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Hello once again to our chashuve Leitkes (Readers)

We are all eagerly awaiting and preparing for the joyous Yom Tov of 
Purim.

In line with the אורות of this special day, this issue’s focus is on simcha, 
which we all know the Rebbe stressed as being one of the yesodos in 
avodas Hashem.

The freiliche music, colorful costumes, mishloach manos and wines we 
are all so busy with now comprises both the excitement and spirituality 
of Purim.  Read on for powerful inspiration and direction on how to 
join in the happiness without thinking it to be childish.  

Pack in a positive and powerful Purim and גוטס אלעס  אויס   ,פועל 
as R’ Avraham Sternhartz said one Purim, ‘Purim is the day that כל 
 This means that whoever cries out and davens to  .הפושט יד נותנים לו
Hashem on Purim will be given a true Mishloach Manos.  Some will be 
given on Purim itself, others later, but as long as we continue to daven, 
we’ll get!’

May we all be zoiche to celebrate Purim with true simcha, and to 
daven until we receive the ultimate Mishloach Manos from Hashem, 
to always be truly happy and to listen to the Rebbe all our lives. 

We value your opinions and would love to hear your questions!

Sincerely, Faigy Kahane 

Hi Faigy,

I got your Breslov magazine, and 
I really enjoyed it.  It’s amazing!  
Thank you very much!  

This reading is a big deal for 
me, I feel so cut-off from 
anything Breslov, and so this is 
very meaningful for me.  This 
magazine is bringing cold water 
to us very thirsty people!  The 
Rebbe’s light is shining bright!

I can’t wait for any more editions 
and thank you again for the most 
beautiful publication,

C. Woldiger, Toronto

Dear Editor,

Being that the previous magazine 
was on gratitude, and ‘feeling 
gratitude and not expressing it is 
like wrapping a gift and not giving 
it’, I will take the time to express 
my gratitude to you for these 

inspirational magazines.  They’re 
wonderful!I I especially enjoyed 
the article ‘Active Appreciation’ 
by C.R Weissfish.  Before reading 
the magazine, I was not in a 
particularly grateful mood, to 
say the least, however, after 
reading that article, especially 
the part about how when we 
don’t expect anything, we end 
up happy with whatever we get, 
and also the mind-switch, of how 
if we train our minds, we can look 
at a difficult situation and see the 
good, was so realistically and 
practically brought down, with 
personal examples.  

Thank you, and please keep them 
coming!

R.G, Eretz Yisrael

To the Rays Editor

Thank you for providing such 
a stimulating and fascinating 
read! I am really looking forward 

to future 
issues, as 
the past 
ones have en-
lightened my 
Yamim Tovim.  

Y. Meyer England

Dear editor

I LOVE the magazine, every 
beautiful word of it and I read it 
over and over and I leave it on 
my couch displayed always and 
please keep on making them 
and thank you so so much! Good 
luck! I hope it becomes wildly 
popular (I have a strong feeling 
it will) and all the women will 
start appreciating and becoming 
a part of their husband’s derech 
and it will become their derech 
too bezras Hashem.

Best wishes, 

Malky Lebowits, Monsey

Rays - The Breslov 
Family Magazine.
For comments or 
questions, to submit 
articles, place an ad, or 
sponsor the following 
magazine for a z’chus, 
please contact us at:
raysof148@gmail.com
Tel: 929-320-0515

Graphics By:
Yofi Hanachal
yofihanachal@gmail.com

Look out for the next 
issue - Rays of Ratzon 
coming out Shavuos time 
Bezras Hashem.
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Chazal tell us אדר  משנכנס 
בשמחה  which is hinting ,מרבים 
at all year round simcha, but 
in the month of Adar = מרבים.  
This fits with the famous saying 
of the holy Rebbe: גדולה  מצוה 
תמיד בשמחה   One of  .להיות 
the sources to this mitzvah is 
the passuk in תחת תבוא–   כי 
אלקיך ה‘  את  עבדת  לא   אשר 
 The Rambam in Hilchos  .בשמחה
Moadim stresses very strongly 
the greatness of serving Hashem 
b’simcha.  It is  also included in 
the mitzvah of ה  since if ,אהבת 
a person loves Hashem, he will 
automatically be b’simcha.  

The holy Besh”t says that the 
word Adar is a combination of 
דר  –  the Alef meaning , אלף 
One, refers to Hashem Who is 
One and the word Dar means to 
dwell.  If a person brings Hashem 
into every aspect of his life, 
realizing that whatever happens 
to him is all the will of Hashem - 
 this person will always be ,לטובה
happy.  This being the meaning 
of בשמחה מרבים  א-דר   משנכנס 
– the outcome of involving 
Hashem will be simcha.  The 
Rebbe says that simcha is the 
greatest avoda, but the hardest. 

So let’s discuss some of the 
Rebbe’s advice how to be zoiche 
to this great mitzvah.  We all  

know that without Tefila nothing 
can be achieved.  How much 
more so does this apply to 
achieving simcha, so that’s the 
first thing – Tefila. 

Next we have to remember that 
to be b’simcha even for five 
seconds is also very great.  It’s 
a struggle to be b’simcha for an 
entire day or even a full hour, so 
if a person will say to his Yetzer 
Hora, ‘I will be b’simcha just for 
five seconds,’ he might let.  

There was once a Yid going 
round in Shul with an open hand 
from person to person as if he 
was collecting tzedaka and as 
the person put his hand in his 
pocket to get money, he said, 
‘I’m collecting ‘smiles’, can you 
please give me one?’ 

Although it’s most important 
to be אמת‘דיג and not אחד 
בלב ואחד   nevertheless, in ,בפה 
avodas Hashem, especially with 
regard to simcha, one may and 
should fake it.  Even if the smile 
is fake, the effect is enormous!   
The difference between seeing 
a person smiling or depressed is 
amazing!  

Chazal tell us, טוב המלבין שינים 
 We   .לחבירו יותר ממשקהו חלב
have two people, one gives a 
passerby on a cold winter day a 

hot cup of coffee, and the other 
gives him a smile.  The latter 
is far greater!  A smile has an 
incredible effect – on others and 
on oneself! 

Singing and dancing (obviously 
within הלכה  is also a (גדרי 
powerful method of attaining  
simcha.  

If we would sincerely believe that 
through the slightest mitzvah 
we do, we bring happiness to 
Hashem, it would also bring us 
to be happy.  The privilege of 
 making Hashem happy כביכול
and providing Him with nachas 
should make us extremely 
happy! 

דשטותא  was very highly מילי 
recommended by the holy 
Rebbe as a technique to come 
to simcha.  This may need some 
more explanation what exactly 
is meant by this, which I will not 
expand on now.  Let’s remember 
that fake simcha is also very great 
and powerful, and simcha for 
even five seconds is tremendous. 
It unlocks a person from his 
mental and emotional prison.

 is the same letters as משיח
 May we be zoiche to see  .ישמח
him בקרוב and he’ll bring שמחה 
.to the whole world בשלימות

Collecting Smiles
Rabbi  Elimelech Silbiger  Shlita
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Challenge: Where do we find 
Haman in the Torah?

Hint: To find the Devil, look for 
Evil.

The first instance of evil in the 
Torah is on the very first day of 
man’s creation.  The wily serpent 
convinces Chava to eat from the 
Eitz Hadaas, and give Adam too. 
Later, Hashem asks them, ‘Have 
you eaten from the tree? – Hamin 
Ha’etz…’  

Hamin = Haman. There we go.  We 
meet up with the source of all bad, 
the evil one who fights against us 
with all his might and tries to draw 
us into his trap.

What makes him tick?  What’s his 
essence?

Let’s continue on a little further in 
the story to find his core.  Hashem 
curses the serpent, and punishes 
Chava, the mother of mankind, 
with the price we are all familiar 
with, whereas Adam is told בעצבון 
  .depression – עצבות as in ,תאכלנה

Here lies our answer.  Haman’s root 
is depression.  Understandably, 
the opposite side – Kedusha, is 
simcha.  Haman-Amalek fights 
against our being happy; they 
are freethinkers and nonbelievers 
from whom depression is drawn, 

and they are envious of our 
simcha.  They have no problem 
with us doing the mitzvos and 
keeping the Torah, but they can’t 
stand our happiness.  What they 
don’t understand is that our 
happiness stems from doing the 
mitzvos. 

“For a Yid who believes in 
Hashem simply, nothing even 
comes close to the simcha of 
doing mitzvos; that we are zoiche 
to bring nachas to Hashem, that 
we earn eternal everlasting life 
just through the strings of tzitzis 
that we buy for pennies (for our 
husbands and sons) and thereby 
get included in the infinite light… 
Is there any bigger simcha than 
this?”

R’ Nosson further explains how 
anyone with the least bit of 
sense realizes that the pleasures 
of this world are transient and 
fleeting, we are all destined 
to die and our treasures will 
be left behind.  Therefore, the 
philosophers and freethinkers 
have no real happiness, they are 
full of depression and misery.  
When Haman saw Mordechai’s 
happiness, how he and the Yidden 
were so joyous with fulfilling 
the mitzvos, his jealousy so 
overwhelmed him until he wanted 
to wipe them off the face of Earth.  

The prime time to triumph over 
Haman-Amalek is on Purim, R’ 
Nosson tells us, since this is when 
he is overcome.  Therefore, the 
main mitzvah of Purim is to be 
happy at all times, because this is 
how we win him.  

Now comes the million dollar 
question.  How can we be happy 
at all times?  What if we’re not in 
the mood?  Deep down, we know 
that sometimes, we can feel a 
teensy weensy bit depressed (and 
other times a slight bit more).  
Sometimes, we get caught  up 
in Haman’s clutches.  Let’s get 
real, what if we’re not on the 
level of purely rejoicing with the 
mitzvos to overcome him and his 
depression? 

Stupidity?!
Revelation
and
Inspiration
Baesd on R’ Nosson 
in Likutei Halachos
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Comes the Rebbe with a unique 
approach, tailor made for us.  With 
a few short, simple yet innovative 
words, he opens up a complete 
new world for us.  Nothing too 
complicated or deep, it’s right 
within our grasp.  

ֶמער  ֶקען  ֶמע  ָאז  ָּפִנים  ַא  ָהאט  “ֶסע 
ַנאִריׁש  ִמיט  ָנאר  ַזיין,  ְפֵרייִליְך  ִניט 

ַמאִכין ִזיְך!“ 

“It seems like we can’t be happy 
anymore, only through making 
ourselves silly!”

That’s it!  The Rebbe tells us to 
joke, play around, be stupid, 
giggle…  That’s something all of us 
can do!  And not only that, but it’ll 
bring us to happiness!  Try it just 
once, and the facts will show for 
themselves…  You’ll see the real 
smile spreading on your face. 

And that is exactly why on Purim, 
when we have the mitzvah of 
being happy to triumph over 
Amalek, we have all kinds of silly 
things to do like getting drunk for 
the men, dressing up and playing 
around for the children and we 
women get to watch and laugh!  
He-He! Ha-Ha! Crack up! Let 
yourself get pulled in! 

If it seems stupid or childish, R’ 
Nosson explains the deeper side 
of it.  Let’s explore his words. 

“The nature of the person is to be 
pulled after depression, because 
every person is full of suffering, 

like we all know…  Therefore, 
we need to force ourselves with 
all our might to be happy.  And 
the main simcha is only possible 
through being stupid, as I heard 
from the Rebbe many times…”

Why?

“…Because now in galus, the 
Shechina, which is called the 
 has fallen low ,שמחתן של ישראל
into the goyim.  The סטרא אחרא 
which is depression, strengthens 
over the Yidden and doesn’t let 
them be happy with Hashem and 
His Holy Torah.  The goyim draw 
from the sparks of simcha which 
have fallen to them all kinds of 
false happiness.  They take the 
simcha which comes from such 
a pure high place, and use it to 
make them happy with all kinds 
of filthy desires, which bring 
them no real lasting happiness.  

Therefore, since the simcha is 
now in galus, it is clothed in 
stupidity and silliness.  So for 
anyone who wants to bring 
themselves to real happiness, 
to be happy that he is zoiche to 
be a Yid and was not created a 
goy, the only way to reach it is 
through stupidity and silliness, 
since the simcha – the Shechina, 
has fallen there.”

To make it even clearer, R’ Nosson 
brings us an example of David 
Hamelech.  “He was an aspect 
of the Holy Kingdom, which is 
an aspect of the Shechina – the 

ישראל של    .שמחתן 
David Hamelech’s 
war with the Other 
Side was to break 
the depression and 
merit true simcha, 
which he drew 
into the world with 
his sefer Tehilim.  
Therefore, when 
David Hamelech 
fell into the hands 
of the Plishtim 

and they brought him before 
their king Avimelech, David 
saw that the only way to save 
himself from them was through 
simcha, which triumphs over the 
depression of the Klipas.  But 
deep in the galus, amidst all the 
troubles, it’s impossible to be 
happy!  So how could he save 
himself??? 

Hashem gave him an idea; 
David Hamelech pretended to 
be a lunatic.  He made himself 
completely crazy!  He acted like 
a משוגענער!  He let spittle fall 
on his beard, he scratched at the 
walls, and thus, he was saved 
from their hands!  

The only way to save ourselves 
from our enemies Haman-
Amalek is through simcha, and 
now in galus, the only way to 
reach simcha is through מלתא 
    !being stupid – דשטותא

And when a Yid makes himself 
happy through being silly and 
stupid, he raises the Shechina 
out of its galus, because he 
returns the simcha to its rightful 
place, to the Yidden!”   

So go right ahead.  Let’s see your 
foolish grin.  Ha-ha!

  

  ‘The Rebbe tells us 
to joke, play around, 
be stupid, giggle…  
That’s something 
all of us can do!  

And not only that, 
but it’ll bring us to 

happiness!’
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I have no words to write to you now, because I left my 

house today and I wasn’t planning on writing to you at 

all, but since I wrote a few words to my nephew R’ Eisik, 

I remembered about your longings to see my letters, so I 

decided to write you some regards.

It pains me greatly that you weren’t happy when you were 

here in my house, and that you were very broken-hearted 

– it was hard for me to bear!  But despite this, I know and 

believe that Hashem Yisbarach still has mercy on me and 

on you and on all of us; He will surely not forsake you 

forever, and whatever happens, whatever happens, your 

end will be good with His great mercy, because we have 

whom to rely on with Hashem’s help – on the strength of 

the holy Zaken, the Ancient One.

Now my son, pay attention to the words which I command 

you, and make yourself happy with whatever you can!  

Especially since the days of Adar are entering, when 

we need to increase simcha.  Begin from now to make 

Achashverosh plays, rags and riches plays, summer and 

winter plays, and all kinds of shows, jokes and fun.  The 

person who gives you over this letter – R’ Nachman, and 

everyone of Anash, are all obliged to make merry, through 

all kinds of silliness.  Especially on Purim itself, be very 

happy. 

And indeed, be only happy! With everything!
און טאקע פארט האפ! פארט און פארט און פארט!

Sunday, Parashas Terumah, 5593

My cherished, beloved son,

Nosson of Breslov

The words of your father, 
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May it be Your will Hashem our G-d and the G-d of our fathers, Who does nissim and 
wonders in every generation, Who fought our fights, judged our judgments, revenged our 
revenges and paid a just reward to all our enemies… that You should have mercy on us 
with Your great mercy and help us with Your awesome wonders, that we should merit to 
accept and fulfill the holy days of Purim fittingly, that we should merit to fulfill all the holy 

mitzvos of Purim with holiness, purity and much simcha, with joy, gladness and delight.

Ribbono Shel Olam, strengthen me with simcha and joy always.  I should be zoiche with the 
strength of the true tzaddikim to banish and nullify from me and all of Klal Yisrael the klipa 
of Haman Amalek may their name be blotted out, and to draw upon me the holiness of 
the miracle and salvation of Purim.  Have mercy on us in every generation and every year, 
that we should merit to rejoice a great deal on the days of Purim with much happiness and 

a lot of joy.  

We should be zoiche to fulfill the mitzvah of listening to the megilla with holiness, purity 
and much happiness, we should merit reflecting into the great, wondrous miracle and 
salvation, and to spread the nes before everyone.  Let us be zoiche to fulfill the mitzvah of 
sending mishloach manos, of giving tzedaka, and the seuda of Purim, completely and with 

great simcha. 

Help us, we should be happy with all our hearts, we should make others happy, we should 
bring happiness to all of Klal Yisrael with the simcha of Purim with much gladness, we 
should exult and rejoice in Your salvation with a true joy, so that You should have much 
nachas and take delight in our happiness on the holy Purim.  We should merit now too, 

to the great nes and miracle of Purim; to banish, destroy, abolish and nullify from 
us the klipa of Haman Amalek and to erase their memory from the world.  

We should purify ourselves from their tuma’a, and draw down on us 
the holiness of Mordechai and Esther, and merit to continue the 

simcha of Purim all year long.  

A Touching Tefila
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THE KEY TO

 SIMCHA

One morning in Yerushalayim, 
R’ Eliyahu Roth approached 
someone before Shacharis and 
offered him a deal:  “I’ll give you 
$50 for your mitzvah of putting 
on tefillin this morning.”  When 
his offer wasn’t accepted, he 
went up to a hundred and even 
two hundred dollars yet the man 
refused and answered, “Even for 
$20,000,000 I wouldn’t dream of 
doing such a thing!!!”

Asked R’ Eliyahu, “If so, the 
question that screams out from 
between your words is: Why 
doesn’t your face show that 
expression and delight of someone 
who just won $20,000,000?!!!

Now let’s try and translate this 
into our language: 

I was once knocking on someone’s 
door in the middle of the morning, 
and I suddenly felt overwhelmed 
with admiration (and even envy) 
to hear her singing with her 
children.  She sang with so much 
joy and enthusiasm – it sounded 
like such a happy atmosphere, 
and even though those kinderlach 
were young and just about 
joining in, I was amazed how she 
continued on and on full of spirit!  
The ideal picture-perfect home of 
my dreams!!! 

How on earth is she able to do 
this? I wondered from the depths 
of my heart.  How I wish I could 
also…  

Suddenly the door opened and 
abruptly put an end to my floating 
dreams.  I saw the complete 
picture which revealed the truth:  
It was a lady who was employed 
by this playgroup to come in once 
a week to entertain and sing with 
these children!!!  She was paid to 
do this job and that’s what gave 
her the great motivation! 

As I walked back home, it 
suddenly dawned on me that my 
problem is that I’m just not aware 

of the immeasurable reward I 
can be deserving of, plus the 
huge amount of nachas I can give 
Hashem through simply being a 
happy wife and mother, shining 
rays of simcha to my family on a 
daily basis… As David Hamelech 
says in Tehilim: על אנכי   שש 
אמרתיך כמוצא שלל רב

Reb Noson says in Likutei 
Halachos: פקודי ה‘ ישרים משמחי 
 mitzvos bring simcha and – לב
whoever believes in Hashem with 
temimus like Yidden do, there’s no 
simcha in the world for him like 
the simcha of being able to bring 
nachas to our Creator.
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This is something that everyone 
can understand, that there’s no 
lasting happiness in this world 
because as much money as 
someone makes, he ends up 
without it, יקח במותו  לא   כי 
 everyone knows that there ,הכל
comes a time when our life in 
this world ends. 

That’s the reason why 
philosophers have no true 
happiness as their sad faces 
show us so clearly – they are 
constantly full of worries, 
because from where should they 
get חיות ושמחה if they are כופר  
in the Torah?  How we must 
thank Hashem that He in His 
great mercy separated us from 
the goyim אשרינו מה טוב חלקנו 
לנו ונתן  התועים  מן   שהבדלנו 
 How we must be full  .תורת אמת
of joy to be zoiche to do mitzvos 
which are so pleasant, as it says, 
נועם דרכי   and through דרכיה 
that simcha the Shechina comes 
out of galus.

We create happiness by making 
those around us happy – the 
more moments of simcha you 
create, the happier you will be! 

If we would only open our eyes 
and hearts to appreciate the 
great merits we have as Yiddishe 
mothers employed by the מלך 
המלכים  alone to look מלכי 
after His heilige kinderlach, the 
atmosphere in our homes would 
improve drastically.  Instead of a 
long, boring afternoon facing us 
to play with our kids and wishing 
the clock would go round faster 
and make it bedtime already… 
we could savor the opportunity 
to sit and have fun playing 
together, teaching them to be 
 and how to be happy in מוותר
every situation, even when you 
lose the game.  We could look 
deeply into each child’s eyes 
and understand the messages 
that they are trying to portray, 

and inject each of them with 
the exact dosage of love and 
encouragement they so desire 
and require in order to bring out 
their full potential in their lives.  

Happy times make the deepest 
impression on your child.  Close 
your eyes and take note of which 
childhood scenes float by in your 
memory, bringing a warm smile 
to your face…  There’s bound 
to be happy occasions amongst 
them like Simchas Torah, 
Chanuka Lecht, Lag B’omer in 
Meron.  (That’s actually one of 
the reasons of making chalaka 
in Meron, so that the child feels 
how everyone joins in his great 
simcha of getting peyos and that 
gives him a deeper connection 
with this mitzvah for his entire 
life.) 

If you really want to make the 
best investment in your chinuch, 
see to do it happily.  Make the 
effort to show your children 
your own simcha to do mitzvos 
and put in your utmost to help 
create a happy setting around 
their mitzvos because like that 
it will last, and give them a solid 
foundation for life.

Which families remained frum 
in the USA when the concept of 
working on Shabbos threatened 
to drown all the immigrants from 
Europe as soon as they stepped 
foot on American soil?... 

Those who managed to keep 
Shabbos with simcha!!!  

Unfortunately, there were so 
many who even though they 
didn’t go to work on Shabbos, 
were not zoiche to yiddishe 
nachas because their mesirus 
nefesh was done bitterly…  
The power and ripple effects 
of simcha affects not just you 
yourself now, but generations to 
come!

...Close 
your eyes 
and take 
note of 
which 

childhood 
scenes 
float by 
in your 

memory, 
bringing a 

warm smile 
to your 
face… 
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Haman was so jealous of Mordechai 
Hatzaddik and the Yidden when 
he say how strong they were to 
do mitzvos with great simcha and 
mesirus nefesh, that he literally 
wanted to destroy them from this 
world ח”ו!  That’s why davka on 
Purim – the time when Haman 
was defeated we have this mitzvah 
of simcha because simcha is the 
weapon against Amalek.  Therefore 
we have all types of ways to reach 
simchas Purim, through dancing 
and singing, becoming shikkur…

The Rebbe speaks a lot about the 
power of simcha, that through 
כף והמחאת   dancing) ריקודין 
and handclapping) there is 
הדינים  We  .(yeshuos)  המתקת 
are supposed to know that even 
though the Rebbe’s words are 
extremely deep and we cannot 
grasp their secrets, they’re not 
meant just for big tzaddikim, 
but apply to every Yid to accept 
 .on their level בתמימות ופשיטות

A clear example of this can be seen 
from the following recent true 
story:

A little girl was wheeled into the 
operating theatre for a long, 
complicated operation.  Outside 
the big steel double doors, the 
place where parents’ hearts melt 
completely, tears pouring down 
their faces and the minutes feel 
like eternity until the surgeon 
makes his return appearance, a 
totally different scene was taking 
place.  A small circle of men, made 
up of fathers and relatives of this 
sick girl, were holding hands and 
dancing!!!

Yes, as unbelievable as this may 
sound, these precious Yidden rose 
above their nisyonos and reached 
the level of practicing the Rebbe’s 
teachings למעשה!  As they danced 
with closed eyes and tefillos on 
their lips, the surgeon operated 
and after several hours, he came 
out and announced that it was 

successful Baruch Hashem!  על 
 there came ידי ריקידין והמחאת כף
about המתקת הדינים!

The Rebbe tells us to force 
ourselves with all our might to 
be happy at all times, because by 
nature we tend to get pulled down 
into depression.  As the Yiddishe 
song goes:

“וואו מען איז

ווי אזוי מען איז,

מצוה גדולה

להיות בשמחה...“

Wherever one is, however one is, 
it’s a mitzvah to be happy...

He explains that the way to achieve 
this is through מילי דשטותא.  That’s 
why Tzaddikim had badchanim 
who did all types of things to 
bring them to simcha.  And even 
the Tannaim and Amaroim used 
to make jokes before they taught 
their talmidim to bring them to 
simcha, because there’s nothing 
that disturbs our avodas Hashem 
as much as depression.

We must continually remind 
ourselves that the source of our 
neshamos is simcha, because 
the Shechina is called של  שמחתן 
 and our neshamos are a ישראל
ממעל אלקי   Therefore, we  .חלק 
should aim and strive to reach true 
simcha in our lives. 

Are you looking for expert 
professional דשטותא  מילתא 
therapy?

Pick up a baby and give them a 
little throw in the air and catch 
them, and hear the giggles.  Or sit 
a young child on your lap and just 
leave the job to them…  They’ll 
already manage to get a true smile 
on your face, no matter how down 
you’re feeling.  Learn the tricks of 
the trade from them!  Forget about 
all your sophisticated problems 

and just listen to their childish pure 
sense of humor.  Smile with joy and 
laugh along with them, enjoying 
the bliss of a happy, serene life.

The secret key to reaching simcha 
and חשק every day is right here 
within our reach now at this time 
of the year.  As the Rebbe says, 
‘Through working on ourselves 
to be b’simcha on Purim, one 
merits to bring down the light 
of Mordechai and Esther’ 
i.e. to awaken in ourselves a 
tremendous desire to want to do 
mitzvos and fulfil Hashem’s will!!

What can we want more than 
this??? 

So let’s pour forth a heartfelt Tefila: 

הצילני מקליפת המן עמלק 

Please Hashem, save me from 
the thoughts of philosophers like 
Haman which lead to depression,  

וזכיני לקדושת מרדכי ואסתר

Let me be zoiche to Kedusha 
which is simcha, to be happy with 
Hashem, and always remember 
that על ידי בטחון בא שמחה 

Guide me along the right tracks to 
be crystal clear about my tachlis 
in this world and reach שמחה  אין 
הספיקות  and give me כהתרת 
Siyatta Dishmaya to know exactly 
which keys to play in order to 
produce the most beautiful notes 
of harmony to enhance my own 
personal song of joy in my life and 
in the lives of those around me.
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I have good news

for all you regular people 
out there

facing sadness

daily fatigue

discontentment

chronic restlessness

leading back to sadness

again.

The good news is:

you’ve opted for the 
easiest choice

out of all the different 
ways there are

to go through life.

She said something 
you thought was 
uncomplimentary?

Just sulk.

Job too stressful?

Go on, get yourself fired.

Unappreciated and 
underpaid?

Resent!  Go for it!  Let it 
pile up!

Hashem handed you an 
unbearable challenge?

Hand it back,

challenge rejected, sight 
unseen.

Flow with those emotions

follow your instincts.

If it makes you feel 
stronger,

that gives credence

to your claim.

Let me ask you this,

‘Seeker of the easiest life’,

why,

if you invest so much

into making life pleasant,

is it not?

Why is it

that you still know

of so much distress?

Perhaps you’d want to 
explore your options

and try a different 
method?

The long but short way

to Happiness.

I’ll agree with you, 
sweetheart

it definitely is more 
stressful

to actually think about 
things

and struggle through 
challenges

instead of around them.

To deal with those 
emotions head on

instead of burying them

and pretending they don’t 
exist.

But acting

instead of 
blindly 

reacting

will get you to that 
blissful place

far faster.

Once you have that 
method down pat,

we can go on to the next 
one.

The one that Rebbe 
Nachman teaches:

How to dispose of sadness

with a powerful kick 
to the gut.

Milsa D’Shtusa A. Hoffman



13

A. Hoffman You painstakingly dress

to your husband’s sister’s 
wedding

you finish the final stroke 
of the brush

and inspect yourself

with a sigh of relief.

As you enter the hall

you congratulate yourself

on your innate modesty

and fine 

taste.

You really put effort

into making your husband 
happy.

“Look who’s here!

Our fancy shmancy sister-
in-law!

Don’t you look

just ravishing?!

Oh my,

do you know

how long it took me

to get dressed?

Between all those 
preparations

and helping the kallah

I had a minute

and forty-two seconds

to get dressed

for my own sister’s 
wedding?”

The quiet is too sudden

and too heavy.

Your ears are ringing

with her unspoken 
accusation

and undisguised disgust.

So what would Rebbe 
Nachman tell us to do?

To be silly.

Find a room

preferably far away from 
human ears

(creatures are just fine)

and shut the door firmly

behind you.

Then you turn your voice

into a high-pitched squeal

and start jumping jacks

complete with flapping 
hands

all the way over your head.

Using your new voice,

you start:

(Choose foreign accent)

“Oh do I look ravishing

so bee-yoo-tee-ful

like a pchinsessen

I am ze

fancy shmancy sister-in-
law.

I am like a turquoise 
peacock

flapping her feathers

all those who see me

 go

whoo whoo whoo

I am so

PCHETTY

whoo whoo whoo

Then you turn three 
cartwheels

bumbling ones

four tumblesauces

and stagger out.

Rebbe Nachman calls this

Milsa D’Shtusa

and he guarantees you

true simcha.

Sometimes,

that’s the only method

that works.

(Do let me know how it 
went.)
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We all know how one has to do teshuva:

The main thing is to regret the aveira that we did, be 
upset that we did it and then it is wiped out as if it was 
never done.  

How does this work? 

The Rebbe teaches us that דער עיקר איז די רצון – the 
main thing is your intention, your will to 
do the deed.  The deed itself is worthless.

How can this be?

Take for example – driving a car on 
Shabbos.  Is it a mitzvah or an aveira?  
Depends: If you do it for your own 
pleasure, it’s a serious aveira, but if you 
do it to save someone’s life, it’s a great 
mitzvah! 1

So we see that the deed means nothing.  
It is why you do it, or how you do it, that 
counts.

Therefore, if you regret your deed, you take out the 
whole רצון that it contained – like taking out the stuffing 

1 This should ח“ו not be taken as a license to do as 
you wish and say you mean well, because the Rebbe 
forbade us to move even an iota from the Shulchan 
Aruch. 

from a stuffed toy, and it remains empty – worthless. 

The Yetzer Hora knows this very well, and he makes 
sure we don’t do this, as it will undermine all his efforts.  
He also knows that the opposite is true.

The main part of a mitzvah is the simcha that we have 
whilst doing it – the רצון and חשק we ‘stuffed’ it with.  
Therefore, he tries to stop us from appreciating the 

greatness of each and every mitzvah and 
rejoicing every time we are mekayem 
one.

We have to overcome this מניעה- 
disturbance, and keep trying to ‘stuff’ 
our mitzvos with as much happiness and 
pleasure as possible so that their worth 
will grow exponentially.

But what about our past mitzvos that we 
already did, that had little or no simcha in 
them?  Is it too late, or can something still 
be done to ‘stuff them up’?

Of course it’s not too late.  Just as regret for past deeds 
removes the ‘stuffing’, simcha for past mitzvos adds 
‘stuffing’.  So rejoice that this morning you washed 
negel vasser, last week you baked challos, last year you 
heard the megilla… rejoice and delight with simcha shel 
mitzvah; stuff up all those limp and empty mitzvos from 
the past!

Stuff it up!
By A. Krieger

“I PRESCRIBE A 
TESHUVA FOR 
YOU, THAT YOU 
SHOULD DANCE 
EVERY DAY!”  
SAID R’ NOSSON 
TO R’ MOSHE 

BRESLOVER.
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Stuff it up!
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Interview with the 
Family of

Harav R’ Nachman 
Yisrael Burstein 

Ztz”l

Purim 5772

They were expecting a Purim night like every 
other year.  R’ Nachman Burstein would lein 
Megillas Esther for the tzibbur, which would be 
followed by spirited dancing.  They would then 
return home to a delicious Yom Tov seuda, and 
retire early in order to have Koach to get up at 
Chatzos – the ‘feld’ was awaiting them!  But 
this year, a surprise is lying in wait for them.  R’ 
Nachman walks over to the bimah in the Breslov 
Shul of Katamon, and starts leining.  The kids, 
sensing the extra action in the air, are extra 
lively during the megilla, pounding out Haman’s 
name with all their might.  After one energetic 
Haman stamping, R’ Nachman’s pleasant voice 
does not continue.  Glancing up from their 
Megillas, the men are shocked to see that R’ 
Nachman had collapsed!  

An ambulance is quickly called, and the 
Hatzala members carefully transfer him onto a 
stretcher.  In the meantime, R’ Nachman regains 
consciousness, and asks where they’re taking 
him to.  He refuses to accept their answer that 
they’re taking him to the hospital.  “I’m in the 
middle of something here.  We need to finish 
leinig the megilla.  So many people are waiting 
for me to give them the enjoyment of hearing 
Megillas Esther.  Why do they have to suffer 
if I’m not feeling so well?  I’m going back in to 
give them this happiness.”  That’s the end of the 
story.  R’ Nachman climbs off the stretcher, and 
walks back inside.

Shabbos Zachor 5773

It is the Shabbos before Purim!  R’ Nachman 
Burstein rounds up the people in the Shul in 
Katamon, and starts dancing.  He twists and 
turns joyously, dancing up and down and 
bringing a smile to all the people’s faces.  The 
gabbai rushes over to him, and begs him, 
“Please R’ Nachman, don’t overwork yourself.  
Don’t you remember what happened last year?  
Pikuach Nefesh overweighs even Shabbos!”

“Pikuach Nefesh overweighs Shabbos, but it 
doesn’t overweigh Simcha!” replies R’ Nachman, 
and continues his dancing.

This was R’ Nachman Yisrael Burstein’s motto: 
Simcha! ‘Der Rebbe hot geheisen Freilich zein’! 

FREILICH
ZEIN!

C. Burstein
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Adar 5777

I am sitting around the dining 
room table with Mrs. Burstein 
and her daughters, amazed 
at how quickly I am feeling 
comfortable with people I am 
meeting for the first time.  
This must be connected to the 
beaming smiles on their faces.  
From what I have heard so far 
about their father, one of Ziknei 
Anash, I understand their happy 
faces. My smile matches theirs 
as I delight in the chance to hear 
the inside view: The life of R’ 
Nachman Yisrael Burstein. 

“Can you give me a short outline 
of his lifetime?”  I want to have 
the facts clear, before going into 
details about his attitude to life.

“At one and a half years old, 
he arrived to Eretz Yisrael 
with his parents from Poland.  
They settled in Yerushalayim 
Ir Hakodesh, in the Old City.  
Later, during the war, they were 
exiled to Katamon, where the 
Breslov Beis Medrash was set 
up, turning it into a small center 
of Breslov Chassidus.  Little 
Nachman was attracted to anash 
from a very young age, soaking 
in their fervor in Avodas Hashem 
and their attachment to the 
Heilige Rebbe.  He lived there 
as he grew up, and married his 
wife Chaya.  They were blessed 
with nine children k”h, and when 
R’ Nachman was 34 years old, in 
the prime of his life, his wife was 
niftar.  

That’s where I come into the 
picture.  We married, both of 
us for the second time, and 
together, we raised the nine 
orphans.  We were zoiche to 
live together for 37 precious 
years, until he was niftar on the 
14th of Adar Alef, 5774.   Every 
minute of those years was a 

treasure!” exclaims Rebbetzin 
Dina Burstein, the second wife 
of R’ Nachman, with a beaming 
smile. 

“How would you describe 
your husband?”  I bet that the 
answer will be something to do 
with our theme.

“The first thing I saw in him after 
we met, was his singing.  He sang!  
He sang with simcha, with all 
his heart, and it was something 
really special to hear.  His singing 
came from his great simcha.  He 
was always happy and smiling, 
no matter what.  Even when we 
went through difficult times, as 
it goes with raising every family, 
his simcha came right along.  We 
were tight in money, but Baruch 
Hashem, we were zoiche to be 
rich in happiness.  His priority 
was to be an erliche yid, and 
therefore, he rose over all the 
material hardships. 

On his last Yom Kippur, he was 
the Chazzan in the Shul in Gush 
Shmonim, like every year.  He 
was fasting even though he was 
very weak, but fulfilling his job 
gave him such simcha that it 
gave him strength.  I saw how his 
happiness was pushing away his 
sickness, since there isn’t place 
for both of them in one body.  
His simcha made him forget 
about his illnesses, and he acted 
as if he was completely healthy 
and strong,” relates his wife. 

“Everyone talked about Tatty’s 
simcha,” adds Esti, one of the 
younger daughters.  “My brother 
Ahrele told us: ‘Who is rich? He 
who is satisfied with his portion.’  
Our father was rich with his 
simcha, and he left us a big 
spiritual inheritance.  Everyone 
can take from it however much 
they want.” 

I smile at her sweet innocence.  

“Very true!” 

I turn to all the daughters 
sitting there. “Your father went 
through very hard times in his 
life.  Where was his simcha 
then?” 

“Tatty’s simcha accompanied 
him wherever he went!” answer 
all the daughter in unison.  “He 
was happy in every time, every 
hour.

Tzivia recounts: “About a year 
before Tatty was niftar, our 
brother Meir, who lives in 
America, took ill.  Tatty called 
him so many times and spoke 
to him about the importance of 
Simcha.  With tears in his eyes, 
he would sing him songs to be 
mechazek him.  

After half a year, Meir was niftar.  
We were all so broken about it.  
Tatty’s raw pain was so clear to 
see, as he spoke to our sister-
in-law about Meir’s life.  It was 
so painful for him, having seen 
Meir first become an orphan, 
then sick…  But despite it all, we 
saw how Tatty accepted it all 
with love, since it was all from 
Hashem Yisbarach.  He mourned 
him, but he stayed composed 
with his emuna and bitachon.”

“With all this,” Gitty reveals, “On 
the last day of Meir’s shivah, we 
all turned to Tatty for words of 
comfort.  The chizuk was pouring 
from him, as he told us about a 
man who had experienced a big 
tragedy but didn’t despair; he 
strengthened himself with song.  
And then…” Gitty licks her lips, 
reveling in the memory. 

“…Tatty got up, and started 
singing and dancing:  ‘,משלוגט 
 מקלאפט, מפייניגט, אבער מ’דארף
זיין פריילאך   We are-‘   כסדר 
struck, smitten and afflicted, but 
we always need to be happy!”



18

Batsheva explains further, 
“Because Tatty remembered his 
job as a Yid, and he continued 
with his simchas hachaim.”

“Around 11 years ago, Tatty 
suffered a very severe heart 
attack.  Instead of becoming 
depressed, he turned to Hashem 
Yisbarach and said to Him simply, 
‘What will You gain if you take me 
now?  Please, let me live, and for 
every year that I get, I’ll give You 
another siyum on Shas.’

Indeed, Tatty finished Shas 16 
times, and on the Tammuz after 
his death, his 80th birthday, he 
was due to have finished it for the 
17th time…” says Esti wistfully. 

The daughters are overflowing 
with wonderful stories, each one 
more precious than the other.  I 
listen, openmouthed.

“Tatty wasn’t just happy himself, 
he always made sure to share 
his simcha with others,” Miriam 
shares her special memories of 
her father.  Her eyes go misty as 
she describes how he looked. “His 
face shone with happiness!  His 
permanent smile was there to 
enliven other people and make 
them happy too.  In the same way 
that he comforted, strengthened 
and joked with us children, he 
used to do so to so many orphans 

and broken people.  He would do 
all that he could to put a smile 
on their faces and brighten their 
lives!”

Batsheva adds in, “Every Shabbos 
after davening, Tatty would 
take us with him to the nursing 
home to cheer up the residents.  
Whenever he saw someone 
depressed, he would joke with 
them until he put a smile on their 
face.”

Suri, the youngest of the family, 
says with a smile, “For Tatty, 
it didn’t make any difference 
what the way to simcha was; 
the main thing was to be happy.  
Once, there was a gathering in 
the community.  Tatty walked in, 
slipped, and fell to the ground. He 
told us afterwards, ‘As I got up, I 
saw that everyone was laughing.  
I thought to myself, it was worth 
falling, so that the people should 
smile!’

A chuckle escapes from my 
throat.  “Wow!”

“Even when he was ill, he 
constantly tried to make others 
happy, and he never even dreamt 
of complaining.” Tzivia picks up 
the thread of the conversation.  
“When Batsheva’s son was 
born, we celebrated the Shalom 
Zachor in Beitar.  Tatty was very 
weak, but he still came to take 
part in the simcha (and to make 
simcha!)  We searched for the 
shortest way to the shul, without 
any steps, to make it easier for 
him to walk.  Suddenly, Tatty 
heard that a Breslover Chassid 
who also lived in Beitar, had just 
been struck with a tragedy and 
was making a Shalom Zachor too.  
Not looking at his own state of 
health, Tatty rushed over to the 
house of the Chassid to make him 
happy.  Although he didn’t know 
the person at all, he knew that he 
could make him happy amidst his 

pain by going to his simcha, and 
he spent a long time there.

The next morning, Tatty expressed 
his happiness repeatedly that 
he had been zoiche to enliven 
the young man who was going 
through so much.  His own simcha 
at the birth of his grandchild paled 
in comparison. “

“At every occasion, it was Tatty 
who made the simcha, with 
his singing, funny stories and 
good cheer which captivated 
everyone,” says Esti proudly.  
“Even misnagdim enjoyed 
listening to him, and they always 
honored him with an aliya in their 
shul.”

“It seems like it was almost 
impossible to be misnaged on 
Breslov, when you saw such a 
Chassid!” I comment. “Is that 
how you felt?” I ask Rebbetzin 
Dina, knowing that she 
doesn’t come from a Breslover 
background. 

“Something along those lines,” 
she nods.  “Actually, years ago, I 
had a few questions on the Rebbe, 
having read about his life,” she 
confesses.  “I couldn’t understand 
how he left his family and traveled 
to Eretz Yisrael…  Later, I reached 
a very hard stage.  I asked Hashem 
to help me decide what to do, 
and I ended up moving to Eretz 
Yisrael with my kids, leaving my 
wider family behind in the States.  
The first thing that came up in 
my mind was that I need to ask 
mechila from R’ Nachman.  I can’t 
even pretend that I understand 
his actions and what lies behind it, 
but I felt for myself the kedusha of 
Eretz Yisrael, how the neshama of 
a Yid is pulled to it like a magnet! 
‘Eretz Yisrael is the source of 
simcha and holiness, the land of 
true life, the source of where Klal 
Yisrael come close to their father 
in Heaven…’ to quote a little from 

R’ Nachman Burstein dancing 
in the center of the circle.



19

R’ Noson.

It’s interesting – I come from a 
typical American family, but I 
ended up marrying a Breslover 
Chassid!  I was zoiche, although 
I didn’t really know what I was 
getting in for then.  I learned 
that there were certain things 
that were part of it, like my 
husband traveling to Uman for 
Rosh Hashana, and I accepted 
it gladly.  It wasn’t easy, because 
I gave birth a few times close to 
Rosh Hashana, and my husband 
wasn’t always with me…  He 
wouldn’t miss out on the kibbutz.  
But I was very happy, and we built 
a wonderful home, b’zchus the 
Rebbe.”

“In what way did the Rebbe 
influence your home?” 

“Tatty wasn’t just affiliated with 
Breslov, his whole essence, and 
ours too, was and still is, Breslov!” 
Esti declares.  “When Tatty spoke 
about the Rebbe, (and it wasn’t 
just occasionally), his face would 
shine with an otherworldly glow.  
We grew up, knowing that it’s 
something special.  We all looked 
forward to his trips to Uman, and 
to his stories upon his return.  We 
all lived it!”

“It took him weeks to calm 
down afterwards!” says his wife.  
“Once, after he returned from 
Uman, he was supposed to meet 
a bachur that was suggested 
for our daughter.  He was still 
on a high, and all that he spoke 
to the bachur, and to his family 
that weren’t Breslov at all, was 
about the greatness of the Heilige 
Rebbe…” (And yes, the shidduch 
came about to the satisfaction 
of both sides, if any readers are 
wondering.) 

“Much earlier, before the fall of 
the Iron Curtain, Tatty yearned 
to go to Uman,” relates Udi, one 

of the older daughters.  “He 
traveled to America, hoping to 
be able to continue from there to 
Ukraine, but he returned home 
disappointed, unable to have 
gotten a visa.  But when we heard 
about a group of Chassidim that 
had managed to reach Uman, we 
all got so excited!  I remember 
raising my hand in class and 
announcing the news; I was so 
thrilled with it!  Our house was 
constantly filled with longings for 
Uman.”

“Our house was a special 
house,” Esti agrees.  “R’ Avraham 
Sternhartz, the great-grandson 
of R’ Nosson, owned it, and he 
gave it over to our father when 
he moved into our Zeida’s house.  
Tatty told us that his holiness is 
absorbed in the walls.”

“When R’ Avraham’s wife was 
niftar, little Nachman 
slept with him in this 
house, and they learnt 
together b’chavrusa.  
My shvigger, Beila 
Gittel Burstein, used 
to send him a hot meal 
every day for dinner!” 
Rebbetzin Dina shares.

“I remember that 
once the curtain in 
R’ Avraham’s room 
caught fire.  It was 

Shabbos, and Tatty told us that we 
aren’t allowed to do anything to 
extinguish the fire.  ‘In the z’chus 
of R’ Avraham, the fire will go out.’  
We stood and watched with fear, 
and indeed, the fire flickered and 
died!  The curtain, needless to say, 
was thrown out.” We all smile.

Chana, the oldest daughter, 
remembers nostalgically, “The 
talmidim of R’ Tzvi Aryeh Rosenfeld 
(the talmid of R’ Avraham 
Sternhartz) used to come visit 
from America.  Tatty would host 
them, and talk together about 
‘the Rebbe’s Zach’.  One of the 
exciting parts of the visits was 
when he would show them R’ 
Avraham’s bedroom, his table…”  
We couldn’t understand what 
was so interesting about it, but as 
we grew up, we realized why our 
parents never wanted to move – 
it’s a Heilige house!” 

“The walls must have absorbed 
even more kedusha, when he 
worked on printing the Rebbe’s 
Sefarim…  Can you tell me more 
about this project?  How and 
when did it start?” I am curious 
to hear.

“Tatty gave a shiur in Netivot, 
where he spoke about the 
greatness of saying Likutei 
Tefillos.  The people listening 
complained to him that they 
don’t have any.  So the next week, 
Tatty arrived with 20 copies of the 

R’ Bustein in Uman
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sefer.  However, the third time he 
arrived there, they turned to him 
for help, saying that they don’t 
understand what’s written there.  
‘What does רבשע mean?’  The 
sefarim, printed in an old press, 
were full of acronyms and the 
letters were too close together, 
making it very hard to read and 
understand.  

Tatty took his cue and gave out 
a new clear edition of Likutei 
Tefillos, and then every Yid from 
Netivot to Chatzor, and from 
Hodu until Kush, knew that רבשע 
means רבונו של עולם.” Chana has 
a great sense of humor. 

Miriam closes her eyes, and 
travels back many years.  “When 
we were little kids, Tatty and 
Mommy used to sit together 
each night, and put nekudos to 
the words in Likutei Tefillos.  I 
remember watching them work 
from my bed until I fell asleep…  
They put together the basic clear 
legible text, which all the other 
later copies used.  Our mother 
was an expert in dikduk, and they 
used to work until the wee hours 
of the morning.”

Udi shares some background 
information.  “Tatty got hold of 
the original Likutei Tefilos that 
R’ Nosson printed himself at 
home in Breslov, from R’ Shmuel 
Horowitz.  This precious sefer 
that was printed in Russia illegally, 
was the source from which Tatty 
copied, put nekudos and 
opened up the acronyms 
to print the clear, beautiful, 
new edition.

After that, Tatty printed 
lots of other sefarim in a 
beautiful, clear layout, with 
many valuable additions.  
They are a fortune in 
Breslov until today!”

One sister relates a humorous, 
but amazing story.  “A long time 
afterwards, my brother Avraham 
Shimon walked into a printing 
press and saw how they put 
nekudos to the text of the sefer 
with a program on the computer.  
Within a few hours, the whole 
thing was completed.  Agape, 
he ran to Tatty, telling him the 
miracle he had just witnessed.  
‘Remember how you spent seven 
years working on the nekudos of 
Likutei Tefilos?’

Tatty was amazed, but he 
immediately responded, ‘It was 
worth it.  Like this, I could say 
Likutei Tefilos while I worked, 
and also Mommy and even the 
children, said Likutei Tefilos…’”

Rebbetzin Dina finishes off 
with a few poignant words.  “R’ 
Nachman was connected with 
his whole heart to Rabbeinu 
Nachman of Breslov.  He traveled 
to Uman with mesirus nefesh for 
every kibbutz on Rosh Hashana, 
sometimes even under a doctor’s 
supervision, because he wouldn’t 
miss even once.  On the last visit 
to his children, when he was 
already very weak, they pleaded 
with him, ‘Tatty, you need to 
be healthy in order to travel to 
Uman!’

But R’ Nachman responded in 
a low voice. ‘The coming Rosh 
Hashana, I won’t reach Uman.’

On Erev Shabbos, he suddenly 
became extremely weak. ‘That’s 
it, I’ve finished the business,’ he 
said and laughed.

I smiled too, and asked him, 
‘You have a business?  Which 
business?’

‘You don’t know my businesses…’ 
he answered laughingly, and 
while we were waiting for the 
ambulance, he told me to stay 
strong… 

He had fallen ill many times 
already, but he had always 
recovered and continued with 
his happiness, returning to his 
shiurim.  I never dreamt that this 
time would be different.  

However, one week later, on 
Purim Katan, he returned his 
neshama to his Maker, pure and 
at peace.”  

May his memory be for a 
blessing.

The Likutei Tefilos worked on and published by R’ Nachman 
Burstein after seven years (!) of laborous work.
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HOW DO YOU PRACTICALLY ACHIEVE 
SIMCHA WHEN YOU’RE JUST NOT IN 

THE MOOD?

The Rebbe taught us the gevaldige 
emes of Nekudos Tovos.

The beauty of finding a positive 
point, small as it might be, and 
being b’simcha with it!  But not as 
an illusion, nor as a psychological 
method, but with an emes!  
Because it really is good!  Hashem 
has a true nachas ruach from 
each and every mitzvah that a Yid 
performs.  That’s reason enough to 
rejoice! 

In every situation, try to look for 
the Nekuda Tova.

The housework is so backed up, 
but B”H there’s clean laundry for 
everyone!

What a hectic morning this was, 
but B”H nobody missed their bus!

There is no supper prepared today, 
but B”H Mommy is home and there 
are eggs and some veggies in the 
fridge!

There is barely a sign of the soon 
approaching Shabbos, but B”H 
there’s a kugel in the oven!

Utilizing this approach, you may at 
times need to use some creativity:

True I lost it in the end, but ‘B”H I 
really did try!’  Or: ‘B”H I refrained 
from saying it all!’

True I raised my voice, but ‘B”H not 
all day!’  Or: ‘Not every day!’

Learn to disconnect for a moment 
or so, from the burden of all 
your undone tasks or unrefined 
character traits.  Allow the simcha 
of what has been done already to 
penetrate.  You’ll be pleasantly 
surprised by the results. 

M.L. Reiner, Brooklyn N.Y

Editors’s note:  Hmm… Good point!  
See:
 לקוטי מוהר”ן ח”ב י’: ולבוא לשמחה 
 הוא על ידי מה שמוצא בעצמו נקודה

טובה

When I’m in a bad mood, I take a peek 
into the mirror and think, ‘So this is what 
my kids will be seeing all day today – 
unless I decide to do something about 
it.’  So I decide to do something about 
it.  I know how dependent my kids (and 
husband) are on my mood, behavior and 
appearance.  Why should they suffer?  
And that’s my incentive!  

If it’s hard to be truly happy, pretend to 
be happy!  SMILE!  (I once heard that 
when a person’s face is in a smiling 
position for just 18 seconds, the body 
releases a happy hormone – endorphin.)  
It definitely takes self-control, but when 
I smile and act upbeat, I see an instant 
change in my kids’ behavior.  It is so 
rewarding.

(Keep in mind that being well-rested and 
eating well-balanced meals plays a major 
part in our ability to have self-control.)

Name withheld, Monroe N.Y

BY: T.C.S.
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Whatever the question may be, the 
answer will always be the same!  
Emuna and Hisbodedus!  What 
else exists in the world besides for 
Hashem and our kesher to Him?!

Whenever I feel upset, disappointed, 
mistreated, misunderstood, 
humiliated… I try to turn to Hashem 
with the full awareness that He 
orchestrated all the factors that 
brought me to my current state.  He 
knows exactly how I feel and what 
I think, (even better than I know 
myself) and He wants me to share all 
my feelings with Him.  

So I try.  Sometimes verbally 
(preferably) and other times in 
writing.  I take a sheet of paper and 
start, “Dear Hashem.”  And I tell Him 
EVERYTHING!  Nothing withheld!  
All the details!  He knows it all, and 
He wants to hear it all!  No point in 
cheating, minimizing or pretending.  
  די גאנצע אמת

Oh how good you feel when done!  
Said it all.  Fully understood.  Not 
alone.  Shoulders to lean on.  

Bringing Hashem into our lives gives 

us strength to move on.

And whenever I do forget this 
wonderful eitza (or for whatever 
reason don’t turn to Hashem), I always 
regret it.  Sometimes I mistakenly turn 
to a human being with my troubles, 
who is obviously incapable of fully 
understanding me and emphasizing 
with me.  (Never mind the negativity 
that all this negative talk arouses.)  
At other times, I search the freezer 
or nosh closet and consume plenty 
unnecessary calories which are sweet 
to the tongue, but by far don’t infuse 
me with happiness.  And so are all the 
other unsuccessful attempts which 
I’ve made in my search for simcha.  
They all leave me with a big void!

So I beg Hashem…  
To help me remember where to turn, 
always!  ‘טעמו וראו כי טוב ה

Name withheld, Brooklyn N.Y

Editor’s note: Wow, this really talks to 
us!  See:
ד’: הלכה  כפים  נשיאת  הלכות   לקוטי 

עיקר השמחה זוכין על ידי התבודדות

When I’m sad, I take a seat and say to 
Hashem:  “Hashem!  You want me to be sad?  
I’ll be sad!  Thank you Hashem.”

I would start laughing and things would shift.  
Firstly because I simply find it funny!  (As in 
“Okay, I’m going to be sad now, y’hear?”)  

And further, as soon as I mention Hashem 
and start talking to Him, I get that powerful 
clarity:

Everything that happens is from Hashem.  
Everything Hashem does is for the best.  Even 
things that make me sad.  I don’t have to 
be sad.  Hashem surely doesn’t want me to 
be sad either.  He loves me more that I can 
imagine…

And then I remain seated, relishing my 
intense connection to Hashem, not a trace of 
sadness left B”H.

S. Berkowitz, Brooklyn, N.Y

When I’m in a bad mood, I distract myself by 
talking to a friend on the telephone.  By the 
time the phone call is over – I’m back to my 
happy self!

Y. Meyer, Manchester, England

Me?  What makes me happy?  I’ll tell you!  
Spreading the light of Rebbe Nachman – 
in any possible way!  Should it be reading 
(or perhaps selling) his books, telling my 
kids stories of R’ Nachman, or schmoozing 
with my Breslover friends, etc.   Whenever 
I need that boost, I would tzind a licht for R’ 
Nachman and think about how fortunate I 
am to be מקושר to him.  I mean – I’ve been 
to Uman seven times B”H!  The Rebbe 
promised a tikkun.  To me, it’s a ticket to 
Gan Eden!  And my husband and children 
were in Uman for Rosh Hashana.  That’s 
enough of a reason to be בשמחה כל השנה

Oh! And Hisbodedus is great too!  I sit 
down with Hashem and we talk.  I always 
start with thanking Hashem and then 
daven for emuna.  In detail.  I beg Hashem 
for emuna – all day, every day, under all 
circumstances.  That I should have a full 
awareness that everything that happens 
in my life is from Hashem, with love.  Ah!  
Sheer joy!

D. Jakobowitz, Monsey N.Y

Editor’s note:  Right – What a righteous 
way to spread simcha!  See:
 ספר המידות, שמחה, ט”ז: ‘מי שמפרסם את 

 הצדיק זוכה לשמחה

  I talk to my atzvus.  He’s 
called ‘Mr. Atzvus’.  When 

Mr. Atzvus comes to visit, I treat him 
really nicely.  He hates to be shouted at 
and the more I try to shrug him off, the 
faster he comes back.  So I talk nicely to 
him, like to a child. I lock myself into a 
room and calm him down so he doesn’t 
need to worry.  I tell him, “I understand 
that you are hurt, and you feel it isn’t 
fair for you – true, you were supposed 
to feel great and have it your way…” and 
then I let him know that although he is 
disappointed, he will have to listen to 
the boss!  When I validate Mr. Atzvus, he 
gives way for my neshama.  My neshama 
knows why she is suffering, but my body 
doesn’t, and won’t cooperate.  So I 
would sometimes  give him a chocolate 
or some mini-vacation to get him to shut 
off.  I just need to make sure he isn’t in 
fighting mode.  He  can show up on the 
weirdest occasions, like at bedtime, or 
at a wedding.  I don’t panic. I just tell him 
politely, “We’ll discuss with this later.”  I 
make up a time with him and I always 
keep my word; otherwise he loses trust.  

If I promised him an ice-cream 
or a trip, I give it him – I never 
lie to him or else he’ll get me.

(My friend told me thaat she writes 
mitzva notes for Mr. Atzvus.  ‘Shmully 
spilled the box of cereal and jumped 
into the pool.  Mr. Atzvus wanted to give 
Shmully a yelling and a spanking but he 
kept cool.  Hurray!’

With this method I separate the Yetzer 
Hora from the person.  A person really 
wants to be good, - it’s just the Yetzer 
Hora that drives him crazy.  Now that 
I’ve fooled him, I am a winner!

Along those lines, the Rebe explains that 
there are medabrim – Sheidim, who at 
times go into a person’s heart and talk 
him into doing bad.  Be aware that these 
are medabrim and not our true selves.  
Let’s not be fooled by them!

C.R.Weberman, Beis Shemesh

Editor’s note: “Hurray Mr. Simcha!” 
See the third story of Sippurei Maasios- 
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When I’m in a gloomy mood, this is what would usually 
happen.  My husband would walk in, and I would…complain…
in desperate search for some chizuk.  Upon my request, my 
husband (B”H well versed in the Rebbe’s sefarim) would 
‘magically’ always say just the things I would want to hear.  
(“But I so badly wanted to do this good deed…”  He would 
elaborate on the power and chashivus of ratzon and I would 
then feel so accomplished…etc…etc…)

My gloominess would lift and I’d be hit once again with this 
bolting realization!  We have a Rebbe!  A Tzion, havtachos, 
eitzos, chizuk and direction for every situation!  We should 
be dancing on the rooftops!  

R’ Nosson says so many times over, that the only way he 
was able to achieve simcha in the most difficult times was 
by thinking of the tremendous privilege of ’גוי עשני    ‘שלא 
This is a wholesome reality!  A flawless gift from Hashem!  
It is something that can never change, regardless of how 
disappointed we may feel about ourselves or about anything 
else.  It even comes with s’char attached!  On top of this, we 
can generously add: אשרינו שזכינו להתקרב לרבינו – אשרינו

(At times, we just feel like grabbing a favorite treat, reading 
a book, taking a warm shower, or playing a game – to assist 
us in attaining simcha.  Wonderful!  Let’s do whatever it 
takes to be mekayem our Rebbe’s words: מצוה גדולה להיות 
(בשמחה תמיד

T.C. Brooklyn N.Y.

Editor’s note: I must agree – we are so fortunate.  See:
 ספר המידות, עצבות, כ”א: קרבת הצדיקים משמח את הלב 

And yes, food can set the mood!  See:
גדולה סבה  הם  והמשתה  המאכל  ג’:  שמחה,  המידות,   ספר 

לשמחת הלב ולהרחיק העצבות והדאגות

Personally, I feel that lebedige (Chasuna) 
music almost always succeeds in lifting me out 

of a bad mood, even if I’m unwilling to come out of it .  After 
a while, I notice I’ve moved on.  Music helps my mind flow 
and not stay stuck on unwanted thoughts.  But sometimes, 
the yetzer Hora can make it so hard just to get up and do that 
physical deed to attain simcha.  A quick list of the (so many) 
things you’re grateful for (preferably verbally or together with 
your kids) can be a very powerful way of making you happy!
R. Grunfeld, Beis Shemesh

Editor’s note: Music can surely make us feel upbeat!  See:
ספר המידות, שמחה י”ד: על ידי זמר תבוא לידי שמחה והתלהבות 

Sometimes I wake up to this feeling of ‘low’ and I just know 
it’s my neshama that is a little dehydrated.  So I try to feed 
it with some ruchnius.  Generally, whenever I think of what 
truly makes me happy, - it’s always something ruchnius.  
Gashmius brings superficial happiness.

For me, doing a chessed, - something I typically would 
not have done – really gets me excited.  I would phone 
someone that would be happy to get my call, offer a kugel 
to my neighbor, or make a call to raise tzedaka etc… And 
it works!  I’m left with this feeling of ‘high’ that genuine 
simcha brings.

F. Rapaport, Monsey, N.Y 

Editor’s note:  We gain by giving!  See:
לידי  בא  בלב שלם  צדקה  ידי  על  ד’:  המידות, שמחה,   ספר 

שמחה

When I feel down, I try to carry on, do all my 
regulars and not let sadness engulf me.  It 
eventually passes and I regain my happy status.  I heard a 
nice mashal about this person who walks into the hallway 
of his building and finds a crew of painters at work.  So 
he thinks, ‘True, the painters have the full right to set up 
their ladder and spread their rollers and cans of paint all 
over my hallway.  But if I need to enter my house, I take 
the full authority to ask them to kindly move aside.’

Same goes for sadness.  It may have the right to visit a 
person at times, and ‘get to work comfortably’.  But we 
must take the full authority to say to our sadness: “You 
can be here if you like – but you need to move aside, so I 
can carry on doing all my obligations!” 

Additionally, I find that sometimes, the mere act of 
voicing my complaints about something that happened 
and going into full details (The grocery was a madhouse 
and I waited at the cashier forever, it was unbearable…) 
just enhances my bad mood.  Sometimes it is worthwhile 
not to relate all the nitty-gritty details and just move on!

Name withheld, Brooklyn N.

The Rebbe tells us to take one small Nekuda 
Tovah and use it to make ourselves happy. 
Just the fact that I want to be happy and that 
I’m zoiche to be mekayem the Rebbe’s eitzos  

is worthy enough to make me happy, even if everything else 
is going wrong. Because the Rebbe says even a small thing 
is worth a lot.  And as we know, taking the first step in the 
right direction is the hardest, so once I’ve started focusing on 
changing my mood, I’m on the right track. 
F.W Beis Shemesh

For me, it’s just a matter of decision = yes to be happy, or not 
to be happy.  Choosing happiness?  Surprised? It really is up to 
us whether to be happy or not.  (בשמחה has the same letters 
as מחשבה)
Here’s a good suggestion.  R’ Nachman says that a person 
cannot have two thoughts at the same time.  Take advantage!  
Try to keep one positive thought in your head all the time (it 
can be something you’re looking forward to, etc. …) and now 
nothing can disturb your happiness!
S.M Huss, Monsey N.Y 
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CAN YOU SHARE AN EPISODE WHEN 
YOU MANAGED TO REMAIN HAPPY 

DURING A DIFFICULT MOMENT?

When my husband informed me that his car was at the mechanic 
because it had gotten scratched and would cost us several hundred 
dollars to repair, I was distraught.  But rather than allowing this to 
pull me down by thinking it was a preventable loss, I started singing 
to myself, ‘Thank you Hashem for the scratch on the car’ again and 
again.  Until I truly felt grateful that it was just a monetary loss and not 
anything more serious.
Y. Meyer, Manchester, England

Just as a general example... Whenever either I or 
one of my children don’t feel well, I would naturally 
feel frustrated and depressed, but when I try to 
persever and be b’simcha, I find it easier to accept 
the situation.  I realize that this too is for the good.  
I’ve proven the Rebbe’s eitza many times that 
‘simcha is the refua for all sicknesses’,  

F.W Beis Shemesh

I was once not in a particularly 
good mood, but had to place a 
‘thank-you call’ to someone who 
had cooked a delicious meal for 
me with so much heart.  Just 
thanking her in detail, left me 
in an entire different state than 
before!
At the end of the day, we all know,  
that when we’re happy, it’s we 
who gain the most!

We already have a great reason 
to be happy, with the fact that 
weall so much want to be happy!  
Hashem is so proud of us! 
R.G, Beis Shemesh

My son came home from Uman this year after Rosh Hashana in his 
usual ‘post-Uman spirit’.  (Which I’m sure you can all relate to!)  He also 
brought home a very big pile of ‘must to hear stories’, (which I’m sure 

you can probably relate to as well!)  He spoke, I listened, both of us enjoying this 
special exchange.  “And this one tops it off,” he tells me with a chuckle.  “Tatty and I 
stopped into one of the tents two days after Rosh Hashana for a quick meal.  We sat 
down at the first available table, and took a quick glance at our company for today’s 
meal.  We each took our portion and began to eat.  Two men seated at our right, 
decided that the atmosphere round our table was way too solemn.  (I mean, we were 
in Uman, and it was right after Rosh Hashana – where was our overflowing simcha?)  
So they began to chuckle, a louder chuckle, and were soon roaring with laughter.  We 
looked at them, snorted, and continued to eat.  Before we knew it, the laughter was 
spreading.  Fast.  Now try to fight side-splitting laughter!  We almost choked on our 
food, and witnessed the successful results of Milsa D’Shtusa!
M. Adler, Monroe, N.Y
Editor’s note:  I should try it round my supper table, or near my quarreling kids!  See: 

שיחות הר”ן כ’: שאי אפשר לבוא לשמחה כי אם על ידי עניני שטות

I’ll never forget that Friday.  We were going through a serious family crisis, and I was feeling ‘under the weather’ – mildly put.  
My sadness was intense, and my children were catching on to it.  Shabbos was approaching, and I was determined to lift my 
spirits.  I needed to act fast.  I rushed into the dining room, mumbled a short prayer, and moved the table all the way against the 
wall.  I dashed to my stereo, inserted a really funny CD, turned the volume to maximum, and hit play.  I mustered every bit of 
strength (I didn’t know) I had, and started to dance.  And skip.  And swirl.  My kids came filing in, one by one, to check out what 
this ‘celebration’ was all about.  Their mouths dropped open – as they watched, smiled and… joined!  I was doing the funniest 
movements, and they came up with even funnier ones, adding on some tumble sauces and plenty of giggles.  I was getting out 
of breath, but they wouldn’t hear of stopping.  It felt so good.  We all had a truly happy Shabbos.  This helped us pull through 
our crisis tremendously!
D. Jacobowitz, Monsey, N.Y.

Editor’s note: Glad your workout worked out!  See:
ספר המידות, שמחה, ח’: על ידי הרקודין והתנועות שאתה עושה בגוף, נתעורר לך שמחה 
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It was on a Friday night, a couple of weeks after I gave birth, and 
I remember feeling so out of things.  I hadn’t stepped foot out 
in a long while, and I didn’t feel in the best of spirits.  Instead of 
staying home and dwelling in unnecessary self-pity, I asked my 
husband to look after the kids and I went out to visit my parents.  
They were delighted to see me and we spent some quality time 
together.  The fresh air, the walk and the visit worked wonders!  I 
came home feeling a whole lot better – glad with my act!  Making 
other people happy gives me true happiness!
H. Friedman, Manchester, England

A few years ago, I was going through a rough time.  
I was trying to recover from a complicated birth, 
while going back and forth to the hospital to tend 
to my newborn baby (that stayed in the hospital for 
six weeks).  I so badly wanted to be happy and in 
a good mood, and made many attempts to attain 
simcha.  Davening mincha always worked.  It was 
my respite.  I would go into my room (although 
the timing is always so hectic!), treat myself to a 
comforting mincha, and emerge so excited and 
relieved.

S.M. Huss, Monsey, N.Y 

Editor’s note:  Concentrated Simcha!  See:
 לקוטי עצות, שמחה ז’: לזכות לשמחה על ידי תורה 

...ותפילה, והעיקר הוא תפילה

It was going to be the first time I would be spending a Shabbos in Uman.  I traveled to Uman with a friend who was in dire need 
of a yeshua, and we were both looking forward to this unique experience.  We arrived in Uman late Thursday afternoon.  We 
dropped our cases in the hotel, ate something and headed to the tzion with awe and excitement.  We entered the tzion, observed 
our surroundings, and took a seat.  Each of us tried to concentrate on our tefilos and utilize every precious moment.  After some 
time, my friend made light conversation with a few, sweet Sefardic women at the tzion…  She told them that she needed a yeshua 
desperately and that they should please daven for her.  They truly sympathized and promised to have her in mind in their tefilos.  
Then one woman piped up, “By us Breslovers, we know that the way to merit yeshuos is by dancing and being happy!”  She carried 
on telling stories of how people saw miracles in the z’chus of their dancing and their simcha.  “What are we waiting for?” she 
suggested in her broken English.  “Let’s go dance a little!”

My friend was more than a little skeptical and asked me to join.  I shrugged her off with a ‘please don’t do this to me!’ motion, but 
she wouldn’t accept it.  “I’m not doing this without you!” She begged.  I don’t know what got into me, and I reconsidered.  ‘It’s 
2:00am.  There’s just around 15 women at the tzion.  Nobody really knows who I am.  Be brave!’ I tried to assure myself.

I joined them at a corner of the tzion, unsure of what to do.  They confidently formed a circle, and started chanting some popular 
songs – in hushed tones, (so that no men could hear us).  Let me tell you, it was a sight to behold!  There we were, a haphazard 
group of women, deep in the middle of a cold Ukrainian winter night, holding hands – on an important mission.  Some started to 
clap their hands, and others to snap their fingers.  Another women in a beautiful long burgundy dress made the nicest ‘kadatchka’ 
I’ve ever seen.  My friend and I winked to each other and laughed, as if to say, “Is this really happening?”  They then generously 
showered us with brachos and we each went our way.

I still break out in a smile every time I think about my hands-on (never mind feet-off!) lesson on taking the simcha approach in 
every situation.  (And for those of you curious to know, my friend did b’chasdei Hashem witness an event of incredible yeshuos!)

T. Silbiger, Brooklyn N.Y

THE REBBE’S DAUGHTER SARAH HAD A SEVERE TOOTHACHE. SHE 
COULDN’T TOLERATE THE PAIN AND TURNED TO HER FATHER FOR 

HELP.  R’ NACHMAN TOLD HER SIMPLY, TO BE HAPPY.

“BUT IT HURTS ME!” SHE REPLIED.

THE REBBE ANSWERED, “SO PRETEND TO BE HAPPY.  YOU’LL 
EVENTUALLY COME TO A STATE WHERE YOU’LL REACH SUCH 
SIMCHA- THAT YOU’LL DANCE FOR JOY, AND THEN YOU’LL HAVE A 

REFUAH SHLEIMA.”

INDEED, SHE DREW THE WINDOW SHADES IN HER ROOM CLOSED, 
DANCED FOR JOY, AND SHE WAS HEALED.
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Let’s take a peek at what our torchbearer R’ Nosson did when he wasn’t in a good mood…

R’ Nosson writes in his diary:  

‘On Sunday, I traveled together with R’ Gershon and R’ Mendel to Tcherin.  In the beginning, 
I was very depressed, and I related a little of my suffering to R’ Gershon and R’ Mendel.  They 
comforted me a bit and told me, ‘Didn’t the Rebbe z”l tell you that you laugh at the entire world?’  

After this, R’ Gershon and I started to laugh, and our laughter continued increasingly for an hour 
straight!  Through this, I made myself a bit happy, and I needed this very, very much then.’

R’ Nosson just laughed!  He laughed and laughed, until it brought him to happiness! 

Sometimes we think that it’s only us low people who fall into bad moods, and it’s just too bad; we 
have to wait until it passes, and anyone with sense should make sure to keep out of our way.  But 
here, we see that the great R’ Nosson was also subjected to all kinds of moods.  The difference lies 
in what we do with the moods; do we let it control us, or do control the moods?  Do we listen to 
the Rebbe, who told us to force ourselves with all our might to be happy, using whatever method 
it might be… or do we look at our own pride, only doing what fits with our dignity?  Are we willing 
to plain and simply laugh, until we get happy??? 

NACHMAN NOSSON LAUGH AT THE WHOLE WORLD!

READERS ARE INVITED TO ANSWER THE 
FOLLOWING ISSUE’S QUESTIONS:

1 - WHAT DO YOU DO WHEN YOU REALLY REALLY WANT TO DO 
SOMETHING, AND YOU KEEP ON HITTING OBSTACLES?

2 - DID YOU EVER EXPERIENCE THE RESULTS OF A STRONG RATZON?  
CAN YOU THINK OF A TIME WHEN ALTHOUGH ALL THE ODDS WERE 
AGAINST IT, YOU MANAGED TO ACHIEVE WHAT YOU WANTED, JUST 
OUT OF STRONG WILLPOWER?  

Send your answers to raysof148@gmail.com, 
or mail it to 645 Bedford Ave. Brooklyn N.Y 11211 USA 

or call 718-797-3487
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When I came to Eretz Yisrael 
from New York City nearly 13 
years ago, I didn’t intend on 
staying. I was on maternity 
leave from a very successful 
career in marketing and was 
very happy with my beautiful 
apartment, car, job and friends. 
I had the life people can only 
dream of. When I heard other 
people say that they lived here 
for 10 years and that it goes by 
fast, I thought, hey, I’d love to 
say that one day too. And now I 
can, but my life hasn’t followed 
any of my expectations.  When 
we arrived, our eldest daughter 
was just 3 months old and as 
fresh baalei teshuvah, our plan 
was to stay a year and learn as 
much Torah as possible. After 
being completely enlightened 
to the reality that Torah is the 
true life, I knew that I had found 
my permanent residence in 
this foreign country. Sitting in 
seminary with other women 
at different points on their 
religious path infused me 
with a new life purpose. 
With a somewhat predicable 
trajectory, our family grew, and 

we had 3 more daughters over 
the next 5 years. 

Then as life was moving along as 
typical frum life could be, things 
turned equally as atypical. 
My husband contracted a life 
threatening illness which took us 
on a permanent detour through 
hospitals and strangers offering 
their advice on how to endure. 
Daily existence was unstable 
at best, and gut wrenching at 
worst. There were no constants 
in my life as each day brought 
unknown conditions of health, 
displacement of our children, 
financial struggle and most 
importantly, readjusting to a 
new reality. Each day was a 
challenge in finding what the 
Creator is trying to teach us 
and find out what my personal 
Avodas Hashem should be 
from moment to moment. It 
was at this point I started doing 
hisbodedus. Through no prior 
experience or advice, I just 
started talking to Hashem. I 
didn’t find the answers or clarity 
in making major life decisions 
I so desperately needed from 

any of my friends or Rebbeim. 
My parents provided emotional 
support but were limited 
in their ruchniyus so in that 
respect I was on my own. 

In a hospital corridor, on the 
train, in a quiet moment with 
no one around, I started asking 
Hakodosh Boruch Hu for help, 
for answers, for guidance and 
love on this lonely, dark path of 
caregiving to my husband and 
children where no one I knew 
had traversed before. Support 
in the form of warm meals 
and notes of encouragement 
can only go so far. I needed to 
connect on a high level and I 
went to the top! I would ask 
Hashem to guide me, to help 
me make the right choices, to 
not test me beyond my limits, 
and to not forsake me.  When 
I was told by so many Rabbi/
Rebbetzen figures to ‘just 
daven,’ I said, ‘But say what?  
What does that mean? Which 
special Tehillim do I recite?’ 
The only answer was, use 
your words. I started talking 
to Hashem in my own words, 

My True Story 

of Emuna, 

Tefila and 

SimchaEsther K.
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on my own level, personally as I 
would to a father or a friend.

It was at that time I realized 
that only Hashem can help. I 
really internalized that only He 
is truly the One and Only, the 
Rofeh Cholim, the Ultimate 
Decision Maker, the Manager of 
babysitters, the Coordinator of 
Chessed. It all comes from Him. 
We learn this in school, we read 
it in books, but to experience 
it in real life is the only way to 
truly know Him.  It was Hakol 
L’Tovah because I understood this 
experience was what was meant 
to be. There were no complaints, 
to questions why, how or why 
me? It was only to decide what to 
do from one moment to next.

I had to decide life/death medical 
treatment, childcare situations 
for our 4 kids, where to live as 
we had to move a few times, all 
with my limited knowledge and 
life experience in such situations. 

How one can survive in this daily 
nightmare without Hashem is 
beyond my comprehension. 
I couldn’t have made a move 
without consulting Hashem in 
my personal, quiet meetings 
with Him. I davened for clarity, 
for answers and got them. I took 
leaps of faith and knew He was 
standing by my side, cheering me 
on every second.

When my husband ultimately 
didn’t survive his illness, instead 
of being a shattered mess, I 
was able to rebuild my life and 
remarry all because I knew that 
Hashem must have had a plan 
for me and my family. Logic and 
idealism lead me to believe with 
100% emunah that there was 
another man waiting for me. I 
was a bereft widow with a serious 
ratzon to remarry. I reasoned that 
since I was the ezer k’negdo to 
one husband who completed his 
tikkun, I used my whimsy logic 
while looking for a shidduch 

that there must be someone 
very special out there literally 
just waiting for me. After just 3 
months of looking for a shidduch 
I was zoiche to meet my current 
husband. I even say to him now, 
“I’m sorry you had to wait 34 
years for me.”

Before I met my husband, I 
decided that no matter what, 
the common denominator for 
anyone I would remarry had to 
be Emunah. After watching how 
illness and stress can challenge 
and change a person, I realized 
that superficials are only fleeting. 
At the core, we must be able to 
connect to each other through 
Hashem. What an amazing Divine 
Providence to have met the one 
person with a similar background 
to mine, in Eretz Yisrael, who 
started the English program of 
Chut Shel Chessed, Rabbi Shalom 
Arush’s prized American Talmid! 
Rebbe Nachman reached down 
into Olam Hazeh and helped to 



29

arrange our shidduch, there’s 
nothing else to say. We merited 
each other on the highest level. 
With a Bracha from his Rebbe, 
Rabbi Shalom, my husband and 
I became engaged just 3 weeks 
after we heard about each other 
and haven’t looked back since.

It was almost laughable to 
me, that after all my intense 
davening and hishtadlus that 
Hashem brought me and my 
zivug sheini together. The right 
person, who complements me 
and my children. It was with Daas, 
because I was able to build my 
Emunah and Bitachon with a solid 
foundation enough to know that 
He doesn’t leave an orphan and 
widow’s prayers unanswered. 
My husband was an older baal 
teshuvah who had never married, 
had no baggage but was clearly 
left waiting for me and my girls 
to help complete his tikkun olam.  
I used my special “status” as 
ammunition in my davening and 

also included my children in my 
endeavors to beg Him to send us a 
Tatty who would be perfect for us 
in every way, and he is. He loves 
them, helps with their homework, 
sings and dances on Shabbos with 
them, teaches them everything 
he knows, and even teaches them 
about hisbodedus.

We have merited to build a very 
special family, adding a boy 
and two more girls to complete 
our family of seven special 
neshamaleh’s. It’s been almost 
five years now, and our kids are 
known to be some of the happiest, 
most put together, smartest 
ones around. My community is 
still supportive, and each day is 
a walking kiddush Hashem. We 
work in Avodas Hashem with 
my husband guarding his eyes, 
davening an hour a day in his 
hisbodedus, six hours on Rosh 
Chodesh, and this Purim he will 
IY’H continue his tradition of 18 
hours comprised of 3 days of 

6 hours of hisbodedus, on the 
highest of days- Purim! 

Eveything we need, he davens 
for, and Baruch Hashem, we 
see yeshuos all the time. We 
encourage everyone we know to 
daven with Emunah Shelemah 
that our Father in Heaven is 
listening, wants to give them 
everything, just look at how we 
were answered. I now work as 
a motivational speaker and life 
coach, using my marketing skills 
and positivity to inspire others 
through my life experience. If you 
would like to be in contact feel 
free to email me at jennkotler@
gmail.com

To have your true story printed in the 
future Rays magazine, please contact 
raysof148@gmail.com
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In the heart of wildlife scenery, bursting with 
shades and hues stands with pride the Holiness 
hotel. �e faint scent of primitivism disappears 
at once as you enter the hotel's doors. You will 
discover, a welcoming lobby lit so�ly, over�ow-
ing with pleasant warmth that is served with an 

eye pleasing innovation

 ��� ������������ �������������� ����� � �������������������
�	

מלון הולינס ליד ציון הבעל שם טוב הקדוש זיע״א במעזיבוז
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A large warm wet nose with two large nostrils 
peeked its end into the door that was slightly 
ajar.  The nose belonged to a large head and that 
large head belonged to a large creature called:  
Bessie the Cow.

It was Purim evening and Bessie was looking for 
a new and interesting source of nourishment.  
Something in her cow-brain told her that behind 
this door lay something very tasty and very 
interesting.

She nudged the door open and squeezed in her 
large cumbersome frame.  There it was, a barrel 
with a dripping tap – looks good!  She stuck out 
her long, pointy tongue – Yum, good quality, 
expensive wine, ready for the members of the 
Shul to drink and make merry the next day.  She 
stuck out her tongue again and again, with all the 
patience in the world, until she had drunk her fill.

Feeling rather strange and giddy, never having 
experienced anything like it before, she tried to 
find her way out of the Shul, heading right into 
the main eating area.  She knocked into a variety 
of obstacles: shtenders went flying, 
chairs and benches falling, siddurim 
sliding…  Within minutes, the tidy 
and organized Shul was in shambles.  
Feeling dizzier by the minute, Bessie 
looked for a comfortable place to rest 
her large figure.  The ideal space was 
just at the bottom of the steps to the 
ladies section.  She closed her eyes 
and sank into oblivion.

Eight-thirty the next morning, the 
first lady arrived in Shul to daven 
and of course, hear the megilla.  Her 
screams reverberated throughout 
the Shul and lots of men dashed over 
to see what had happened.  When 

they saw the amusing sight, they understood 
what had happened in the Shul, and why 
everything was overturned.

With the help of some burly Shul members, 
Bessie was gently but firmly heaved out of her 
comfortable spot and set down on a nice soft 
patch of grass outdoors, allowing her to finish 
sleeping off her alcohol intake.

She had tasted good, fine, expensive wine, but 
was not able to appreciate it; after all, a cow is 
a cow!

But what about us?  Haven’t we all tasted 
Hungarian wine – the eitzos and writings of our 
Rebbe, R’ Nachman of Breslov?

Let’s not be like Bessie the Cow, who tasted good 
wine and was too animalistic to appreciate it.  
We must use our human instincts and appreciate 
fine ‘Hungarian wine’ when we taste it. Recognize 
the treasures that we have in our hands because 
we Breslovers have every reason to grow close to 
Hashem – we have the tools! 

Hungarian Wine
A. Krieger
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Solarsh invites you to enjoy the

/

 w w w . s o l a r s h . c o . i l 052-7634205/4 04-6712299•Call now & enjoy:

solarsh97@gmail.com www.solarsh.co.i l

בס”ד

+1-917-3833965•

Special Winter Deal

Book 2 nights at one of our luxuries hotels 

& Get 1 night free

1 night free

Ideal for Couples Luxurious Hall Spiritual Exprience Guests Only Rooms for Groups

Beautiful Suites

Our guests are enjoying a luxury vacation
All Inclusive      Delicious Meals      Snacks & Drinks       Strict Kashrut       Security 24/7      

The deal is valid on winter from 1 December 2016 not inclusive holidays \\ For full accommodation reservations only

Chef on Place Nearby the Tomb Private Mikveh

High standard hospitalily



33

I woke up bright and early this morning, eager to 
start a day of Avodas Hashem.

I was going to take my daughter to therapy, (which 
she so strongly needs) but the therapist called in sick 
and canceled the last minute!

So I figured I should be going to the medical 
insurance office which I’ve been postponing for the 
past couple of days.  I got my baby ready, packed my 
bag and headed out.  On my way to the city bus, I 
contacted my husband, and he told me that we still 
had to wait for one additional document.  So much 
for that!

Finding myself with a still empty morning, I decided 
to go to the other end of town for some errands.  
I needed three things.  The results: No purchase!  
Literally!

By then, I went into a store for a five minute fast 
lunch.  But while contemplating my options, many 
men entered the store and I quickly realized that it’s 
not a place where I can sit and eat right now! 

I made quick supper plans to know which ingredients 
to buy, and headed for the butcher.  Right outside, I 
reminded myself that my husband has a simcha and 
wouldn’t eat supper home.  Remembering that I still 
had some leftovers in the fridge, I figured that we’ll 
manage and continued on my way without even 
entering the store!

Supper turned out okay B”H and I was going to bathe 
the children.  But just then, the plumber we’ve been 
waiting for came and worked until bedtime.  There 
went the baths!

As I’m lying in bed, dear diary, thinking about my 
day, my sense of foolishness and failure is so bold! I 
wanted and wanted and wanted… and???

But I hear Hashem telling me, “Dear daughter!  You 
wanted to do My ratzon, and you did!  

I wanted that you shouldn’t take your daughter to 
therapy today, and that’s what you did!

I wanted that you shouldn’t go to that office today, 
and that’s what you did! 

I wanted that you shouldn’t buy those things today, 
and that’s what you did!

I wanted that you shouldn’t eat lunch in that store 
today, and that’s what you did!

I wanted that you shouldn’t buy chicken, or cook 
supper today, and that’s what you did!

I wanted that you shouldn’t bathe your kids today, 
and that’s what you did!

I had my plans for today, and you accomplished it all!

You served Me all day!

What a beautiful Avoda!”

The words of the Rebbe flash through my mind, ‘It’s 
very good to throw yourself onto Hashem first thing 
in the morning, and to give over all your deeds to 
Him, that they should be according to His Will.  Like 
this, you don’t need to worry at all if you behaved 
correctly that day, since you relied on Hashem.  If He 
wanted you to do something else, He is happy that 
you did it!’

Dear
Diary

M.L.Reiner
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It is a dreary, rainy day.  Grey 
clouds are tinting the air a 
dark , drab color.  Everywhere 
you look, you see women 
streaming in one direction.  
Their serious expressions 
don’t fail to match the 
impending thunderstorm.

You see, tonight is the weekly 
‘PARENTING COURSE’ for 
women.  For months already, 
they have been advertising 
about this workshop.  Even I, 
usually always harried and in 
a rush, am standing ready and 
dressed, with my pocketbook 
slung over my shoulder, 
awaiting my babysitter. 

‘Why does it always have to 
be those ‘other’ mothers 
who are so confident in their 
mothering, while I am always 
fretting over having made 
the latest wrong decision in 
parenting?’  I muse.  I have 
decided that this time, despite 
the extensive cost of the 
course, I will try out just one 
session and see what it’ll be 
like.  I pat myself smugly on 
my back about my decision.  I 
mean, just today I had a whole 
argument with my 10 year old 

Shmully about dressing up as 
a dragon!  A dragon, he wants 
to be?  Feh!  What’s with 
today’s generation?  I hope 
they’ll be offering me some 
useful tips on how to motivate 
our children to be more 
spiritually inclined and ask to 
dress up as something more 
aidel, perhaps like Goldilocks 
and the three bears, or cutesy 
Mickey Mouses…

The kids, seemingly having felt 
the urgency of the evening, 
had tumbled into bed fairly 
quickly. 

Brrring.  “Ah, the sitter has 
arrived.”

She walks in on tip-toe, 
nodding in my direction with 
a solemn expression on her 
face.  There is no need for 
instructions – she knows how 
to handle my kids way better 
than me, considering that she 
probably spends more time 
with them…

I rush out and am immediately 
swallowed by the mob which 
seems to be humming a chant: 
“Go, go, everybody go.”

Reaching the venue, I quickly 
find a seat in the back.  I have 
only a couple of seconds 
to survey my surroundings, 
before the dim lighting 
becomes even dimmer.

A no-nonsense tall, spooky 
woman clothed in a cloak-like 
robe (black of course) takes 
center stage.  Practicality 
seems to scream from her 
very being.  I hate practical 
people.  

She has started to speak.  ‘I 
better tune in,’ I tell my ringing 
phone, ‘or else I’ll have wasted 
all this money.’

“…and just to recap for those 
who are joining us here 
tonight for their first time…” 
she says briskly, “We will 
quickly summarize what this 
course is all about.”

“We mothers, gathered here 
every Monday evening, are 
here for one sole purpose 
only – we are learning how 
to become THE PERFECT 
MOM!  We cover all grounds, 
ranging from how to react to 
the chutzpa’dig daughter in 

Witch Way to go
Fiction 

by R. Grunfeld
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today’s generation, to the 
best way to get your shirts 
ironed…”

“Perfectly!” I hear the 
audience chorus together 
as if rehearsed.  (I later 
learn that this weird group 
of women will be answering 
this to her every sentence, 
just like your pre-schooler 
answers “Amen.”)

“Being that tonight is Rosh 
Chodesh Adar, and those of 
us who are organized (here 
she sends a withering glare 
to her audience) enough 
will know that having a 
happy Purim all depends 
on HOW you prepare for it.  
We will be discussing how 
practically, we can make it 
work. 

Our two points for a 
successful Purim, for those 
of you who don’t remember 
from last year, are:

1. HOW professional 
your children will be 
dressed up and

2. HOW this will 
co-ordinate with your 
Mishloach Manos.

The audience sigh a 
justifying sigh, that of an 
age-old weary people, even 
though most are definitely 
still in their twenties…

Frankly, for me, I’ve 
absolutely had it!  This 
goes against every one of 
my Breslov principles – I 
mean, we always learnt 
that ‘perfect’ is an illegal 
word! !גוט אויך  איז   אביסל 
רצון די  איז  עיקר   ike !דער 
the Rebbe says!  Out of 
anger, my hand shoots up 
into the air.  I can actually 
feel my nostrils flaring.  
However, all too quickly, I 
sense my neighbor’s hand 
quickly yank down mine in 
alarm, as if – “How dare I 
even try and question their 
leader?!”

I hear her ranting further… 
“The megilla doesn’t write 
‘venahafoch – WHO for no 
reason.  It calls on us to 
answer this question, with 
a venahafoch – YOU!  And 
to really outdo ourselves 
this year.”  On and on the 
speaker goes, about how 
although all these bought 
costumes can be quite 
costly, it is all worth it in the 
end, for what wouldn’t we 
do for our happiness??

I want to yell – “Where is 
your smile then??” but I 
feel my toe being pulled 
inexcusably hard and 
instead I yell, “Ouch!”

For some reason, my two 
year old Shloimy’s mop 
of curls bounce onto my 
face, as he stuffs his third-

handed clown costume 
into my face, begging me if 
he can wear it today, if it’s 
Purim yet…

I want to tell him that he has 
dressed up in that costume 
last year and there’s nothing 
to talk about, but my mind 
is still foggy from that 
dream…  Was it a dream?  It 
was so real!  And that nasty 
speaker!  What was she 
ranting about anyway?  Ah, 
about dressing up!  Phew, 
she was corrupted!  Why 
did I even dream about it?  

‘Hmm,’ I wonder.  ‘I once 
heard that you dream about 
what you think…’

“Yes, Shloimy darling,” I 
hear a sweet voice saying.  
A voice far sweeter than the 
witch of the dream.  “I’ll let 
you dress up in whatever 
you like, as long as you’ll be 
truly happy!”

I receive the sunniest 
smile and the warmest 
hug in return.  If I ever 
again happen to wonder 
if I should join a parenting 
course in the future, I will 
remember that I seem to 
be holy enough to receive 
messages in my dreams…!  
Or perhaps I shall be even 
holier and receive them 
in broad daylight, in the 
form of my kids and the life 
around me!  
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The passengers are lying listlessly on their 
wooden cots, unable to move.  Black spots 
dance before their eyes filled with yearning 
for ‘just one sip of water’. Anything will do, 
even the putrid, carefully rationed out water 
crawling with worms.  For a taste of the life-
giving elixir…!  

Dizziness overtakes them, and the more 
delicate amongst them begin swooning. 
Parents look on apathetically, too weak to 
react to the horrific sight of their children 
slowly slipping away, succumbing to their 
thirst.  What will be???

They come to their senses, and start praying 

to Hashem.  Men, women and children all beg 
Hashem from the depths of the hearts to save 
them from the terrible fate.  Their desperate 
tefillos whip up the fearsome storm wind 
again, and the weak passengers look on in 
dread.  From the frying pan into the fire…  They 
are doomed.

Dully gazing out of the window at the sea of 
stormy water surrounding them, churning and 
stretching on endlessly, the people are ready 
to give up. The boat sways dangerously with 
the waves having a heyday, innocent of the 
passengers’ distress.  

“Look, we’re flying!”  The little observant boy, 

The story until now:
Rebbe Nachman sets out on a journey to Eretz Yisrael, facing obstacles 
every step of the way. In Istanbul, after recovering from an encounter with 
death, he reveals that the humiliation and his childish antics were what 
saved him.  Despite the French who are at war with Turkey, patrolling 
the Mediterranean Sea, one ship leaves for Eretz Yisrael.  They survive a 
massive storm, only to be faced with their worst nightmare: they are left 

with no drinking water in the middle of the ocean.

Chapter Three
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one of the only ones still active, announces.

 A flicker of interest crosses his father’s face as 
he glances out of the window with renewed 
interest.  "He's right, we really are.  It seems as 
if…” his words trail off as he furrows his brow, 
examining the horizon. Can it really be?  “…as if 
the storm wind is carrying us on its wings, and 
blowing us to land!”

A ray of hope shines through the ship. Is it 
really possible that they might come out of this 
alive?  After being so close to death so many 
times, they have already given up on ever 
arriving to Eretz Yisrael; all they want is to reach 
safe ground.  Congregating on the deck with 
renewed vigor, the excitement courses through 
their veins.  They can see land!  It’s just a speck 
in the horizon, but it’s visible!  Help is in sight! 

A full day passes, with the speck growing 
larger and larger all the time. The sailors try 
calculating their location, wondering where 
the wind is carrying them too.  After some 
earnest deliberations and consultations with 
the captain, they come to a conclusion and the 
captain makes an announcement.

“We are presently 24 hours away from Palestine.  
Despite the storm having upset our progress, we 
shall be arriving at the port of Jaffa in one day.”

The passengers break out in a rousing applause, 
spontaneously dancing in great excitement.  
Their dream will really come true!  The hours 
fly by, and finally, the ship anchors at the port.  
They have arrived!

The Rebbe prepares to step foot in the land that 
he has been yearning to reach, for which he has 
sacrificed so much.  He starts leaving the ship 
and walking down the gangplank…

“Halt!” The abrupt command shocks all the 
people in the vicinity.  “You there, I said stop!” 
The Arab official repeats, addressing the holy 
Rebbe. Calling his colleagues, they examine the 
Rebbe from all sides, taking in his long, curly 
peyos, his light skin, and his strange mode of 
dress. 

“Who are you?  What’s your name?  Where 
do you come from?”  They hurl questions at 
him, but the Rebbe is tongue tied, ignorant in 
Arabic.  Making up their minds that the Rebbe is 
a French spy, they refuse to allow him entry to 
Eretz Yisrael.  Turning a deaf ear to all his pleas 
and appeals, they ban his entrance and send 
him back onto the ship.  The Rebbe remains 
stuck on the ship, unable to enter the Holy Land.

It is the day before Erev Rosh Hashanah.  The 
captain intends staying at the port for a few days, 
which would mean celebrating the Heilige Yom 
Tov on board; so close, yet so far, to Yerushalayim.  
However, the ship suddenly starts bobbing up 
and down.  Mammoth waves send the ship flying 
high, and dropping down with a start. Trying all 
kinds of ways to get the ship to stabilize, the 
sea-wizened sailors give up. With the ship close 
to capsizing, the captain hastily lifts anchor and 
sails further along the Mediterranean Coast. The 
captain’s astonishment and curiosity outweigh 
his arrogance, and he turns to the passengers, 
wondering if anyone has any clue about the 

The port of Jaffa
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reason for the strange occurrences.  

The old Sefardic sages enlighten him that they 
have a tradition which was passed down from 
father to son that this is the place where Yonah 
Hanavi was cast into the sea, which explains the 
enormous waves.  They hurriedly sail all day, and 
in the evening of Z’chor Bris, they reach the port 
of Haifa.  The ship finally stays still at the foot of 
Mount Carmel, opposite the Ma’areh of Eliyahu 
Hanavi. 

In the predawn hours, as the sky slowly turns 
from an inky black to a rosy pink, all the Yidden 
recite Slichos with great happiness, followed by 
a heartfelt Shacharis at daybreak.  After that, the 
men, women and children all proceed to the holy 
city of Haifa. 

At that moment, the Heilige Rebbe enters the 
Heilige Land.  He reaches the place which he had 
yearned for, which he had longed for with very 
great desires, longings and cravings, for which he 
had sacrificed his life countless times…  His great 
simcha at that second that he steps foot on the 
holy soil, is impossible to imagine.  Even if all the 
seas would be ink, it wouldn’t suffice to describe 
even a drop of this.  He instantly attains all that 
he attains.  He says later, ‘As soon as I walked four 
amos in Eretz Yisrael, I achieved what I had wanted 
to reach.’

The sun climbs higher, reaching its 
peak and indicating midday.  The 
Rebbe and R’ Yitzchak reverently 
prepare for the Yom Tov, immersing 
in the mikvah.  They then go to the 
Beis Haknesses and stay there all 
day.  After the tefillos, they set off to 
their lodgings, with the Rebbe being 
extremely happy all the time.  He 
constantly turns to R’ Yitzchak and 
tells him, “Fortunate and lucky are 
you that you are zoiche to be with 
me now.” 

The Rebbe instructs his attendant to 
read out the names that are written 

on his piece of paper, of all the chassidim who sent 
along kvittlach with him.  They eat the Yom Tov 
Seuda with great joy, and retire for the night.

* * *

The Beis Haknesses is filled to the brim with 
mispallellim, crowning Hashem as the King of the 
entire world on the special first day of the year, 
the renewal of creation.  Unobtrusively standing 
between the others, the Rebbe and R’ Yitzchak sing 
praises to Hashem and daven from the bottom of 
their hearts.  The tefillos end, and R’ Yitzchak sneaks 
a peek at the Rebbe on their way to their lodgings.  
To his surprise, Rebbe Nachman’s face, which had 
been shining with joy until now, is troubled and 
subdued!  He is extremely broken hearted and 
worried, and he refuses to talk to anyone.  All of R’ 
Yitzchak’s attempts fail to elicit any response. 

Motzei Rosh Hashana, the Rebbe immediately 
wants to return home.  He is not interested in 
travelling anywhere; not Tzfas, nor Teveria, perk his 
attention.  But R’ Yitzchak, after traveling the whole 
perilous journey from Ukraine and finally reaching 
Eretz Yisrael, is bursting to feast his eyes on all the 
holy sites.  Turning to the Rebbe, he says, “There’s 
a caravan leaving to Teveria soon which has place 
for us to join.”  His intent is clear as the day. 
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“You have longings to see Teveria?  Then go 
hire donkeys.”  The Rebbe answers simply. 

Jumping for joy at having got his way, R’ Yitzchak 
rushes to hire donkeys, paying them a deposit.  
Upon his return, the Rebbe quickly asks him, 
“Did you yet hire donkeys?”

R’ Yitzchak replies in the affirmative but R’ 
Nachman instructs him urgently to cancel their 
trip.  “Go immediately and retrieve the deposit.  
Even if they refuse to return the money, leave 
it, because I do not want to travel there.” 

R’ Yitzchak follows the instructions obediently, 
although he doesn’t understand at all.  Two 
hours later, everything becomes clear to him.  A 
great weakness comes over R’ Yitzchak and he 
falls very sick.  In the throes of his weakness, he 
is overwhelmed with relief as he contemplates 
being on a bumpy, tiring journey to Teveria.  
“Baruch Hashem, Who prevented me from 
joining the caravan!”

* * *

Great news reaches the residents of Tzfas and 
Teveria.  They hear that the Heilige Rebbe 
has arrived to Eretz Yisrael, and is presently 
residing in nearby Haifa!  The Tzaddikim 
and Gedolim in the North compose a warm, 
heartfelt invitation, begging the Rebbe to grace 
their city with the honor of his presence for the 
Yom Tov Sukkos.  A group of men from Teveria 
travel down to Haifa and spend an uplifting 
Yom Kippur with the Rebbe.  Handing over the 
letter from their leaders, they plead with him 
to come with them.  

However, the Rebbe ignores their entreaties, 
and asks R’ Yitzchak to buy him an esrog for 
Sukkos.  R’ Yitzchak considers his options, and 
turns to the Chacham there for help.  Giving 
him twenty coins, he goes to the Arab orchard 
and handpicks the three nicest ones for the 
Rebbe. 

All this time, while the Rebbe is in Haifa, he is 
visited by an interesting guest each mealtime.  
An Arab youth takes a liking to the Rebbe, and 
joins him for every single meal, morning and 
night.  He chatters in Arabic for the duration of 
the meals, although nobody understands what 
he’s talking about, and shows a great love for 
the Rebbe. 

One day, the Arab youth stalks into the house 
in a raging fury, brandishing an ugly weapon.  
Yelling at the top of his lungs, he roars and 
threatens in Arabic, finally turning to go.  
Everyone is clueless to the meaning of his 
words, but luckily, one woman there, a native 
of Walachia, understands Arabic.  She cries out 
to the Rebbe frantically, “For heaven’s sake, 
escape!  Run for your life!  This Arab has just 
challenged you to a duel!”

The Rebbe instantly flees from the house, 
escaping to the home of R’ Zev of Charni, 
whom he had stayed with earlier while 
they were both in Istanbul.  He hides in the 
innermost chambers, concealing himself from 
the detested Arab.  After a while, the Arab 
youth returns to the Rebbe’s former lodgings, 
and demands, “Where is that man?”

To be continued...    

The Beis Haknesses in Haifa 
where the Rebbe davened.
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Yummy
Purim
Recipes
By: T. Friedman

Hamantashen
A Purim magazine would not be complete without a recipe 
for Hamantashen, so I present you with the gift of my 
mother’s irresistible recipe.  I generally have a good self-
control when I’m trying to lose weight, until it comes to these 
Hamantashen.  That’s when I lose it, and find myself eating 

one after the next – that’s how good they are!

Dough

3 eggs

1 cup sugar

½ cup oil

½ cup orange juice

2 tbsp. lemon juice

5 cups flour

2 tsp. baking powder

1 tsp. salt

Mix in machine to a soft dough.  Roll out and cut circles.

Filling

Put a whole washed, scrubbed orange into food processor 
with knife blade.  Add 1 apple, peeled and quartered and 
add:

150gr./5oz. pitted prunes

150gr./5oz. raisins

5 Tbsp. red jam

½ cup sugar

Dash of cinnamon and ground mixed spice

Mix well, and then put a ½ teaspoon filling into center of 
each circle.  Seal very well.  Brush with egg and bake in 

preheated oven at 180 C. for 20 minutes. Enjoy!
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 Apple Kugel

Tasty Pastry Rogelech

A delicious side dish to serve at your Purim Seuda, or 
anytime.

Ingredients

4 eggs

1 cup sugar

1 cup oil

2 tsp. baking powder

2 tsp. vanilla sugar

Put into food processor with knife blade and mix well for 
five minutes.  

Then add:

1 cup S.R. flour and mix well.

Then add 9 Granny Smith apples, peeled and quartered.  
Mix until smooth.

Pour into two 9^ round foil containers, and bake on 180 C. 
for 1 hour. 

Ideal to have on the table for guests to enjoy or to send 
as part of your Mishloach Manos.  They are quick and 

easy to make and present beautifully.

Dough

10 cups flour

16 oz. whip

6 sticks margarine

Mix in machine to form a soft dough.  Divide into six 
balls.

Filling

2.5 cups cocoa

2.5 cups sugar

2.5 cups icing sugar

2 Tbsp. vanilla sugar

Roll out each ball into a thin circle.  Spread with oil, 
and then with filling.  Cut into triangles – divide each 
circle into 4, and then each quarter into more triangles 
according to desired size.  Roll up to form rogelech.  No 
need to brush with egg.  Bake for 12 – 15 minutes, don’t 

over-bake.  
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URI THE CLAY-DIGGER
Every day, rain or shine, Uri the clay digger would 
hike to the mountains with his spade in his sun-
browned hands and dig energetically in the earth 
all day long.  Just before the sun went down, he 
would collect all the clay he had dug up in an 
earthenware cart that he had formed for this 
purpose, and pull the heavy cart home.  At the 
end of the week, all the potters knew that good 
old Uri would be standing in the marketplace 
selling his clay at a penny a kilo, and a straggling 
line would snake its way down the street waiting 
to buy his wares.  His customers all enjoyed his wit 
and good cheer, and Uri earned enough to buy 
food for his family. No steaks and wine, but Uri’s 
loyal wife managed to stretch the money to buy 
potatoes and maybe some chicken bones too, on 
a good week.  

One sunny day, Uri appeared home at noontime, 
his expression inscrutable.  He dropped off his 
spade and cart, waved to his wife, and tickled 
his little boys under the chin.  Then he left as 
suddenly as he had arrived, brushing off his dusty 
work clothes and straightening his hat on the way.  

The diamond dealer was quite surprised to see 
Uri the clay digger in the mid-afternoon, to put 
it mildly.  “What’s up?  Want to change your 
profession?” he kidded, smiling broadly.

“Maybe, but I’d prefer switching to be your 
employer,” Uri chuckled in response.  “Tell me, 
what do you say to this stone?  It looked different 
to the rest of the clay I was digging.”  He extricated 
a muddy stone from his shirt pocket, and handed 
it over to the diamond dealer. 

Examining it lightly through his loupe, the 
diamond dealer gave a sharp gasp, removed 

his glasses and took a closer look.  
Rubbing his eyes, he scrutinized it 

carefully, and an expression 
of 

disbelief crossed his face.  “Uri, you’ve hit gold!  
Or to be more exact, diamonds!”

Uri was speechless with shock.  He had expected 
it to be maybe iron, which he could sell for ten 
pennies instead of the usual one penny, but a 
diamond?!  

Quickly getting back to his old happy, practical self, 
Uri turned to the diamond dealer.  “Well, back to 
business.  Would you like to buy it from me?”

“One minute, let me recover.  It’s not every 
day that I get to see such stone.  This diamond 
is a shining beauty!  See how it sparkles?”  The 
diamond dealer realized that Uri the clay digger 
could only see a muddy, dirty rock.  Whipping 
out a cloth from his pocket, the diamond dealer 
polished the diamond carefully, and held it up to 
the light.  Uri’s heart stopped as he beheld the 
brilliant rays gleaming in the sun.  “Wow!” he 
breathed, scared to spoil the seriousness of the 
moment.  This is a…”  Uri was stuck for words to 
describe what he was seeing. 

“This is a very rare diamond, which I could never 
afford to buy from you,” the diamond dealer 
finished off Uri’s sentence.  “I don’t even think 
there’s anyone rich enough in this whole 
country who could buy it from you.  I 
am even hesitant to estimate its 
value.  If you’re looking 
to sell it, I would 
advise you to travel 
to London, to the 
royal city.  There, 
you might find 
someone 
wealthy 
enough to 
purchase 
this 
dazzling 
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URI THE CLAY-DIGGER

stone.” 

Uri walked home 
in a daze, the diamond 

dealer’s words swimming 
around his head.  The precious 

stone was wrapped up in a cloth, deep 
in his pocket.  Uri fingered the stone, and an 

electrifying thrill washed over him.  “I’m off to 
London!” he sang out, entering his shack. 

His wife and children scrambled around him, wanting 
to hear his news.  He removed the package he had 
in his pocket, and held it up for them.  “This is a very 
precious diamond.  So precious, that I can only find 
a customer rich enough to buy it in London.  So I’ll 
be setting off next week b’ezras Hashem!”

“Yay!” the kids started cheering in delight and 
dancing around the small house.  Peppering him 
with questions, they asked him, “How did you find 
it?”  “Was it hard to dig out?”  “How did you know 
it was a diamond?”  “How much are you going to 
sell it for?”  “Are you going to be rich?”  “Are you 
still going to joke with us?” Uri’s eyebrows raised at 
the last question.  “Of course!  What do you mean?  
We’re going to be happy, and thank Hashem all our 
lives for this nes!”

“When are you leaving?  Do you already have a 
ticket for the ship?” 

Uri stopped in his tracks, confused.  “I don’t have 
money for the journey to the port, never mind the 
ticket for the ship.” 

“We’ll manage on plain potatoes this week!  We 
don’t need more!” one child volunteered 

enthusiastically.  “We can sell the 
chairs – we’ll sit on boxes!” 

another joined in.  “I 
don’t need my pillow, 

you can sell it in the 
market.  I’m sure 

you’ll get lots of 
money from 

that!” the 
youngest 

chimed in.  

Collecting all 
their ‘extra’ household 
items, Uri went to the 
market, his cart overloaded, 
and his children helping him shlep the 
chairs.  The potters were surprised to see Uri 
the clay digger breaking his custom and arriving 
to the marketplace in the middle of the week, but 
they understood that something was going on when 
Uri and his little helpers set out their merchandise 
neatly and invited everyone to a ‘massive second-
hand sale’!  

Counting his profits at the end of the day, Uri 
realized that he still didn’t have sufficient funds to 
travel to the port.  After consulting with his wife, Uri 
set out bright and early the next morning with plan 
B.  Going from door to door, he knocked and begged 
for donations.  The townspeople knew Uri, and they 
trusted him.  If he said he needed to travel to London 
instead of digging clay, they believed him.  Little by 
little, penny by penny, Uri managed to collect a sum 
large enough to hire a wagon to travel to the port.  
He packed his bags, waved goodbye to his children, 
and set off on his long journey.

Arriving at the port, Uri found a ship scheduled to 
depart for London the following day.  But he had no 
money for the fare!  Keeping his frustration in check, 
Uri asked to speak to the captain.  The sea man 
received him with a sneer on his face.  “Whadya 
want?” he asked roughly.

“I want to book passage on the ship,” Uri began, 
but the captain had no patience for him to finish 
explaining what he wanted.  “So do so.  Go to the 
ticketing agent,” and he made as if to go.

“Yes, but I don’t have money…” Uri answered in a 
small voice.  Seeing that the captain was about to 
throw him into the water, he quickly added, “But 
I do have this.”  Uri took the diamond out of his 
pocket, unwrapped it carefully, and proudly showed 
it to the captain.

The gleam caught the captain’s eye.  “Oh, 
you’re a wealthy man, you just don’t 
have any cash on you.  Sure, 
sure, no problem.  We’ll 
arrange you a 
room in 
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the first 
class section, and 

we’ll give you the best service, 
not to worry.  Come on in, we’re 

leaving tomorrow already.  You’ll want 
to get your bearings, unpack a little, and 

familiarize yourself with your surroundings…”  
The captain was suddenly overly effusive and 

warm.  ‘I’ve caught a big fish!  He’s sure to give a fat 
tip when we arrive, especially if we give him good 
enough service.  Alright, I’ve got a job on my hands.’

Uri was lead onto the ship, into the first class section 
amongst the other wealthy businessmen.  He was 
immensely enjoying his opportunity to be wined 
and dined; it was a first for him – very different to 
his usual schedule of digging clay! 

Uri’s room seemed like a palace to him!  He couldn’t 
wait to describe his experiences to his family back 
home.  He looked around the room, taking in every 
inch to be able to describe it to them.  The four-
poster, king-sized, soft bed with its pile of cushions, 
the lush red rugs on the floor, the matching gold 
and burgundy heavy curtains, the couches in each 
corner, and the view…  The window looked out to 
the endless ocean with its blue water and clouds 
dancing in the sky… Uri felt like dancing too!

The captain, wanting to ensure his tip at the end of 
the journey, made it his custom to stop in to Uri’s 
room once a day, asking if he was missing anything.  
Seeing Uri’s pleasant state of mind and good cheer, 
the captain found himself lingering in his room 
every day, enjoying his company.  

They were well into their way, and Uri’s excitement 
was growing along with their progress.  He would 
constantly take out the diamond, and let the 
happiness swell in his heart from seeing such 
a beauty, especially during mealtimes, 
as the happiness would help his 
food digest easily.  

One day, at dinnertime, 
Uri was sitting 

at his 

table, 
waiting to be 
brought his dinner by the 
waiter.  Sure enough, he was 
treated to a sumptuous meal, 
replete with wines and the best 
meats.  Uri leaned back in his armchair, 
satisfied, and took out the diamond.  Putting 
it down on the table, he gazed at it with delight, 
and his eyes slowly closed… Uri slept.

The waiter tiptoed in, diligently following instructions 
not to disturb the wealthy man, and cleaned up 
the room.  He lifted the tablecloth carefully, not 
letting any crumbs fall to the floor, and shook it out 
the window vigorously, into the yawning ocean.  
Gathering the rest of the dishes, the waiter finished 
cleaning up, and innocently left the room.  

Uri awoke with a start – he wasn’t used to falling 
asleep at the table.  ‘All this spoiling and being 
treated must be having an effect on me,’ Uri thought 
to himself amusedly.  ‘I fell asleep in the middle of 
dinner!’ Looking around, he noticed that his dinner 
was already cleared away.  ‘Wow, they’re efficient 
here.’  

He suddenly felt an uneasy feeling in the pit of his 
stomach.  His heart started thumping, fast and loud.  
The diamond… It had been on the table.  The table 
was now all clear.  The waiter must have either 
dumped the entire tablecloth in the garbage, or… 
shook it out into the ocean, like he had done all the 
other days.  Uri rubbed his eyes, trying to wake up 
from the bad dream.  No, it was real.  The diamond 
was gone.  It was down below, in the depths of the 
ocean, lost forever.  

Uri’s pain was unbearable.  All his dreams and plans, 
washed away in one careless 

second.  He felt as if he was 
losing his mind from distress.  

No more diamonds, 
no more relief 

from 
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the 

poverty at 
home…  As 
reality sank in, 
he realized, no more 
London too.  He had 
nothing to do there, and even 
worse, he still needed to pay the 
captain for his ticket!  From what Uri had 
gathered from their daily conversations, the captain 
was a gangster who would have no qualms at killing 
him if he couldn’t pay up.

Uri composed himself, and tried to work out what 
to do next.  Glancing at the darkening sky, he 
realized that the captain would be paying his daily 
visit around now.  He couldn’t afford to let him know 
anything about what had just happened!  Pasting 
a firm, wide smile to his face, he pretended to be 
happy and answered the captain’s knock at the door 
with a hearty ‘Come in!’

Choosing the most comfortable armchair for himself, 
the captain sat himself down, and the conversation 
began.  Uri was a witty man, and the captain 
loved to hear his jokes and smart comments.  The 
conversation flowed easily, with Uri as happy as ever, 
not letting on that anything unusual had occurred.  
The captain seemed to be deep in thought, and Uri 
let the conversation lull, giving the captain time to 
think through whatever was on his mind.  

“I have a suggestion for you,” the captain said 
suddenly.  “I see that you’re a clever man, and a 
straightforward and honest one too.  I am planning 

to buy a large quantity of wheat to sell in 
London, which will bring in a hefty profit.  

I am just worried that they’ll say I 
stole from the government, so I 

have a preposition for you.  
What do you say to 

my making the 
purchase in 

your 
name?  I 

will reward 
you nicely for 

this favor.”

Uri thought about the 
idea, and saw that there 

was nothing for him to lose, he 
only stood to gain from the deal.  

“Alright, I agree.”  They shook hands, and 
the agreement was closed.  

The rest of the journey passed in a whirlwind, and 
they were soon approaching the London port.  
Immediately after they arrived, the captain went to 
buy the wheat in Uri’s name, as they had agreed.  
After he returned to the ship, there were screams 
heard from the captain’s room.  All the passengers 
ran to see what had happened, and they were 
shocked to see the captain lying on the floor, dead.  
He had been struck with a severe heart attack, 
and died.  The cold hearted sailors threw his body 
overboard.  Uri watched in disbelief, as it dawned 
on him that now he would not only be exempt from 
paying his fare for the ship; he had a much greater 
benefit:  The entire supply of wheat which was 
purchased on his name, was his to sell!  

Uri rushed to the market with his wagonloads of 
wheat, and to his great excitement, the money he 
earned on selling it came out to more than triple the 
value of the diamond!

The Rebbe finished off with saying, “The diamond 
didn’t belong to him – proof of this is that he lost 
it.  But the wheat did belong to him – proof of this 
is that it remained with him. And all that he reached 
is because he kept himself strong and stayed 
happy.”

ַזיין  צּו  ֶּגעקּוֶמען  ִאיז  ֶער  וָואס   אּון 
 ַזאְך ִאיז ָנאר וַויְל ֶער ָהאט ִזיְך
  ֶּדער ַהאְלְטין
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The Mishloach Manos are waiting 
on the table, carefully packed up in 
cellophane.  Mrs. Zabedansky sits and 
writes out cards to go along with every 
bag.  She addresses all their friends and 
family, and a tear suddenly escapes 
from her eyes.  She brushes it away 
quickly but catches it too late, and the 
card gets smudged.  ‘If only I could be 
writing to my children’s melamdim,’ 
she whispers quietly.  Her whisper 
echoes through the silent house. Mr. 
Zabedansky is learning in Shul and there 
are no little babies crying or calling.  
Nor are there any young boys playing 
or chattering.  Mrs. Zabedansky surveys 
her neat house, empty of mess.  And of 
children.  Her heart aches. 

A key turns in the lock, and Mrs. 
Zabedansky jumps up.  Her husband is 
peering at her closely.  “Have you been 
crying?” he asks worriedly.  “What’s the 
matter?” 

“Nothing happened,” she calms him 
down.  “It’s just… I want children so 
badly!” she blurts out. 

Mr. Zabedansky sighs, and seats himself 
on the worn armchair.  “We’ve tried so 

many ideas, so many brachos… what 
else can we do?”  After a few moments 
of silence, he speaks up again.  “Tefila 
is the way.  We have to simply daven to 
Hashem.”

“I daven, I daven a lot,” answers his 
wife, and Mr. Zabedansky knows it.  He 
sees the worn tehilim, and her tear-
stained siddur.  “…But maybe we could 
get someone to daven for us as well?  
Someone very heilig, whose tefillos 
have a big effect?” she asks hesitantly.

“Everyone’s tefillos have a big effect.  
Hashem hears the tefillos of every 
single Yid, yours and mine too.  He sees 
all your tears, and He listens to what 
you say to Him.  But you’re making me 
think of an idea…” says Mr. Zabedansky 
slowly.  “Purim is coming soon.  It is a 
very heilige day, a chance for all tefillos 
to be accepted.  How about we travel 
to Uman, to the Breslovers?  They are 
very heilige people, and we can daven 
amongst them.  Maybe I can also ask 
them to daven for us to be blessed with 
children…”

Mrs. Zabedansky listens to her 
husband’s words, and she brightens.  

PuriA Miracle
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“That’s a good idea!  I’ll pack right away, 
so that we should be able to leave within 
the next few hours.”

“The way from Nemirov to Uman 
shouldn’t take more than two days, so if 
we leave today we should b’ezras Hashem 
arrive just in time – on Taanis Esther.  I’ll go 
hire a horse and wagon.”  Mr. Zabedansky 
buttons up his coat, not yet removed, and 
hurries to the marketplace. 

* * *

When Mr. and Mrs. Zabedansky walk 
in to the gathering of the Breslovers on 
Purim morning, the celebrations are in 
full swing.  The chassidim have davened 
shacharis at netz and heard megilla with 
great awakening.  Immediately after 
megilla, they passed around Mishloach 
Manos from one to the other, and the 
drinking started… 

Mrs. Zabedansky watches from behind the 
mechitza, while Mr. Zabedansky stands 
in the corner, gaping.  Half 
are singing and dancing 
spiritedly, the other half 
are crying and shouting 
hoarsely.  The simcha in the 
room reaches sky high, and 
the dancing group pull Mr. 
Zabedansky into their circle.   
R’ Hertz climbs up onto 
the table and cries out for 
everyone to hear, “There is 
a Rebbe…!  Breaking out in 
song, the chassidim all join 
in, singing their version of 
‘Shoshanas Yaakov’ “,להודיע 
מקור נובע  נחל  שיש   להודיע, 
 ,To make known‘ – ”...חכמה

that there’s a Nachal Novei’a…’  R’ Hertz 
staggers out, to spread the news in the 
marketplace. 

“Gevald!  Gevald!  There is no such thing 
as despair!” One chassid shouts at the top 
of his lungs.  

The dancing renews its vigor.  Spinning 
madly, the chassidim belt out songs.  
‘Mitzva Gedola… It’s a big mitvah to be 
happy always!’  

“The Rebbe, the Rebbe, only the Rebbe…” 
A sweet voice chants.

R’ Yona Lippel stumbles over to R’ Avraham 
Sternhartz and shakes him. “R’ Avraham!  
Today is Purim, ‘when the wine goes in, 
the secrets leak out’.  Tell me the secret, 
how do I become an erliche Yid?  How 
do I get a pure heart?  Oy, R’ Avraham…” 
He chokes up from his tears and starts 
weeping.  

R’ Avraham raises his voice and bellows, 
“The Heilige Rebbe long told us the secret 
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already!  Through his heilige sefarim!  
Through his precious eitzos!  Through 
tefilla!  Through hisbodedus!  Cry to Him!  
Shout to Him!  And He’ll give you Mishloach 
Manos…” 

“Here, drink!”  Someone holds out a 
swaying hand with a glass of wine to Mr. 
Zabedansky.  “The Rebbe said, drinking 
on Purim is a tikkun for aveiros.”  Mr. 
Zabedansky downs the glass, and starts 
becoming tipsy too.  

Still dancing vigorously, Mr. Zabedansky 
almost trips on a leg sticking out from 
under the table.  Peeking down, he finds 
a Chassid doubled over, pouring his heart 
out to Hashem with tears streaming down 
his face.  Seeing Mr. Zabedansky, he urges 
him, “Don’t sleep your life away!  We need 
to daven!  Mordechai Hatzaddik davened 
until there was a Purim.”  

Mr. Zabedansky collapses onto the floor 
in a corner and starts crying to Hashem.  
“Ribbono Shel Olam, I also want to be 
erlich!  Ribbono Shel Olam, please, give me 
a son!  I want a child, to raise him to be an 
erliche Yid, to teach him to do mitzvos, to 
learn Torah with him…  Please, I beg You, 
give me Mishloach Manos too!”

Mr. Zabedansky is already good and drunk.  
He grabs hold of R’ Levi Yitzchak Bender, 
“Give me a bracha!”

“You should be zoiche to listen to the 
Rebbe, to do all his eitzos!” R’ Levi Yitzchak 
responds with all his heart.  

“Amen!  Give me another bracha, I should 
be zoiche to children!”

“You should be zoiche to children, Breslover 

Chassidim, who’ll listen to the Rebbe all 
their lives…!”

Mr. Zabedansky starts dancing with simcha.  
“Amen! Amen! Amen!” 

* * *

“Wow, was this a Purim!” Mr. Zabedansky 
exclaims to his wife while sitting in the 
wagon on the way home.  “I’ve never in my 
life had such a thing!  So, so happy, and yet 
at the same time davening and crying to 
Hashem… it was really something special.  
I’m planning to come here every year from 
now!  

Mrs. Zabedansky agrees whole-heartedly.  
In her heart, she nurses a silent hope.  
Maybe they’ll return next year together 
with their son? 

The year passes quickly.  Once again, Mr. 
Zabedansky finds himself rushing to hire a 
horse and wagon to Uman.  Finally reaching 
Uman, he heads straight to the Breslov 
Kloiz, where he finds R’ Levi Yitzchak Bender 
sitting and learning.  “I want to honor you 
with sandaka’as for my son’s bris,” he tells 
him.

R’ Levi Yitzchak looks at him, surprised.  “I 
don’t seem to remember meeting before… 
Do I know you from somewhere?”

Mr. Zabedansky prods him, “Don’t you 
remember last Purim, while you were 
drunk you bentched me that I should be 
zoiche to a child?  Well, now it’s less than a 
year later, and Baruch Hashem, after many 
years of being childless,” Mr. Zabedansky 
breaks out in a beaming smile, “I was 
blessed with a son!” 
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Kids!
How real is Breslov to you?

Rays of Simcha interviewed a kid about how real 
Breslov is to him.

Name: Avrumy S.

Age: 11

City: Monsey 

Cheder: Vein 

Hi Avrumi!
Have you ever been to Uman?  Yes, lots of times Baruch 
Hashem. 

Have you said the Tikkun Haklali there? Sure! 

Are there any other kids in your grade who are Breslov? 
No, not yet. 

Are you proud of being Breslov? Yes, of course! 

Can you share something that the Rebbe says which is 
especially meaningful to you? 

I heard that the Rebbe said ‘never give up’ and it means a 
lot to me – it pushes me to try again and again.

Can you share an occasion when you weren’t happy and you 
managed to make yourself be happy? 

Once there was a boy in my class who didn’t have any 
friends, so I decided to try to befriend him but instead 
he was mean to me! It was very hard for me, but I made 
believe it was happy to play with him and eventually he 
became nice!

Wow!  That’s beautiful middos!  Not only you didn’t let him 
make you feel down, but you even continued to be nice to 
him!

Thank you Avrumi, and keep going! 

We are extremely 
privileged to be 

Breslovers, to be of the 
Rebbe’s people.

The Rebbe says:

 “Even if one has 
misbehaved, if they 

come to my kever and 
say the Tikun Haklali, I 
promise to take them 
out of even the lowest 

part of Gehenom.”

“On every one of my 
people, Hashem says, ‘I 

am proud of you!’

“Each one of my people 
will surely reach what 
they have come to this 
world for.  Hashem will 
not do such a thing, to 
take one of my people 

before they have 
completed their task.”

DID YOU 
KNOW?

To be interviewed in the following Rays Magazine, send your 
name and details to raysof148@gmail.com



52

6 oz. soft margarine

6 oz. caster sugar (can use regular sugar)

1 egg, lightly beaten

2 tbsp. corn flour/potato flour

12 oz. flour

10 flat lollipop sticks

1 - Crème margarine and sugar with a wooden spoon in a 
bowl until smooth and soft.

2 - Lightly beat the egg with a fork and add to the 
bowl.  Mix well, and then add flour and potato flour, 
kneading just until it forms a dough.

3 - Roll out, but not too thin.

4 - Cut rounds (middle size)

5 - Close two circles together with a lollipop stick in 
between.

6 - Decorate as you wish using smarties/jellies/chocolate 
drops/jam and refrigerate for ½ an hour.

7 - Bake in a preheated oven on 180 C for 15 minutes. 
(Don’t touch the smarties or chocolate drops until the 
biscuits cool) 
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• Drinks in large (or 
small) bottles, preferably 
with a narrow shaped 
top)

• Colored paper

• Sequins, stickers, pom-
poms, feathers, ribbon, 
crepe paper, etc

• Goggly eyes

• Markers, glue, scissors

1 Cut a piece of colored paper the size of the label and cover it.

2 Draw or stick eyes, nose and mouth.

3 Decorate the clown’s hat using your imagination.

4 You can add a ruffle or bow at the bottom of the bottle, or 
a pom-pom /feather on the lid.
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Crack it!
Once on Purim, someone told R’ Nosson that Nachman – the son of Chaya – the 
daughter of the Rebbe, is staying in the house of Mordechai Rosenheit.  R’ Nosson 
answered him, “Indeed, on Purim, ‘Nachman’ – the neshama of the Tzaddik, stays 

at Mordechai Hatzaddik.” 

Let’s see how we find it in their names:

Work out the gematria of the Heilige Rebbe’s name, spelled out 
in full

”נּון, ֵחית, ֵמם, נּון“

What’s the gematria of Purim, spelled out in full?

א, ָואו, ֵריׁש, יּוד, ֵמם“ ”ּפֵ

Now, how many letters does Purim spelled out in full have?

Plus one for the word Purim, and you get…!!!

What’s the Rebbe?
R’ Shmuel Shapira asks this question, but his answer is a little muddled up 

because he’s shikkur, so you’ll have to turn either yourself or the paper round 
and round to be able to read it…
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Chapter Three
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To be continued...


