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Dedicated in Memory of Harav Moshe Kotlarsky - Pioneering A Generation of The Rebbe's Shluchim

Rabbi Levi and Mushky Glitsenstein, Alaska Fewish
Campus - Chabad Lubavitch, Anchorage, Alaska

Shlichus Where the Sun
Doesn’t Set (And Neither
Does Jewish Life)

By Chaya Chazan

The Rebbe paid special attention to far places, where the work of
Chabad is needed the most for the local communities.

ties serve as an inspiration for Jews around the
world to strengthen their commitment to their
Judaism.

r | These small, far out, yet vibrant Jewish communi-

| was born in Eilat, Israel. My father was one of the
only shluchim to be personally chosen and sent by the
Rebbe before he was even married as a pioneer to es-
tablish Chabad in Eilat. In 1975, Eilat was considered a
small and faraway city, and the Rebbe was involved in
every step of the development of Chabad’s work there,
giving many specific directives and blessings through-
out the years, from small details like editing Chabad
flyers to larger projects like choosing the specific prop-
erty to build the Chabad house.

My wife grew up in a location as opposite to Eilat as
could possibly be. My in-laws, Rabbi Yosef and Esty
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Greenberg, arrived in Alaska in 1991 with Rebbe’s
blessings to establish Chabad in the state of Alaska.
Baruch Hashem, they were very successful in build-
ing a thriving Jewish community at the Alaska Jewish
Campus - Chabad Lubavitch. Their vision and work is
truly incredible and unmatched for a city and location
of this kind. My wife and | were honored to join their
team as shluchim in 2013, dedicating ourselves to out-
reach, programs, classes and activities, building and
supporting a thriving Jewish life in Alaska.

In 1992, my in-laws came to the Rebbe for the Kinus
Hashluchos, when my wife was three months old. The
Rebbe gave them the blessing before going back to
Alaska, “You should make it warm there!” This is our
mission and calling until the coming of Moshiach: to
“warm up” Alaska.

e — ——

I'd driven down the street leading to the Chabad house
hundreds of times. I'd walked that block every Shab-
bos week after week and was familiar with the homes
and community members. In the winter months, |
wasn'’t able to pay much attention, since | needed to
keep my eyes on the ground to make sure | didn’t slip
on the icy snow, but in the summer, | had the leisure
to look around and notice all the small changes. | was
surprised when | saw one home with a mezuzah.

How have [ never noticed this before? | wondered. If a
Jewish family lives so close to Chabad, wouldn’t | know
them?

A few days later | returned to visit and rang the door-
bell, but no one seemed to be home. The next few
times | went, | met with similar disappointment. | left
flyers and cards on the porch, but never heard from
the mysterious owner.

One Shabbos morning as | passed by, | saw a man ex-
iting the home. | went over and greeted him and intro-
duced myself.

When I told him who | was and why | was so excited to
meet him, his face relaxed into a smile.

“Oh! Yes, that makes sense. My name is Nate. I'm a
doctor and a surgeon with a demanding schedule, so
I'm rarely home. It’s nice to meet you!”

| shared my interest in his mezuzah and asked him
about it.

“Oh, that? It’s not mine,” he answered. “I bought this
house from a Jewish lady 15 years ago, and she had it
up on the door.

“| decided to leave it. | myself also have some Jewish
background, although I don’t know much. My grand-
mother, on her deathbed, told my mother she was
Jewish. She survived the Holocaust and was too afraid
to ever let anyone know after that. With my grand-
mother’s revelation in my mind, | decided to honor this
Jewish relic by leaving it where it was.”

Nate promised to come by the Chabad house. That
was the beginning of a long and fruitful friendship.
Together, we learned Torah, put on tefillin, and Nate
got more involved with his Judaism. Recently, he built
a new home on the other side of town, and this time
he made sure to call and ask me to come and put up
mezuzahs in the new house.

e — —

Alaska is the largest state in the country, but its pop-
ulation is spread thinly throughout hundreds of small
towns and villages. Throughout these exist a sprinkle
of Jews. As Chabad of Alaska, it’s up to us to help every
Jew in the state, even though many of them live hours
away from us.

One summer morning, | got a call from an elderly man
in Soldotna, a small city about 3 hours drive from An-
chorage. His voice was tremulous, and | had to listen
carefully to make sure | caught every word.

He told me his name was Jules - although he was
proud to tell me his Hebrew name, Yosef ben Eliezer
HaKohen, as well - and that he now splits his time be-
tween Soldotna and Florida. His doctors had just given
him a grim prognosis: his days were numbered.

“They gave me three weeks,” he explained, stumbling
over the difficult words. “In the short time | have left
on this earth, there is only one thing | care about. For
most of my life, | wasn’t involved in my Judaism, al-
though | have fond memories of accompanying my
grandfather to shul in Connecticut as a boy. Now, as
I look death in the face, | know with certainty: | want
to be buried with my people!” His voice grew stronger.
“Please help me!”
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“Of course!” | assured him. “We have a Jewish ceme-
tery here in Anchorage, and it would be our honor to
reserve a spot for you!”

He gave his credit card information right away to cov-
er all the costs involved in the taharah, funeral, and
burial.

“I'm very serious about this, and will do anything to
ensure | will receive a proper Jewish burial,” he ex-
plained.

| was impressed with his sincerity and passion, and
promised to start the arrangements right away. Jules
called me every other day to get status updates, mak-
ing sure | was giving his funeral arrangements top pri-
ority. Although we only spoke on the phone, | could
hear the rapid deterioration of his health in his voice.
When he called me one morning, his voice had faded
to a raspy whisper, and | knew his time was approach-
ing.

Knowing that the end was near, we video chatted and
I helped him say the final confessional prayer. We end-
ed with Shema, which | began to coach him through,
just as I had for the rest of Viduy. Jules didn’t need my
help. He said the entire Shema fluently, and sighed
deeply when he finished.

The next morning, his neighbor called to tell me that
Jules had passed away.

| immediately called the funeral home and arranged
for his body to be transferred to Anchorage. Jules
had no family and knew not a soul in Anchorage. Who
would be our minyan? | emailed our community the
information for the burial of this meis mitzvah, and
hoped people would come through. | made a few
phone calls and texts to ensure that Jules would be
properly respected on his final journey and that Kad-
dish would be said.

When | got to the cemetery, | was surprised to see over
100 people gathered to see him off on his final journey.
The crowd included our local community members,
tourists and even the students of a traveling yeshivah
camp.

Jews from every walk of life had come to pay their
respects to this stranger that none of them knew,
from the middle of nowhere, Alaska. Just a day be-
fore, we’d commemorated the destruction of the Beis
Hamikdash, reminding ourselves that every Jew is a

mini-mikdash. As long as the Jewish nation lives, the
Beis Hamikdash can never be destroyed.

— ——

I'd known David for a long time. He’d been coming to
Chabad for a while, and was a beloved member of our
community.

When we celebrated the birth of our daughter, David
called to congratulate us, offering his most sincere and
joyous Mazal tovs.

“I have a baby gift for you,” he told me. “Can | come
over now to show it to you?”

David arrived about twenty minutes later, radiating
barely contained emotion. He held a brown folder
tightly against his chest, smoothing its cover every so
often with unconscious strokes.

“l didn’t have it easy growing up,” he began, once he’d
sat at the table with a cup of coffee. “My parents at-
tended a synagogue at one point, but they moved to
another part of town and never bothered finding a
replacement. So | grew up knowing next to nothing
about my Judaism.

“My parents both died when | was a teen, leaving me to
patch up the broken pieces of my future. I felt lost and
rudderless, so when | saw an ad asking for volunteers
in Israel to replace workers who'd been called to serve
in the Gulf War, I thought it was the perfect solution to
all my problems.

“| joined a kibbutz and soon settled into my new rou-
tine. I made friends and was starting to envision a fu-
ture, when tragedy struck. | was working in the fields
with a group of friends, when terrorists opened fire on
us. A few friends from my group died, and I was injured
badly.

“The next few weeks were devastating. | mourned the
loss of my friends and felt stifled by my immobility. |
was an athlete who loved running around and being
active, and | was going out of my mind confined to a
wheelchair that relentlessly taunted me with the re-
ality of my blighted future. When | finally recovered
enough to hobble back on my feet, | flew back to
America.

“| was extremely depressed and lost. | was coming out
of the train station in Chicago one day, engrossed in
thought, when a New York Times article caught my
eye”
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David pulled a yellowed newspaper from the brown
folder with deferential care. It was dated July 8, 1994,
just a few weeks after the Rebbe passed away. It was a
full page ad with the catchy title, Turn pain into action;
tears into growth. A large picture of the Rebbe beamed
up from the page.

“] didn’t know who the Rabbi in the newspaper was,
but | was immediately drawn to his kind, compas-
sionate face. Just looking at his picture brought me a
measure of comfort. The words on the top of the page
seemed written expressly for me, and | bought a copy
of the paper on the spot. | hung up the ad on my wall,
and every time | looked at it, it brought me a renewed
sense of peace and purpose. | slowly began to rebuild
my life. Whenever | moved, this newspaper moved
along with me, and it was the first thing I hung on the
walls of my new home.”

David paused for a moment, breathing deeply and
gathering his thoughts.

“At some point, | realized there were some other
words written on the side. See? Mah zar’o b’chayim, of
hu b’chayim - as his children are alive, he is alive. Now
that you’ve had another child, | thought it would be
a fitting gift for you. This newspaper is my most trea-
sured item and it changed my life. Now that | know so
much about the Rebbe’s work all over the world and |
see your family growing, it deserves to be with you - a
child of the Rebbe who is keeping the Rebbe’s legacy
alive by being here in Alaska, continuing to change the
lives of countless Jews.”

| accepted the gift with humble appreciation, and it
now occupies a prominent spot in my office.

DollarDaily.org

a Project of

YadLShliach.org
and COLlive.com

LIVE

$732+

MAKE CENTS OF YOUR NEW YEAR

S1 a day keeps the mitzvahs on the way!

ILLUMINATIONS, A PROJECT OF DOLLARDAILY.ORG, SUPPORTS CHABAD HOUSES WORLDWIDE:
+ Provide Tefillin for Yitzhak, connecting him to his Jewish roots.

+ Empower Miriam through Mikvah visits, fostering spiritual growth.

+ Help the Rabbi’s family with new clothes, supporting their selfless service.
+ Sponsor Shabbas experiences on college campuses, creating vibrant Jewish communities.

....................................................................................................................................

$759180+

DONATING PER DAY  ALREADY DONATED TO ORGANIZATIONS  TO BE GIVEN OVER THE NEXT 365 DAYS

$266815+

- ©

~=
—————

DollarDaily.org

HELP JEWS.

ALL JEWS.
IN ALL PLACES.

Join 700+ people giving just $1 a day at DollarDaily.org and make a lasting impact!
2 DollarDaily.org

Issue 172 | Parshas Shemini 5785



