to be 
there for them, and treat them all with the love and respect that a child 
of the Rebbe deserves.” 
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A Plan For A Rainy Day 
It’s an irritatingly consistent fact that things always seem to go wrong 

on rainy days. 

I pondered this inconvenient truism as I crouched beneath the 
meager shelter of the Yeshiva van, its rheumatic engine grunting 
begrudgingly beneath the patter of the Friday afternoon rain. 

“What do you mean ‘he didn’t come?!’” I demanded of the young 
Yeshiva student who stood before me, arms spread in a helpless 
gesture. 

“It’s my partner Mendel!” he repeated. “He didn’t show up this 
morning, and he’s the one who knows the route!” 

I sighed resignedly. “Get in the car, Bentzy… I suppose we’ll figure it 
out on the way.” 

Like every Friday, my friends and I—students at Mesivta Lubavitch of 
Monsey, NY—were on a mission. Each pair of students had a “route,” a 
list of Jewish homes and businesses that they would visit each week, 
wrapping Tefillin and distributing Shabbat candles.  Dozens of men 
and women throughout the county—lawyers, florists, mechanics, and 
everyone in between—knew they could rely on the “Friday boys” for 
their weekly dose of Jewish inspiration. 

Except, of course, when they couldn’t. 

“This is fantastic,” I muttered, jolting with every bump and rattle of 
our beloved old van as it lurched unsteadily across the pavement. 
Mentally, I ran through the handful of other students who knew their 
way around Bentzy’s route, then craned my neck to survey the car. 

Outstanding. I chuckled mirthlessly, shaking my head in dismay. Only 
me. 

Relentless necessity, as always, determined things. I dropped Bentzy 
off at Northern Manor, the senior living home that was my usual 
weekly route. Another student hopped off the van to accompany him, 
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and I handed them my list of names and rooms before jouncing off 
down the road towards Bentzy’s route. 

Another unfortunate truth of life: Poor decisions only ever seem to 
catch your attention in hindsight. This, too, I ruefully reflected on 
several minutes later, as an unfortunate oversight snagged my brain 
like a nail catching on a wool sweater. Swiveling around again, I 
addressed the boys in the backseat: 

“Anyone got a spare raincoat?”  

Silence from the van.  

Well, of course; who packs a spare raincoat? 

My usual Friday route being entirely indoors, I hadn’t thought to 
bring my own coat with me. I had not, of course, considered the 
possibility that I would find myself visiting an entirely different—and 
decidedly outdoor—route that day. What were the chances? 

The author and fellow Monsey Yeshiva students with some of 
their friends from Northern Manor  
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I turned back around in disgust as we neared the drop off for Bentzy’s 
route, resigning myself to an afternoon of soggy shoes. 

* * * 
It was, indeed, a soggy-shoed Yeshiva student who pulled himself 

wearily into the rattling van several hours later. Not that it hadn’t been 
a successful day; in fact, a carpet-store owner on Bentzy’s route, 
usually reluctant to put on Tefillin, had relented upon seeing me 
trudge soddenly but determinedly into his shop, having walked nearly 
half a mile in the rain.  

But just as I sank gratefully into the tattered bucket seat, my blood 
froze in my veins. 

Oh no! I groaned inwardly. I forgot to tell Bentzy about Mr. Scop! 

Mr. Scop was a rather temperamental elderly man in the hospital 
wing of Northern Manor. He could be agreeable and friendly one 
week, sullen and taciturn the next. His moodiness was understandable, 
I suppose; some medical procedure or illness (I never plucked up the 
courage to ask which) had rendered a large portion of his face 
unrecognizable.  

The author and Mr. Scop in better days  
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While he occasionally enjoyed us stopping in, his condition—and his 
reception of our visits—had recently taken a turn for the worse. The 
last time we had visited him, our offer of Tefillin seemed to downright 
upset him. 

After that encounter, I’d resolved not to trouble the old man further. 
Had I been doing the route that week, I’d have sufficed with a quick 
“Shabbat Shalom!” and perhaps some good wishes. 

Poor Bentzy, I mused anxiously. He wasn’t older than fifteen, four 
years my junior, and I frowned at the thought of him enduring an 
angry tirade—or worse, unintentionally upsetting a sick old man. 

To my relief, Bentzy was flushed with joy when we picked him up. 
He’d had a great time, he reported; he’d talked and sang with the 
residents of the home, lifting their spirits and his at the same time. 

“What about Mr. Scop?” I ventured hesitantly. “On the second floor, 
right past the Pavilion…?” 

“Oh, him?” Benzty returned cheerfully. “We put tefillin on with him 
and spoke for a while. He was a bit quiet at first, but in the end he was 
so thrilled that we came!” 

I grinned wearily and closed my eyes, grateful that the last surprise of 
that Friday had been a happy one. 

* * * 
The next week, I returned to Mr. Scop’s room. To my astonishment, I 

found his bed empty, the covers neatly pressed and his beloved 
knicknacks and pictures gone from the windowsill. With a growing 
sense of unease, I asked the closest nurse for an explanation. 

“Mr. Scop?” the nurse replied, shaking her head mournfully. “I’m 
sorry, dear…he passed away this Monday.” 

Mechanically, I thanked her and shuffled away in a fog. Mr. Scop…
gone? Just like that? 

I shivered as the full truth came to me suddenly. 
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Had I visited Mr. Scop that week, I realized with a start, had I 
remembered to tell Bentzy to leave him alone, he would in all likelihood have 
missed his chance to put on tefillin…for the last time! 

* * * 
Sometimes we think that success on Shlichus comes from our own effort—

our own planning, our own ingenuity, our own persistence. 

But once in a while, perhaps on a rainy day, we’re reminded of the truth. 

We’re reminded that we’re only messengers, carrying out a greater plan…
messengers who end up at the right place, at the right time, no matter how 
wrong it seems. 
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“...with regards to [Shimon and Levi’s decimation of] the city of Shechem: 
Seemingly, when Shimon and Levi set out to destroy Shechem, how could 
they have known with certainty that they would overtake it? After all, they 
were putting themselves in danger! 

“The verse tells us, however, that ‘they came onto the city confidently;’ 
Rashi explains that ‘they were secure in the strength of the Old One’—in 
other words, they felt secure in their father Yaakov’s [spiritual] power [to 
protect them], despite the fact they had not even notified him of their 
intentions! As Rashi elaborates, ‘they had not sought counsel from [their 
father],’ and in fact, Yaakov would have disproved [of their actions]! 

“...nevertheless, being that they acted for the sake of heaven, they remained 
secure in the Old One’s power [and indeed, they were miraculously 
successful.” 

“They Were Secure in the Power of 
the Old One…” 

From a talk of the Rebbe in 1969 
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The Rebbe’s Man In Brevard 
When Rabbi Zvi and Shulamit Konikov set up shop in Brevard 

County, on Central Florida’s Space Coast, they received a decidedly 
frosty welcome.  

From the get-go, the Konikovs tried their best to cultivate a friendly 
relationship with Brevard’s long-established local 
temples.  Passionately, they laid out the Chabad mandate: Providing 
every Jew, regardless of affiliation or background, the opportunity to 
experience Judaism at their own pace in a warm and non judgmental 
setting.   

Despite their best efforts, however, many local Jews remained deeply 
distrustful of Orthodoxy, and openly expressed dismay at the prospect 
of Chabad setting down roots in the area. On one occasion, the young 
shluchim were urged in no uncertain terms to “please go home.” 

Few people would bet on a fledgling organization getting very far in 
such an unfriendly environment.  

The teachings of Chassidus, however, highlight a fascinating quirk of 
human nature: The emotional attribute of netzach—the relentless 

Rabbi Konikov poses with Chabad's first car menorah 
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pursuit of victory at all costs, beyond all reason—becomes fully 
pronounced only when it finds itself being opposed. 

Perhaps nobody in modern history exemplifies this concept as much 
as the Lubavitcher Rebbe. Faced with a world full of disdain and 
apathy, the Rebbe set his goals and pursued them relentlessly, 
unstoppably, no matter what stood in his way 

Following his example, the Konikovs set their jaws and moved 
forward. At times their prospects looked dismal; at times it seemed as 
if they were all alone, struggling to build on the shifting sands of the 
Space Coast. 

Throughout the difficult first years, however, there were always 
signs—some large, some small—of the Rebbe’s strength guiding them 
through their challenges; reminders to the young shluchim that they 
were not alone, and that all they needed to do was create a vessel for 
the Rebbe’s blessings to flow through. 

* * * 
It was in the early months of the Konikov’s shlichus that a local 

supporter suggested they meet with Dr. Rabbi Paul Grob, of the local 
Conservative congregation. 
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Given their reception thus far, the shluchim were doubtful that any 
help would be forthcoming. There didn’t seem to be much to lose, 
however; and so, setting their misgivings aside, they duly scheduled a 
meeting. 

The young couple arrived at the Rabbi’s office with a vague sense of 
unease. As the austere wooden doors swung open, Rabbi Konikov 
found himself absently wondering how he would break the ice. 

As it turned out, he needn’t have worried. 

The very first thing that greeted the shluchim was a magnificent, 
framed picture of the Rebbe, beaming at them from the wall of the 
Rabbi’s study. All of a sudden, Rabbi Konikov found himself wanting to 
cry. 

“What?!” he exclaimed somewhat unceremoniously. “Why…why is 
there a picture of the Rebbe hanging in your office?!” 

If Dr. Rabbi Paul Grob was at all ruffled by this abrupt opening, he 
didn’t show it.  

“What do you mean?” he returned good-naturedly. “I visit the Rebbe 
every year before Rosh Hashanah!” 

Rabbi Grob addressing the crowd at Chabad’s Chanukah event, flanked by 
Rabbi Konikov (standing, left) and the Mayor of Melbourne (seated, far right)  
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If any sentence in the world could have made the conversation more 
surreal, that matter-of-fact statement was it. Amazed, the Konikovs 
took a seat as Rabbi Grob related his story. 

Several years before, he and his wife Dorothy had been brought to 
meet the Rebbe on the famous Sunday dollar line. The instant the 
Rebbe handed the Grobs each a crisp dollar bill, accompanied by a 
blessing for success, Paul burst out in tears—much to the surprise of 
his wife, who was somewhat confused by her macho husband’s 
unexpectedly emotional outburst. 

“Honey,” he solemnly told her, after taking a moment to calm down, 
“you know that Dr. Rabbi Paul Grob doesn’t just lose his cool. I just felt 
like that Rabbi…well, it was as if he was massaging my soul!” 

From that day on, the Rebbe became a friend and mentor to Rabbi 
Grob. Like so many others, he grew to think of the Rebbe as a guide, a 
source of truth in a world of deceit. 

The Konikovs sat in stunned silence. In a complete subversion of 
expectation, it seemed they had found a welcoming, warm ally—
someone who was not only sympathetic to Torah-true Judaism, but to 
the Rebbe, his shluchim, and their vision for the Jews of Brevard 
County. 

In the years that followed, Rabbi Grob would indeed prove to be an 
invaluable ally and a close friend. One memorable Chanuakah, at 
Chabad’s massive holiday celebration in the Melbourne Square Mall, 
he took the podium immediately following the live broadcast of the 
Rebbe’s talk. To the shock of his all constituents who were present, he 
promptly launched into an impassioned speech—a speech that could 
have been lifted straight out of Rabbi Konikov’s notes: 

“You all heard it!” he proclaimed to the five-hundred Jews gathered at 
the Menorah lighting. “The Rebbe just gave us a mandate! Each and 
every one of us are lamplighters; we have a mission to illuminate the 
world. Everyone should go out and do a mitzvah! Tell your friends!” 

Later, he related to Rabbi Konikov that on one of his annual trips to 
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Crown Heights, the Rebbe had instructed him to  “lead your 
congregation to Judaism.” He took up the mandate enthusiastically, 
encouraging his constituents to become more actively involved in 
Torah and mitzvot; with his encouragement, several of them even 
joined Chabad and began living fully observant lives. 

It didn’t take long for Rabbi Grob’s pro-Chabad stance to ruffle 
feathers in the temple boardroom. A clever clause in his contract, 
however, forestalled his being removed from the faculty altogether; 
instead, he was reassigned from Acting Rabbi to Rabbi Emeritus. He 
continued his positive influence from his new position, and began 
keeping Shabbos, walking nearly three miles to join Chabad’s services 
each week. 

Years later, Rabbi Konikov reflected on that first meeting. 

“We thought of ourselves as Yehudah going into Goshen,” he mused, 
“we were coming to completely new turf, turning over Space Coast…it 
didn’t take long for us to realize that even here, the Rebbe had his 
connections—a Conservative Rabbi, of all people!—and that without 
question, the Rebbe was carrying us.” 
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