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Dear Readers,

Imagine you’d catch a glimpse of a precious, valuable treasure from afar.  
You’d chase after it with all your might!  You would even dig in the mud 
and get yourself dirty with no qualms in order to reach it!

We caught sight of a very valuable treasure beyond description, who 
defined himself as an ‘אוצר של יראת שמים’.  

In this issue, you’ll see a large part of this treasure that we found and 
shared with you, answering the Rebbe’s call of ‘Why don’t you run after 
me to get it?  Return to your treasures, and start using them!’

With the theme this time being ‘Gratitude’, we are extremely grateful 
to Hashem for letting us all know about this treasure, and we wish all 
readers Hatzlacha in coming close to this precious treasure!  

We ‘treasure’ and ‘appreciate’ your feedback…

Faigy Kahane

Dear Editor

Firstly, let me express my 
delight in reading this amazing 
first issue of the Breslov Magazine. 
It is informative, well written, and a 
pleasure to read. 

I’m unfamiliar with Breslov; however, 
upon reading this superbly presented 
magazine, I can honestly say I was quite 
amazed and delighted with the standard. 
The stories were heartrending, the layout 
clear and colorful, and I gained from the 
varied messages.

I wish you much hatzlacha in future 
issues,

F.B.   England

Rays - The Breslov 
Family Magazine
For comments,  
suggestions, 
questions, or to 
submit articles please 
contact us:
Raysof148@gmail.com

Graphics by: 
Yofi Hanachal
Yofihanachal@gmail.com
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Since this is the second magazine 
Baruch Hashem, and it is focused 
on Hoda’a, we find a very relevant 
passuk in Aishes Chayil, praising 
the woman of valor that...

’לא תירא ... כי כל ביתה לבוש שנים‘

‘Her household does not fear 
the cold or snow, because she 
dresses them in warm clothes.’

Chazal explain שנים to mean 
double, two, and R’ Nosson uses 
this as a klal in Avodas Hashem.

The only way one can be 
successful in any area of Avodas 
Hashem is through repetition.  
One has to keep on repeating the 
good deeds, and not get tired.  
So שנים means endless. 

If this is a yesod in Avodas 
Hashem, how much more so 
when it comes to the area of 
Hoda’a.  Endless thanks!

The theme of this magazine 
is coming to stress the great 
advantage, benefit and necessity 
of Hoda’a.  

The whole purpose of creation, 
which is Am Yisrael, is so that we 
should constantly be engaged in 
thanking Hashem.  Therefore, we 
are called Yehudim, after Shevet 
Yehuda. He was given this name, 
because Leah realized she owed 

a thanks to Hashem for getting 
more than her portion. Although 
there were another 11 shevatim 
which we could have been called 
after, nevertheless, Yehuda was 
the chosen Shevet because this 
is the highest tachlis which a Yid 
has to reach. 

We find that the first word a Yid 
should utter in the morning is 
‘Modeh ani’. We carry on with 
this line of Hoda’a when we say 
‘Elokai Neshama’, where we 
state: ,בקרבי שהנשמה  זמן   כל 
 As long as I’m alive, I‘ ...מודה אני
will thank Hashem!’

Chazal tell us that nothing in the 
Torah is a chiuv, but those who 
are familiar with the siddur will 
see that it says לפיכך אנחנו חייבים 
 ,and so too, on Shabbos להודות
we say, …היצורים כל  חובת  שכן 
  . להודות

Every rule has an exception, and 
because the whole purpose of 
Creation is Hoda’a, therefore, 
Hoda’a is not in the rule of 
nothing being a chiuv.

The importance of Hoda’a 
continues even after Mashiach 
comes, and in Olam Haba.  Even 
when the Beis Hamikdash will be 
rebuilt, all the korbanos will be 
nullified besides for the Korban 
Todah.  

We are now in the holy month of 
Kislev, when we have the great 
days of Chanuka.  It is interesting 
to note that although the nes 
took place with the lights of the 
menorah that burnt for eight 
days, even so, in Al Hanissim 
we emphasize only the inyan of 
Hoda’a.  As we say, וקבעו שמונת 
 ...ימי חנוכה אלו, להודות ולהלל

Not only is Hoda’a the purpose of 
creation, it will also always stay in 
existence, and this is why all the 
Yamim Tovim will become battul 
besides for Chanuka. 

One should feel privileged to be 
able to be Modeh to Hashem.  
Therefore, we have to thank 
Hashem for being able to thank 
Him. May we all be zoiche to 
constantly occupy ourselves 
in this great avodah of Hoda’a, 
and feel privileged to be able to 
thank, in every situation, and in 
this z’chus, we will surely hasten 
the coming of Mashiach.

EndlEss 
Thanks!

Rabbi
Elimelech
Silbiger



5

Revelation & Inspiration

‘This world is full of tzaros, pain 
and suffering.’  

So says R’ Nosson. 

Sounds tempting? 

Even if your answer is no, there’s 
no way to escape it, and no way to 
deny it.  

Man was born to toil.  People 
walk around resigned to their 
fate of making peace with reality, 
struggling to hold their heads 
above the water.  Shoulders bent 
beneath the strain of making 
a living, perpetual worry lines 
creased in the forehead for lack 
of knowledge in how to reach the 
rebellious teenager, medical bills 
reaching sky-high.  No doubt about 
it, everyone gets their fair share. 

The person feels totally consumed 
by his troubles, seeing no way 
out.  Every age and stage brings 
in its wake its accompanying toils; 
childhood with its pressures from 
school, marriage with its added 
responsibilities, motherhood with 
its millions of tasks to be juggled at 

once, and even golden retirement 
with its ails and doctor visits.

With all this, how on earth does 
Hashem expect us to serve Him?  
Plain survival takes up all our energy, 
who can think about theoretical 
beautiful topics like coming close to 
Hashem and doing His will?

 

‘Due to all the unbearable tzaros, 
suffering, and obstacles in this 
world, it is very difficult for a person 
to come close to Hashem.  Even just 
davening to Hashem and telling 
Him about our pain, is also hard, 
because of the many troubles that 
block up the heart until a person 
cannot even open his mouth.’

So is all lost?  Can we sink into 
the black hole of depression and 
despair?  See, even R’ Nosson 
says it’s difficult; it must be really 
impossible!

Before you fall into the place of no 
return, hold on one second.  Can 

it be that R’ Nosson throws us off 
the deep end without handing us 
a life raft?  The Rebbe’s way is to 
strengthen, never to discourage. 

‘The Great Doctor, who can heal 
complicated, spiritual illnesses 
completely’, the one who 
exclaimed, ‘and I heal her’ surely 
has a remedy for this too!

 R’ Nosson, ‘who was attached 
to him with a true and real 
connection, with complete self-
sacrifice and nullification, toiled 
to gather from his Torahs precious 
pearls and everlasting remedies, in 
order to merit eternal life through 
them’.  

Which medication can he prescribe 
us now, in our current, seemingly 
hopeless situation?

‘One needs to train oneself to 
thank and praise Hashem for all 
the good He did with him.  Through 
this, he can be assured that now 
too, Hashem will not remove His 
kindness and goodness from him, 
and it will strengthen his heart to 

Singing to 
Hashem

Based on R’ Nosson in Likutei Halachos
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cry out and pray to Hashem that 
He should save him from all his 
troubles now too.’ 

‘Because when we don’t thank for 
the past, it’s very difficult to call 
out to Hashem, due to the heart 
turning to stone from the many 
tzaros.  Especially now in the long 
galus, when every day brings 
bigger tzaros than before chas 
veshalom, the parnassa is so tight, 
the yetzer hora puts himself in the 
length and the breadth to cause 
us to stumble, and the jealousy 
and hatred spreads…  until we are 
prevented from serving Hashem 
like we want  to, or to pour out our 
hearts before Him.’

‘Therefore, we should remind 
ourselves of the many favors and 
kindness that Hashem did with our 
parents and us from always until 
now…  and mainly that we were 
zoiche to be Yidden who received 
the Torah, that He separated us 
from those who stray in the paths 
of the philosophers…’

‘And every person, if he’ll take a 
look at what he went through 
since he was born will see and 

u n d e r s t a n d 
the kindness 
of Hashem, His 
never-ending 
good and 
wonders, like 
we say three 

times in Shemone Esrei:

‘We thank You and relate Your 
praise for our lives… and for Your 
wonders and Your good which are 
at all times…’ 

And through this, we will be able 
to come close to Hashem and 
properly pour out our hearts 
before Him.’ 

When else are we so busy thanking 
and praising Hashem like now, with 
‘V’al Hanissim’… 

‘And all this is the aspect of 
Chanuka, because the nes of 
Chanuka was in the days of the 
Second Beis Hamikdash, when 
the evil Greek Kingdom stood 
over us to make us forget the 
Torah, and wanted to stop the 
avodah in the Beis Hamikdash, 
and Hashem Yisbarach in His great 
mercy stood at our side and did 
with us wondrous nissim through 
Matisyahu and his sons, until they 
were victorious over the Greeks 
and they restarted the avodah 
in the Beis Hamikdash with the 
great wonderful nes that the 
small amount of oil burnt for eight 
days…’

‘…and therefore He gave us the 
eight days of Chanuka, making us 
a new Yom Tov, and drawing down 
a wonderful light in the world that 
through the holy days of Chanuka, 
we’ll always have the strength to 
thank and praise!’   

‘Amidst all the tzaros we are 
subjected to in this long galus, 
we’ll be able to enliven ourselves 
through remembering His wonders 
until now, and we’ll constantly 
thank and praise Him.  On the 
holy days of Chanuka, through 
the strong nissim and wonders 
that Hashem did with us in those 
days in this time, we draw down 
this way of thanking and praising 
Hashem.’

‘And we are sure that like He helped 
us until now with all these nissim, 
so too, He will listen to our tefillos 
and cries, until He will redeem us 
with a complete redemption and 
will rebuild the Beis Hamikdash, 
because the main Geula and 
rebuilding of the Beis Hamikdash 
will be through our tefillos and 
cries.’

‘And all that we still strengthen 
ourselves to daven and plead to 
Hashem is only through Chanuka, 
through thanking Hashem for the 
past… ‘

‘And through this, we’ll finally be 
zoiche to the complete Geula and 
to truly return to Hashem.’ 
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Ribbono Shel Olam, give us the z’chus to fulfill all the mitzvos of Chanuka 
with lots of happiness, to thank and praise You, and to say Hallel with much 
happiness, with a great awakening and purity, since with Your great mercy, 

You gave us theses eight days of Chanuka to praise and thank Your great 
name, which is the pleasure of  Olam Haba.

Let us with Your great mercy, merit to truly fulfill Your mitzvos, until we’ll be 
zoiche to bring upon ourselves the pleasure of Olam Haba constantly, which 

consists of thanks to Your great and holy name, especially in the days of 
Chanuka which are days of thanking, until we’ll be zoiche to truly come close 

to You, to recognize You, to really thank and praise You forever for all the good. 

Ribbono Shel Olam, I now thank for the past and I plead for the future. 
Merciful One, who has rewarded me with all good and has brought me into 
the holiness of Yisrael and has not made me a goy, and You added to this a 

doubled, tripled favor and You brought me close to the true tzaddikim… Just 
like You began to show Your kindness upon me to bring me close and let me 

know and have a taste of the sweet, pleasant, pure, holiness of the Tzaddikim, 
so too, have mercy on me, help me merit from now to keep, fulfill and carry 

out all that they teach us to do, and hasten to redeem me from 
all the  bad and tzaros that surround me.

Please Hashem, fulfill our many requests, and 
help us to speedily merit all that we’ve asked 
from You, so that we’ll be zoiche to truly be as 

Your good will, ‘so that the whole world should 
know that Hashem Is Elokim, there is nothing 

else’!!

Excerpted from Lekutei Tefillos
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I received your letter just now, which I was waiting and yearning for the past week, 
but not only you didn’t tell me about the salvation you were waiting for, it was also 
full of complaints, suffering and bitterness. I too, am filled with pain, on one side 
with parnassa, the other side with health, and mainly in avodas Hashem. Besides 
for this, so many are dependent on me, each of them filled with their own worries. 

The holy days of Chanuka are approaching, and I need to prepare Torah to say to the 
crowd, besides for everything that is impossible for me to write about at all… and 
I have no one to rely on for all this, only our Father in Heaven and the koach of the 
holy Zaken.

This past Shabbos I spoke a lot about the idea that ‘the days of Chanuka are days 
of thanking’, that every person needs to go this way; to thank and praise Hashem 
Yisbarach constantly.

 Even in the depths of pain and suffering, then too one should thank Hashem for 
the great kindness He did with him up until now, and for all the good that one finds 
within the pain itself, and through this, one will be able to cry out for the future. 
Through thanking for the past, it’s possible to daven for the future. You’ve surely 
heard this from me already many times, but it’s necessary to repeat this very often. 
I too, enliven myself with this way a very lot. 

For all your pain, I console myself through thanking Hashem for all His kindness 
that He does with me and with you: that you at least cry out about your distance 
from Hashem, for the wonderful chessed that Hashem did with you that you aren’t 
a misnaged Chas Veshalom, for what you yourself wrote that Hashem provided a 
cure before the disease. The truth is that Hashem certainly provided all of us with 
a big, eternal cure for all our wounds; for this we need to thank and praise Hashem 
every day for all the chessed and wondrous good He did with us, that we are zoiche 
to know of such a light, of such Torahs and Sichos… 

With all that the pain and suffering increases, our thanks should also increase; even 
though I am what I am, Hashem did chessed with me that I know of the Rebbe Z”l, 

Baruch Hashem, Sunday
Parashas Vayeishev, 5094

My Dearest Beloved Son,
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I am not a misnaged and I am zoiche to travel to Uman for Rosh Hashana … 
which Hashem takes such pride in.

I know that B’ezras Hashem, you believe all this, so praise Hashem, you have 
plenty with what to cheer yourself up at all times, and to constantly thank for 
the past, even amidst times of trouble. Through this, you’ll be able to always 
live a genuine life and cry out for the future. 

With all that I wrote to you, see to start every time anew, and the main thing 
is: ‘מאכן זיך פרייליך’ - make yourself happy! Even if you aren’t truly happy, at least 
pretend to be and in this way, you’ll be zoiche to true happiness. The 
happiness with Hashem should be your strength that you should merit 
to pass over everything in peace, and everything will change for the 
good, then we’ll be zoiche to bring a complete thanksgiving for His 
great and wonderful kindness.

With Hashem’s mercy, may we merit to reach the holy days of Chanuka 
with happiness, and always be thanking and praising, which is the 
main pleasure of Olam Haba. We are so lucky that we’re talking about 
this; especially that we have this Torah, and the wonderful tefilla that 
flows from it, in addition to the many, many other wondrous Torahs and 
tefillos, from which Hashem derives such pleasure like never before. 

Pay attention and understand well what’s going on; although the 
persecution is beyond description, but the cures that he prescribed 
before it rise above it all, since there were never such spiritual healings 
that help even for the critically ill people of this generation. 

The words of Hashem stand forever, and He will surely conclude for 
the good with you too, He will not leave you nor will He forsake you, 
because His kindness and His mercy will never ever finish. We see a 
little of this every day, and the rest we need to believe in His great 
kindness and goodness which is never-ending.

Nosson of Breslov.

The words of your father, who writes from his 
heart and soul, and hopes for your salvation, 
just be strong.
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Crowds of people were standing 
waiting and waiting at the bus 
stop in Bnei Brak on Motzei 
Rosh Hashana for the 402 bus 
to Yerushalayim. (Only someone 
who’s actually been there on 
Motzei Yom Tov knows what it 
means…!) Bus after bus, chock 
full, rode past these families 
with crying, impatient children, 
screaming babies, and all their 
peklach, until they saw an empty 
bus approaching from a different 
route. The men stopped the 
driver and begged him to please 
have pity on them and take 
them to Yerushalayim. He asked, 
“Didn’t you see my number?” 

After a few minutes of begging, 
believe it or not, he agreed to 
do the Bnei Brak –Yerushalayim 
route and changed his number 
to 402! Three busloads of people 
all squeezed into this bus, all 
holding their breath. No one 
dared complain that they were 
squashed, six in a bench of two, 
as they silently hoped to be 
allowed the privilege of finally 

travelling home, and the driver 
sped off.

Towards the end of the journey, 
some of the passengers asked 
the driver, “How come you 
agreed to do such a thing?”

He answered like this: “There 
was a shortage of buses at 
the parking lot, and nobody 
wanted to be the driver of the 
one sole bus that was available, 
dreading being the target of 
angry passengers’ complaints 
at the inadequate service being 
provided. Suddenly I had a 
brainwave and volunteered to do 
the job. I pretended to be doing 
a different route, and when I 
‘agreed’ to do you all the favor 
and change my bus number, I 
earned your admiration and 
appreciation, because nobody 
expected or demanded anything 
from me!! So I ended up with 
a bus (over)full of grateful 
passengers instead of a journey 
of never ending complaints! 

Isn’t that just amazing?

When our expectations are 
too great, we end up just 
complaining our way through 
life, and automatically giving 
over the wrong attitude 
unintentionally to the next 
generation as well. But when we 
-the Yiddishe Mammes- really 
work on Hoda’a, and are zoiche 
to wake up with a truly grateful 
song of Modeh Ani in the 
morning, sincerely meaning it, 
then the gift we are portraying to 

our kinderlach is just unlimited!

Little children who only have 
small השגות get happier much 
faster. Smile to a 3 month old 
baby and you’ll get an instant, 
beaming smile of gratitude 
back!  Give a toy to a one year 

Active Appreciation With 
C.R 
Weissfish
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old, and see how he thanks you 
with his eyes – even before he’s 
capable of pronouncing the word 
‘thanks’ yet.

Why is this? Because they are 
still innocently and truly grateful, 
without thinking like an אויבער 
 But once they get a little …חכם
bit older, it becomes a different 
story. Try taking a six year old 
to the toy store and buying him 
a one dollar toy… What goes 
through his mind? ‘There are 
so many exciting things around 
– why on earth is she trying to 
please me with such a small 
toy...?’

And let’s take a true look at 
ourselves… what do our own 
thoughts consist of???

By nature we tend to just 
demand, and not to thank. 

I was once in the emergency 
room with a child and a friend 
I met there asked me to call 
my Zeida – Rav Tuvia Weiss 
of  Yerushalayim Shlita, to give 
their name to be mispallel for. 
He asked me, “Please call and 
let me know when he’s out 
of danger. People don’t think 
of doing that, and leave me 
davening and davening, waiting 
to hear the good news, long 
after the danger’s over.” 

However, once we open our own 
eyes, work on the concept of 
Hoda’a and appreciate things, it 
will automatically be given over 
to our children, because they’ll 
just feel it in the air. 

I had a little three year old 
who counted her scrapes and 
scratches every night, krechtzing, 
“Mommy, it hurts!” One night, I 
told her to ask Hashem to make 
it better… The next morning 

she comes along – “Mommy! 

I thanked Hashem as soon as I 
woke up because He made me all 
better in the middle of the night, 
see?”   

If it sounds so simple in theory 
– then why is it so difficult in 
reality?

Because it’s just the yetzer hora 
who is trying to magnify the 
difficult moments and get us 
to ignore the huge amounts of 
amazing things we constantly 

are being given by Hashem in 
His beautiful world. That’s his job 
– to push us down and bring us 
into עצבות, then his job is easy…  

It’s possible to find what to thank 
Hashem for in every situation:

Your dryer breaks down:

Thank You Hashem that my 
washing machine works,

And that the sun is shining to dry 
it…

And thank You for giving me the 
 to be able to bend down and כח
hang it on the line,

And that my family have more 
than one set of clothes each…

After a sleepless night with a 
teething baby:

I thank You Hashem for giving me 
this baby

And for giving him teeth

And for giving me ears to hear his 
cry and be there to comfort him…

The list is never ending and even 
though in the beginning it might 
take a bit of extra thinking, once 
we get used to the exercise it can 
become second nature.

Even in the middle of the 
concentration camps the Tzanzer 
Rebbe called out – “I thank You 
Hashem for being on this side 
– that I’m part of the Yiddishe 
nation that’s being pursued and 
tortured, and I don’t belong to 
the wild animals on two legs 
who murder right, left and center 
without mercy…

I recall sitting in the sukkah of 
a childless holocaust survivor, 
as he showed us the simple yet 

It’s possible to 
find what to thank 

Hashem for in every 
situation...



12

beautiful chains and stars that 
he himself made to decorate his 
succah walls. Listening to him 
singing “ושמחת” with a pure 
shining face and a true, innocent 
simcha to be a Yid and be able 
to sit in Hashem’s Sukka – פשוט 
 really gave me ...’לחזות בנועם ה
a ‘shuckel’ in my life…

We are all intertwined and 
tangled into our sophisticated 
lives, with so many complicated, 
disturbing thoughts of why 
others have what we don’t, and 
why do we deserve less, that we 
convince ourselves that when 
we’ll have what we want, then 
we’ll already begin living a life of 
Hoda’a.

What did this poor Yid have in 
his life?

Scars of the war on his body, 
alone in his sukkah with no 
children or grandchildren in 
existence, yet his face radiated 
simchas hachaim because he 
didn’t feel alone, or lacking!!! He 
is with Hashem, full of simcha to 
be part of the Chosen Nation, 
and is actually being zoiche to 
fulfil His will – תשבו  בסוכות 
ימים  What can a Yid .שבעת 
desire more than that?!...

It reminded me of a real life 
מעשיות from תם  The .סיפורי 
Tam thanked his wife with an 
 and merited to feel all ,אמת
the delicious tastes in plain, dry 
bread!

We have such delicious food 
– teach your children to thank 
Hashem for all the appetizing 

different colors and shapes of 
fruits before they bite into their 
apple without thinking. Teach 
them to appreciate the time you 
spent cooking and baking for 
them to make the dishes that 
they like. Parents sometimes 
mistakenly think that true love 
to children means not asking 
them to thank for whatever 
you are giving them. Yet really, 
this is negative chinuch which 
gets the child used to constantly 
receiving without ever thanking, 
and growing up feeling that 
‘I deserve everything and 
everyone owes me’. This is the 
total opposite of how it should 
be – to know that everything 
belongs to Hashem and I don’t 
deserve a thing. All that I receive 
is a total chessed from Hashem.

Another opportunity to teach 
about Hoda’a is at bedtime. Try 
and sit with your child and as you 
talk together about the day that 
is just ending, thank Hashem 
together and help them find 
little incidents to thank for. On 
their birthday, help them muse 
over the past year and recall 
what they can remember to 
thank Hashem for, and you can 
include a tefilla for the next year 
as well.

As children feel that their 
parents’ life is good, and they 
see their simchas hachaim 
flowing through their veins, this 
causes the children to receive a 
tremendous desire to also want 
to live like this, and this is the 
subconscious part of chinuch.

A child who knows how to thank 
his parents will grow up knowing 
how to thank Hashem and set 
up a home with אהבה ושלום, a 

Teach your children to 
thank Hashem for all the 
appetizing different colors 
and shapes of fruits before 
they bite into their apple 

without thinking
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place where the Shechina rests. 
They will not feel lacking in any 
way, and will have a true חיים 
.in both worlds טובים

Even more, through Hoda’a we 
can bring down yeshuos! As the 
Rebbe says, when someone 
meets his friend, who asks him 
how he is, and he answers with 
simcha, ‘I feel good Baruch 
Hashem’, even though it’s really 
not so good, then Hashem says, 
‘That’s called good? I’ll show 
you what good means…

* * *

Visualize the world painted in 
vibrant, vivid colors!!! Hear the 
song of the בריאה like music 
to your ears from all different 
directions, and with a spring 
in your steps embrace life with 
a ruchnius’dig view of seeing 
Hashem in everything around 
you. With Hoda’a you will feel 
a higher purpose in life with 
an elevated feeling of reaching 

your own, personalized goal 
in life, and through this you’ll 
be able to overcome your 
nisyonos. As the Rebbe says 
in Likutei Moharan: ‘The main 
pleasure of Olam Haba is to 
thank, praise and recognize 
Hashem.’

The Chashmonaim found one 
small sealed jug of oil, and this 
burnt for eight days. Our avoda 
is to search and find the small 
 in our neshama, and פך השמן
be prepared to kindle a small 
light in the darkness of today’s 
world, even though it doesn’t 
seem to be achieving much. 
To remind ourselves that the 
Rebbe said, ‘a little is also 
good’, and like that, we’ll know 
how to thank Hashem for all the 
little things in life, and be happy 
with the good. Through this 
thankfulness, we will receive 
strength to continue lighting 
more and more lights b’ezras 

Hashem.

Let’s daven to be zoiche not 
just to say the words of Hallel 
on the eight days of Chanuka, 
but to really sing והודאה  הלל 
to Hashem from the depths of 
our neshama, and to continue 
with this derech the whole 
year round, and like R’ Nosson 
writes in Likutei Halachos: 
‘When people will listen to the 
Tzaddik and constantly believe 
that everything is for our 
good, and remember to thank 
Hashem at all times, then all 
our tzaros will end and we’ll be 
zoiche to the complete geula.’
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Is there any better time than Chanuka in Hoda’a to invest?
When the Yiddishe world is full of הלל והודאה from east to west
Let’s take this opportunity to try and become our best 
 
Instead of wondering – why do I deserve this and that?
And boiling in revenge right up to the top of the thermostat
Feeling like a worn-out, trampled-on doormat!

Try taking a deep breath and opening your eyes
To accept the present challenge allow yourself to rise
Become aware of all the good that in your own life lies

Rather than counting your health problems and feeling how it hurts
From negative to positive mode convert
And try counting your blessings – amazing how it works!

Better than wallowing in self-pity and tzaros
And reacting all upset – “What a shame for us”
From now on simply replace the chorus!

With a bright new message reprogram your internal menu:
Hashem give me the strength to change I beg You
I know where I’m heading – lead me to the right venue

Begin thanking Hashem, live a life of appreciation
Express constant gratitude – it’s all beyond my expectation
Enjoy the overwhelming happy and serene sensation

C.R. Weissfish
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Release all that pressure – stop feeling so down 
Let go of all your wrinkles and frowns
Swim against the current – don’t dare let yourself drown!

A life of just joy, serenity and inner peace
All hard feeling and complaints release
Nobody owes me anything – not even a tiny piece

Lift your eyes and see the stars twinkling and shining
Rise above all that petty type of whining
And appreciate behind each cloud that silver lining

See the light, feel and enjoy the flavor
This type of life is something you’ll most definitely want to savor
So keep thanking Hashem for His constant kindness and favor

Chanuka is the time when הודאה is our clear aim
על הניסים ועל הנפלאות שעשית לאבותינו בימים ההם
We thank for the days of Matisyahu and that until בזמן הזה we came

There are just so many reasons to thank You Tatte
You bequeath me with so much good on a golden platter 
And when I concentrate on that, the little obstacles no longer matter

That’s why we count this way round – from one to eight lights
Because if we focus on what we do have rather than what’s lacking, it excites
And our level of הודאה can grow and reach new heights!

Allow the light of Chanuka and of the Rebbe’s teachings to shine into your daily life always
Deepen your connection with Hashem through the ongoing הודאה rays
Like this you will speeden the greatest light of Mashiach soon in our days!
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The sun to rule in the day, which 
is the Rebbe. He is likened with 
his great light to the sun, whose 
main shine is in the daytime.   This 
refers primarily to the geula, when 
his great light will be revealed 
completely, and to the great 
wonderful light of his Torahs and 
stories which we are zoiche to now.  

WE ARE OBLIGED TO THANK AND PRAISE EVERY DAY OF OUR LIVES TO THE ONE WHO 
IN HIS EVERLASTING KINDNESS CREATED US THESE GREAT LIGHTS:
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And the moon to rule 
at night, which is R’ 
Nosson. He is likened 
to the moon since he purified 
himself so much until he himself 
received the light of the sun, to relect 
the sun’s shine even into the deep 
darkness of these generations, to 
rejuvenate and heal with it also all 
the blind people whom due to their 
big blindness, are unable to gaze 

directly into the sun itself.

WE ARE OBLIGED TO THANK AND PRAISE EVERY DAY OF OUR LIVES TO THE ONE WHO 
IN HIS EVERLASTING KINDNESS CREATED US THESE GREAT LIGHTS:

(Kochvei Ohr)
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The main completion of the Rav’s Tikkun is through the talmid, 
because he is the one who brings down the Rebbe’s Hischazkus 
to the level of the people.  As it says in Likutei Moharan about 
the battle against Amalek: ‘Although in essence the battle was 
fought by Moshe Rabbeinu, the actual combat was carried out 
by his talmid Yehoshua.’ It is known that the Rebbe’s greatest 
talmid was R’ Nosson z”l, whom the misnagdim fought against 
more than the Rebbe himself. He, and all those who went with 
his truth, were tortured, persecuted, shamed and cursed. He was 
imprisoned, exiled, and threatened with his life (!), because he 
was the true talmid who was totally consumed and transfigured 
into his Rebbe’s essence!
The Rebbe revealed this Torah immediately after R’ Nosson 
became close to him, so that R’ Nosson should spread the 
teaching to all those who have fallen to the lowest depths that 
‘Hashem is found here too, and it is possible to attach ourselves 
to Him even in the bottommost pit. Just don’t give up, search 
and pray for Him, strengthen yourself in every situation however 
you can…’
All of those that benefit from R’ Nosson’s holy sefarim know 
that although he writes a lot about good middos, he mainly 
discusses the idea of Hizchaskus, to strengthen and support all 
the weak and vulnerable whom Amalek chases after, that they 
shouldn’t give up hope, because Hashem is merciful and full of 
forgiveness.
During R’ Nosson’s final moments on this world, he was heard 
repeatedly murmuring the words of his lifelong mission: ‘חנון 
 .Hashem is merciful and increases forgiveness – ’המרבה לסלוח
It is interesting to note that the words ‘חנון המרבה לסלוח’ are 
the exact gematria of the name נתן. (Kochvei Ohr)
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“You should know that one day, we’ll be lying 
with our feet to the door,” R’ Nosson starts the 
Shalosh Seuda Torah dramatically on Shabbos 
Parashas Mikeitz. These words are related 
with awesome fear, and R’ Nosson continues 
his deep Torah, discussing important concepts 
like emunas tzaddikim, printing sefarim and 
that when the neshama goes up to Heaven, 
its main completion is that it should be down 
here as well. At the end, he explains the 
words - ‘עשה לך רב וקנה לך חבר’- “We need 
to be close to a Rebbe. If there is no Rebbe, 
then become close to the ‘pen’ (the קנה). In 
other words, be close to the writings of the 
true Tzaddikim.” 

He is extremely happy that Hashem helped him 
conclude the Torah, although he felt ill, and 
tells R’ Yankel who accompanies him home, 
“Yankel, right that Hashem Yisbarach always 
finishes off and triumphs?” Afterwards, he 
recites Havdala amidst many tears, repeating 
the words, “I will not fear!” many times over.

Later that night, R’ Nosson takes ill. His 
condition is serious, but no one dreams of 
calling a doctor, Chas Veshalom, although his 
illness worsens from day to day. They know 
that the Rebbe strongly warned against going 
to doctors, whom he called רוצחים- killers! 

Reb Zev Lubarski comes to visit him, and 
talks about Rosh Hashana, which is clearly 
uppermost on R’ Nosson’s mind. R’ Nosson 
warns him to make sure to travel to Uman for 
Rosh Hashana.

He tells the chassidim, “Your main business 
should be to print sefarim.”

Wednesday night, following Maariv, the 
chassidim gather before his bedside. R’ 
Nosson tells R’ Dovid who is standing in 
front of R’ Zev, “Don’t block Velvel’s way, let 
him at least look at me. The Rebbe also told 
someone to gaze at him, and it’ll do him good. 
We’ll have to meet up.” R’ Nosson finishes off 
ambiguously. 

STRAIGHT TO THE 
REBBE!

“I had a dream…” relates R’ Nosson to the crowd, “that I asked the 
Rebbe to teach me from the Sefer Hanisraf. He answered me…” 
the audience surges forward to hear what the Heilige Rebbe had 
to say. “…That in order to understand, I need to come to him.” 

This was a clear hint to his time having come to pass on.
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“Where?” questions R’ Zev, not understanding 
the meaning of the sentence. 

“In Olam Haba,” replies R’ Nosson cryptically, 
leaving an ominous note hanging in the air. 
The clock ticks, striking Chatzos. The devoted 
R’ Nosson doesn’t skip a night, even in his 
weak state he recites Tikkun Chatzos with 
great kavana. In the predawn hours, he grabs 
hold of his pen and starts writing a wonderful 
Torah, his last piece of writing in his life. R’ 
Meir Yehuda stops in, and merits to hear 
something special from R’ Nosson; “Even 
if one is the biggest sinner, as long as he 

maintains himself in the Rebbe, he will surely 
do teshuva and he’ll have a tikkun.” 

Morning dawns, and R’ Nosson becomes very 
sick while he davens Shacharis. Udel, the 
daughter of the Rebbe, passes by and asks 
him, “Why are you silent? Don’t you need to 
beg and plead…?” R’ Nosson doesn’t agree 
with her, and says, “I have many big enemies 
(who’ll be happy to hear of my pain).” He does 
teach the others how to daven on his behalf; 
that they should say during hisbodedus that 
he has a z’chus; he wrote, improved and 

printed the Rebbe’s sefarim, and now too, 
he wants to print them, and all their lives are 
dependent on him. He tells R’ Tzvi to say lots 
of tehilim for him, in whichever way he says 
it. 

He says in wonder, “There are such difficult, 
bitter punishments, and what do we know? 
They want to oppose such a Rebbe!!! Oy!” 

He takes a bath in honor of Shabbos, puts on 
talis and tefillin and davens with all his kochos. 
He says the slichos of Asarah Be’teves, and 
during krias Hatorah, he cries. Then he learns 
and finishes the Shulchan Aruch, from a large 
sefer. They offer him to learn from a smaller 
sefer, so it should be easier, but he tells them, 
“Don’t be so devoted to me.” 

He recites tehilim and asks R’ Nachman ben 
Ozer to give him ‘all good’, but R’ Nachman 
doesn’t understand the request, so R’ Nosson 
explains himself, “I mean the Tanach – that’s 
all the good!  He asks his son R’ Yitzchak to 
bring him some cake from Shabbos, and 
tells them to place the table on the chair. He 
himself sits on the box of candles and pushes 
himself to eat a k’zayis. He also swallows 
some soup and a little bit of tzimmes. “It’s 
permitted to recite Birchas Hamazon on 
the nearby bed,” he declares, and starts 
bentching. He adds a tefilla; ’הוא  הרחמן 
ישראל ארץ  קדושת  לנו   praying to ,’ימשיך 
have the holiness of Eretz Yisrael. “I hadn’t 
planned to eat, but I changed my mind,” he 
tells them. They read him the first two stories 
of Sippurei Maasios, as he requests. When 
they get to the end of the second story, to 
the words, ‘Come, let us go home. And they 
returned home,’ he asks them to repeat it 

“EVEN IF ONE IS THE 
BIGGEST SINNER, AS LONG 
AS HE MAINTAINS HIMSELF 
IN THE REBBE, HE WILL 
SURELY DO TESHUVA AND 

HE’LL HAVE A TIKKUN.”
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Baruch Hashem, 5605

The One who told His world ‘stop’ should say stop to our tzaros, 
 ...המקום ינחמנו

Woe for our loss, for we have been left like a ship without a 
captain, because due to our sins, the glory of our strength, the 
crown of our heads and the yearning of our hearts; our Master and 
Teacher Reb Nosson Ztz”l, has been taken from us on Friday, Erev 
Shabbos Parashas Vayigash, one hour prior to Shabbos.

Friday morning, he spoke a lot, in the vein of his will. “You need 
to hold yourselves together with lots of love. You’re good people, 
it’s just that you’re shlimazelniks.”  Then he said, “Three tragedies 
happened in Teves, what are they?” None of us remembered, so 
he answered himself; “Ezra Hasofer was niftar, the Torah was 
translated into Greek, and the city of Yerushalayim was encircled. 
Nu, if Ezra Hasofer passes away, and treif passul increases like it 
increases, I only hope, that one page of the Rebbe’s sefarim will 
be a tikkun for it all! Nu, I tell you, your work should be to print 
the sefarim, you should be strong with money, desire and toil!”

He also told his son R’ Yitzchak, “You too, need to give 600 
rubles for this, but if you can’t, then at least give 60 rubles.”

The rest is impossible to put in writing; there is so much to say in 
this, that even if words would pour forth forever, it wouldn’t be 
adequate. Please, we beg you, friends and brothers! Be strong and 
strengthen yourselves to support the Rebbe’s light, and let the 
money flow from your pockets to print his holy sefarim, because 
this he cautioned most strongly! 

Hashem Yisbarach should comfort us and gladden our broken hearts, 
like you all know; that his whole desire and yearning was only to 
be happy with Hashem and His holy Torah.

So write all the Chassidim of Breslov, 5605
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many times again. Then he says, “The time has 
come for me to return home…”

He asks them to bring him candles, and when 
he sees them, he lifts himself from the bed, 
very fired up and says, “Shabbos candles, 
Shabbos candles…!” many times. He tells 
them, “The candles of Shabbos, Yom Tov, and 
Chanuka are all one thing – I have piles of 
wonderful halachos on this subject, I just don’t 
have the strength to tell it you.” 

He teaches R’ Nachman Tulchiner a passuk, and 
tells him, “The main thing is being connected 
to the Tzaddikim.” He instructs them all to go 
to the mikveh and when they return, they see 
that his condition had taken a turn for the 
worse. The tzaddekes Udel comes and asks, 
“Has your illness gone worse?”

He answers, “It’s with big chessed.” He doesn’t 
speak to them after that, they just hear him 
murmuring ַהַּמְרֶּבה ַחּנּון  ַהַּמִּפיל,  ִבְרַּכת   ְיָבֶרְכָך, 
ֶאָחד ַּבֹּקֶדׁש,  ַאָּתה  ָברּוְך  ַהַּׁשָּבת,  ְמַקֵּדׁש   ,ִלְסֹלַח, 
and it takes him about an hour and a half. He 
passes away with a ‘kiss of death’ at 64 years 
old, just after Hadlakas Neiros of Shabbos.

He has already purchased a plot in the center 
of the Beis Hachaim of Breslov, right next to 
his friend R’ Naftali, but one of his devoted 
talmidim – R’ Nosson Reuvens, remembers 
hearing him say that ‘if they’ll carry a niftar 
past my Kever, it’ll be a big favor for the niftar.’ 
He understands that R’ Nosson’s desire is to be 
buried at the entrance of the Beis Hachaim, so 
that every body should be carried past him and 
therefore receive great benefit. Immediately 
at nightfall, R’ Nosson Reuvens rushes to the 

Beis Hachaim and he himself digs a plot right 
at the entrance for R’ Nosson. He convinces 
the Chevra Kadisha that this is the best spot 
for R’ Nosson to be buried, and so the matter 
is settled. The Chassidim accompany R’ Nosson 
to his final resting place on Motzei Shabbos 
with much honor, despite the misnagdim’s 
efforts against it. Their hearts are heavy with 
mourning, their throats too choked up to 
say much. R’ Aharon of Breslov cries out one 
short, all-encompassing sentence; “The whole 
treasure of the Rebbe was by him!” 

“The main 
thing is being 

connected 
to the 

Tzaddikim.”
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R’ Nosson was heard sighing deeply on his deathbed. 
Suddenly, he turned to the Chassidim and challenged 
them, “Do you think that I’m sighing because I learnt too 
little Torah in my lifetime, or that I didn’t daven as I should 
have? Never! I guarded my time as much as I could to use 
it for Torah and Tefilla. But I sigh because who knows if I 

fulfilled the temimus – simplicity of the Rebbe?!”
* * *

It was the night of Shabbos Kodesh Parashas Vayigash. 
R’ Naftali, who was then in Uman and had no idea of the 

events that had gone on in Breslov, dreamt… 
R’ Nosson is running…

R’ Naftali asks him, “Nosson, where are you running to?”
“Me? Straight to the Rebbe!!!” answers R’ Nosson, 

continuing to run…
That was when R’ Naftali understood that R’ Nosson was 
no longer among the living, and informed the Chassidim 
still on that Shabbos about his death. They refused to 
accept this heartbreaking news, but after Shabbos, the 
message came over from Breslov about the bitter tragedy. 
Pay attention: R’ Nosson was running to the Rebbe even 

before being buried!
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Belief is easy

when the birds are chirping

in your life.

You sit ensconced

in a pink cloud of

serenity.

You feel the heavens above

resonating with your joy

as your mouth opens up in 
praise and love

to the Creator of this all.

It is axiomatic

That it is He

who granted me all this.

For who else could tie such 
an intricate knot

of all the intimate details

and pull it off with such 
grace

continuing every second 

anew.

By A. Hoffman

The word ‘Hoda’a’ has various meanings:

1. Thanking – just saying ‘thank you’ 
for what we were given.

2. Admitting – admitting that such 
and such is true.

3. Confessing – that we were wrong.

In fact, all three are one.  How is this?

If a person is zoiche to believe that all that Hashem 
does is good, and he thanks Hashem for everything, 
even when something seems in his eyes to be 
bad, then he is admitting that the difficulty is 
from Hashem and it is for the good.  He doesn’t 
blame himself or anyone else, he doesn’t think 
it happened because of some natural reason or 
consequence, he just admits that it’s from Hashem 
and thanks Him for it. 

When a person reaches this level of thanks 
and recognition that everything is good, he can 
accomplish the third meaning of Hoda’a – he 
confesses his sins and realizes that only due to his 
sins he was punished. 

This is what the Rebbe teaches us that through 
thanking Hashem one will merit to speak to 
Hashem truthful words. (But when one thanks one 
must truly mean it!)

The Rebbe writes: ‘The days of Chanuka are days 
of thanking – we thank Hashem for the wonders 
He did for us and we believe that no matter what, 
He can and will always save us with tremendous 
wonders.’

Chanuka is a time of great light, of a revelation 
that Hashem is always with us, always helps us and 
always saves us from the most difficult situations.  
The more we thank Hashem, the more He’ll give 
us. 

This is our greatest strength with which we receive 
all good and have all our tefillos answered. Let’s 
use this wonderful opportunity of Chanuka to 
appreciate Hashem’s wonders and thank Him 
always, no matter what!

Gratitude...
A. Kreiger

To Praise 
Hashem...
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But then,

something sours.

Hashem removes one aspect 
of bliss

Which suddenly takes on 
immense proportions

And overshadows your 
whole life.

You forget

about the Heavens above

and the intricate knot

that you were convinced

only He

could lovingly be.

So many people

so many circumstances

you now point a finger to,

supremely convinced

that only they, not He

could have been the cause

of your misfortune.

You let yourself wallow

in contention

forgetting all the myriad 
areas

of contentment.

There is no limit

to the depths one can fall

if they allow themselves

to let go

of the belief

so suddenly tenuous.

The wise one weeps

in silent supplication,

knowing he knows not

the secrets of the soul.

He cries in confusion

but never anger

careful not to extinguish

the tiny spark

of flickering faith.

In the midst of torment

he raises his eyes

and trains them tight

on that tiny pinpoint of 
light,

letting it ignite his soul

and set it free

To sing His praise.

אנא ה‘
כי אני עבדך

I am always

Your servant, Hashem.

Then,

when it was too good to be 
true,

and now,

when it’s too true to be 
good.

Hashem,

You are
Truly

Always 
Good

...Even 
Then 
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Rebbetzin
Udel
Frank

After a night of festivities and simcha, the newly 
married couple arrived to their new address. Entering 
their humble abode, the Chassan lay down with his 
feet to the door, and called out to his fresh Kallah, 
“The day will come when we will be lying with our 
feet to the door, (as is done to a niftar) and we must 

always remember this!”

This anecdote I heard about R’ Shmuel Shapira struck a deep 
chord in my heart. I always wondered; how were the children 
born in such an environment raised? The Shapira einiklach around 
the world are renowned for their erlichkeit, attachment to the 
Heilige Rebbe, and irresistible charm as well. Curiosity to learn 
the secrets of the trade led to an interview with the daughter of 
the legendary figure R’ Shmuel Shapira, who was bound heart 

and soul to the Nachal Noveia, Mekor Chochmah…

By M. Frank
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Rebbetzin
Udel
Frank

Good morning Rebbetzin Frank. 
Can you tell us a little bit about 
your background?

“I was the third of thirteen 
children bli ayin hora, who were 
zoiche to be born to our dear, 
heilige parents. Each one of us 
was beloved and cherished like 
an only child! 

My eyes open up wide, 
incredulous. “Not only you 
come from such a large family, 
but your father hardly seemed 
the type to be over-involved in 
family matters…”   

“On the contrary!” Rebbetzin 
Frank disagrees vehemently. “My 
father, who was such an oived 
Hashem, never shrugged off his 
responsibilities as a father due to 
‘more important things’. First and 
foremost, he spent hours upon 
hours in tefilla for us, crying out 
to Hashem that we should be 
erliche yidden. This is the only 
practical thing a parent can do to 
ensure their children’s success.”

I give a small smile. Right to the 
point! I love to see Rebbetzin 
Frank’s ‘Breslovness’ influence 
her every word. 

Misinterpreting my smile 
for mockery chas veshalom, 
Rebbetzin Frank defends her 
cause. “It’s not me! R’ Nosson 
says that ‘Everything is through 
tefila.’”

“Of course,” I nod. “I was smiling 
because I was happy to hear 
such nice words.”

Rebbetzin Frank continues, 
satisfied that she is not speaking 
to a misnaged and can talk freely. 
“My father used to spend all 
night in the fields, talking and 

crying out to Hashem. He would 
get up every day at chatzos, like 
the Rebbe tells all his chassidim 
to yearn for, and devote his nights 
in ‘hisbodedus in der feld’. He 
would pour out his heart, telling 
Hashem everything that went on 
with him…

In his early years, he used to 
stay in Shul all day, learning and 
davening, but later, when he was 
already אויסגעארבעט he would 
come home in the morning after 
davening and eat a very simple 
breakfast, just what he needed 
to keep him alive to continue his 
avoda. He had his table, which 
was overflowing with sefarim, 
and after finishing his meager 
breakfast, he would seat himself 
at his place, and start his seder. 

The first step was a Tikkun 
Haklali, recited from the depths 
of his heart. The cries… it was 
something out of this world! 

He went on with learning from 
all the Rebbe’s sefarim, Likutei 
Moharan, Likutei Halachos… he 
went through it all! Afterwards, he 
continued with learning gemara. 
He used to learn with his children 
every day, setting up chavrusas 
with them in the Rebbe’s sefarim. 
He once said, he went through 
the entire Likutei Moharan with 
all of his boys, each at their own 
level! 

He would go to Shul to daven 
Mincha and Maariv, although the 
word ‘daven’ does not do justice 
to the deed - He didn’t say the 
words, he flamed the words of 
tefila!  

Returning home, he used to sit 
down to a light dinner with my 
mother, some chicken wings and 
rice were the most he would 

accept. After that, he would go 
straight to sleep. He would say, “A 
Breslover Chassid goes to sleep 
early, and gets up early. Like 
this, he can serve Hashem a little 
at night.”  At Chatzos, he would 
jump out of bed, ready to ‘serve 
Hashem a little.’ 

 “Your mother must have been 
a tzaddeikes herself, to live with 
it!” I marvel. 

“She did have it hard,” Rebbetzin 
Frank agrees. “My father was so 
heilig, he never shared a bedroom 
with my mother – in his early 
years, he slept on a shul bench, 
and later on, he used to have a 
hard mattress in a corner of the 
house. I was once playing at a 
friend’s house, and I saw the most 
interesting sight – the parents 
shared a bedroom! ‘What’s this?’ 
I asked her in shock. 

She raised the children 
completely on her own, because 
my father was never home. She 
would take care of it all, when 
the children were ill… She once 
even organized the bris of one 
of my brothers, since my father 
was in Meron then, busy with his 
avoda. It wasn’t possible to shlep 
a newborn baby there in those 
times, with the roads being as 
they were … So my father sent 
a shaliach in his place, and we 
celebrated the bris! 

“Coming from a litvishe home, 
where she had never heard of 
such concepts, it must have been 
a double nisayon!” I realize, my 
esteem rising higher and higher.

“You can say that again!” smiles 
Rebbetzin Frank. “Not only her 
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family, but even her in-laws – my 
father’s family, kept on pestering 
her to get a get. ‘What’s this?’ 
they asked her. ‘No money, no 
help, no company... What do you 
have from him? How can you live 
such a life?’  But she refused to 
hear of it. ‘This is what I davened 
for my entire life! This is what I 
wanted! I should give it away? 
Never!’

We were bitterly poor; there 
were times that we really had no 
money for food and we begged 
from the neighbors. But with 
it all, my mother stuck it out, 
proud to play her role in my 
father’s Heilige avoda. She gave 
everything away, for the z’chus 
to live with such a holy husband. 
She didn’t demand anything, she 
was just happy with what she 
had. 

But when the nights alone 
got too much for her, being 

exhausted after being alone with 
the children all day in our tiny 10 
square meter house, my father 
would let her sleep peacefully 
through the night, while he saw 
to the children. He used to rock 
the crib and feed the baby a 
bottle whilst murmuring pesukim 
from tikkun chatzos. I remember 
listening to his heartfelt yearning 
tunes as I dropped off back to 
sleep. I always woke up the next 
morning with such a sweet taste 
in my mouth…

My neighbor once peeked in to 
our Sukka one Sukkos at Chatzos, 
to get a glimpse of my father’s 
avoda. An amazing sight greeted 
his eyes – my father was sitting, 
one hand feeding a baby a bottle, 
his foot rocking another child 
in his crib, and he was pouring 
out his heart in reciting Tikkun 
Chatzos!”

“That sounds really special – I 
would have loved to see that 
too!” I admit. 

“So it sounds like he didn’t 
exactly abandon your mother, 
leaving her to fend for herself 
without caring about how she 
managed…”

“Not at all – he was the most 
devoted husband! We all have 
a lot to learn from him, in the 
aspect of Shalom Bayis. You want 
to hear something nice? 

My mother had a chair near 
her bed, which we all knew 
was ‘Mama’s chair’. It served 
a special purpose: Every night, 
my father would prepare coffee 
and cake, and arrange it on her 
chair, so she should have what 
to eat as soon as she woke up. 
He used to come home in the 
middle of davening, to check if 

she needed anything, maybe 
she needed more negel vasser, 
maybe another drink…

Whenever he saw her nursing a 
child, he would always pour her 
a refreshing drink of water, so 
attuned was he to her needs.”

“Amazing!” I am astounded. “It 
sounds so different to how he is 
portrayed in the stories – I read 
once that he went with closed 
eyes at home too, not only in 
the streets! Is it true?”

“Outside, he never opened 
his eyes, for fear of stumbling 
spiritually. He would walk 
holding onto the walls for 
support…  But the first few years 
after his chasuna, he didn’t open 
his eyes at home too, due to his 
shemiras einayim. The neighbors 
once teased my mother, telling 
her, ‘Your husband is just a faker, 
it’s not possible that he doesn’t 
peek. He just pretends to be a 
big Tzaddik. Test him, paint your 
face black and you’ll see that 
he’ll surely comment.’

Wanting to prove them wrong, 
my mother painted her face with 
black shoe polish. The one time 
a day that my father used to 
spend time with my mother was 
when they ate dinner together; 
he used to talk to her, strengthen 
her, and she would take all her 
kochos from those conversations 
filled with chizuk. For two days in 
a row, my mother sat opposite 
him with her pretty black mask, 
and his expression showed 
nothing unusual going on. He 
simply didn’t realize! 

For once, the neighbors had 
nothing to say…”

“But tell me the truth,” I ask 

R’ Shmuel davening at the 
Kosel
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her bluntly. “With your father 
being such a Tzaddik, weren’t 
you in awe of him? Could you 
have a regular father–daughter 
relationship? 

“He was the best father!” she 
insists. “He was such a caring, 
loving father; he loved us with such 
a deep, strong love and we loved 
him back! Only such a person, 
who works on himself so much, 
can be a truly loving father to his 
children, because anyone else 
really just loves himself! Regular 
people are busy concentrating on 
themselves, on their own needs, 
but he, looked away from himself, 
and focused on us completely! 
Whenever he was home, he was 
busy giving us to eat, making 
sure that we were satisfied… He 
really loved children. As a rule, he 
never kissed us, due to his great 
kedusha, but we felt his love so 
much, we would feel engulfed in 
his great love.

He used to prepare food for each 
of us for breakfast before leaving 
the house at night, and would 
come back in the morning to 

double check that everything 

was prepared for us, after his 
night of hisbodedus.” 

“Wow! He truly sounds like a 
caring father. Tell me, what 
was his method of Chinuch?” I 
ask, wanting to know how the 
children grew up such strong 
erliche Breslover Chassidim.

“He never ‘rammed anything 
down our throats’,” says 
Rebbetzin Frank. “He wasn’t the 
type to boss us around and tell us 
what to do. The only thing he was 
strict about was that ‘if Mama 
tells us something, we listen.’ 
He never yelled at us or gave us 
mussar, all that we learnt was by 
personal example. 

“You mean he never actually did 
anything practical to teach you 
to be Breslover Chassidim…?” 
My heart sinks. I thought I was 
going to learn some quick-fix 
methods, and now I see that 
Chinuch is by personal example, 
which means some hard work in 
store for me… 

“He learnt the 
Rebbe’s sefarim 
with my brothers, 
but he never 
told me to go say 
Tikkun Haklali or 
something like 
that. In fact, the 
first time I said 
it was after my 
chasuna – I learnt 
from my daughters 
to say it every day. 
In those times, 
we girls never 
learnt the Rebbe’s 
sefarim. Maybe 
now that times 
have changed, we 

need it because without it we 
would fall... I don’t know,” she 
shrugs. “Nowadays, I make sure 
to say Tikkun Haklali every day. 

But back to what I was saying, my 
father’s main method of Chinuch 
was tefila. During the war, we 
were exiled from our home in 
the Old City, which was near the 
Kosel, to Katamon, where we 
lived for 12 years. All kinds of 
people lived there together, at 
all different levels of Yiddishkeit. 
I remember my friends making 
fun of my father, ‘why does he go 
around with closed eyes…’ 

You can imagine the kinds of 
friends we grew up with - not 
exactly the people we would 
want our children playing with. 
Yet with my father’s tefillos, all 
my brothers grew up to be lamed 
vav’nikim (great Tzaddikim)!”

“And his daughters to be great 
Tzidkanios!” I add. 

She laughs in response, and 
quickly changes the subject, 
saying, “He didn’t have that many 
daughters – three in total. 

“What are your memories 
of Chanuka at home?” I try 
picturing the Hadlakos Neiros of 
the Tzaddik.

“Well, that depends when 
Chanuka came out. If Shabbos 
Chanuka fell towards the end of 
Chanuka, then we had a beautiful 
Chanuka at home. My father 
would make his preparations, go 
to the mikvah, and come home 
to tzind the menorah. It was a 
really special time, he would sing 
with my brothers all the Breslover 
nigunim… it was something out 
of this world. People would stand 

R’ Shmuel in Meron walking with closed 
eyes .
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R’ Shmuel dancing on Purim

outside behind our windows to 
listen to them singing אנא בכח – it 
took them hours to reach the end 
of it. They would sing it amidst 
a sea of tears, their yearning 
splitting the heavens. Only in 
Breslov, do we see such things,” 
Rebbetzin Frank declares. 

“But if Shabbos Chanuka 
came out in the first few 
days of Chanuka, then my 
father would be in Meron 
for the Yom Tov. He 
traveled to Meron a lot – 
he was there every Yom 
Kippur Katan, no matter 
the circumstances. During 
wartime, in between 
the flying missiles… he 
wouldn’t miss being by 
R’ Shimon. (Don’t forget, 
Uman was sealed behind 
the Iron Curtain in those 
days.) Anyway, he was 
there every Shabbos 
Chanuka. 

“Then who lit the 
menorah at home?”

“My mother tzinded, and 
my brothers sang,” she 
replies simply. “We had 
no money then, but my 
mother wanted to give us 
the Chanuka taste, so she mixed 
together flour and water, fried it in 
oil, dipped it in sugar, and we had 
Latkes! We waited for Chanuka all 
year long, Chanuka for us was a 
ruchnius’dig enjoyment, we were 
all so happy with it!”

“Nowadays, we call it the 
biggest mesirus nefesh to let 
our husbands go to Uman just 
from Thursday to Sunday, but 

you gave away your entire 
Chanuka!” I say in amazement. 

“We were happy for him to go. He 
used to dance with my brothers 
before leaving to Meron, singing, 

‘We’re going to R’ Shimon!’ We 
were all so excited!”

I shake my head in admiration. 
Talk about priorities…

Wanting to hear some more 
from her, I ask, “With the 
theme being Gratitude, what 
message can you give over to 
our readers?”

“We should thank Hashem for 
having given us the Torah, for the 
nes Chanukah…

We should be thanking 24 hours 
a day that we are zoiche to be 

Yidden, and especially 
that we are zoiche to 
be Breslovers, which is 

a double z’chus! The 
Rebbe writes a lot of 
wonderful things about 
Chanukah in his Torahs, 
although I don’t know 
exactly, I haven’t learnt 
the sefarim…” she says 
with her temimus, “but 
we should be thanking 
Hashem all day that we 
are zoiche to have a part 
in Dem Rebbe’s Zach.”

She finishes with her 
constant refrain, “Hodu 
LaHashem Ki Tov!” 
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Thursday, 10:30pm.

“Mommy, I fell of my bike and my 
shoulder really hurts.”

What was my Yeshiva Bachur doing 
Thursday night on a bike?  Okay, 
questions later.  “So go to Kupat 
Cholim (the Israeli equivalent to 
a doctor’s clinic).  But go quickly, I 
think they close at eleven.”

I guess most adventures have 
to happen on Thursday nights.  
Thursday night in my home is 
similar to every Yiddishe home on 
this night: cooking and preparing 
for Shabbos.  But in my kitchen – 
the typical 15 sq. meters we have 
in Yerushalayim, we are expected 
to transform a full cubic ton – over 
1000 lbs. of fruits and vegetables, 
into 2000 portions of food, 
which is delivered to families in 
Yerushalayim and suburbs לכבוד 
קודש  I am the supervisor .שבת 
– if you may call it so.  Giving 
orders and also peeling, chopping, 
packing, etc. as needed.  

At midnight, the second shipment 
of 500 portions would be picked 
up for delivery.  Baruch Hashem, 
things were going well that week.  
Plenty of volunteers and most 
containers packaged and ready at 
the door.  Since I had had an early 
morning, I was getting ready for 
an early night (1:30am Thursday 
night is considered early for me.)  
So I gave some last orders, swept 
away a heap of peels and started 
giving good night hugs to my loyal 
volunteers, when…

12:00 midnight.

“Mommy. The doctor says my 
shoulder is broken. He’s sending 
me to Sharei Tzedek Hospital to 
be operated.”

‘Oh, Ribbono Shel Olam,’ I turned 
to Hashem in utter shock.  Where’s 
my early night?  But the supervisor 
in me turned into action.  “Okay 
Yehuda, just wait by.  I’ll get 
dressed and I’m coming.”

Stained housedress off.

Skirt and blouse on.

Crocs or shoes?  This might 
take a long time and I must be 
comfortable.  Verdict: crocs. 

Some money.

Some food.

Some Tikkun Haklalis – to say and 
to give out.

Cellphone – of course.

“Raizy, call a taxi.”

“Rachel, remember to check the 
gas (the 50 liter pot of matbucha 
– Moroccan spicy tomato dip) 
and the peppers in the oven need 
another fifteen minutes.”

I am already at the door.  I turn 
back with one last request, with 

the realization that the thing I 
need most is tefillos.  “Everybody, 
please, please, daven for Yehuda 
ben Hinda Blima,” and I run off to 
the waiting taxi.

“Kupat Cholim and then Sharei 
Tzedek,” I pant.  But then it hits 
me.  Is Sharei Tzedek the right 
choice?  Will they give him the 

Heels, Peels, and What’s in Between
A True Story
By Hinda B.



32

best medical care?

Cellphone. “Raizy, check with Benny 
Fischer (a medical consultant) 
as to which hospital is best for 
orthopedics.”

Oh! And I completely forgot to take 
a bracha and advice from our Rav.  
Where can I find my husband so 
that he can consult our Rav?  But 
like husbands – when you must 
have them they’re nowhere to be 
found.  “But Hashem, You’re here. 
So I consult You now.  Give me a 
bracha.  I am already in the taxi 
and don’t know where to go.  But 
You will lead me – just as You have 
always led me – to the place that 
is best for us; for Yehuda and me.”

I face Yehuda, my 6 ft. 17 year old 
with his head tilted aside – almost 
touching his shoulder.  He didn’t 
moan or say anything about his 
pain.  “Thank You Hashem!”  What 
a relief – I was sure I’d find him in 
utter agony. 

“Mommy, what are we doing?”

“Yehuda, I’ll be honest with you.  I 
don’t know which hospital is best 
and I can’t reach Tatty.”

Cellphone rings.  The ID reads Raizy.  
“Benny Fischer says only Haddasa 
Ein Kerem.”

“Hashem, I know it’s not Benny 
Fischer.

I know it’s not Ein Kerem.

It is You leading me.”

sI feel a surge of emuna.

And the serenity that follows it.

12:15 

Emergency room routine:  Blood 
test.  Blood pressure.  Body 
Temperature.  Patient medical 
history.

12:30  X-ray.

1:00 Waiting for X-ray technician to 
give his analysis.

“Take a seat.  It might be a while 
until we call you.”

I look around.  I need a bench good 
enough for me plus a bachur with 
shemiras einayim.  Next to me 
sit two Filipinos chatting.  Across 
sits an elderly man drowsing, 
accompanied by his son – of course 
busy with his iPhone.   I spy a 
middle-aged woman sitting in the 
corner with her two girls.

‘Oh, maybe they’ll want a Tikkun 
Haklali.’  I notice one empty metal 
bench and I quickly send my son 
and our bags there. 

I can’t miss a customer.  I take 
out a Tikkun Haklali with a pretty 
decorated cover and approach 
them. 

“What’s up with you?”

The woman shows me her 
bandaged hand.  “I was washing 
dishes and then a glass smashed on 
my hand.  I’m here for several hours 

and they can’t stop the bleeding.”

“Oh,” I sigh in sympathy.  The two 
girls, who I now understand are her 
daughters, sigh with me.

“Do you know what the Tikkun 
Haklali is?”

“Tikkun Haklali?  Of course!  We are 
Breslovers.  We recently moved to 
Eretz Yisrael…”

And then started a lively 
conversation with Chaya, Tamar, 
and their mommy Breindel.  We 
spoke about R’ Nachman, the 
simcha he brings into our lives, 
our love for Eretz Yisrael, and just 
plain womanly talk.  Breindel was 
then called in by a nurse.  We said 
a quick goodbye and exchanged 
phone numbers and names so that 
we could stay in touch and daven 
for each other.

2:30am  Quiet.

2:45am “Please wait patiently for 
results.”

“Doctor, can you tell me what’s 
happening?”  I was getting 
impatient.

“First we have to get results,” he 
answers dryly.

“Will you operate?” I almost 
shouted.

“As soon as we know we will inform 
you,” and off he strutted.   
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Sitting on a metal emergency room 
bench wasn’t what a tired mother 
needed at this hour of the night.  I 
was sinking into self-pity.

‘Nobody is telling me what’s 
happening.  The clock is ticking and 
we’re getting nowhere.  I’m getting 
no information, never mind a bed. 

If they’d at least prepare him for 
operating…  

I see no one here that I can trust, 
with all these young doctors and 
nurses, besides for one of them 
that at least has a mane of white 
hair…’

“Hashem!”  I screamed in my heart.  
“What should I do?”

My mind was turning blank from 
sheer exhaustion.

But then one tiny thought crept in.  
R’ Nachman us that every, every-
thing is for our good, even what 
seems otherwise. 

Um… even the doctor who knows 
nothing. 

Even a broken shoulder on Thursday 
night.

Even an exhausted Mommy on a 
cold bench who wants the best for 
her child but feels like a nothing.

“Thank You Hashem.  I know 
one thing – this is for my good, 
my ultimate good.  And even the 
best that can happen to me in 
this world.  Thank You, thank You, 
thank You…”

5:00am

 I wake up to face a day in the 
hospital.  But amongst the back 
and forth of hospital ritual I had 
a lot to thank Hashem for.  The 
highlight of which was when finally 
in the morning I got the name of 
the top doctor I should consult.  I 
immediately called to ask the price 
for a private operation.

“2000 Shekel,” was the verdict.

This was way beyond my kollel 
pocket.  But a mother’s heart 
doesn’t look at money.  ‘Maybe 
this is the best for my child,’ I 

contemplated.

“Ribbono Shel Olam, help!”

And the Ribbono Shel Olam did 
not forsake me.  He gave me a new 
plan.  Maybe I should consult the 
professor –for only 100 shekel– and 
then decide.

I called to make an appointment, 
only to be told that he had just left 
the ward. 

“Ribbono Shel Olam!”

Again Hashem gave me an idea.  If 
he just left the ward, maybe he’s 
still in his office.

I quickly took the elevator and 
found myself standing in front of his 
secretary’s desk.

“Is the doctor in?”

Do you have an appointment?”

It seemed like my case was lost. 

“No, but my child is in this hospital 
and Benny Fischer (I meant to say 
the Ribbono Shel Olam but couldn’t 
confuse the secretary) told me to 
see this doctor.”  I blabbed my plea 
in words that I didn’t know were at 
all appropriate or would give me 
my wish – to see a true expert.

“Just wait a minute.  I’ll check with 
the Doctor.”

She disappeared behind the door 
and was back in a second.  “Um, 
well.  The next patient is late.  Just 
walk in.”

I didn’t walk in; I bounced in!  I sat 
down on the edge of the metallic 
hospital chair, eager to finally meet 
the doctor.  

Yehuda’s X-ray and CT scan were 
put up on the computer, and the 
doctor patiently explained the 
different options to mend the 
broken cavascula collar bone.

He then answered all my questions 
and I exited the room in relief with 
a stronger emunah, and with new 
kochos to carry on thanking.  As 
Leah said when she named Yehuda 
– Hapaam Odeh es Hashem.

Epilogue

Chaya and Tamar didn’t forget me.

The next Thursday night they turned 
up at 4 pm to help in the soup 
kitchen.  They wouldn’t leave until 
forced to at 4 am in the morning.  
This happens every week now, and 
we have since become as close 
as sisters.  After getting to know 
them and their beautiful middos, 
I learned that Chaya was already 
several years in shidduchim. 

Of course, my friend Sari the 
Shadchante, had a wonderful boy, 
who was also Breslov. 

So this past Rosh Hashana, after he 
returned from Uman, the plate was 
broken.  It was Thursday night and 
the peels were quickly cleared to 
make room for the heels.

And on Erev Chanuka – the day 
of the chasuna, I will again thank 
Hashem – even for what seems 
bad.  And Chaya will say להודות 
.ולהלל על נפלאותך ועל ישועתך

About the writer:

H. Blum moved to Eretz Yisrael 25 
years ago, and lives in Yerushalayim.  
She, her children, grandchildren, 
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cook, and prepare food for Shabbos 
every Thursday for hundreds of 
families.  If you live or visit in   
Yerushalayim, you are welcome to 
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8033 or 052-762-9623 



34

“Hey John, have you got the 
delivery ready for 25 Lendon 
Way?”
“Yes, sure, it’s here in the 
crate.”
“And John, what about the 
order for Lendon Avenue?”
“Yep, it’s right next to it.”
“Good.  Don’t forget to 
stick in those free Breslov 
Booklets about the ‘Light in 
the Darkness’.”
“Okay, I’ll do it now.”
“Great.  Now make sure you 
don’t mix them up – I’ve had 
too many stories of mix ups 
with you.  Put your reading 
glasses on when you check 
the labels!”

“Alright, I’ve got them in my 
pocket.”

At 25 Lendon Avenue
“Chaim, just look at this 
delivery!  Cat food!  Dog 
Food!  Where are the donuts, 
dreidels and candles we 
ordered for Chanuka?  Hey, 
what’s this booklet?  Light in 
the Darkness –the teachings 
of Rabbi Nachman of Breslov.  
Let’s see what it says.

‘Know, that all that happens 
to a person is the very best 
that can happen to him, even 
though he doesn’t always 
understand it, for we must 

believe that our Father in 
Heaven wants to do only 
what is best for us, and this 
is the inyan of Chanuka…’

Wow! But why do you think it 
is best for us to get this weird 
delivery?”

At 25 Lendon Way
(read with a thick Russian 
accent)
“Hey, Vladek, come here 
quick. Look what the delivery 
man has just brought!  No 
food for Kitty, no biscuits 
for Rex, only some toys and 
cakes and boxes of candles… 
I didn’t order this, what’s 

Donuts and Cats
By A. Krieger

Fiction
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Donuts and Cats

happening?”

“Oh Anna, it’s dreidels!  Oh, 
and ponchkes (donuts)!  
And see, it’s Chanuka 
candles – it even says 
Chanuka on the box!  Oh, I 
remember, I remember… My 
grandmother made these 
ponchkes and also – what 
was it… it smelled so good… 
Latkes!  Potato latkes fried 
in duck fat – those were 
the good days when I was a 
young child… 
so innocent.  
My Zaida, he 
had a long 
beard – they 
lived in Uman 
- he used to 
tell me it was 
a holy beard 
and my father 
– he laughed 
so hard.  But I 
believed him, 
oh, and my 
grandfather, 
he lit candles 
on the festival 
– what’s it called again?  
Chanuka, oh yes, Chanuka.  
He sang such beautiful 
songs!  He sat looking at the 
candles, and singing…”

“Oh Vladek, I think my Bobbe 
made latkes too!  They still 
make those today?

Anyway, look, there’s a book 
here.  It says, ‘Light in the 
Darkness’.  What’s it about?  

Let me see…

‘Every Jew, no matter how 
low he has fallen, even if he 
has committed the worst 
sins, he still has hope and 
our Father in Heaven waits 
for him to return with his 
whole heart, and then he 
will accept his Teshuva, and 
he can even attain the level 
of great Tzaddikim.’”

“Oh Anna, my Zaida was a 

great Tzaddik, can I really be 
like him?  Hey, the phone is 
ringing.”

“Hello?  Yes, 25 Lendon Way.  
What – the delivery man 
mixed up the order?  Yes, yes, 
we have all Chanuka things, 
but believe me, this was no 
mistake – it was meant to be 
this way!  To us, this was a 
‘Light in the Darkness’!”

* * *

When men talk about their 
Breslover friends, they say 
–‘Inzere Leit’.
When ladies talk about their 
Breslover friends, what do 
they say?
‘Inzere Leitkes’ (Latkes) 
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The pure body lies still and 
silent.  R’ Yitzchak, his eyes 
glued to the Rebbe, is afraid 
to even move.  His lips 
murmuring ceaselessly, he 
whispers prayers to Hashem, 
begging Him to save the 
Rebbe.  The sun begins to 
make its first appearance, its 
warm rays shining in through 
the window, and still, the 
Rebbe remains motionless.  
As it rises higher and higher 
in the sky, R’ Yitzchak’s 
tefillos mount in desperation.  
“Hashem!” he entreats, 
“Please, let him live!”
As if in response, the Rebbe’s 
eyes flutter and… open! 

“Rebbe!” cries R’ Yitzchak. 
“You’re alive! Baruch 
Hashem!”

Rebbe Nachman smiles at his 
devoted attendant. “Hashem 
made many nissim.  The 
humiliation and my childish 
antics helped a lot,” he says 
simply.

Now R’ Yitzchak understands 
everything.  In order to reach 
the high madreiga of Eretz 
Yisrael, one needs to descend 
into the lowest places 
first.  The other Tzaddikim, 
such as the Besh”t, and the 
Smichas Chachamim didn’t 
know this, which was why 
they were prevented from 

reaching Eretz Yisrael.  But 
the Rebbe’s wisdom in this 
area is wondrous great.  His 
entire life, he was constantly 
climbing madreigas, so 
he already knows that 
before reaching the next 
level, one must first have a 
yerida.  Therefore, he causes 
himself to be humiliated and 
shamed, without responding 
at all.  He behaves in a very 
childlike manner, heaping 
embarrassment onto his own 
head.  Even with all this, he 
nearly doesn’t make it – his 
life was hanging by a thin 
thread all night long!  But 
Baruch Hashem, the Rebbe is 
alive. 

The story until now:

Rebbe Nachman travels to Kamenetz, stopping briefly in Medzibuzh.  On Lag B’omer, he sets out 
from his hometown –Medvedevka –to Nikolayev and sails to Odessa together with his attendant R’ 
Yitzchak.  From there, they sail to Istanbul, the final stop before Eretz Yisrael.  Two Yidden suspect 
the Rebbe of being a spy since he keeps his identity a secret, and they humiliate him in every way 
possible.  R’ Zev Wolf of Charni arrives and the Rebbe moves in with him.  Although the Rebbe be-
haves in a very childlike manner, R’ Zev treats him with great respect.  Rebbe Nachman visits the 

kever of the Smichas Chachamim, and when he returns, falls in a faint.

Chapter Two
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Despite all this, the Rebbe 
does not give up on his dreams 
of reaching Eretz Yisrael!  
Come what may, he’ll do all 
that he can with superhuman 
attempts to attain his goal.  As 
he said at the very beginning 
of his journey: ‘Even at the risk 
of my life!’ 

The Rebbe recovers from his 
encounter with death, and 
wants to continue with the 
next step of the journey.  But 
it seems as if the entire world 
has joined forces to prevent 
the Rebbe from reaching the 
shores of Eretz Yisrael!  France 
goes to war with Turkey.  
Hearing that the French are 
patrolling the Mediterranean 
Sea, the Turkish Jewish 
community forbids any Yid to 
sail to Eretz Yisrael because of 
the great danger involved.  

Unfazed, the Rebbe tells R’ 
Yitzchak, “I am ready to place 
myself in danger for the lofty 
purpose of Eretz Yisrael.  
However, I don’t want to risk 
your life.  If you so wish, take 
sufficient funds and return 
home in peace.  I will travel 
on my own secretly, without 
letting the community heads 
know.”

But R’ Yitzchak refuses to leave 
his master.  “Rebbe, wherever 
you’ll go, I will go, whether 
to life or to death,” he puts it 
simply.  

And so, they stay together.

* * *

R’ Yitzchak paces the streets 
of Istanbul worriedly.  ‘How 
on earth am I going to find 
passage on a ship to Eretz 
Yisrael?  No captain in his 
right mind will attempt such a 
suicidal journey now.’ 

As he walks along chewing 
his lips nervously, his ears 

perk up.  News is spreading 
rapidly about the Gabbai 
Tzedaka from Yerushalayim, 
a big Sefardishe Chacham, 
who said something about 
leaving… Nobody knows 
exactly what he means. The 
rumors spread like wildfire, 
with people adding salt and 
pepper liberally.  Finally, the 
community heads restore 
order, calling all the Yiddishe 
citizens to an important 
meeting.  The Chacham wants 
to tell them all something.

R’ Yitzchak sits amongst the 
crowd waiting with bated 
breath to hear what the Sage 
has to say.  

“It was revealed to me from 
Above, that I need to return 
to Yerushalayim immediately.  
I had planned on staying here 
for another year, but now 
I know that I must leave at 
once. I am nearing the end 
of my life, 
and my final 
resting place is 
awaiting me in 
Yerushalayim.  
Do not fear 
the French; 
Hashem will 
give His special 
p r o t e c ti o n 
to any Yid 
traveling to 
the Holy Land.  
E s p e c i a l l y 
since I am 
destined to 
be buried in 
Yerushalayim, 
and I will 
surely reach 
Eretz Yisrael.”

The audience 
buzzes with 
the bombshell 
that just 
dropped on 
them, but R’ 

Yitzchak hears nothing more.  
He runs home like an arrow, 
bursting into the Rebbe’s room 
panting from the exertion.  
“Rebbe!  The Chacham…a 
meeting…his kever…the 
French…Eretz Yisrael!”  His 
words come out jumbled from 
great excitement.  Forcing 
himself to calm down, he 
swallows a cup of water, and 
starts again.

“The Chacham held a meeting, 
and he told everyone that he 
needs to travel to Eretz Yisrael 
now.  We can go with him!”

An announcement blaring 
through the streets interrupts 
their conversation.  “Attention 
all Yidden!  There will be a 
ship leaving to Eretz Yisrael, 
which will be graced with the 
presence of the Chacham 
from Yerushalayim.  Anyone 
desiring to book a place is 
hereby invited to do so…”

Streets of 
Istanbul
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The room fills with a boundless 
joy… Eretz Yisrael!

The ship fills up quickly with 
men, women and children, 
Sefardim and Ashkenazim…  
Everyone wants Eretz Yisrael!  
The Rebbe meets with the 
Chacham privately and asks 
him to take him along to 
Yerushalayim, saying, “I don’t 
want to go to Tzfas or Teveria, 
only Yerushalayim.”

They settle the deal, and agree 
to keep it a secret between the 
two of them. 

The days fly by quickly as the 
departure date comes closer.  
Finally, the day arrives.  The 
passengers stream to the 
ship with all their baggage, 
emotionally exchanging 
farewells with their friends 

and family.  One final wave 
to the Yidden standing at the 
dock, and the ship lifts anchor.  
It sets out on its momentous 
journey.

* * *

The boat bobs gently along the 
waves, in the direction of the 
Holy Land.  The excitement 
of the passengers grows with 
every bit of progression.  
Standing on the deck, a small 
group of people discuss their 
advancement, measuring 
the distance they still need 
to travel.  One little boy tugs 
at his father’s hand.  “Look at 
that huge cloud!”

His father shakes him off, 
and continues explaining his 
opinion to the others.  The 
little boy is insistent.  “I’ve 

never seen such a massive 
grey cloud in my life!  I can’t 
wait to tell my friends back 
home!” he chatters eagerly.

His father finally glances in the 
direction his child is pointing 
to, and his face turns white.  
“That’s a storm cloud!”  

The sailors start congregating 
on deck, trying desperately to 
steer the ship further away, in 
safer waters, but to no avail.  
The sky grows dark, with 
ominous grey clouds covering 
the sun.  Heavy thunder cracks, 
and lightning strikes.  The roar 
of the rain fails to drown out 
the passengers’ screams of 
fright.  Huddled down below 
in the lowest level of the 
boat, the people moan in fear, 
certain that they have reached 
the end of their days.  The 

Ships leaving the port of 
Istanbul
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sailors try in vain to empty 
the ship of the water, but the 
whopping waves easily wash 
over the deck, laughing at 
their efforts.  Giving up, the 
sailors join the passengers 
down below and wait for the 
end to come.  

A night of crying out to 
Hashem falls.  The din from the 
wails and groans is impossibly 
loud.  It seems exactly like 
Yom Kippur –everyone crying, 
confessing their sins, and 
praying for their lives.  They 
recite slichos, tefillos, and any 
kind of prayer they can think 
of.  

During all this, the Rebbe sits 
in his corner, silent as can be. 

Two men notice the Rebbe’s 
stillness and walk over to 
him, demanding, “Why are 
you quiet at a time like this?”  
The Rebbe holds his silence, 
refraining from answering 
them.  Not wanting to waste 
their precious bit of time left 
on this world, they leave him 
be and return to their tefillos 
and crying. 

The wife of the Rav of 
Chattin, a learned woman 
who has been crying and 
wailing all night long, sees the 
Rebbe’s calm composure and 
something snaps inside her.  
“How can you just stay calm?  
Why don’t you join us in tefilla 
to Hashem? Don’t you realize, 
we’re drowning?  Soon we’re 
going to be food for the fish!  
What will you say then?” she 
shrieks in a shrill voice.

Rebbe Nachman says in a 
still, steady voice, “If only 
you would all be quiet, then 
it would be good.  Test it; 

if you’ll be silent, then the 
storm will be too.  

The dominant woman spreads 
the word at once.  “Everyone, 
quiet!  Right now!”

Silence reigns in place of the 
previous commotion.  All the 
passengers freeze in their 
spot, waiting for something 
supernatural to occur… 

The sky slowly lightens, the 
sun preparing to make its 
appearance.  The storm, as if 
afraid of the sun, disappears 
as fast as it arrived.  The 
passengers look around 
wide-eyed in wonder, tasting 
the miracle on their tongues 
together with the salty sea 
water.   The waves are no 
longer spraying them with 
harsh freezing water drops, 
the hail isn’t crashing down 
on them like stones, and the 
ship is finally floating steadily 
on the calm waters…  It’s like a 
dream!  Will they really reach 
Eretz Yisrael?!

The people walk around, 
drunk with joy and relief.  

They are almost at their 
destination! 

Their joy is short-lived.  The 
after effects of the storm 
are far reaching, and far 
more perilous than all their 
previous troubles.  All the 
drinking water on the ship has 
been depleted!  Save for one 
barrel of moldy, putrid water 
crawling with worms, they are 
left with nothing to drink!  The 
panic on the ship soars, as the 
people realize that they are 
about to die.  The one barrel 
of water is carefully rationed 
out, and the passengers see 
that they have come to the 
end of the rope.  Stuck in the 
middle of the ocean, no land 
in sight, no water on board, 
the people give up hope.  
Lying pathetically on the 
wooden cots, their tongues 
sticking to their palates from 
dryness, they wait for death 
to overtake them. 

To be continued...
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Yummy
Chanuka
Recipes
By: T. Friedman

Chicken ‘Latkes’

These ‘latkes’ are my kids’ favorite 
dinner –which means it’s my easiest 
day to serve! They are great to put 
out at any Chanuka party; kids 
and adults will take one after the 
next as they fill up on a healthy, 
satisfying treat. Watch your tower 

disappear!

2 lb ground chicken
2 eggs
½ cup rice (cooked)
½ cup corn flake/bread crumbs
1 finely diced and fried onion
1 tsp salt
1 tsp red pepper
cornflake crumbs for coating
Mix all ingredients, form balls with 
damp hands, flatten slightly, coat 
in corn flake crumbs and deep fry 

each side in oil until golden.
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Delicious Punch

An irresistible Chanuka dessert.

2 cans pineapple with juice
1 can peaches
2 cups strawberries (fresh or frozen)
½ cup instant strawberry jelly powder 

Blend together, pour into cups, and 
serve chilled.

Variation – add a kiwi for extra 
tanginess and exotic look, or some 
blueberries (fresh or frozen) for a 
deep purple, royal color. 

Cheese Latkes

These latkes can be served anytime 
of the day – a welcome addition to 
every breakfast, lunch, dinner or 
party. Truly scrumptious, easy to 

make and full of protein too!

1 lb farmer cheese
3 eggs
1 cup flour
2 tbsp vanilla sugar
3 tbsp sour cream
¼ - ½ cup sugar

Mix all ingredients until smooth, 
drop batter by tablespoon into 
heated oil in frying pan. Fry on both 

sides until golden brown. 
(Reprinted with permission from Pupa 

cookbook.)
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Out of the Turkish Sultan’s many noblemen, 
one minister was his absolute favorite.  He 
would call him in to the lavish palace every 
single day just to spend time together, to 
chat and enjoy his company.  To no one’s 
surprise, this minister was a ... Yid!  Who 
else would the king adore if not for a clever 
Yid?  However, this caused major problems.  
The other ministers at the palace were 
green with envy.  Why should this dirty 
Jew get all the attention and favoritism?!  
They gritted their teeth, pulled at their hair 
and clenched their fists, but nothing could 
change the ugly facts staring in their faces 
every single day again:  The Sultan much 
preferred the serious Jew’s company to 
their exciting, ritzy–glitzy friendship. 

Calling an urgent secret conference, the 
Turkish noblemen were determined to 
find a solution.   Down below in the cellar 
of the palace, away from any prying ears, 
they gathered together to brainstorm.  
When they were all assembled, large 
footsteps suddenly echoed loudly in the 
damp hall, and the participants shrank 
back in fright.  Would their meeting 
be discovered?

Kaptzin Pasha, a high 
ranking member of 

the government, 
strode into 

the cellar room and took position at 
the podium.  The audience breathed a 
collective sigh of relief; their secret had not 
leaked out. 

“I hate that successful Jew with a passion!”  
The force of Kaptzin Pasha’s violent words 
sent his audience shrinking into themselves.  
“We must see to do something to get rid 
of him, permanently!” 

The ideas came in fast and furious, each 
anti-Semite full of glee for the opportunity 
to give in to his lust for Jewish blood.  “No, 
no, not good enough,” Kaptzin Pasha waved 
his hand dismissively.  “I need something 
foolproof!”  Tapping his foot nervously, 
the glimmerings of an evil plan started 

KAPTZIN PASHA
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hatching 
in his wicked 

brain, and the Pasha 
gave a cry of delight.  “I 

got it!  The perfect plan!  A 
surefire way to finish him off!  

And it’s going to need to be kept a 
secret to ensure its success.  Sorry guys,” 
Kaptzin Pasha crowed, arrogantly and 
unapologetically, “I’ll manage myself.  
Meeting dismissed.”

The participants dispersed, grumbling at 
being left out, but Kaptzin Pasha cared 
not a whit about their sour faces.  He 
eagerly rubbed his hands in anticipation, 
looking forward to the moment when his 
adversary, the Jew, would be off the face 
of the earth.  Immersed in his thoughts, he 
didn’t even realize that the subject of his 
plans was walking right in his path. 

“Good evening Sir,” Yisrael addressed 
Kaptzin Pasha courteously.

“Oh, ho, yessir, good evening to you too, 
my dear friend.  Just the person I wanted 
to meet!  I was actually right on my way 
over to you now.”  Kaptzin Pasha couldn’t 
contain his excitement.  Wasn’t this what 
the Jews called ‘hashgacha pratis’?

“Really? Why is that?” inquired Yisrael 
politely.

“Well, I’ll be candid with you.  I’m just 
coming from a private audience with the 
Sultan,” began Kaptzin Pasha, stressing 
the word private in order to maximize the 

effect and raise his honor in the eyes 
of this Jew.  “And he confided in 

me that he really loves you 
very much…”  Yisrael 

noticed how 
every 

word was 
dripping 
with flattery.  
“…However, one 
little thing bothers him 
immensely, and this disturbs all 
the enjoyment he derives from being 
with you.  This little thing is…” Kaptzin 
Pasha lowered his voice to a whisper, “it’s 
unpleasant for me to be telling you this, 
but I’m doing it for your own good, so 
please excuse me.  There is an offensive 
odor coming from your mouth, and this 
disgusts the Sultan.  It seems your breath 
is not so clean…” Kaptzin Pasha couldn’t 
resist this little dig.  “Your unfortunate 
plight really touched my heart, so I spent 
some time thinking about how we could 
resolve this little issue satisfactorily.  You’ll 
be happy to hear that I was struck with a 
wonderful idea for you!  When you speak 
to the Sultan, hold a scented handkerchief 
near your mouth, and that will overpower 
the bad smell emanating from you.”

Yisrael nodded his head seriously and 
inclined his thanks to Kaptzin Pasha.  “That 
was truly very kind of you for telling me.  I am 
in debt to you for your graciousness, and 
your idea is indeed ingenious.  From now 
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on, I 
will make 

sure to appear 
before the Sultan 

only with a fresh 
smelling handkerchief 

covering my mouth.”

They shook hands and turned in their 
respective directions.   Kaptzin Pasha’s 
heart was singing, things were going 
right on plan!   Filled with adrenalin, he 
quickened his steps and soon arrived 
before the Sultan’s inner chambers.  “I 
have something of critical importance 
to say to the Sultan,” Kaptzin Pasha 
arrogantly strutted his shoulders, as the 
guards showed him in.

“Your Majesty, I just happened to overhear 
your Jewish minister saying something 
about you which I am sure will interest you 
highly.  So devoted am I to the Sultan’s 
welfare that I rushed to your chambers right 
away, although it was at great personal 
cost.  Yisrael was saying,” Kaptzin Pasha 
gave a scrunch of the nose in disgust, “that 
he cannot stand the smell of the Sultan’s 
breath.  Can you imagine the impudence?!  

The 
Sultan, 
the light 
of the 
world, 
the great 
and 
majestic 
one…” 
Kaptzin 
Pasha 
knew 
that a 
little 
flattery 

always helped 
his cause, “…has 
the purest, sweetest 
smelling breath.  And 
this dirty Jew decides that 
he cannot take the smell?!  But 
these are the facts.  Listen to what he 
plans to do:  From now on, when he is in 
an audience with the Sultan, he’ll hold a 
perfumed handkerchief before his mouth 
to overpower the odor coming from the 
Sultan’s mouth.  Mark my words; tomorrow 
the brazen Jew will be standing before you 
with a handkerchief in his hand!”  Kaptzin 
Pasha drew a long breath; this passionate 
speech had taken a lot out of him. 

The Sultan’s face darkened.  “If it is as you 
say, then Yisrael’s time is up.  I will have 
him removed from among the living!”

Satisfied, Kaptzin Pasha went on his way.

The next morning dawned.  The Sultan, 
restless after a sleepless night, summoned 
Yisrael to his chambers.  Yisrael innocently 
walked in holding a perfumed handkerchief 
to his mouth, following instructions to a 
tee.  Enraged and wounded at this slight 
to his honor, the Sultan grimly composed 
a short note as follows: ‘The messenger 
who delivers this note shall be thrown 
into the furnace, to be burnt to death 
like all traitors.’  Stamping and sealing 
the document, the Sultan handed it over 
to Yisrael and ordered him to deliver the 
document to the specified address.  “You 
alone shall deliver it.  Do not hand it 
over to anyone at any cost.”

Yisrael happily accepted the 
document and promised 
to fulfil the Sultan’s 
request.  His 
fate 
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was sealed; he 
was unknowingly 

leading himself to his 
death.  Kaptzin Pasha’s 

evil plan had succeeded.

Some background history on Yisrael, 
before he gets put to death.  Yisrael was 
a big Mohel, and he held the mitzvah 
very close to his heart.  Anyone who ever 
asked him to perform a bris on their baby 
son was never refused.  No obstacle was 
big enough to deter him; Yisrael always 
accepted the request.

On that fateful day, when Yisrael was 
preparing to set out on his journey to 
personally deliver the Sultan’s document, 
Hashem, wanting to save His precious 
devoted servant, arranged that a 
simpleton from a far-flung village arrived 
in town and begged Yisrael to perform a 
bris on his newborn son.  Yisrael was in a 
dilemma.  How could he let the mitzvah 
slip through his hands?  But what should 
he do about the Sultan’s decree?  He was 
a devoted minister…  Should he tell the 
villager that he was unavailable?  But what 
– miss out on the mitzvah?  Never!  He 

was a servant 
of Hashem, who 
commanded His sons 
to perform a bris milah.  
Lost in his deliberations, Yisrael 
furrowed his brow.

“Good morning Yisrael,” Kaptzin Pasha 
boomed in his ear.  Yisrael jumped, 
startled.  “Oh, good morning to you, 
Kaptzin Pasha.  Maybe you can help me; 
I’m in quite a predicament.  The Sultan 
has given me a document to deliver to 
a certain address, and I was just about 
to start on my way, when I was given 
the honor of performing a bris milah.  
I have never yet passed up on such an 
opportunity, so I ask you if you would be 
so kind as to deliver it in my place.”

‘What a golden opportunity has come 
my way!  I’ll have some juicy information 
to relate to the Sultan as soon as I return 
from carrying out this favor!’ thought 
Kaptzin Pasha to himself joyfully.  Slyly, 
he put on a serious expression.  “Hmm, I 
don’t know.  It doesn’t really fit in with my 
schedule today…  You know what?  I’ll do 
you the favor.  I’ll rearrange my meetings,” 

emphasizing his importance 
haughtily, “and I’ll make time to 
deliver your document today.  
Of course, I’ll do my best to 
keep things top-secret so that 
the Sultan should never find 
out about this swap of duties.”  
Kaptzin Pasha laughed inwardly.  
‘Of course, I’ll do my absolute 
best.  That entails going in to 
the Sultan and whispering a 
small secret into his ear.’

A smirk crossed 
his face as he 
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graciously 
accepted the 

sealed document 
from Yisrael.  ‘Enjoy your 

bris milah, Yisrael,’ he said 
aloud.  Quietly, he finished off 

to himself, ‘This is going to be your 
last deed performed on this world, 

before you end up swinging from the 
gallows.’  Kaptzin Pasha rubbed his hands 
together in glee.  ‘Or maybe he’ll be burned 
to death, like a common criminal?  Wow, 
that would be a sight.  I’ll make sure to get 
permission to watch the spectacle…’  Kaptzin 
Pasha quickened his pace; he wanted to be 
finished with this stupid errand so that he 
could get to the Sultan already.  What was 
he, a delivery boy?  He was the Sultan’s 
royal minister! 

Arriving at his destination, he arrogantly 
tossed the document over to its intended 
recipient with a disdainful flick of the hand.  
Turning to go, he was suddenly held back 
in an iron grip.  “What’s this?!” he gasped, 
shocked out of his wits.  “I’m a royal minis – 

He was cut off with a hand clamped over 
his mouth.  Four burly guards picked up 
the kicking, squirming, protesting, raging 
Kaptzin Pasha and threw him into the fiery 
furnace.  A thin coil of smoke was all that 
remained of him a short while later.  The evil 
man had received his reward from Hashem, 
measure for measure.

Yisrael knew nothing about these events.  
The next morning, he went in to the palace, 

as was his usual custom.  Stunned to 
see him alive, the Sultan asked 

him, “Yisrael, haven’t you 
yet delivered the 

document I gave 
you?”

“Your 
Majesty, I 
beg your pardon.  
I handed over the 
document to Kaptzin Pasha 
to deliver, since Hashem brought 
about that I was asked to perform a bris 
milah, which I never forgo.  He is a devoted 
minister, I’m sure he did a fine job,” Yisrael 
reassured the Sultan.

It struck the Sultan that Kaptzin Pasha, who 
had informed on Yisrael, was burnt in his 
place!  “Yisrael,” the Sultan asked gently.  
“Why do you hold a perfumed handkerchief 
before you when you speak to me?”

“Kaptzin Pasha suggested it to me, since 
you can’t take the smell of my breath,” 
Yisrael answered innocently. 

“That scheming Kaptzin Pasha lied to 
me that you can’t stand the smell of my 
breath, and that’s why you hold a scented 
handkerchief before you!” The Sultan 
exclaimed in return.  “You know what was 
written in that sealed document I gave you?  
That the messenger who delivers this note 
shall be thrown into the furnace…”  Yisrael’s 
mouth dropped open in astonishment.  
“Now I know,” continued the Sultan, “that 
Hashem is the One Who rules over the 
world.  He saves His beloved ones from all 
bad, the Pasha who wanted to harm you 
was harmed himself, and Hashem paid him 
his just reward.”

From then on, the Sultan raised Yisrael’s 
status higher than all the other 
ministers, and favored him the 
most of everyone.
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The secretary pokes her head into the manager’s 
office.  “Some people are here to see you.” 

“Send them in,” Mr. Jones answers curtly. 

Two minutes later, a small group of six tall, burly 
men walk in to meet with the director of the 
government’s office in Breslov, Ukraine. 

“We have some very important information 
to tell you,” begins their representative, the 
biggest of the six.  “There is a strange cult 
developing here in town, which is a real threat 
to the government.”

“Really!” barks Mr. Jones gruffly, not too 
interested in more work. 

“Yes!”  Seeing that their window of opportunity 
is closing, the group try to catch his attention.  
“The leader of this cult is a criminal – he has 
a secret, illegal printing press in his home!  
Even worse, he requires his people to pray and 
learn all day long!  They don’t work, they don’t 
support themselves…  They’re just lazy suckers, 
whiling away their lives on Shul benches 
while squeezing all that they can from the 
government.  It’s a scandal, I tell you!”

Mr. Jones raises an eyebrow.  “What do you 
suggest I should do about it?” 

“Why, you can catch them!  You’ll surely be 
promoted for having managed to crack down 
on such lawbreakers, and…” The representative 
quietly presses a thick wad of bills into Mr. 
Jones’ hands.His eyes light up as he counts the 
bills.  “I’m with you!” he announces, and the 
group breathe a sigh of relief.  Whew! 

“Okay.  We’ll have to clamp down on them 
when they’re all together, to break their spirit 
once and for all.  The opportune time for this 
would be… Shabbos Chanuka – in a few days’ 
time.  That’s when all the people of this cult 
come together, and their leader gives a speech.  
I can just see it working out perfectly!  They’ll 
all be busy listening to the lecture, and all of a 
sudden, they’ll be surrounded by police!  They 
won’t know what hit them!”

“That sounds like a good plan – I like it!” 
approves Mr. Jones. 

“You’ll also have to make sure to confiscate 
the leader’s writings and books, so that he 
shouldn’t be able to spread revolutionary 
information against the government anymore,” 
adds the one standing at the side.

“All right!” affirms Mr. Jones.  “We’ll do it.  

* * *

As far as the eye can see, horse-drawn wagons 
filled with Chassidim are in sight, galloping 
on the snow in the direction of Breslov.  The 
Chassidim are coming to spend Shabbos 
Chanuka with R’ Nosson, to bask in the light 
of the Heilige Rebbe.  A beautiful Shabbos 
passes, and the chassidim gather together for 
Shalosh Seudas.  Outside, the sun is starting to 
set, casting a pink glow onto the snow topped 
houses.  Inside, the Chassidim sing the zemiros 
with all their hearts, the words bringing tears 
to their eyes.  Then a hush falls over the crowd, 

Arrested!
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as they prepare to hear Torah from R’ Nosson. 

They all sit in silence, their eyes full of 
concentration, as the words wash over them, 
refreshing them and awakening them to Avodas 
Hashem.  Out of the blue, they are suddenly 
encircled with masses of police, who have 
come to arrest the ‘traitors who are a danger 
to the government’.  The house is surrounded 
from all sides, so that no one should be able to 
escape. 

Mr. Jones knows quite well that they have done 
nothing wrong, so he orders the policemen only 
to arrest the visitors; he is scared to do anything 
to the residents of Breslov, who would sue him 
for being arrested without proper charges.  The 
policemen slap handcuffs onto all the Breslover 
Chassidim who have traveled to Breslov to hear 
Torah from R’ Nosson, and they are led away 
to jail.  The ‘leader of the cult’- R’ 
Nosson, is left alone, the police being 
sure that he won’t escape. 

Mr. Jones commands in the name 
of the Czar to seal the entrance to 
the attic, where R’ Nosson has his 
printing press, kept up with mesirus 
nefesh to print the Rebbe’s Heilige 
sefarim.  Finally leaving the house, 
the policemen take with them piles 
of R’ Nosson’s own sefarim and the 
sefarim in the Heilige Rebbe’s own 
handwriting.

During the whole commotion, R’ 
Nosson sits calmly and tells his 
Chassidim the story of R’ Ozer:  ‘R’ 
Ozer had been one of the misnagdim, 
but Baruch Hashem, Hashem helped 
him and he became a Breslover 
Chassid.  When his family found out, 
they wanted to kill him out of great 
anger.  He ran for his life and stayed 
amongst the Breslover Chassidim 
until they calmed down and he was 
able to return home.’ 

R’ Nosson doesn’t get hysterical at 
all, he remains peaceful as if nothing 
happened. On Motzei Shabbos, he 
strengthens the Chassidim, and tells 

them, “Hashem in His great kindness made a 
big ness that they forgot to seal the second 
entrance to the attic.  Take a ladder, climb up, 
and quickly remove all the left over sefarim.”

Relieved, the Chassidim heed his words and 
rush to collect the remaining sefarim.  However, 
in their panic, they forget to take one small box 
of sefarim and this box is later confiscated by 
the police.

Seeing the noose tightening around his neck, R’ 
Nosson considers his options and realizes that 
he needs to escape.  He hides in the nearby 
village, waiting for the storm to pass.  However, 
already Monday morning, R’ Nosson gets a 
report from home that the police have come 
for him, to imprison him.  Realizing that he 
needs to escape from the area completely, R’ 
Nosson escapes to… Uman! 
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But even Uman is too close to Breslov for 
safety.  R’ Nosson travels onwards, fleeing for 
his life.  He arrives to Tcherin, and from there, 
continues on to Krimincheg.  In every place 
that he arrives, he uses the opportunity to 
speak to the Breslover Chassidim about the 
Rebbe’s teachings, to strengthen them, and tell 
them about the Hashgacha Pratis of Hashem.  
He continues writing down wonderful Torahs, 
even in hiding, davening and learning as if 
nothing had happened.  

While R’ Nosson travels through Ukraine, his 
devoted Chassidim do not rest.  One of them, 
R’ Shmuel Weinberg, is an important Yid 
whose word carries weight in the government.  
Accompanied with a large bribe, he begs for 
the freedom of the imprisoned Breslover 
Chassidim.  For a heavy price, Mr. Jones agrees, 

and the 
Chassidim are set free still within the week.  
However, the sefarim are still locked up, 
with the government refusing to allow the 
Chassidim to retrieve them! 

The Breslover Chassidim work tirelessly, 
expending great efforts in every direction. 
Recognizing the value of these precious 
sefarim, they know that there is no way they 
can ignore it, the sefarim must be returned! 

Finally, after many weeks, most of the sefarim 
were given back. The simcha of the Chassidim 
knows no bounds.  They dance in relief!  R’ 
Nosson also returns home at last before 
Pesach, after having been stuck in Tcherin 
and Uman.  At long last, he is back in Breslov, 
undefeatedly continuing to spread the Rebbe’s 
teachings.
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Hint #1 - What’s the gematria of Chanuka, spelled out in full?
ף ֵהא“ ”ֵחית, נּון, ָואו, ּכָ

Got it?
Now try the next clue.

Hint #2 – What’s  נחמן the acronym or  ר”ת for?

Getting there… 
Brain still loading? Here’s the next clue:

Hint #3 – ‘The flowing brook, the source of chochmah…’
נחל נבע מקור חכמה 

 …The gematria equals…

Whoops! Mistake???
Don’t get frustrated, here’s the next clue:

Hint #4- How many letters do the words
?have ’נחל נבע מקור חכמה‘

Do the sum in your head…

(Hint #3) + (Hint #4) = 

And voila! What do we find???

The neshama of the Rebbe ‘stays’ by Chanuka!

Every Yom Tov, the Tzaddik ‘stays’ by 
that Yom Tov. On Purim; Nachman 

stays by Mordechai, on Pesach; 
Nachman stays by Pesach… Let’s see 

if you can find a hint to it that on 
Chanuka, Nachman stays by Chanuka. 

Crack it!

7

4

?!
200

8+8=

112?

5845
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Have fun creating your own edible 
Menorahs and dreidels lekavod Chanuka!  

Enjoy doing it together with your 
friends and cousins at your Chanuka 

parties…

What you’ll need to 
have:

• Individually wrapped 
wafers
• Cheerios
• 8 toothpicks
• 8 red or yellow soft 
jellies or marshmallows

What you’ll need to do:

1. Poke all eight toothpicks 
into the wafer, leaving 
equal spaces in between.
2. Fill each one with as 
many cheerios as you can.
3. ‘Light’ your Menorah 
by placing a ‘jelly-flame’ 
on each candle (also 
stopping it from spilling!)

Now, let’s hear a 
lively Maoz Tzur!

Munchy Menorahs

Oh,

this is so 
much fun!

and the best 
part is: we 
can eat it 

too!

By R. Grunfeld
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Delicious Dreidels
What you’ll need to have:

What you’ll need to do:
1. Copy the diagram below onto an A4 colored card, as large 
as you can.  Cut out on the bold lines.
2. Decorate with markers, stickers, etc.  You can also 
personalize it with names of your guests and place at their 
correct setting.
3. Fold all the dotted lines outwards, towards the back.
4. Put glue on all the flaps and stick to form a dreidel. If 
you have difficulty, just use tape.
5. Once the glue has dried, fill generously 
with popcorn.
6. Make a hole in the lid on the indicated 
spot and stick swizels through halfway, 
taping it in place from inside.
  

•Scissors 
•Pencil
•Glue /tape

•Handful of 
popcorn
•Swizels or 
pinkies

Spin and enjoy!
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the light of the menorah shines in 
this world and in all the worlds. 

this light is…

1. how many days did the jug of oil 
burn?
2. who was matisyahu’s father?
3. how many sons did matisyahu 
have?
4. we celebrate chanuka with 
eating…?
5. what did the yidden use to trick 
the greeks with?
6. the misyavnim came about because 
the yevanim had a negative  __  on the 
yidden. 
7. what kind of potato food do we 
eat?
8. what do parents give the children 
on chanuka?  ‘chanuka _ !’
9. yehudis put eliforni to sleep with 
wine and…?
10. what do our fathers sing after 
lighting the menorah?
11. we light the menorah at the 
window or the …?
12. chana and her seven sons died 
because they didn’t bow to the ... ?
13. we light the menorah to commerate 
the _ that happened?
14. chanuka falls out in the month 
of… ?

…and all the lights in 
the world are drawn 

from this light!
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Chapter Two
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To be continued...


