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Inside these 432 pages of adventure, you'll discover a unique collection of stories, some of which have 
graced the pages of the DollarDaily.org weekly newsletter 'IllumiNations,' captivating readers far and 
wide. Alongside these are dozens of previously unreleased tales and details, making each page a new 
discovery. With intriguing facts, a stylish magazine-style layout, and vibrant, full-color illustrations, 
"IllumiNations" takes you on a journey through over 250 narratives, spanning the globe from Alaska 

to Australia, California to Johannesburg, and beyond. In every story, you'll feel the deep theme of a Jewish 
soul finding its way home, one at a time, guided by the extraordinary individuals we call shluchim.

It was a busy morning, but when the man and his family 
showed up at 9:00, I sat down to chat with them. We had 
a pleasant conversation before I excused myself to get 
the shul ready.

“Rabbi, do you know who that is?” a member of my 
congregation whispered. “That’s Robert Kraft, the owner 
of the New England Patriots!”

Throughout davening, I turned to Robert to signal that a 
kaddish was approaching. After a couple of times of me turning 
around, Robert commented to the man next to him, “The rabbi thinks 
I’m a goy who doesn’t know where kaddish is!”

Robert was used to being flattered and fawned over wherever he went, so he was happy to be 
treated like any other Jew who simply needed a minyan to say kaddish.

After davening, another man told him, “You know, you kind of look like Robert Kraft.”

“Oh, really?” Robert answered, innocently. “Interesting. Do you know him?”

We became close. They continue to support our Chabad house, and any time we have a new baby, 
they send boxes and boxes of Patriots baby gear. I’m a Dolphins fan myself, but we accept the 
gifts, knowing they’re coming from a good place.

Wyoming is home to a secret network of intercontinental ballistic missile 
(ICBM) silos. These silos house the Minuteman III ICBMs, which are part of 
America’s strategic defense system and crucial for national security. The 
exact locations of the silos are classified, but they are spread throughout 
Wyoming. While hidden from public view, these silos contribute to the 
country’s defense capabilities and serve as a deterrent against potential 
threats.

∑
During a recent summer, we 

had thousands of frum Jews 
passing through Jackson on their way to 
Yellowstone. We had a beautiful Shabbos 
meal set up for over 100 people. We hired a 
caterer, and waiters to set the tables and serve. 
A few hours before Shabbos, a man came in with 
his whole family. “I’m here to help,” he said, rolling 
up his sleeves. I told him we had waiters taking care of 
everything, but he insisted. 

“We’re coming to Wyoming for Shabbos - we can pitch in.” He had all eight of his children helping 
as well. He was a memorable guest in a sea of unfamiliar faces.

As is customary in many Chabad Houses, during the meal, we went around the table asking each 
person to introduce themselves and share a piece of inspiration or suggest a song to sing.

The mysterious helper from Erev ShabbosOne man stood up and introduced himself as Yoely. 
“I’m not Chabad, as you can tell,” he said, “but I love the Lubavitcher Rebbe. Any time I have any 
issue at all, I go to the Ohel, ask the Rebbe to intercede on my behalf, and the problem is always 
resolved soon after.

“I manufacture sweeteners and sell them to large companies. I’d made a deal with T.J. Maxx, but 
then they told me they no longer needed the product. For two months, they kept threatening to 
cancel the order. I didn’t know what to do. I went to the Ohel and explained the situation to the 
Rebbe. Within two hours, I received a call that everything was back on - business as usual.”
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Chabad of Sumy, Ukraine Compassion 
Amidst Chaos

Rabbi Yechiel Shlomo & Rochi Levitansky

My connection to the Jews of Ukraine has deep roots that stretch back many years. Upon 
completing my studies in yeshiva, I embarked on a mission to assist the shluchim in 

Kharkov, Ukraine. It was the year 1995, only a few years after the fall of communism, and 
Ukraine was still grappling with the challenges of attaining independence and shedding 
the remnants of its communist past. The people were yearning for a fresh start.

The disparity between my 
home in California, where my 
parents raised me in the spirit 
of shlichus, and the reality I 
encountered in Ukraine was 
stark and overwhelming. The 
Ukrainian people had very 
little. Electricity was unreliable, and water supply would sporadically cease. Foreigners were 
regarded with suspicion, and making phone calls back home was both complicated and expensive.

When children attended the Chabad overnight camp, they didn’t arrive with two pillows and 
a duffel bag filled with treats. Instead, they carried a single change of clothes, crammed into a 
shopping bag. They possessed next to nothing, yet they radiated genuine happiness. They lacked 
material wealth, but they did not consider themselves impoverished. I vividly recall the sheer 
joy on their faces when I distributed bananas—a simple act that brought them immeasurable 
delight.

The humble Jews of Ukraine served as an incredible source of inspiration for me. Whenever 
we organized an event, they showed up eagerly and without persuasion. They possessed an 
insatiable thirst to learn more about Yiddishkeit. They yearned to listen, to absorb knowledge. 
Many arrived with virtually no prior understanding of their faith, not even the basics. Witnessing 
their journey—from embracing bris milah and donning tefillin to adopting Shabbos observance 
and adhering to kashrus—within the span of a year or two was nothing short of astonishing. The 
fire that blazed in their eyes as they delved into Torah study and their unwavering devotion to 
their faith was a sight to behold.
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The Hollywood Hills is a prestigious 
neighborhood located in the Santa 
Monica Mountains in Los Angeles, 
California. It is known for its 
luxurious homes, stunning views, and 
close proximity to the entertainment 
industry.

Chabad of Mt. Olympus 
Hollywood Hills West, California 

The Real Stars of the 

Hollywood 
Hills

Rabbi Sholom Ber and Rochela Rodal

In 1970, the Rebbe sent my in-laws, Rabbi Naftoli and Fayge Estulin, to Los Angeles. 
Years before the Iron Curtain fell, well before anyone even dreamed of such a possibility, 

the Rebbe’s instructions guaranteed a supportive infrastructure for the first wave of Jewish 
Russian immigrants that flocked to California later that decade.

My father-in-law, himself originally from Russia, 
founded the West Coast’s first Chabad Russian 
Center. Russian immigrants began gentrifying 
the nearby Hollywood Hills. That’s where we 
come in. In the late 1990s, my wife and I moved 
to Mt. Olympus, in the beautiful Hollywood 
Hills, to serve the Jewish community and the 
large segment of the Russian Jewish population 
that had moved to the area, with a focus on 
young Jewish families and young professionals. 

Ironically, the recent unrest in Russia and Ukraine 
has made it come full circle. There’s a huge influx 
of refugees, and we’re called upon to offer many of 
the same services my father-in-law once offered. 
We provide food, housing, and clothing, assist 
them with immigration lawyers, and, of course, 
Hebrew school for their children, alongside a wide 
variety of shiurim and other Jewish experiences. 

Some refugees don’t speak a word of English. It’s amazing to sing a Jewish or Russian song and 
watch their faces light up with belonging. A lot of our local families adopted a refugee family to 
help them with anything they need. We’ve witnessed a tremendous outpouring of kindness and 
generosity.
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