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Dear Editor,
Thank you so much for this wonderfully inspiring magazine which I so enjoy reading.  
The Rebbe’s words are incomparable to any other literature, and they leave you 
with such indescribable feelings…

I wanted to share something I saw somewhere on the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana which 
really inspired me, and I hope it’ll help other readers too.  

The Rebbe said that he says Torah from the highest place, a place which no one has ever received Torah 
from.  The true meaning of this is beyond our grasp, but we can get a feel of the holiness of the Rebbe’s 
sefarim; Likutei Moharan, which we are fortunate to have, and the two others which were too holy for 
us to receive – Sefer HaGanuz and Sefer Hanisraf.  We can take out from this that when he said that 
‘His Rosh Hashana is greater than everything!’ it means greater than his holy sefarim too!  And who can 
resist being part of such a great thing, which is greater than e-v-e-r-y-t-h-i-n-g!

I also have one small suggestion which I think could improve this beautiful magazine.  Although I enjoy 
the English articles, my children aren’t used to reading English, they’d much prefer Yiddish.  Maybe the 
‘Kids Rays’ could be in Yiddish?  I’m curious to hear whether other readers agree.

Waiting with bated breath for the next issue,

Chaya Ruchi
Wow!  Thanks for your suggestion!  We’d love to hear other readers’ opinions on this subject.  Please let 
us know what you think, so that we can improve accordingly.

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 magazine, 
coming out before Chanuka 

Bezras Hashem.

Dear Readers, 
‘My whole thing is Rosh Hashana,’ said the Rebbe, which makes 
the Yom Tov the highlight of the Breslov year.  But maybe for some 
of us, the thought of it comes along with a twinge of… let’s not 
name the feeling, shall we?  

As loyal Breslovers who are devoted to the Rebbe and his teachings, 
none of us are chalilah going to stop our husbands from following 
the Rebbe’s instructions to come to him.  But could there (perish 
the thought) be the slightest bit of resentment behind it?

In this magazine, we attempted to deal with this issue upfront.  
Such a great thing, which the entire world is dependent on, 
doesn’t deserve to be done halfheartedly.  Through our learning 
more about its magnitude, its significance, its meaning and value, 
we’ll B’ezras Hashem come to fully appreciate and even more, 
rejoice in our part in the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana.

So read on, and we hope that it’ll wipe away that trace of 
uneasiness, letting us all pack their cases with excitement and joy.  
Uman Rosh Hashana, here we come! 

May we all be zoiche to the Rebbe’s Tikkunim and a to a Breslover 
year…  

,א גוט געבענטשטע יאר

Faigy Kahane. 
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The Rebbe’s 
Rosh Hashana!

Rabbi  Elimelech Silbiger Shlita

‘The Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana!’  

When a true Breslov Chassid 
hears these words, it’s as if he 
just saw a massive lightning. 
His 248 limbs and 365 sinews 
become totally electrified, a 
sense of powerful energy will 
flow through his entire body.  
His yearning, his longing, his 
craving to merit the zchus of 
being part of it is beyond any 
limitation.  Nothing in the world 
will prevent him from trying to 
actually be in ‘Uman’ for Rosh 
Hashana.

Now, you may ask:  Is he sane?  
Is he normal?  Is he balanced?  
Is he mentshlich to his family 
and surroundings?  Is he a 
considerate type of person?  
Does he have good middos?  
Maybe he needs checking 
out?  Perhaps he should ask 
Daas Torah?  Maybe he’s being 
selfish, and a lot more…

The wisest of all mankind, 
Shlomo Hamelech, writes in the 
holy of holy Shir Hashirim:

ְרָׁשֶפיָה ַאֲהָבה...  ַכָּמֶות  ַעָּזה   ִּכי 
ַרִּבים ַמִים  ַׁשְלֶהֶבְתָיה:   ֵאׁש   ִרְׁשֵּפי 
ָהַאֲהָבה... ֶאת  ְלַכּבֹות  יּוְכלּו   ֹלא 
ֵּביתֹו הֹון  ָּכל  ֶאת  ִאיׁש  ִיֵּתן   ִאם 
:ָּבַאֲהָבה ּבֹוז ָיבּוזּו לֹו

The love is mighty like death... 
its sparks like flames of fire… 
Many waters will not be able 
to put out the love; ...even if a 
person would give all his wealth 
in love, it would be shamefully 
lacking. 

I humbly guarantee that these 
words definitely apply to the 
relationship of a true Breslover 
chassid to his holy Rebbe, and 
all the more so from the Rebbe 
to his chassidim.  

The Rebbe said, “What should 
I tell you?  There’s nothing 
greater than to be with me 
for Rosh Hashana in Uman.  
 other Tzaddikim don’t איי
emphasize such importance 
to be with them for Rosh 
Hashana, let there be another 
question…”

The Rebbe didn’t bother to 

explain, discuss or answer 
questions.  

Yes!  I know you may have 
many questions, queries, buts, 
exceptions, etc. so the Rebbe is 
leaving you with your questions 
unanswered, but isn’t retracting 
from what he said.  

The holy Reb Nosson gives 
tens and tens of discourses 
explaining this topic, but it isn’t 
even the tip of the iceberg.  
Anyone who has Emunas 
Tzaddikim and has been there 
will understand a fraction of 
what we wrote.  

Let’s not be clever, let’s not 
be foolish, let us all help our 
husbands and children to have 
this great zchus, and without 
any doubt, we’ll ourselves also 
have this great Tikkun as if 
having been there in Uman, as 
the Rebbe promised, ‘No one 
ever loses out because of me’!

של בספרן  טובה  וחתומה   כתובה 
צדיקים אמיתים
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w w w . g l a t t o u r . c o m   o f f i c e @ g l a t t o u r . c o m
02-5477-600

לינה פתרונות   | נסיעות  שירותי   | אוכל 

וקבוצות למשפחות  הנסיעה  ותכנון  ארגון 

אוקראינה רחבי  ובכל  רמה  בכל 

חייגו והזמינו עכשיו!
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Any Breslover publication at this 
time of the year is going to be 
centered on the Rebbe’s Rosh 
Hashana in Uman.  A Breslov 
publication geared to women in 
general and Breslover women in 
particular will focus on how the 
Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana pertains to 
them.

The men leave home and are on 
the way.  The scarce food and 
dingy accommodations that was 
part and parcel of their Yom Tov is 
a thing of the past.  Yet for many of 
them, reaching this point means 
overcoming many hardships.  
For some it’s the financial strain.  
For others it is the uprooting the 
learning or work schedule. For 
still others it’s putting up with the 
endless scoffing of colleagues, 
friends and neighbors.  But once 
they are finally on their way, their 
troubles are mostly behind them.

And that’s when the troubles 
of you, the wives, begin.  You 
share the financial strain.  Your 
schedule, and those of the 
children, are taxed even more 
than usual.  More than anything, 
you still have to put up with the 
scorn and snickering of being left 
on your own for Rosh Hashana.

Chavi was standing next to the 
bench in the company of other 
mothers with their children.  It 
was Chol Hamoed Pesach and 

in passing, Chavi mentioned 
her husband’s flying Erev the 
second days to some distant 
city somewhere on the African 
continent, a place nobody ever 
heard of.  Chavi’s husband dealt 
with precious stones; rubies, 
corals, sapphires....  This annual 
show was where he met most of 
his clients.  This year’s show was 
going to be the day after Pesach 
in this faraway place.  Chavi 
spoke about it so matter-of-factly, 
without a trace of any regret.

No eyebrows were raised and 
no noses turned up.  No one 
questioned, “How could your 
husband leave you for Yom Tov?”

This was his parnassa, this was 
his life.  Everyone was fine with it, 
including his wife.

Actually, everyone was fine with 
it because of his wife!  The way 
Chavi felt was why Chavi’s friends 
felt the way they did.

Had Chavi been busy suppressing 
negative feelings of her husband’s 
trip and her impending lonely Yom 
Tov, her friends would have picked 
up on it.  Chavi would then have to 
deal with all the negativity of her 
peers, the very negativity that she 
herself thought about.

Say it’s difficult running a house 
with a husband out of the country 
for almost a week.  But putting up 

Rabbi Shlomo Meyer Shlita

Words from the Heart...

Cherish 
the 
diamond 
of the 
Rebbe’s 
Rosh 
Hashana 
and you 
will swell 
with 
pride.
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with any negativity?  Well, that 
has only to do with the way you 
– his wife – perceive the Rebbe’s 
Rosh Hashana.

The Chofetz Chaim tells of a 
wealthy merchant who spent 
all the money he brought along 
to buy goods at a distant fair.  
He spent a month travelling to 
participate in the fair.  When the 
bargain of a lifetime presented 
itself – $100,000 worth of 
diamonds for only $20,000 – 
he was not going to pass up on 
it.  $20,000 was all he had with 
him, leaving him with a bag of 
diamonds and no money at all 
for the return trip.  But he did 
have to get home, so he spent 
the next month travelling with 
all the vagabonds, surviving on 
handouts and sleeping on the 
benches of the various Shuls, a 
stark contrast to his first-class 
accommodations on the way to 
the fair.

Once home, he told of his 
difficult return journey.  To live 
a lifestyle of a beggar was very 
not becoming of a man of his 
stature.  Many times when he 
was really down and depressed, 
he would take out the little bag 
of diamonds and look at them.  
He would be reminded who he 
really was and how lucky he was.  
On the outside, at that point, he 
appeared to be a beggar like any 
other beggar, but truth be told, 
he was a very wealthy man on 

the return trip of an extremely 
successful business deal, with a 
bag of diamonds to show for it.  
This would give him the strength 
and courage to continue until he 
finally reached home.

Read up about the Rebbe’s 
Rosh Hashana, what the Rebbe 
himself and then his Talmidim 
taught.  See what the Rebbe’s 
Rosh Hashana means for your 
husband, for your family, for 
the whole world, and most 
importantly, for the Rebbe 
himself.

Cherish the diamond, the 
diamond of the Rebbe’s Rosh 
Hashana, even if only in the 
privacy of your heart and mind, 
and you will swell with pride.  
The next time you meet your 
friends during this lonely week, 
in place of disdain, you may 
notice a tinge of envy in their 
eyes, wishing that their husband 
would be part of it one day, all 
because of the way you look at 
it.

The Rebbe said, “Anyone who 
was with him on Rosh Hashana 
should rejoice all year.”

For your husband to fully comply 
with this directive of the Rebbe, 
he needs a happy wife behind 
him.  The finishing touch to the 
Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana is in the 
hands of you – the wives.  What 
an honor!.

The 
finishing 

touch to the 
Rebbe’s 

Rosh 
Hashana 

lies in your 
hands.

 What an 
honor!  
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Ribbono Shel Olam, You know that all our sanctity depends on the holy days of Rosh 
Hashanah, which is the beginning of the year, from which the Kedusha for the entire year 
is drawn.  Have mercy on us and help us accept Rosh Hashanah with great sanctity and 
joy.  Let us merit with the zchus and the power of the true Tzaddikim that all the Tikkunim 

that we need to complete on Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur should be attained.

For you know that in this bitter exile, in the days before Mashiach, we have no strength 
only through the holy Rosh Hashana, which You in Your mercy gave us as a precious gift.  
We have no idea in which way to draw upon ourselves the sanctity of Rosh Hashana 
properly. You know our hearts, stand to our side in this time of trouble at the end of 
days, help us and have mercy on us, our Father, our King, our Creator and Deliverer.  
Have mercy on us in the merit of the righteous true Tzaddikim, to whom we (send our 
husbands) amongst Klal Yisrael to go to their tzion every Erev Rosh Hashana, to pray and 

plead with You, bowing down to You with broken hearts.  

Have mercy on us with Your abundant mercy and awaken the hearts and souls of the 
true Tzaddikim, whose souls are high in the heights of the holy worlds above, so that all 
the souls of the righteous true Tzaddikim should come down on Rosh Hashanah and be 
with us among Klal Yisrael, and they should help us to daven and beg on Rosh Hashana 
to subjugate and expel the Satan, and to break down and abolish all kinds of עזות דסטרא 
 from us and all of Klal Yisrael through the prayers and blasts of the holy Rosh אחרא
Hashana, until we will merit to draw upon us and all of Klal Yisrael sanctity and purity 

from Rosh Hashana for the whole year.  

Our voices should rise up before You, and we should merit complete and constant holy 
simcha.  Inscribe and seal us and all of Klal Yisrael to a good and long life of peace, 

to a true life of Yiras Shamayim, a life in which we’ll be zoiche to eternal life.

A Touching Tefila        
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A Touching Tefila        

Call us 
for last 
minute 
deals!

We’d like to wish all our 

customers & their families

א כתיבה וחתימה טובה 

 בספרן של צדיקים אמיתיים 

& A Gut Gebenched Yohr

הראש השנה שלי

עולה על הכל!!!

אכלו מעדנים

 ושתו ממתקים

כי חדוות ה’

 היא מעוזכם



10

I received your letter on Friday together with R’ Chaim’s letter.  I wanted to let you 

know that on Friday, I was called to the governor once again and he showed me 

that he had translated the declaration from my letters into Russian and he read 

it out to me.  I also called for R’ Yisrael Chaim who understands Russian; he read 

it too and he said it’s exactly what I wrote.  Hashem should have mercy that it 

should all go well.  

 At present, it seems like no answer has arrived from Kamenetz at all, and Baruch 

Hashem, I was able to spend Shabbos here, and I hope with Hashem’s help to be 

able to live here for as long as I want.  But now, we need to daven to draw down 

salvation and mercy that the court case should proceed in my favor, and I should 

be found completely innocent, since I am truly clean from any sin in this matter, 

and it is all false libels.  Our enemies should be defeated, they should fall and be 

shamed… and the salvation is with Hashem.   The governor himself told me that 

he needs to send all this to Kamenetz to the governor there, and afterwards they’ll 

be more investigations. 

Now we have the chance to come close to Hashem and to daven to Him especially 

because of this, since we have nowhere to flee but to Hashem.  The days of 

the great court case of Rosh Hashana are coming closer, and we have already 

bentshed Rosh Chodesh Elul.  How we need to tremble in fear of this judgement 

which affects eternal life, and is impossible to bribe with money or appease with 

words.  

Baruch Hashem, Sunday morning 

Parashas Shoftim, 5595

My beloved, cherished son,
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Nosson of Breslov

The words of your father, 

who hopes for salvation,

All the fears of the court case that I am facing now, are in order to remind 

us not to forget the fear of the court case of Rosh Hashana, and all the 

more so of the great and awesome Day of Judgement.  We need to raise all 

scares and fallen fears not to fear anything at all but Hashem Yisbarach 

alone, and to know and believe that all the fears that come over a person, 

especially like the ones we have now, are in order to remind us to fear and 

tremble before Hashem.  

As soon as we remember to fear Hashem, although we all know that we 

aren’t pure at all, but despite that, we can be happy and live a true life, 

because the fear of Hashem increases days…   This is the main perfection 

of fear, since it is specifically great fear which leads to happiness, as it 

says, ‘rejoice in fear’, and mainly with the strength of the true Tzaddik.  

That’s because after we remember how we need to fear and tremble due 

to all our sins, we immediately enliven ourselves and rejoice with the fact 

that we rely on such a great and wondrous power…  especially that we 

were zoiche to snatch a few good points every day to enliven ourselves 

with.  Through this, we can compose ourselves to continue every day with 

whatever possible, to renew our holy desires and longings every day, and 

to bring out our yearning into actuality through our words…   

And indeed, with all this, how lucky we are that we know of all this and so 

much more.  We’ll never be ashamed that we were zoiche to know of such 

truth, and we always need to remember what the Rebbe said, “What do 

we have to be ashamed of?”
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0:00  At all hours of the day and night, you can 
see young men slowly pacing up and down the 
fields step after step, one here and one there, 
spread throughout the whole area.  Each person 
remains for their hour, deeply absorbed in their 
own thoughts and words that are poured forth 

from deep inside to our Tatte in himmel.

VENUE:  The hills and fields surrounding the first Breslover 
Shul in Beis Shemesh.

DATE:  Rosh Chodesh Elul.

7:30pm  The sun is a fiery red ball spilling so many 
different shades of pinks and golds as it is about 
to set.  About a hundred little boys aged 9-12 
from the evening ‘chevrah’ are following their 
devoted mashgiach into the fields and singing 
 after which they ,צמאה לך נפשי and שערי ציון
get to taste a few minutes of hisbodedus.  A taste 
of Olam Habah!

9:20pm  The fields are pitch black by now, as the 
Breslover Bar mitzvah Bachurim on their way 
home from the evening seder begin their hour 
of hisbodedus.  On Leil Shishi you can also hear 
them singing very emotional, heartwarming 

songs…

As A shepherd 
of his flock…

By C.R. Weissfish
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...כבקרת רועה עדרו

8:30am  Musical notes are ringing through the hills 
– a Breslover tune is playing from the playground of 
Talmud Torah Breslov.  The boys give one last glance 
at the sheep and race down to cheder.  From the open 
windows you can hear them singing “מקשר  הרינו 

”...עצמי

The shepherd blows his whistle, and all the sheep run 
along to the next field to continue grazing…

VENUE:  The hills and fields surrounding the first Breslover 
Shul in Beis Shemesh.

DATE:  Rosh Chodesh Elul.
8:20am  What a deep blue sky!  The rays of the Beis 
Shemesh morning sun are shining over the golden 
fields.  Adorable little boys with freshly curled peyos 
are skipping down the path through these very same 
fields on their way to cheder.  In the middle of the way 
they stop to watch the sheep enjoying a breakfast of 

grass and leaves from the surrounding trees…

8:40am  From the nearby Shul, sounds of blowing 
shofar after the davening are heard, and a tefilla 
pours forth from my heart.  “Ribbono Shel Olam!!!  
Please accept all the hours and hours of hisbodedus, 
and the tears that these fields have absorbed for so 
many years, and lead all Your טייערע שעפעלאך on 
the right path always.  Give us the Koach to want to 
do only good, even through times of nisyonos and 
doubts.  Look at Your nation – like one sheep alone 
between 70 wolves, and redeem us from Galus as 

soon as possible!”

May we all be zoiche to a שנת גאולה וישועה בב”א.

By C.R. Weissfish
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What’s the essence of Rosh 
Hashana?

On this day, the world was 
created.  Therefore, Rosh 
Hashana is the day of the 
King’s coronation – the day that 
Hashem becomes king of the 
whole world.  And just like a king 
of flesh and blood celebrates 
the day of his coronation, 
and everyone, including his 
noblemen, his servants and 
even regular citizens come to 
rejoice with him, to honor him 
and to show him their loyalty; 
so too we all gather on Rosh 
Hashana to crown Hashem as 
King upon us anew, as we see 
in the machzor in the tefillos of 
Rosh Hashana, and mainly by 
Malchuyos. 

Rosh Hashana is also called the 
Yom HaDin.  “It is the source of 
Dinim and judgements of the 

whole year,” as it says in Likutei 
Moharan.  (And sometimes, this 
is evident in our homes, when we 
stay alone on Rosh Hashana to act 
as both mother and father…)  

Therefore, we travel to the 
Tzaddik, so that he should 
sweeten the judgements for us 
and work on our behalf so that 
we should be zoiche to a good 
year.   (So we’re sending them to 
Uman, so that they should daven 
for us that it shouldn’t be hard for 
us at home alone without them???)   

How does the Rebbe work on 
our behalf on Rosh Hashana, 
and what’s his job?

As by every court case, there’s 
a prosecutor and a defender.  
At one side stands the Satan 
and wants us to be sentenced 
to judgement.  This judgement 
is the hardest, harshest 
sentencing: To be far from the 

King, to be unable to come 
to Him, to speak with Him, to 
see ourselves with Him,  that 
it seems like the King doesn’t 
care about me and my deeds 
Kavyachol, and that I am chalilah 
not from the King’s servants.  

On the other side comes the 
Rebbe, and already by Barchu of 
the first night of Rosh Hashana, 
he passes us through.  Where 
does he pass us through to?  To 
a life of closeness to Hashem 
and to His service.  

The Rebbe attains a year for us in 
which we’ll be zoiche to believe 
that Hashem is close to us, with 
us, at our side and near to us, 
and that He has nachas from 
us, and that our deeds have an 
effect on the entire world.  

If we’ll be zoiche to believe this, 
then we’ll surely strengthen 
ourselves to serve Hashem with 

Mrs. B.

The 
Coronation 

Day
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enthusiasm and happiness, and 
we’ll be filled with retzonos 
and yearnings to give Hashem 
nachas and to come close to 
Him, to love and fear Him.  

It’ll be a year in which we’ll 
know how special and important 
we are, and how much our 
mitzvos are true and effective, 
and through this, we’ll surely be 
happy all year long.  

 How do we prepare for the Yom 
HaDin – the Coronation day?

Harav Kivak Shlita brings a 
mashal of one of the king’s 
noblemen, who rebels against 
the king.  His death sentence 
is scheduled, like all other 
sentencings, for the coronation 
day, and the nobleman is 
thrown into jail.  He sits amongst 
the other prisoners, whose 
depression deepens the closer 

they get to the coronation day.  

The air is heavy with melancholy 
and misery, yet the former 
nobleman is wreathed in smiles.  
As the time passes and the 
coronation day nears, he actually 
gets up, and dressed in his prison 
pajamas, begins to dance! 

The onlookers sadly shake 
their heads, sure that he has 
unfortunately lost his mind from 
his troubles.  

The news reaches the king, who 
decides he has to see what’s 
going on.  Disguising himself, he 
visits the prison, and indeed, he 
witnesses his nobleman dancing 
for joy. 

“Don’t you know that the 
coronation day is coming close?” 
asks the king.  “Why are you 
dancing, if your death sentence 

is approaching?”

The nobleman answers him 
proudly, “It seems like you never 
met the king, which is why you 
talk that way.  But I was very 
familiar with him, and I spoke 
with him many times.  I know 
that the king is very wise, kind 
and righteous.  Therefore, I’m 
happy that his coronation day is 
coming close, when his kingdom 
will be revealed to all!  And about 
my sentencing – it’ll just increase 
his honor, since everyone will see 
that those who rebel against him 
are punished!  So should I not be 
happy?”

Hearing this, the king reveals 
himself to the nobleman and 
frees him from jail, saying, “Such 
a faithful servant needs to be 
right at my side!”

This is our avoda in Chodesh 

...AT ONE SIDE STANDS THE SATAN... AND ON THE OTHER 

SIDE COMES THE REBBE...
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Elul.  To search and examine our 
deeds, words, and thoughts, and 
see how much we are focused 
on crowning Hashem. 

That means, did we believe in 
our mitzvos, that they are truly 
what Hashem wants from us, 
and what were our intentions?  
Did we mean His honor?  Did we 
want to do His will?  Were we 
happy for what we were zoiche 
to do?  

But if we stumbled chas 
veshalom, we got distanced, 
and we forgot about Hashem’s 
Kingdom.

The Teshuva is:  Silence!  

Everything that went over us all 
came from our distance from 
Hashem, and our silence brings 
us to simcha that there is a King 
of the world, so wise, kind, and 
righteous, who saw our distance 
from Him, and revealed to us His 
Kingship also in our hard times 
of Dinim.  

Like this, we’ll renew ourselves 
with fresh desires to come close 
to the Rebbe, so that we should 
be zoiche to start anew to want 
to be close to Hashem and to 
serve Him.  

Open a Likutei Tefilos to the 
tefillos on Rosh Hashana and Elul, 
for example Tefila 6, and through 
this, we’ll learn and strengthen 
ourselves from R’ Nosson again 
and again and again to search for 
Hashem’s honor in every place, 
time and mood.  

Through these holy and precious 
tefillos, (which are the חיים 
 itself!) our brains will טובים
start getting used to thinking 
about Hashem’s malchus and 
about the great zchus we have 
to serve Him, and this is the 

most important preparation for 
a good year which will surely 
come.

What’s left for us to do on Rosh 
Hashana?

What’s my job on Rosh Hashana, 
in this war between the Satan 
and the Tzaddik?

• The main avoda on Rosh 
Hashana is in the mind, in the 
thoughts.  The Rebbe tells us to 
think positive and pure thoughts, 
that it’ll be a good year.  

• Hiskashrus to the Rebbe is 
the main Koach through which 
to crown Hashem.  Therefore, 
I’ll remind myself (and others 
around me) throughout the Yom 
Tov to rely on the strength of 
the heilige Rebbe, who is surely 
working on our behalf to put 
into us emuna, good desires, and 
happiness with our Yiddishkeit. 

• We should be happy that 
we were zoiche to send our 
husband/sons to Uman for Rosh 
Hashana. (or that we wanted to 
send them…)  

We should also rejoice with 
everything we’re doing as a 
result of it, including the hard 
work and the unpleasantness of 
being alone, since the Rebbe is 
surely taking it all and putting it 
on the scales, for our good and 
for the good of the entire Klal 
Yisrael.

•  We should know that our 
whole list of ‘needs’ for the 
coming year; health, wealth, 
shidduchim, apartments, 
friends, honor and success, 
isn’t worth anything without 
the King!  We want a year of 
closeness to Hashem in every 
situation.  Therefore, the year 
will be sweet, for ‘If you have 
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knowledge, what are you lacking?’  

•  When there is a clear knowledge that 
Hashem does everything for the best, 
then there’s no pain or failure.  And the 
opposite – is opposite chalilah!  And 
surely all the hashpaos, including the 
gashmiyus, are at the Tzaddik, who will 
surely attain for us e-v-e-r-y-t-h-i-n-g 
we need for a truly good life.

•  If the Yetzer Hora is still spurring me 
to want to be ‘sorted’ for this year, ‘But 
what will be with…?’ then I’ll connect 
myself again to the Rebbe, who’ll take 
me out from wanting my own personal 
honor, that the world should run 
according to how I want it, to searching 
for Hashem’s honor, that the day should 
be His coronation.  

•  I’ll strengthen myself to honor myself, 
that there is a lot of good in me and 
that I do lots of good; I make Brachos, I 
daven, I’m honoring the Yom Tov, I keep 
Shabbos, I do chessed in the house… 
and like this, I am increasing the King’s 
honor, that it’s not just regular people 
who are crowning Him, but that His 
servants are very special and important 
people!

•  Obviously, as much as possible, I’ll say 
Likutei Tefillos, since now is already the 
beginning of the new year in Avodas 
Hashem, as the Rebbe has ‘passed me 
through’ already.

May it be His will that we should 
all be zoiche to a good and sweet 
year, to a good life in which we’ll be 
zoiche b’zchus the Rebbe to connect 
everything to Hashem, and to serve 
Him despite anything that might 
happen with constant happiness!.

WE SHOULD REJOICE 

WITH EVERYTHING 

WE’RE DOING AS A 

RESULT OF SENDING 

OUR HUSBANDS TO 

UMAN, INCLUDING THE 

HARD WORK AND 

THE UNPLEASANTNESS 

OF BEING ALONE, 

SINCE THE REBBE IS 

SURELY TAKING IT ALL 

AND PUTTING IT ON 

THE SCALES, FOR 

OUR BENEFIT AND 

FOR THE GOOD 

OF THE ENTIRE KLAL 

YISRAEL.
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“By me, the main thing is Rosh 
Hashana. Straight after Rosh 
Hashana passes, I bend my ear 
to hear if they are knocking on 
the wall to wake up for slichos… 
the year passes fast…” and true 
enough, we are already up to the 
next year’s Rosh Hashana.

The Rebbe says:  ‘My whole 
thing is Rosh Hashana – גאר מיין 
 ’זאך איז ראש השנה

‘From here we can understand 
why the Rebbe’s light is so 
hidden – because Rosh Hashana 
is hidden, as it says ליום  בכסה 
  ’.חגינו

We are lucky enough to know 
about this great hidden light, 
which is our Tikkun for always 
– we could so easily have been 
ignorant and deprived of this 

wonderful True Tzaddik!  ‘Just the 
fact that we aren’t misnagdim 
on the Rebbe is enough to make 
us be happy and dance every 
day all our lives,’ R’ Nosson tells 
us.  

All the more so us, who are 
zoiche to be of the Rebbe’s 
Chassidim, who aren’t misnaged 
but are of his people…  We aren’t 
just of his people, but out of the 
three groups that the Rebbe said 
he has of Chassidim – one that 
chaps shirayim, one that comes 
to hear Torah and one that’s 
engraved in his heart, - we are 
of those that are engraved in his 
heart.  

How do we earn entry into this 
group?  

Anash used to say, for us to be 
engraved in the Rebbe’s heart, 

the Rebbe needs to be engraved 
in our hearts.  

We, who breathe Breslov, call 
ourselves Breslov, (and read this 
Breslov magazine...), surely have 
the Rebbe engraved in our hearts.  
And… we let our husbands go to 
Uman, which is the biggest thing, 
as the Rebbe says, ‘Nothing is 
greater than this – Uman Rosh 
Hashana.’  

So many people across the world 
struggle with it, they would love 
to go, but their wives don’t let… 
and we don’t just let, but we’re 
happy with it… we’re so lucky!  

The Rebbe says, ‘Whoever was 
by him for Rosh Hashana, it’s 
worth that much that he can be 
happy the whole year because 
of it.’  We, who are lucky enough 
that our husbands travel to 

Rosh Hashana, 
the Rebbe, and I 
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Uman, can be happy all year 
because of it. The Rebbe said 
so! 

Our children bring home their 
Parasha Sheets before Rosh 
Hashana with big pictures 
drawn by some artistic teacher 
depicting a massive set of 
scales and three huge open 
books. They tell us confidently 
that on Rosh Hashana, 
three sefarim are opened: 
for tzadikim, benonim and 
reshaim. Tzaddikim are 
written into the sefer of life 
immediately, benonim wait 
until Yom Kippur and reshaim 
are written for death. But 
they haven’t been taught one 
little secret, which R’ Nosson 
reveals:  

‘Those who are mekurav 
to the Tzaddikim are 
called tzaddikim and are 
immediately written into the 
sefer of life!  And life doesn’t 
mean just plain gashmius life, 
it means eternal life!’

 

These words are translated 
from R’ Nosson, - it’s not just 
Breslov exaggeration, it’s 
true!  How lucky we are that 
we are mekurav to the true 
Tzaddik, who cares for us and 
takes care of us.  He looks 
after us, and brings us to our 
Tikkun.  Especially on Rosh 
Hashana, when he said that 
even the Tikkunim he can’t 
make all year, if we come 
to him on Rosh Hashana, or 
send our representatives - our 
husbands, than he achieves all 
the Tikkunim.  

So we have nothing to worry 
about, we have a Rebbe!  Not 
just a Rebbe, we have The 
Rebbe!  The Rebbe who said, 
‘My Rosh Hashana is a big 
chiddush.  Hashem knows that 
… He gave this to me as a gift.  
Not only you (us chassidim) 
are dependent on my Rosh 
Hashana, but the whole world 
is dependent on it.’   The whole 
world is dependent on this 
Rosh Hashana by the Rebbe, 
and we are fortunate enough 
to be part of it! 

What do we need to do to be 
part of it? 

 

We have the easiest job – our 
part is just letting our husbands 
go!  We don’t understand all 
the deep secrets and kavanos, 
we are ladies after all, not men, 
but we believe with simple 
strong faith in the Rebbe, who 
gave the instructions to come 
to him, and that’s enough for 
us!  Men need logic and deep 
explanations, but we women 
are blessed with a nature 
inclined to simple faith.  

The Rebbe talks about it – 
‘That the simple faith is the 
greatest of all! The whole 
world considers emuna a 
small thing, but for me, it’s 
a very great thing!  And the 
main part of emuna is that it 
should be without any deep 
explanations and chochmas, 
just simple, like the women 
(go ahead, accept the praise) 
and the rest of the simple 
people who believe.’

It feels very דערהויבן, holy 
and spiritual to understand 
the deep secrets and know 
complicated reasons for all 
the mitzvos and why we do 
everything, but the Rebbe tells 
us that this isn’t the goal.  

HOW LUCKY WE 
ARE THAT WE ARE 
MEKURAV TO THE 
TRUE TZADDIK, 
WHO CARES FOR 
US AND TAKES 
CARE OF US.  HE 
LOOKS AFTER US, 
AND BRINGS US 
TO OUR TIKKUN.



20

‘There 
are clever 

people with wisdom 
even in Chochmas haTorah, 

and yet, they don’t have emuna.’  
The point isn’t to feel very big, 
that’s just gaavah.  The point is to 
simply do what’s right, without 
anything behind it. Because the 
Rebbe said so, and finished. I 
want to do what’s right and give 
nachas to Hashem and the way 
to do that is by listening to the 
Tzaddik. 

 

As R’ Nachman of Tsherin says, 
‘Every person who listens to and 
heeds the words of the Tzaddik 
will surely be a big tzaddik, no 
matter who he is.  The main 
thing is to throw away your own 
intellect completely and do only 
what the Tzaddik says.’ 

‘Through their eitzos, we are 
zoiche to emes, emunah and all 
the good…’  

R’ Nachman continues, ‘Because 
the eitzos of the Tzaddik are 
complete pure truth, and 
through listening to them, even 
if we don’t understand the 
depths of the eitzos, we get 
filled with truth and emuna, 
and the geula will come through 
this!’ 

So I 
don’t care what 

and why he said, I just 
blindly follow his directions.

‘And his minhag was, he was 
always very happy…’  The Rebbe 
tells us about the Tam in the 
Sippurei Maasios and we can 
learn a lot just by reading his holy 
story.  The Chacham went with 

sophistication, he started off 
with looking around the world, 
wanting to know more, went on 
trying to settle down after having 
learnt all the best skills but didn’t 
manage because nothing was 
good enough for him.  Then with 
his wisdom he came up with the 
idea that there isn’t a king, and 
where did he end up?  Stuck in 
the sinking mud, tortured by his 
own intelligence!  

On the other hand, the Tam, 
whom everyone made fun of 
for his simple mindedness, had 

a happy life!  At the 
beginning of his life, 

although he was poor, he had 
everything he needed with the 
few possessions he owned!  His 
one coat was his clothes, his 
caftan, his business suit and 
whatever else he needed.  His 
bread and water gave him all the 
tastes he wanted!  He might have 
looked stupid in the eyes of the 
smart people, but see the facts!  
The Tam was happy, while the 
smart man was sad!  

What does all our wisdom help 
us, if it just leads to sadness?  
Besides for that, look at the end 
of the story!  The Tam became a 
great minister!  

In the Rebbe’s words, ‘The 
biggest Chacham is always full 
of suffering and in the end, only 
the Tam, who was satisfied with 
what he had and was always 
happy, has it good. Those who 
want to be wise and think a 
lot will be blackened from 
beginning to end, he’ll always 
have suffering and his life will 
never be a life and in the end 
he’ll be lost, until the Tam has to 
have pity on him and help him…’ 

 

R Nosson was heard sighing at 
the end of his life.  When asked 
why, he said, ‘I can state with 
confidence that I fulfilled all the 
Rebbe’s eitzos; I’m just worried 
that I am lacking in the temimus 
of the Rebbe…’ and this comes 
from R’ Nosson!  Who do we 
have as an example of Temimus 
if not for him? Listen to a story: 

 

‘THE MAIN THING 
IS TO THROW 
AWAY YOUR 

OWN INTELLECT 
COMPLETELY AND 
DO ONLY WHAT 
THE TZADDIK 

SAYS.’
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R’ Nosson was on his way home 
from Eretz Yisrael, traveling back 
to Uman trying to reach it in time 
for Rosh Hashana.  But it didn’t 
go as planned, and he was stuck 
on the ship on Rosh Hashana.  
Imagine R’ Nosson’s pain, of not 
being able to be in Uman for the 
Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana… and the 
story goes further.  The night of 
Rosh Hashana, there was a big 
storm, and as he writes in his 
diary: 

‘We were very scared, and due 
to the storm, I was very weak 
in the morning and I couldn’t 
daven… With the chessed of 
Hashem who did wonders 
with me and helped me in 
this weakness to daven a little 
and to hear shofar and I was 
awakened to tears a little… 
we all davened sitting and 
everything was with the help 
of Hashem that we were zoiche 
to be mekayem the mitzvah of 
shofar.’

How would we feel after 
such an experience on Rosh 
Hashana?  Forget the ship, just 
think about the matzav, not 
being able to daven at all…  For 
us ladies it’s hard enfough, we 
all try to arrange a babysitter 
or something so that we should 
get a chance to daven a bit… 
and imagine that after all the 
arrangements, this gets taken 
away too.  We would feel all 
depressed….  And that’s with us 
being women, who don’t have 
the chiuv of tefila like men do.  

But R’ Nosson, for whom tefila 
was everything!  How did he 
react? 

 

‘On the second day of Rosh 
Hashana, we had tzar because 
of the ship…  Despite all this, 
I wasn’t sad, on the contrary, 
Hashem Yisbarach helped me 
that I was very happy. I danced 
a lot on the second day Rosh 
Hashana, with lots of simcha!’ 

Imagine!  Spending Rosh 
Hashana on a ship, with no 
minyan, too weak to daven, 
far from the tzion, and ‘Baruch 
Hashem I was very happy!’ 
Where does this happiness 
come from?  It surely can’t come 
from a sense of fulfilment and 
satisfaction with the avoda of 
the day…   So why was R’ Nosson 
happy? 

Simply because the Rebbe said 
so!  ‘One needs to be happy on 
Rosh Hashana.’  (Never mind the 
whole year, which the Rebbe told us 
countless times to be happy!)  

So on Rosh Hashana, no matter 
how it passes, 
even if the 

machzor lies closed all day and 
we’re busy playing with the 
children, even if we have no 
chance to think heilige thoughts 
about אימת הדין and cheshbon 
hanefesh, we’re gonna be 
happy!  Not for any deep 
reasons, just because the Rebbe 
said so!  

‘And his minhag was, he was 
always very happy…’  We’ll be a 
Tam - if we get a chance to daven 
we’ll daven with all our hearts, 
and if we don’t, we’ll serve 
Hashem doing what He wants us 
to do with all our hearts, being 
happy all the time!  

Let’s dance with the children, 
it’s a Yom Tov!  It’s written about 
Rosh Hashana: ‘Eat good foods 
and drink sweet drinks because 
being happy with Hashem, this 
is our strength!’

 

We have a Rosh Hashana, we 
have a fresh start to the year, 
our husbands are by the Rebbe, 
he’s being mesaken us – we are 
so lucky!  להתקרב שזכינו   אשרינו 
.לרבינו
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Soon, oh so soon

will be the year.

The year that will cast away

all foreign matters 

from the hearts and minds

of humanity.

The year of anointment

of the King of all kings

over the entire world.

וירוממוך בקהל עם
 And they will raise You amongst the crowds.

וישמעו רחוקים ויבואו
And those distant will hear and come.

ויתנו לך כתר מלוכה
And give You a crown of Kingship.

* * *

Yidden are sadly split 

into hundreds of different sections.

They argue shamelessly,

some slip by unnoticed and uncared for.

Some are cast away, rejected.

Hashem’s pain is immense.

ויאתיו כל לעבדך
Everyone will come (together) to serve You

ויברכו שם כבודך
and bless Your honored name.

Newcomers to Breslov

face menios,

and battles on the home front.

Even derision

and public protest.

ויגידו באיים צדקך
They will tell of Your righteousness in faraway 

islands.

ויהללוך כל אפסי ארץ
And You will be praised in all the corners of 

the earth.

וייראוך עם שמש מבקשי פניך
Those who search Your face will serve You 

with the sun.  

The nations of the world

once innocent neighbors

lower their façade

and let their blood lust and hatred

spew forth.

Reports curdle stomachs.

Teeth clench in fear.

 וידרשוך עמים לא ידעוך
Nations who have not known You before will 

search You

ויצהלו איים במלכך
And those who live in the far off islands will 

By A. Hoffman

ויתנו לך כתר מלוכה
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exult with Your kingdom

The internet’s tentacles

reach deep into our insular society,

enslaving the souls

of young and old alike.

 ויזנחו את עצביהם
They’ll abandon their false gods

 ויחפרו עם פסיליהם
and be ashamed of their statues.

 ויטו שכם אחד לעבדך
They will all unite to serve You.

Disenchanted youth travel to India

in a fruitless search

for they know not what.

 וילמדו תועים בינה
They’ll teach those who have gone astray 

understanding.

 וימללו את גבורתך

and they’ll relate Your strength.

וינשאוך מתנשא לכל לראש
They’ll exalt You, Who is Exalted above all. 

Hurricanes

Tsunamis

Volcanoes

wreak havoc on people’s lives

and homes.

ויפצחו הרים רינה
The mountains will open their mouths in joy.

The Zionist movement

reenacted the dreaded decree

of the Russian Cantonists.

Using brute strength,

immoral tactics,

honey coated spears

they lure young fragile souls

into their filthy world.

ויאמרו תמיד יגדל ה
They’ll constantly say Hashem should be great

ויכירו כח מלכותך
and they’ll acknowledge the power of Your 

kingdom.

ויסלדו בחילה פניך
They’ll search Your face with fear

ויעטרוך נזר תפארה
Crown You with a crown of beauty.

ויקבלו על מלכותך עליהם
and accept upon themselves Your Commands.

May this coming year,

Be The Year...

ויתנו לך כתר מלוכה
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“How would you describe your 
father?”  I open the conversation.

“He was very exceptional in that 
his WHOLE life revolved around 
Breslov,” declares Rebbetzin 
Friedman.

“That sounds all-encompassing!”

 

She smiles.  “Let me give you 
a short overview on his life, so 
you can get the picture.  He was 
zoiche to become connected 
to the Rebbe during his yeshiva 
years, while he was studying 
in Yeshivas Baranowitz.  His 
learning and davening were full 
of life and vitality.  The Bachurim 
were on such a lofty level that 
my father related that a Maariv 
of a simple winter night was 
davened with more hisorerus 
than a Neila of Yom Kippur 
today!  With the outbreak of 
World War Two, my father – a 
Bachur – was exiled to faraway 
Siberia.  After a few months, he 
escaped to Samarkand, where he 
later met up with HaRav Reb Levi 
Yitzchak Bender zt”l.  They spent 
the war years together, warming 
themselves with the light of the 
Rebbe.  

HaRav Bender lived in Uman for 
25 years and was mekabel the 
mesorah of the Breslover Torahs, 
stories and minhagim from 
the elder Chassidim.  He had a 
phenomenal memory and was 
known for his gifted capabilities 
in relating a story, minhag, etc in 
the exact manner he heard or saw 
it.   It was pure hashgacha that 
my father met Harav Bender and 
davka in such a time of turmoil.  
My father was thus able to be 
mekabel the Breslover mesorah 
from a pure and original source.  

After my father was niftar Harav 
Bender, in his sorrow, expressed 
that whenever he needed to talk 
to someone about emuna or any 
serious conversation, he was only 
able to do this with him.

After the war, they parted 
directions and my father made 
his way to the USA to spread 
the Rebbe’s light in the barren 
country.  Almost immediately, he 
located and met up with other 
Breslover Chassidim.  

With great enthusiasm and zest 
he started teaching others the 
way of the Heilige Rebbe, Reb 
Nachman ztvk”l.  He organized 
the first Breslover Rosh Hashana 
Kibbutz in America in 1947 
(which led to the establishment 
of the Breslov minyan on the 
Lower East Side of Manhattan).  
He made it his business to assist 
anyone and anything related to 
Breslov 24/7.  

He printed the Breslover sefarim, 
being the first to do so after the 
war.    The first Likutei Mohoran in 
America was printed by my father, 
which was a most beautiful print.  
It was the first time ever that 
the Likutei Mohoran had two 
commentaries printed in the 
back.  In this manner, he printed 
and was involved in the printing 
of many thousands of sefarim, 
both in the USA and all over the 
world.  

In addition, he hosted and helped 
fundraisers and visitors from Eretz 
Yisrael – not only during their 
visits but also so that they could 
manage financially after that!  
He also helped support families 
clandestinely.  Even the last few 
months of his life, he didn’t stop 
raising funds for the needy.  He 

helped people set up businesses, 
encouraged those who struggled 
with Shalom Bayis, and provided 
general assistance to all those 
who needed it.  He was special in 
that all types of Yidden reached 
out to him and connected with 
the strong and fiery Breslov’ness 
in him.  He devoted lots of time 
to strengthen broken-hearted 
people and bring them close to 
Hashem Yisbarach, especially 
the people that unfortunately 
strayed from the right path.  He 
was mekarav both Rechokim 
and Kerovim.  Many Torah-true 
families are Baruch Hashem 
flourishing today in his zchus.”

“That sounds like an 
unbelievable overview!   

You’re so lucky to have grown up 
in such a Breslover home, which 
was rare in that time and place!  
What memories do you have to 
share with our readers?”

“My father literally breathed 
Breslov, and we all absorbed the 
pride and principles – it was in 
the air!  Our house was alive with 
Breslov, and there was always 
so much going on in my house, 
I loved the hullabaloo.  Reb 
Naftali Reichman z”l once told 
my mother, “You can say what 
you want, but this whole house is 
Breslov!”  

I’ll admit that I couldn’t exactly 
study for tests with my friends 
like that – I would wake up early 
and in the predawn hours, I 
studied and prepared for school.” 

“In the manner of the typical 
Breslover Chassid, who gets up 
at chatzos and davens and learns 
until daybreak,” I joke.
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Laughing, she 
continues, “I 
remember as 
a young child 
thinking that when 
I would finally 
get my chance to 
visit Eretz Yisrael, I 
would surely know 
all the Breslov 
Yidden there, as I 
had met so many 
of them already!  
They came to 
stay at our house, 
or to share chizuk 
with my father - he was such a 
Breslover magnet!  

Anyone who had connections to 
Breslov came to draw inspiration 
from him.

I recall that during the era of 
the Iron Curtain, travelling to 
the Rebbe was very difficult.  
Israeli passport holders could 
not acquire the special visas 
needed to enter Ukraine so 
my father would write letters 
inviting Breslovers living in Eretz 
Yisrael to serve as Rabbis in his 
congregation, entitling them to a 
stateless passport so they could 
reach Uman easily.

At one point, before the Breslov 
Shul in Williamsburg opened, 
the men used to gather for 
Shalosh Seudos in our house.  I 
would rush home from Bnos to 
hear the heartfelt zemiros!

In midst of all the preparation for 
Pesach, we were busy stuffing 
envelopes for my father to raise 
money for the first Breslov Shul 
and Yeshiva in Yerushalayim.  
They had finished the building, 
but were deeply in debt from the 
loans they had taken out to cover 

the costs, and they reached out 
to my father in desperation.  He 
jumped to the task, expending 
every effort to raise money for 
the Shul.  Those months, we saw 
very little of him; he was busy 
from morning to night collecting 
funds.  And indeed, he had a 
hand in at least a third of the 
building, if not more.  It is hard to 
fathom how a person, who was 
so very busy, was able to raise so 
much money!”

“I envy the zchus you have, in 
helping to raise money for the 
Shul, which is the center of 
Breslov until now! 

Which of the previous 
generation Breslover Chassidim 
do you remember?”

“My father was very friendly 
with HaRav Levi Yitzchak Bender 
and R’ Eliyahu Chaim Rosen; 
together they raised a lot of 
money for the Breslov Kollel and 
Yeshiva.  After my father’s petira, 
HaRav Levi Yitzchak told my 
brother about how much he had 
enjoyed my father’s company in 
Samarkand.  He greatly praised 
my father’s wondrous temimus, 
and the emuna he had in the 
Rebbe!

  

He also helped 
R’ Shmuel 
Horowitz, who 
originated 
from the Old 
City, to buy 
an apartment 
in Altshtut 
after he was 
evicted from 

his home.

He knew 
R’ Shmuel 
Shapira 

well – my father used to send 
him money and his daughter 
Rebbetzin Udel Frank still 
remembers the excitement 
when they heard he was coming! 

The esteemed R’ Yaakov Meir 
Shechter Shlita who appears 
so regal and exudes a calm 
and peaceful air, had a difficult 
life.  He told my son, “Your 
grandfather was one shtik 
simcha”!  R’ Yaakov Meir Shlita, 
who considers himself a talmid 
of my father, was his gabai 
tzedaka for many years.  

My father was a pleasant 
person and was close to many 
Chassidishe Rebbes and Litvishe 
Rosh Yeshivas.  The Satmar Rebbe 
used to call him the ‘Breslover 
Yid’ and respected him; in fact 
he even gave him money to print 
a Tikun Haklalli.

My father was a tremendous 
Ish Chessed.   A Gadol once 
expressed about my father the 
following sentiment: “You think 
your father did chessed? NO! He 
was one shtick chessed!

There was an especially elevated 
man called R’ Shmuel Tchechik.  
He was very careful with his 

R’ Hershel Wasilski Zt”l together with R’ Levi Yitzchak Bender Zt”l
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Shemiras Einayim, so my mother 
would prepare a meal for him 
and leave it outside the door for 
him to take and eat it in Shul.”

“Wow!  As they say, ‘Behind 
every great man lies an even 
greater wife!’ 

I’ve heard say that when the 
Likutei Moharan that your 
father printed reached Eretz 
Yisrael, R’ Levi Yitzchak told 
him, “If the Rebbe’s sefarim 
are being printed in America, 
we can surely start preparing 
ourselves for Mashiach!”

 What do you remember of your 
father’s printing the Rebbe’s 
sefarim?”

“It was very costly to print in 
those days, so he would produce 
paperback pamphlets – 50 
pages each called עצות  ליקוטי 
 so it would be less המשולש
expensive.  He used to distribute 
the Tikkun Haklalli very widely, 
and he invested a lot of effort 
into Hafatza – spreading the 
Rebbe’s words.  To this day, you’ll 
see his name mentioned in many 
many Breslov Sefarim which he 
helped bring to print.

My father taught in Yeshiva 
Torah Vodaath, and managed 
to draw many litvishe Talmidim 
closer to Breslov.  He had a Friday 
afternoon Shiur with them in 
the Rebbe’s zach… On Thursday 
nights he used to sell Breslov 
Sefarim to Bachurim.”

“That must have jumpstarted 
Breslov in the USA!”

“Post war, there were very few 
Breslovers in the USA, and, at 
that point, only on the Lower 

East Side.  My father opened a 
shul in Boro Park for his talmidim 
in the 1960’s and later a shul in 
Williamsburg. 

Prior to the tzion being reachable, 
my father would travel to Eretz 
Yisrael for the Rosh Hashana 
Kibbutz when possible, and he 
set up the kibbutz in America.  
When I davened in shul on Rosh 
Hashana, everybody there knew 
my family, as it was such a well-
known household name!

My father was always equal to 
everyone else.  He never saw 
himself as a leader; a Mashpia 
is a new word in today’s Breslov!  
He was united with anyone and 
everyone in sharing, spreading 
and following the Rebbe’s ways 
and Torahs.  The conversations 
of chizuk and Divrei Torah were 
always heated and opinionated 
– everyone literally fought to 
clarify exactly what the Rebbe 
had meant, and which was 
the best way to accomplish his 
ideals.  Above all, he was always 
b’achdus and he would always 
go out of his way to help another 
Breslover, as the Rebbe wanted 
and promised – נישט וועט   ער 
 שולדיג בלייבן דער וואס העלפט
זיינע מענטשן

“So you must have seen lots 
of Hashgacha in your life, as a 

daughter of your father!”

“Who is rich?  He who is satisfied 
with what he has.  My father 
didn’t have much materially, 
but he wasn’t missing anything 
since he was always full of 
simcha.  An aura of simcha 
always surrounded him and 
people used to wonder, ‘How 
is a person so happy’?  My 
father was resolute, both in his 
haskafas and in his thoughts and 
no outside influences could sway 
him.  

My father bequeathed a rich 
legacy to his descendants.  His 
entire life was dedicated leshem 
shamayim.  He was a living 
example of mesiras nefesh in our 
days.” 

  

“It must be taken for granted 
for you to send your husband 
to Uman for Rosh Hashana, 
being that you grew up with it!  
What advice could you share to 
be mechazek new mekuravim 
and others who find this 
challenging?”

“Today there are a lot of articles 
out there about how the Rebbe 
emphasized the extreme 
importance of going to his 
Kibbutz.  R’ Nachman said that 
every person who visits his tzion 
on the Yom Hadin helps him be 
mesaken the world on a greater 
scale, and that די ברכו   ביי 
 ערשטע נאכט ראש השנה וועט ער
 There’s  אריבערפירן זיין מענטשן
a great deal one can accomplish 
just by being there!  He said 
that others would wish upon 
themselves a Rosh Hashana like 
our Erev Rosh Hashana!  Anyone 
who has been there can attest 
that you can literally touch the 
hisorerus at the tzion.
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A woman once asked me why 
she can’t join her husband on the 
vacation.  I explained to her that 
it wasn’t about taking a break 
and enjoying Yom Tov!  It’s about 
recharging spiritually and it comes 
with a large amount of Mesirus 
Nefesh to be amongst masses of 

people doing the same.”

“Any message you’d like to give 
over to our readers in honor of 
Rosh Hashana?”

“I was once at the tzion in the 
middle of winter, and there I met an 
irreligious Israeli woman.  I asked 
her what had brought her here; she 
answered that she’s a professional 
hairdresser in Tel Aviv, and had been 
there once already.  Out of the blue, 
she felt the need to come again!  

The Rebbe invited her!  
The extreme Ukrainian 
cold notwithstanding, she 
picked up and came for 
two days, - she felt that the 
Rebbe was taking care of 
her!  It gives one relief and 
the strength to go on.

The Rebbe was moser 
nefesh to be buried in 
Uman, as he said, ‘Many 
thousands are waiting for 
me to come here to be 
mesaken their neshamos.’  

All types and ages feel the 
tangible connection which 
directs them to connect 
to Hashem.  Sending one’s 
husband to the Rebbe 
enables him to tap into his 
guidance, and be zoiche 
to Yeshuos and success in 
everything they need.  

We should feel proud to 
belong to Breslov and 
appreciate that we can 
access the tzion!”

“That sounds different 
coming from someone 
who really remembers the 
Tzion being inaccessible!  
We’ll keep that in mind, 
and thank you for the 
chizuk!  It’s been a 
pleasure talking with 
you!”.
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ARE THERE ANY CHIZUK OR 
THOUGHTS ON THE REBBE’S ROSH 
HASHANA THAT KEEP YOU GOING 
WHILE YOUR HUSBAND IS AWAY?

We all want to be considered virtuous and pure in the eyes 
of Hashem – at all times, and specifically now during Rosh 
Hashana.  By allowing our husbands to go to Uman for Rosh 
Hashana, we gain the status of an אשה כשרה שעושה רצון 
 Now wouldn’t you call that powerful to be labeled  .בעלה
?in these holy days ’כשרה‘

And when I do endure any hardships of being alone on Rosh 
Hashana, I like to think that if it’s bashert for me to suffer 
any difficulties, let it be these (minor) complications of being 
home alone on Yom Tov.  

And I wonder if you can relate to this.  When I walk on the street 
on Rosh Hashana and see groups of men filing out of shul, or 
couples walking home together, I watch with astonishment 
and think, “So all these men really stayed behind?  They 
won’t be getting any of this?!”  A strong sense of genuine pity 
fills my heart (leaving no room for even the slightest trace of 
envy!) and I can’t help feeling overwhelmingly grateful that 
my husband is zoiche to be part of the Kibbutz.  אשרינו מה 
 !טוב חלקינו

Name withheld, Monroe N.Y 

BY: T.C.S.

Since the first year my husband went to Uman, and 
every consequent year, he strengthens me before 
he leaves with the following words:  ‘A person can 
never be certain that they’re fully prepared for the 
Yom Hadin, since there’s always more to do, and 
who can say that they’re perfect?  But a woman 
who sends her husband to Uman has done her 
part and she can peacefully continue to prepare 
for Yom Tov.  Especially since the husband’s going 
to Uman always comes along with sacrifices, 
whether with money, loneliness, or what not, 
therefore a woman who lets her husband go can 
be joyous that she’s done her share.’  

The Rebbe has told us that he passes his people 
through on the first night of Rosh Hashana.  
The first night flies by fast, providing me with a 
elevated Yom Tov!

C.R. Joseph, Brooklyn N.Y
Editor’s note:  That’s an EZ Pass!  See :כוכבי אור 
בליל התיקונים  כל  לאנשיו  ממשיך  שהוא   ‘אמר 

ראשון בר”ה
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Attitude, language, connection.
It takes just a switch of the mind 
to change Rosh Hashana from a 
dreary endless Yom Tov to a joyful 
one.

How does this sound?

“My husband left me alone for 
Yom Tov with six kids.”

And how’s this:

“My husband left the country.  He 
went to refill our (spiritual) bank 
account so we’ll have what to live 
on for the coming year.”

Or:

“He gets to vacation in the 
Ukraine, to lose himself by the 
Rebbe’s Tzion, to daven four 
straight uninterrupted hours 
and I’m stuck here, drowning in 

drudgery.”

How’s this?

“I’m in my own comfortable 
quarters, surrounded with my 
own cute kids.  He’s sweating it 
out in a rickety primitive tent, 
pouring his heart out in tefillos 
and tears, begging Hashem to 
give us a good life.”

Zochreinu L’chaim – Hashem 
wants us to choose life.  Choose 
your attitude.  Choose your 
words.  Choose to be part of 
it.  See yourself as one unit with 
your husband.  He’s there, you’re 
here, but together you’re doing 
the same thing.  Listening to 
the Rebbe with blind Emunas 
Chachamim.  Cheers!

A. Hoffman, Beis Shemesh

Every year I get even more excited, and I actually 
anticipate my husband’s going to Uman to be part 
of the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana!  Why?  Because 
I actually see tremendous tikkunim, guidance, 
support, coaching, love, happiness and so much 
more from the Rebbe throughout the year, that I can 
hardly wait for all the new שפע for the upcoming 
year בעזהשי“ת.  And even more… 

Rosh Hashana is the Yom Hadin for the previous 
year - תשע“ז. The Rebbe helps us rectify and be 
 התעוררות our past through the tremendous מתקן
 And  .ציון on Erev Rosh Hashana at the לתשובה
whatever we can’t achieve, the Rebbe accomplishes 
for us.

Rosh Hashana is also the משפט for the future.  We 
know that 3 ספרים are opened on Rosh Hashana. 
ורשעים בינונים   ,Says Reb Nosson zt’l  .צדיקים, 
“Who is a tzaddik?  Whoever is צום  מקושר 
 When our husbands travel to Uman for  ”!צדיק

Rosh Hashana, we become part of the Tzaddik and 
considered Tzaddikim, and are therefore privileged 
to be judged immediately to a Shana Tovah!!

It was at the times after בבל  עזרא   when גלות 
 gathered the Yidden.  The Gemara quotes ונחמיה
that it was Rosh Hashana and the Yidden wanted to 
cry and do teshuva.  The נביא told them be happy 
and eat good food…   The Rebbe says that the same 
applies if you are at the tzaddik on Rosh Hashana. 

The Breslover Mashpium point out; “With what is a 
woman considered a Breslover?  Just by letting her 
husband travel to Uman for Rosh Hashana!”

E. Singer, Yerushalayim
Editor’s note:  Mmm, good taste! See מוהר“ן  חיי 
מַֹח ָנה ָראּוי לוֹ ִלשְׂ ּזוֶֹכה ִלְהיוֹת ַעל רֹאׁש-ַהשָּׁ  ת“ג: ּוִמי שֶׁ
ֶחְדַות י  כִּ ים  ַמְמַתקִּ תּו  ּושְׁ ים  ַמֲעַדנִּ ְמאֹד. ”ִאְכלּו   ְמאֹד 
ֶכם ה‘ ִהיא ָמֻעזְּ

I don’t have any sophisticated thoughts 
really – it’s just about paying heed to 
the Rebbe’s command.  If the Rebbe 
said the men should come – then the 
men should go!  It’s their avodah to 
travel and sleep in cramped places, 
be away from their families, and just 
to BE there, and it’s our avodah to 
facilitate that and stay home.  I just try 
to remember what a zchus it is for all 
of us to be part of this! 

C. Woldiger, Toronto, Canada
Editor’s note:  Ah, the beauty of 
sophisticated simplicity!  See:

 חיי מוהר”ן ת”ג / ר”כ: 
ל ִמי שְמקָֹרב ֵאָליו ִיְהֶיה ַעל רֹאׁש- כָּ שֶׁ

ָבר  ָנה ֶאְצלוֹ, לֹא ֶיְחַסר ִאיׁש... ֵאין דָּ ַהשָּׁ
דוֹל ִמזֶּה’ גָּ

Just a little thought that keeps me going – “Even if my husband 
would be home on Rosh Hashana, I wouldn’t see much of him, 
between all the tefillos…”

Y. Meyer, Manchester England
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Imagine your husband would face a grim trial.  You’d 
do everything within your power to get him to win 
the court case, even if he’d have to travel away for 
weeks!  You’d do all this, just for a slight chance that 
he’d win! 
We all face a serious trial on Rosh Hashana. But when 
our husbands go to Uman, we have a guarantee to win 
this major life and death trial. Don’t you agree that the 
sacrifice doesn’t hold a candle to what we gain?!

D. Jacobowitz, Monsey N.Y
Editor’s note:  We agree – it’s a win-win situation!  
יק ‘ְלַהְמתִּ ז’:  אות  ו’  המנחה  תפילת  הלכות   לקוטי 
יִקים ַעל רֹאׁש דִּ יִנים ְצִריִכים ִלְנסַֹע ִלְגדוֵֹלי ַהצַּ  ּתֶֹקף ַהדִּ
ֵלמּות שְׁ ִתּקּון ֶזה בִּ ּיוְֹדִעים ַלֲעסֹק בְּ ָנה שֶׁ ַהשָּׁ

The year has 52 weeks in total.  One week of difficulty 
against 51 weeks of Hashgacha is a very small price to 
pay – that’s only 2%!  But most importantly, you have to 
be convinced that you’re doing the right thing.  Doubts 
make a person unhappy.  If you’re going to be unsure 
of yourself and start looking at others who don’t go to 
Uman for Rosh Hashana and seem to make it through 
the year just fine, you’re not going to be appreciating 
Uman.  Study the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashana, discuss it with 
your husband, get comfortable with the topic.  A person 
carrying a bag of gold is not a pity even though he has a 
burden on his shoulder.  Well, if he thinks he’s carrying 
rocks, he’ll definitely fall apart. Let’s make sure to know 
what’s in our bags… and we’re talking about a gold mine!

C.R. Weberman, Beis Shemesh

The primary chizuk for both - before 
my husband leaves and while he’s 
away, is to remember and believe 
that “Rosh Hashana sheli olah al 
hakol”, and to feel privileged to be 
able to send my husband – thus 
gaining an equal part in it.  But to 
be honest, I’m not always on that 
madreiga.  At those times, I think of it 
as simply doing my part to be a good 

wife and make my husband happy.  
The same way a woman wants 
to please her husband by serving 
foods he likes, etc. I can also please 
him by showing that I’m happy he’s 
doing something that’s so important 
to him.  That usually leads to more 
positive thoughts which ultimately 
leave me feeling lucky and privileged 
to be sending him off. 

Also, at the times before it was a 
“given” that he’d be going every year, 
I weighed the possible challenges 
of being alone with the definite 
regret if I wouldn’t let him go.  Even 
someone who doesn’t like math or 
statistics can clearly see which side 
tips the scale!

S. Kraus, Kiryat Sefer 

The main difficulty is not physically, but emotionally 
/psychologically.  You obviously need to be organized 
and try to plan the physical aspects of Yom Tov and 
do everything the way it suits you best.  But it is your 
thoughts that control your actions.  It all depends on 
how strongly you believe what the Rebbe says:  מי 
  .שהיה אצלי על ראש השנה ראוי לו לשמוח כל השנה
There’s a lot to know about the greatness of Rosh 
Hashana, but sometimes in a weak moment, we 
can’t think that deep, so just hum along this tune 
and it’ll surely give you chizuk.  Remember that 
 the harder it its, the more schar – לפום צערא אגרא
you are gaining. 

Some people think that the men have it easy – they’re 
getting a nice vacation while we’re stuck struggling 
with the kids, but that’s far from true.  Uman comes 
along with plenty difficulties for them too, with the 
travelling, the lodgings, the food and the crowds.  
They also need to strengthen themselves, but it’s 
well worth it!   Who isn’t scared of Rosh Hashana?  
But we can be calm, knowing that we’ve done our 
utmost by sending our husbands.  I personally am 
so grateful that I can stay with my own comforts and 
still be reassured, since my husband is my shaliach!

F. Weitzhendler, Beis Shemesh

I consider myself lucky to have a husband that is so 
spiritually connected to the strongest of the strong of 
lights and Avodas Hashem!  There is nothing greater 
than connecting oneself to Hashem and his Tzaddikim.   
My husband is doing the ultimate job of ruchniusdiga 
connection.  This Avodah is not easy, and he is doing 
it on behalf of the entire family.  I keep telling myself 
and the children how grateful we should be, how lucky 
we are, and what a special elevated Rosh Hashana 
we have in the zchus of my husband - their Tatty.  My 
husband is my lawyer and my spokesman on Rosh 
Hashana. He advocates and davens on the behalf of me 
and my children, for a good year full of nachas, health, 
parnassa, and yeshuos.  Who better than my husband 
can do all that advocacy for me?  A husband and wife are 
considered one, mamash one Neshama.  His going to the 
Holy Tzaddik- is me going as well. I am just so grateful!  

M. Bergstein, Brooklyn, N.Y
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CAN YOU OFFER ANY PRACTICAL 
TIPS OR ADVICE ON BEING ALONE 

ON ROSH HASHANA?

I’m one of those people who suffer 
from pre-Rosh Hashana anxiety.  
“Help!  Rosh Hashana is right around 
the corner – How do I prepare for the 
Yom Hadin?”  (R”H somehow always 
hits you by surprise.)  

When my husband detects my 
uneasiness, we sit down for a session.  
He’d start by telling me to definitely 
try my best, do what I can, and then 
to just relax with utmost confidence.  
“Listen, I’ll tell you why.  Even if you 
somehow get to do some serious 
Hachanos for Rosh Hashana, as far as 
you reach, you’ll never get even close 
to the level of Tikkunim you attain 
when your husband is in Uman on 
Rosh Hashana!  ‘Can we do Teshuva 
properly?’ asks the Rebbe.  “איך טוה 
 ”!תשובה פאר אייך

And even more so, make sure to cook 
the best delicacies and to buy the 
best foods in honor of Rosh Hashana, 

and be very joyous all Yom Tov!  As 
Breslovers going to Uman, we have 
a guarantee to win the case!”  he 
explains with utmost simplicity.  My 
anxiety has somehow vanished.

As much as it sounds ‘too good to 
be true’, the facts remain.  I gained 
tremendous clarity on this through 
the following mashal I heard from my 
father-in-law:

An old retired contractor was strolling 
down a bustling city street, when he 
chanced upon a construction site.  He 
curiously peeked through an opening 
and watched with amazement 
how a big bulldozer was digging 
the ground while the driver was 
easily maneuvering the tractor.  Our 
contractor seethed with fury.  ‘This is 
absolutely terribly unfair!  Back when 
I erected a new house, I needed to 
shovel the grounds with my own two 
hands, and now watch how they’re 

just getting away with it…!’

We can agree that while our contractor 
has the right to feel upset, the reality 
doesn’t change.  A hundred years ago, 
one needed to dig holes manually, and 
in today’s age, we have sophisticated 
tractors…  Now, while most people 
need to plow a Shana Tova with lots 
of sweat, we - with our avoda, get to 
ride on a state of the art bulldozer by 
being connected to the Tzaddik!  It’s 
the simple reality!  שזכינו  אשרינו 
 Make sure to enjoy  .להתקרב לרבינו
your ride!

T. Silbiger, Brooklyn N.Y
Editor’s note:  You dug into our hearts!  
See ברסלב במשנת  הקדוש   הציון 
אלפי ה‘  את  יעבד  אדם  אם  ’גם   ל“א:  
 שנים לא יגיע בכל עבודתו למה שמגיע
    יהודי פשוט שבא לאומן על ר“ה

I always used to go to my parents 
for Yom Tov, not daring to stay home 
alone.  But one year, I decided to try 
just one Seuda home with my kids. 
We had such a wonderful time!  I 
could talk to my kids about the 
Rebbe and the importance of his 
Rosh Hashana, we sang Breslover 
songs together, and I really felt 
connected to the Rebbe’s Rosh 
Hashana. (Coming from a non 
Breslover family, it can sometimes 
feel odd being at my parents alone 
on Rosh Hashana, and yet not being 
comfortable to share my Uman 
passion with my family..) The Seuda 
home is our Yom Tov highlight! 

C.R. Joseph, Brooklyn N.Y

Here’s a great practical tip on having a joyous Yom Tov!  Just an 
easy way to program our minds as follows:  A Breslover women 
who grew up with the reality and appreciation that men travel to 
Uman for Rosh Hashana, would be truly displeased if her husband 
decides to stay home one year, since his going brings her true 
sweetness.  We see that the clarity on the importance of going to 
Uman brings us happiness, and not our husbands being home for 
Yom Tov.  Take a woman that is home with her husband on Rosh 
Hashana.  All she’s left with after Yom Tov is sweet memories of 
nice seudos and vinching, etc…  In our brain, sweet memories and 
visualization is the same thing.   We can actually feel the same 
sweetness if we program in our minds how sweet the Yom Tov 
Rosh Hashana is when our husbands are with the Rebbe in Uman 
(just like the תם felt that he really had all the food and clothing)!  
Our children will automatically pick up on our satisfaction and 
everything will fall into place Bs”d!

E. Singer, Yerushalayim
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If you’re the type to enjoy spending 
time with friends, join up with 
someone also home alone for Yom 
Tov and ‘Have Fun!’  I love the camp 
atmosphere – singing, sharing chizuk, 
and picking up new parenting styles 
– all within the essence of Rosh 
Hashana, of course.  You can also take 
turns going to Shul – if your kids will 
be entertained by company (mine 
won’t!)  Plenty women send their 
husbands away; if inviting a friend 
to sleep over won’t work, at least 
enhance your seuda with a guest. 
You’ll both appreciate the adult 
company for a change!

Y. Meyer, Manchester England

I try to make it fun with the kids while 
Tatty is away. It’s adventurous.  One 
night, before Rosh Hashana, we have a 
tradition of going out to eat supper in 
a restaurant.  My kids have the nicest 
memories of that. They also read my 
energy and my body language, and 
they see that I am content and happy, 
and so they are as well.  I secure myself 
with as much cleaning help as I need 
for those few days, just so that I can 
be calmer.  And I don’t make a big deal 
of the meals!  I go to family for some 
meals and stay home for some.  I let 
my children choose the days we stay 
home.  When I stay home I try to invite 
guest.  It makes it exciting, and many 
times we’ll have other ladies who also 

have their husbands away.  
It’s mind over matter!  Take it easy!  It 
is not the end of the world that your 
husband gets a few days away.  And 
it’s not a ski vacation he is taking…  The 
week flies by before you know it.
Back in the olden days, men/fathers 
used to leave for weeks/months at 
a time during Yomim Noraim, to be 
davuk and spend time with the Rebbe.  
Today it is a few short days, and you get 
to speak to your husband every few 
hours!  It’s not something to fret over 
and be nervous about.  With the right 
mindset all stress of this week can be 
easily eliminated. 

 M. Bergstein, Brooklyn, NY

The best piece of advice I think I can give 
is- “Do what works for YOU”.  A happy 
mother will lead to a happy everyone!  
e.g. If you’re scared to sleep at home 
alone then try to either be a guest or 
host sleeping company, but if you like to 
sleep home alone then don’t be scared 
of others who question how you can 
stay by yourself.  And the same goes for 
eating the seudos.  For myself (with my 

oldest being a 7-year old) I found that 
it was nice to eat out some and stay 
home for others.  This setup provides 
structure for long days and helps avoid 
cabin fever & sibling rivalry.  And if your 
ideal situation is not possible, then take 
this piece of advice which is good for all 
situations.  “When things don’t work out 
the way you planned, plan them the way 
they worked out.”

P.S. If your husband comes home and 
wants to share his experiences and 
challenges (there are always challenges 
going to/ being in Uman for Rosh 
Hashana! ) do your best to listen with an 
open ear even if you want to “close the 
Rosh Hashana chapter” and move on.

S. Kraus, Kiryat Sefer

For those of you out there trying to 
fight the “My husband is in Uman” 
peer pressure, here’s this:  
I once needed to borrow something 
from a neighbor on Rosh Hashana.  
With pity in her eyes, she asked 
me sympathetically, “So, is your 
husband gonna be going every 
year?”
Instinctively, I answered, “I hope 
so!”
At once, her attitude made a 360 
degree turnaround.  Since I was 
so comfortable with the idea, she 
became too.  I learnt that if you’re 
confident about what you’re doing 
because you know the significance 
of it, your attitude will rub off 
on others, and the comments, 
negativity, and pity will just fall away. 
So if you’re accepting of Uman Rosh 
Hashana – no more worries for you 
about any annoying comments!

Name withheld, Monroe N.Y

Make yourself as comfortable as 
you can, not to stay with a bitter 
aftertaste.  You’re not supposed to 
be traumatized by the words ‘Uman 
Rosh Hashana’.  Make sure to have 
good food, company, babysitting, 
cleaning ladies, occupation for 
the kids, and whatever it takes to 
make you happy, so that when the 
next year rolls around and your 
husband wants to book his ticket, 
you shouldn’t be dreading it!

You might come across people who 
will not appreciate your sacrifice, 
suffice to say, and sometimes 
they’ll put you down and make you 
feel worthless.  
Don’t get pulled into a discussion 
with them.  You will not manage 
to change their minds; they have 
their script sealed.  Simply turn 
the conversation into another 
direction.  Talk about the sun, the 
sign across the road, or the litter 

on the ground.  And if that doesn’t 
work, say politely, “I’d prefer not to 
talk about this topic.”
Don’t be afraid if your kids hear 
negative remarks even from a 
close family member.  In the end, 
they’ll pick up the Chinuch from 
their parents.  It is unnecessary to 
harass others.  You can say firmly 
something to this effect:  “They are 
very erliche people, but we have 
our own way.”
And of course, if you get the typical 
“You’re crazy!” remark, smile 
politely, and you can even agree 
with them!  Remember what R’ 
Nosson said:  ‘The whole world 
is crazy, including me, but I knew 
someone with a clear mind.’  So 
indeed, we’re crazy, but we’re 
lucky that we know of the great 
psychiatrist that can cure even us!

C.R. Weberman, Beis Shemesh
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IS THERE ANY SPECIFIC UMAN R”H 
EXPERIENCE YOU’D LIKE TO SHARE?

A couple of years ago, my 14 month 
old toddler trapped his thumb badly 
– on the first day of Rosh Hashana, 
in middle of the meal.  It was such 
Hashgacha that I had invited a single 
friend to eat with us at my mother.  
She immediately took charge of the 
situation – since I couldn’t handle the 
sight of blood.
 She was only too happy to accompany 
me to the hospital – as my son would 
need to undergo surgery, since part 
of his finger was detached.  Amidst 
the panic and preparations to rush to 
the ER, my sister reminded me that 
whilst I may be desperately needing 
my husband, he is precisely in the 
best place – davening at the Tzion for 
Siyatta Dishmaya.  B’chasdei Hashem, 
things really did go smoothly, and we 

even had a great time eating the Yom 
Tov Seuda in the ward, replete with 
simanim from the Bikkur Cholim.  We 
experienced an awesome ‘Unesane 
Tokef’ tefilla while my son was in 
the operating room.  Unbelievably, 
my baby was perfectly content post 
surgery, despite the trauma, and 
his finger heeled beautifully Baruch 
Hashem, with no lasting damage.  
P.S.  My friend (the type that wouldn’t 
miss a tefilla in Shul), in need of a 
Shidduch at that time, Baruch Hashem 
found her Bashert shortly thereafter 
and was zoiche to send her new 
husband to Uman the following Rosh 
Hashana.  We both felt that this zchus 
was a tremendous contribution to her 
yeshua!   

Y. Meyer, Manchester England

One Rosh Hashana, I was talking to 
two neighbors – when it struck me 
that both of these women were also 
alone – but for very unfortunate 
reasons.  I felt so privileged that 
my husband was away for the best 
possible purpose.  And by now, I 
wouldn’t want it any different!  I’ll 
never forget when this realization hit 
home.  It was Erev Yom Tov in 2011.  It 
was after the tragic 9/11 attack, and 
as we got closer to Yom Tov, it seemed 
like my husband would not be able to 
travel. I subsequently energetically 
dived into many attempts to make it 
possible for my husband to fly. (and 
he Baruch Hashem did!)  I couldn’t 
help muse with disbelief, “Wow!  So 
who can believe I actually want my 
husband to go!”  

Name withheld, Monroe N.Y

It happened one year that my 
husband’s flight was cancelled a 
couple of hours before his intended 
‘Uman Rosh Hashana Trip’.  I was 
granted this wonderful opportunity to 
have my cake and eat it too!  here I was, 
Eishes Chayil and all, agreed, booked 
the ticked, packed… and cancellation!  
What could be better?  Both worlds!  
Now he could be home for Yom Tov 
too!!  But no!  I discovered that I 
wanted him to go!  I was desperate to 

do anything within my reach to make 
it a possibility. 
We davened for Siyatta Dishmaya, 
went down to the airport, and begged 
them to consider the urgency of the 
situation.  Baruch Hashem, after quite 
some time, effort and persistence, 
arrangements were made utilizing 
different airlines, a long stopover and 
being the only chareidi passenger 
aboard, but Baruch Hashem, we were 
zoiche!  My husband was in אומן ר”ה! 

That’s when it occurred to me that not 
only am I the big tzaddeikes, agreeing 
to let my husband go, but it’s in my 
personal interest that he should be 
zoiche to be there, and to be mekushar 
to the tzaddik, as much as he wants to 
be there himself.  True, it’s not always 
easy, but it’s certainly something that I 
choose and appreciate.  As the Rebbe 
teaches, מניעות... מעורר את האהבה

Name withheld, Brooklyn N.Y

Five years ago, I gave birth 
on the Shabbos before 
Rosh Hashana.  Yes, my 
husband was in Uman.  
Yes, it was a boy.  Yes, 
I am alive.  Yes, it was 
wrenching, waving him off 
with contractions and no I 
am not a hero.  I’ll tell you 
the secret.
He made a business 
transaction worth $8000 
and that cleared off the 
last of our debts.
Yes, I admit it, to my eternal 
shame.  I lacked faith.  I did 
it for the money.

But if I could do it for the 
money, why couldn’t I do 
it for the Rebbe?  I still kick 
myself to this day.

But what was the hardest 
part of giving birth myself, 
I hear you all asking?  
Checking out of the 
hospital on Erev Yom Tov.  
Just me and my new baby.  
I cried rivers.
But then again, which 
new mother of three days 
doesn’t cry?!

A. Hoffman, Beis 
Shemesh

Rosh Hashana night came around, and I fell into the armchair, 
exhausted.  I was eager to make an early seuda with my kids 
and see my bed ASAP.  While I was fantasizing about my relaxed 
night, my two-year-old daughter was playing with the peeled 
pomegranate in the cobalt dish on the festively set Yom Tov 
table, and she absentmindedly tucked one kernel into her nose.  
When I tried to remove it, I only pushed it in deeper.  Frantic, I 
called Hatzalah, and they tried to suction it out, but to no avail.  
Instead of an early night with sweet dreams, I found myself in 
the emergency room.  B”H they removed it with a tweezer, and 
it didn’t take long until I was able to come home.  When my 
husband apologized to me after R”H for not accompanying me 
to the hospital, I told him that if he’d have come along, he’d have 
been stuck there for the Yom Tov, not being allowed to desecrate 
Yom Tov when it’s not Pikuach Nefesh.  “And we all prefer you 
being in Uman rather than in the hospital!”

C.R. Weberman, Beis Shemesh
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Life as an older single isn’t much fun, to put it mildly.  There’s the endless 
waiting, the tedious loneliness, and the ever increasing anxiety gnawing 
at your insides; will it ever be my turn? 

 

Helpful suggestions and advice from well-meaning relatives and friends 
turned wackier by the day, yet I dutifully tried all the segulos, saying 
Perek Shirah for 40 days, lighting numerous candles and what not. 

You’d have expected me to jump at the offer when my married friend 
suggested that I accompany her on her upcoming trip to Uman.  But to 
me, it seemed completely out of my realm.  “What do I have with Uman?  
I’m not Breslov, it’s just not for me,” I brushed her off.

However, she wouldn’t take no for an answer.  Her eyes took on a starry 
look as she described her planned itinerary; my ingrained manners 
compelled me to remain standing attentively while she enthused about 
the trip.  

“…And we’re going to be there for a whole long stunning week!  First we’re 
going to Uman, to the heilige Rebbe’s Tzion, and then we’ll visit R’ Nosson 
in Breslov.  We’re also planning to stop off at R’ Levi Yitchak of Berditchev, 
on the way to Medzibuz, to the Bal Shem Tov…”

At the mention of the Bal Shem Tov, I softened.  So this wasn’t exclusively 
for Breslovers.  Maybe…  Noticing my hesitation, my friend wheedled, 
“Come on, when else will you get another chance like this?”

I gave in.  “You should work for a marketing company; your persuasion 
tactics are impossible to withstand,” I teased, trying to save face.  
I was still unsure whether my decision was the correct one, but I 
threw caution to the winds and boked my ticket.  At the very least, 
it’d be an enjoyable vacation – my friend wasn’t exactly the 
hardest person to have fun with.  And, deep inside, although 
I was loath to admit it, I wouldn’t mind a chance for some 
heartfelt tefillos at Kivrei Tzaddikim.  I wasn’t getting any 
younger… 

 

My friend was travelling with her husband, but 
I was big enough to take care of myself and I 
didn’t plan on being a tag-a-long.  I did my 
research, found someone who owned a few 
apartments in Uman, and booked one for 
the duration of my stay.  I was used to 
being self-sufficient... 

 

I packed my cases, and met my 
friend at the airport.  We were 
actually flying!  In my wildest 
dreams, I had never imagined 
that I would be landing in 
Kiev airport, in the third-world 
Mafia country.  Yet there I was.

  

We were inundated with 
taxi drivers offering us 
their services.  “NaUman 
namagilah?”  My friend’s 
husband chuckled as he 
politely refused them, 
“Nyet, spasiba,” telling 
my friend that they were 
all offering to take us to 
the Tzion in Uman.  

Our pre-booked 
driver swerved 
expertly to avoid 
the large ditches in 
the road, passing 
large trailers in 
the face of coming 
cars until my heart 
almost fell out 
from fear.  After 
a harrowing, 
bumpy car ride, 
I was jostled 
awake when the 
car lurched to 
a stop.  “We’re 
here,” my friend 
announced 
excitedly.

  

Then began 
the problems.  
The lady who 
was supposed 
to hand me 
the key to my 
apartment 
wasn’t 
dreaming of 
opening the 
door!  My 
contact had 
assured me 
that all I 
needed to do 
was knock 
and she’d 
come running 
to open up, 
but something 
seemed to have 
gone wrong.  
My knocks grew 
more frantic, 
but nothing 
doing.  

Seeing my 
desperation, my 

friend invited me to sleep with her in her apartment.  “My husband’ll be 
going to the tzion anyway now to spend the night, so you’re welcome to 
sleep with me.  Tomorrow, we’ll sort something out.”  

Having no alternative, I gratefully accepted her invitation, and followed 
her into the apartment.   The owner, who had kindly waited up for them 
(unlike mine) made sure we were comfortable, and left together with my 
friend’s husband.  Once outside, he asked him, “Who’s that women who 
was with you?”

“My wife’s single friend, who came along on the trip.” 

His eyes lit up.  “There’s an older American Bachur who just arrived 
here two days ago, a very erliche Breslover boy.  He comes from a litvishe 
background, and I think it’s a great match!”  He proceeded to sing 
the boy’s praises, until my friend’s husband was convinced.  On 
the spot, he called up my parents and suggested the shidduch, 
after finding out the minor, unimportant details such as 
the boy’s name, age, and so on.

In the morning, when I was excitedly 
informed about the new suggestion, 
I was …slightly taken aback.  The 
only thing we had in common 
was that we were both older 
singles.  Oh, and we were 
both presently in 
Uman.  Was this 
some kind of 
joke?  Or 

maybe, I dared hope, was it my tefillos being answered even before I had 
davened?

I was completely mixed up, and went to pour out my heart by R’ 
Nachman’s Tzion.  Next to the seat I was sitting lay an open book, written 
in English.  I scanned the words:  ‘It’s good that a person should speak 
to Hashem and pour out his heart to Him, just like he would talk to a 
truly good friend.’

That was my first lesson in hisbodedus, although I didn’t know the term 
at that point.  I began talking to Hashem, simply and openly.  

“Hashem, 
you 

know 
what’s going on with me.  

I’m already 24 years old, and I’m 
finding it so hard to be alone.  I so 

wish to get married, but I just haven’t 
found a shidduch yet!  Now I came here 

on this trip, and although I wouldn’t 
admit this to anyone, You know what 

I’m thinking deep in my heart.  You know 
that I do believe that these Tzaddikim are 

great, and that tefillos near their Tzion is a 
big thing, although I’m not exactly sure about 

all the details.  So I want to daven that I should 
get engaged, that I should find my basherte zivug.  

Please, help me!

Now they’ve come up with this suggestion.  To me it seems 
wild and far-fetched, but I believe that everything that 

happens comes from You.  So do You want me to go ahead with 
this shidduch?  He’s a Breslover, and I don’t know the first thing 
about Breslov.  What should I do?    Maybe I should try go into the 
shidduch?  Just to see what it is?”
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maybe, I dared hope, was it my tefillos being answered even before I had 
davened?

I was completely mixed up, and went to pour out my heart by R’ 
Nachman’s Tzion.  Next to the seat I was sitting lay an open book, written 
in English.  I scanned the words:  ‘It’s good that a person should speak 
to Hashem and pour out his heart to Him, just like he would talk to a 
truly good friend.’

That was my first lesson in hisbodedus, although I didn’t know the term 
at that point.  I began talking to Hashem, simply and openly.  

“Hashem, 
you 

know 
what’s going on with me.  

I’m already 24 years old, and I’m 
finding it so hard to be alone.  I so 

wish to get married, but I just haven’t 
found a shidduch yet!  Now I came here 

on this trip, and although I wouldn’t 
admit this to anyone, You know what 

I’m thinking deep in my heart.  You know 
that I do believe that these Tzaddikim are 

great, and that tefillos near their Tzion is a 
big thing, although I’m not exactly sure about 

all the details.  So I want to daven that I should 
get engaged, that I should find my basherte zivug.  

Please, help me!

Now they’ve come up with this suggestion.  To me it seems 
wild and far-fetched, but I believe that everything that 

happens comes from You.  So do You want me to go ahead with 
this shidduch?  He’s a Breslover, and I don’t know the first thing 
about Breslov.  What should I do?    Maybe I should try go into the 
shidduch?  Just to see what it is?”

My mind was 
much clearer after 
this conversation with 
Hashem, and I gave my 
okay to continue.  For my part, 
I davened my heart out, begging 
Hashem to lead me in the right 
direction, that I should make the 
correct decision.  I didn’t remember ever 
davening so intensely.  But again, this was a 
life’s decision I was making!  

We went ahead with the planned itinerary, visiting many 
great Tzaddikim.  I talked to Hashem at length, discussing all 
my doubts with Him.  So when we returned to Uman, I was clear 
headed enough for the next step.  

The first meeting took place, out of all the places in the world, in 
Uman.  And when the Shadchan is R’ Nachman, what else would 
you expect to follow but… an engagement?! 

* * *

My first year as a married woman floated by in a bubble of bliss.  I was 
thrilled with my new husband, and we spent hours talking earnestly.  I 
came to respect his attachment to R’ Nachman, and slowly but surely, 
developed into a full-fledged Breslover.  Now, ‘R’ Nachman’ turned 
into ‘the Rebbe’ for me too.  I became familiar with the Sippurei 
Maasios, marveling each time anew at the beautiful stories.  Alim 
Litrufa turned into my lifeline every time I was feeling down, with its 
bucketful’s of chizuk.  My relationship with Hashem grew stronger and 
firmer; a result of my regular conversations with Him.  I joyously sent 
my husband off to Uman for Rosh Hashana, delighting in my chance 
to have a part in such an earth-shattering event.  

My married friends had warned me about 
the euphoria of Shana 

Rishona 

wearing off with a boom into reality sometime after the first 
anniversary, but I experienced no such thing.  On the contrary, our 
relationship grew tighter and closer with each passing day.  

During the second year of my marriage, niggling worries crossed my 
mind, but I firmly pushed them away.  I was finally married, I had a 
wonderful husband, and Baruch Hashem, things were great.  But as we 
approached our third anniversary, I dared reveal my innermost, secret 
feelings to Hashem.

“Hashem, I’m not complaining Chas Ve’shalom.  I’m grateful for all my 
blessings, and I thank You for giving me so much.  But after all You’ve 
given me, are You going to leave me now?  I really want a baby…  I so 
much yearn to cuddle a child in my arms, to put him on a Kappel, and 
teach him about You.  Please Hashem, I want it so much…”

A few tears escaped my eyes, and I let them fall, 
wetting my face.  The salty moistness reached my 

lips, and I burst into loud sobs.  The house 
was empty and I cried freely.

After a few 
minutes, I 

calmed 
down, 

washed my face, and resumed my conversation.

“Hashem, I believe that everything You do is for the best.  Nothing is too 
difficult for You, and if You want me to have a child, You’ll give me one.  
I’m here to do what You want me to do, so please help me do my job in 
the best way.  And please, please give me a child.”

A few days passed before I had the courage to broach the topic with 
my husband.  I was afraid I would burst into tears while I shared my 
feelings, but my husband was very understanding.  He let me speak my 
heart, and then told me gently, “I completely understand how you feel.  
You probably also thought that since you waited so long to get married, 
Hashem would quickly give us children, to sort of ‘make up for the lost 
years’.” 

I marveled at my husband’s uncanny perception.  How had he known 
what I hadn’t even dared say to Hashem? Blushing slightly, I nodded, 
not trusting myself to talk.

“But it’s not only that.  You also plain and simply just want a child.  So 
do I.”  My husband lapsed into silence.

The muteness was broken a few moments later.  “What do you say to 
travelling to Uman?”

I brightened.  “You mean to share our feelings with the Rebbe?  What 
a nice idea!”

“Exactly!” my husband replied.  

“I also have something else in mind.  I’ve heard in the name 
of R’ Avraham ben R’ Nachman, that ‘If one persists in 

tefilla at the Rebbe’s tzion, he’ll achieve what he wanted’.

“So what’re we waiting for?  I’m ready to go 
today!”

 

The arrangements took more than 
a day to organize, and it took us 

several months until we were 
actually flying.  I was overcome 

with a sense of déjà vu as we 
landed in Kiev airport.  I 
whispered to Hashem quietly, 
“Just like I felt Your presence 
last time I came here, please 
be with me now too, and 
fulfill my wishes.”

I didn’t budge from the 
tzion the entire three 
days we were in Uman.  I 
could barely sleep, and I 
ate very little, but that 
didn’t take away from 
my strength to daven.  
I begged Hashem from 
the depths of my heart 
to grant us children, 
the intensity of my 
tefillos reminding 
me of when I was 
so desperate to get 
engaged.  I thanked 
Hashem for my 
wonderful husband, 
and I told Him how 
I saw His hand all 
over.  I pleaded with 
Him to continue 
showing me His 
wonders, and give me 
a child.  I talked and 
talked, spilling out 
all my feelings.

I also spoke to the 
Rebbe, asking him to 
plead my cause on 
High.  

“I thank Hashem every 
day that I was brought 
to see the light of your 
teachings.  You taught 
us that a person should 
daven to have a lot 
of children, so I’m 
listening to you., so 
I’m listening to you.  I 
want it so much, and 
I’m davening so much.  
I want to teach them to 
follow in your ways, but 
I just need the chance!”

Emotionally exhausted 
yet rejuvenated, we 
returned home with 
renewed spirits.  I was 
confident that Hashem 
had heard my tefillos.  
I wasn’t blessed with a 
story tale ending, but 
my emuna filled me 
with peace and gave me 
the patience to continue 
waiting and hoping.  I 
also took solace in the 
fact that even R

A True Story
By B.M.
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Life as an older single isn’t 
much fun, to put it mildly.  
There’s the endless waiting, the 
tedious loneliness, and the ever 
increasing anxiety gnawing at 
your insides; will it ever be my 
turn?  

Helpful suggestions and advice 
from well-meaning relatives 
and friends turned wackier by 
the day, yet I dutifully tried all 
the segulos, saying Perek Shirah 
for 40 days, lighting numerous 
candles and what not. 

You’d have expected me to 
jump at the offer when my 
married friend suggested 
that I accompany her on her 
upcoming trip to Uman.  But to 
me, it seemed completely out of 
my realm.  “What do I have with 
Uman?  I’m not Breslov, it’s just 
not for me,” I brushed her off.

However, she wouldn’t take no 
for an answer.  Her eyes took on 
a starry look as she described her 
planned itinerary; my ingrained 
manners compelled me to 
remain standing attentively 
while she enthused about the 
trip.  

“…And we’re going to be there 
for a whole long stunning week!  
First we’re going to Uman, to the 
heilige Rebbe’s Tzion, and then 
we’ll visit R’ Nosson in Breslov.  
We’re also planning to stop off 
at R’ Levi Yitchak of Berditchev, 
on the way to Medzibuz, to the 
Baal Shem Tov…”

At the mention of the 
Baal Shem Tov, I 
softened.  So 
this wasn’t 
exclusively 
for 

Breslovers.  Maybe…  Noticing 
my hesitation, my friend 
wheedled, “Come on, when else 
will you get another chance like 
this?”

I gave in.  “You should work 
for a marketing company; 
your persuasion tactics are 
impossible to withstand,” I 
teased, trying to save face.  I 
was still unsure whether my 
decision was the correct one, 
but I threw caution to the winds 
and booked my ticket.  At the 
very least, it’d be an enjoyable 
vacation – my friend wasn’t 
exactly the hardest person to 
have fun with.  And, deep inside, 
although I was loath to admit it, 
I wouldn’t mind a chance for 
some heartfelt tefillos at Kivrei 
Tzaddikim.  I wasn’t getting any 
younger…  

My friend was travelling with her 
husband, but I was big enough to 
take care of myself and I didn’t 
plan on being a tag-a-long.  I did 
my research, found someone 
who owned a few apartments in 
Uman, and booked one for the 
duration of my stay.  I was used 
to being self-sufficient...  

I packed my cases, and met my 
friend at the airport.  We were 
actually flying!  In my wildest 
dreams, I had never imagined 
that I would be landing 
in Kiev 

airport, in the third-world Mafia 
country.  Yet there I was.

We were inundated with taxi 
drivers offering us their services.  
“NaUman namagilah?”  My 
friend’s husband chuckled as 
he politely refused them, “Nyet, 
spasiba,” telling my friend that 
they were all offering to take us 
to the Tzion in Uman.  

Our pre-booked driver swerved 
expertly to avoid the large 
ditches in the road, passing 
large trailers in the face of 
oncoming cars until my heart 
almost fell out from fear.  After 
a harrowing, bumpy car ride, I 
was jostled awake when the car 
lurched to a stop.  “We’re here,” 
my friend announced excitedly.  

Then began the problems.  The 
lady who was supposed to hand 
me the key to my apartment 
wasn’t dreaming of opening the 
door!  My contact had assured 
me that all I needed to do was 
knock and she’d come running 
to open up, but something 
seemed to have gone wrong.  
My knocks grew more frantic, 
but nothing doing.  

Seeing my desperation, my 
friend invited me to sleep with 
her in her apartment.  “My 
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husband’ll be going to the tzion 
anyway now to spend the night, 
so you’re welcome to sleep 
with me.  Tomorrow, we’ll sort 
something out.”  

Having no alternative, I 
gratefully accepted her 
invitation, and followed her into 
the apartment.   Their owner, 
who had kindly waited up for 
them (unlike mine) made sure 
we were comfortable, and 
left together with my friend’s 
husband.  Once outside, he 
asked him, “Who’s that women 
who was with you?”

“My wife’s single friend, who 
came along on the trip.” 

His eyes lit up.  “There’s an 
older American Bachur who 
just arrived here two days 
ago, a very erliche Breslover 
boy.  He comes from a litvishe 
background, and I think it’s a 
great match!”  He proceeded to 
sing the boy’s praises, until my 
friend’s husband was convinced.  
On the spot, he called up my 
parents and suggested the 
shidduch, after finding out the 
minor, unimportant details such 
as the boy’s name, age, and so 
on.

In the morning, when I was 
excitedly 

informed about the new 
suggestion, I was …slightly taken 
aback.  The only thing we had 
in common was that we were 
both older singles.  Oh, and we 
were both presently in Uman.  
Was this some kind of joke?  Or 
maybe, I dared hope, was it my 
tefillos being answered even 
before I had davened?

I was completely mixed up, and 
went to pour out my heart by 
R’ Nachman’s Tzion.  Next to 
the seat I was sitting on lay an 
open book, written in English.  
I scanned the words:  ‘It’s good 
that a person should speak to 
Hashem and pour out his heart 
to Him, just like he would talk 
to a truly good friend.’

That was my first lesson in 
hisbodedus, although I didn’t 
know the term at that point.  I 
began talking to Hashem, simply 
and openly.  

“Hashem, you know what’s 
going on with me.  I’m already 
24 years old, and I’m finding it so 
hard to be alone.  I so wish to get 
married, but I just haven’t found 
a shidduch yet!  Now I came 
here on this trip, and although 
I wouldn’t admit this to anyone, 
You know what I’m thinking 
deep in my heart.  You know that 
I do believe that these Tzaddikim 
are great, and that tefillos near 

their Tzion is a big thing, 
although I’m not 

exactly 

sure about all the details.  So I 
want to daven that I should get 
engaged, that I should find my 
basherte zivug.  Please, help me!

Now they’ve come up with this 
suggestion.  To me it seems wild 
and far-fetched, but I believe 
that everything that happens 
comes from You.  So do You 
want me to go ahead with this 
shidduch?  He’s a Breslover, 
and I don’t know the first thing 
about Breslov.  What should I 
do?    Maybe I should try to go 
into the shidduch?  Just to see 
what it is?”

My mind was much clearer after 
this conversation with Hashem, 
and I gave my okay to continue.  
For my part, I davened my 
heart out, begging Hashem to 
lead me in the right direction, 
that I should make the correct 
decision.  I didn’t remember 
ever davening so intensely.  But 
again, this was a life’s decision I 
was making!  

We went ahead with the 
planned itinerary, visiting many 
great Tzaddikim.  I talked to 
Hashem at length, discussing all 
my doubts with Him.  So when 

we returned to Uman, I was 
clear headed enough for 

the next step.  

The first meeting 
took place, out of 

all the places in 

“HASHEM, YOU 
KNOW WHAT’S 

GOING ON WITH 
ME.  I’M ALREADY 
24 YEARS OLD...”
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the world, in Uman.  And when 
the Shadchan is R’ Nachman, 
what else would you expect to 
follow but… an engagement?! 

* * *

My first year as a married 
woman floated by in a bubble 
of bliss.  I was thrilled with my 
new husband, and we spent 
hours talking earnestly.  I came 
to respect his attachment to R’ 
Nachman, and slowly but surely, 
developed into a full-fledged 
Breslover.  Now, ‘R’ Nachman’ 
turned into ‘the Rebbe’ for me 
too.  I became familiar with the 
Sippurei Maasios, marveling 
each time anew at the beautiful 
stories.  Alim Litrufa turned 
into my lifeline every time I was 
feeling down, with its bucketfuls 
of chizuk.  My relationship with 
Hashem grew stronger and 
firmer; a result of my regular 
conversations with Him.  I 
joyously sent my husband off 
to Uman for Rosh Hashana, 
delighting in my chance to have 
a part in such an earth-shattering 
event.  

My married friends had 
warned me about the 
euphoria of Shana 
Rishona wearing 
off with a boom 
into reality 
sometime 
after the first 
anniversary, 
but I 

experienced no such thing.  On 
the contrary, our relationship 
grew stronger with each passing 
day.  

During the second year of my 
marriage, niggling worries 
crossed my mind, but I firmly 
pushed them away.  I was finally 
married, I had a wonderful 
husband, and Baruch Hashem, 
things were great.  But as 
we approached our third 
anniversary, I dared reveal my 
innermost, secret feelings to 
Hashem.

“Hashem, I’m not complaining 
Chas Ve’shalom.  I’m grateful 
for all my blessings, and I thank 
You for giving me so much.  But 
after all You’ve given me, are You 
going to leave me now?  I really 
want a baby…  I so much yearn 
to cuddle a child in my arms, to 
put him on a Kappel, and teach 
him about You.  Please Hashem, I 
want it so much…”

A few tears escaped my eyes, and 
I let them fall, wetting my face.  
The salty moistness reached my 
lips, and I burst into loud sobs.  
The house was empty and I cried 
freely.

After a few minutes, I calmed 
down, washed my face, and 
resumed my conversation.

“Hashem, I 
believe 

that everything You do is for the 
best.  Nothing is too difficult for 
You, and if You want me to have a 
child, You’ll give me one.  I’m here 
to do what You want me to do, 
so please help me do my job in 
the best way.  And please, please 
give me a child.”

A few days passed before I had the 
courage to broach the topic with 
my husband.  I was afraid I would 
burst into tears while I shared my 
feelings, but my husband was 
very understanding.  He let me 
speak my heart, and then told me 
gently, “I completely understand 
how you feel.  You probably also 
thought that since you waited 
so long to get married, Hashem 
would quickly give us children, 
to sort of ‘make up for the lost 
years’.” 

I marveled at my husband’s 
uncanny perception.  How had 
he known what I hadn’t even 
dared say to Hashem? Blushing 
slightly, I nodded, not trusting 
myself to talk.

“But it’s not only that.  You also 
plain and simply just want a child.  
So do I.”  My husband lapsed into 
silence.

BY NOW,               
‘R’ NACHMAN’ 
TURNED INTO 
‘THE REBBE’ 

FOR ME TOO.
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The silence was broken a few 
moments later.  “What do you say 
to travelling to Uman?”

I brightened.  “You mean to share 
our feelings with the Rebbe?  
What a nice idea!”

“Exactly!” my husband replied.  

“I also have something else in 
mind.  I’ve heard in the name of 
R’ Avraham ben R’ Nachman, that 
‘If one persists in tefilla at the 
Rebbe’s tzion, he’ll achieve what 
he wanted’.

“So what’re we waiting for?  I’m 
ready to go today!”

The arrangements took more 
than a day to organize, and it took 
us several months until we were 
actually flying.  I was overcome 
with a sense of déjà vu as we 
landed in Kiev airport.  I whispered 
to Hashem quietly, “Just like I felt 
Your presence last time I came 
here, please be with me now too, 
and fulfill my wishes.”

I didn’t budge from the tzion 
the entire three days we were in 
Uman.  I could barely sleep, and I 
ate very little, but that didn’t take 
away from my strength to daven.  

I begged Hashem 

from the depths of my heart to 
grant us children; the intensity 
of my tefillos reminding me of 
when I was so desperate to get 
engaged.  I thanked Hashem for 
my wonderful husband, and I told 
Him how I saw His hand all over.  
I pleaded with Him to continue 
showing me His wonders, and 
give me a child.  I talked and 
talked, spilling out all my feelings.

I also spoke to the Rebbe, asking 
him to plead my cause on High.  

“I thank Hashem every day that 
I was brought to see the light of 
your teachings.  You taught us that 
a person should daven to have a 
lot of children, so I’m listening to 

you.  I want it so much, and I’m 
davening so much.  I 

want to teach 
them 

to follow in your ways, but I just 
need the chance!”

Emotionally exhausted yet 
rejuvenated, we returned home 
with renewed spirits.  I was 
confident that Hashem had heard 
my tefillos.  I wasn’t blessed with 
a fairytale ending, but my emuna 
filled me with peace and gave me 
the patience to continue waiting 
and hoping.  

I also took solace in the fact that 
even R’ Nosson had struggled 
– if the great R’ Nosson had to 
wait several years for children, 
who was I to complain?  I gained 
much chizuk from reading his 
uplifting and reassuring letters 
to his son, and my husband 
would quote amazing passages 
from Likutei Halachos filled with 
encouragement.

The waiting paid off.  Just 
before our sixth anniversary, we 
celebrated the birth of my dear, 
long-awaited son.  It seemed like 
a dream when I looked down at 
the beautiful baby boy cuddled 
in my arms, and my heart almost 
burst from happiness.  “Thank 
You Hashem,” I whispered, with 
tears of joy welling up in my eyes. 

Movingly, the bris took place on 
the 10th of Teves – the yartzeit 
of the Rebbe’s faithful Talmid 
R’ Nosson.  Overflowing with 
gratitude to Hashem for this 
miraculous ness of a child, we 
named him Nosson, and we hope 
and daven that our little Nussi 

should follow in the footsteps 
of the great R’ Nosson, 

spreading the Rebbe’s 
light to the whole 

world..

“JUST LIKE I FELT 
YOUR PRESENCE 
LAST TIME I CAME 
HERE, PLEASE BE 
WITH ME NOW 
TOO, AND FULFILL 

MY WISHES.”
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Being that every year, my family’s 
Uman experience is more 
hilarious than the next, this 
year I’ve decided that instead of 
groaning about it, I’ll involve you 
as well so I’ll be laughing instead 
of crying.  

Here we are:

 

The tickets for my husband and 
four sons have been booked 
months ago, but suddenly here 
we are already at the night of 
departure with just a couple of 
hours left.  Wet washing is hanging 
all over the house, nervously 
glancing at the clock.  I notice 
they are sweating profusely, and 
I dearly hope their sweat will 
help them dry sooner because 
they’ll need a miracle in order to 
be dry and packed along in time 
for departure.  My husband’s 
kittel needs to be picked up from 

the cleaners.  He also needs to 
withdraw money from the bank, 
place a hundred phone calls and 
book places for us women in the 
local shul since I am so not going 
to be sitting on ten different 
people’s places like last year.  I 
press my lips together firmly, 
shuddering at the memory.

At the moment, my husband is 
actually being most helpful and 
productive by having fallen asleep 
on the couch with the phone in 
his hands.  A burnt waft of air is 
emanating from the kitchen as 
cookies are singeing in the oven, 
mocking my time management 
skills.

  

RUMBLE!  TUMBLE!  BUMBLE!  
Suitcases are being hauled down 
from the attic and the bickering 
over the cases starts immediately.  

Amazing how they remember to 
fight about it each and every year 
without fail! 

“No Yichye – you had the blue 
one last year while I got the one 
with the broken zipper,” Anshy 
yells.

“I so did not end up taking that 
one – I couldn’t even fit half my 
stuff into it!”

Anshy’s eyes are narrow slits.  
“That’s because you took along – 

WHAM B’BAM B’BAM!  Cheeky 
Shlomke Zevulun has taken 
advantage of their war and 
surreptitiously bumped the 
favored case downstairs.  He 
is duly packing his stuff inside, 
mainly consisting of a big black 
sack which he has been hiding 
in the laundry room, stuffed 
to the brim with junk food.  I 
mean, what then is the point of 
travelling, if not to buy out half 

R. Grunfeld
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R. Grunfeld
the junk aisle in the store?!

I feel a headache coming on as I imagine the 
amount of work ahead of me, which I still 
need to cram into a few short hours.  I fold 
mound after mound of laundry, and when I 
can no longer distinguish which is the folded 
pile and which one isn’t, I realize that there’s 
no point anymore.  I resolve to wake up 
half an hour early to finish the folding and 
mending, and kiss the clothes goodnight.  
Shutting the lights, I drag two cases of toilet 
paper downstairs for them to pack along 
because Nachman Nosson claims they ration 
it out there – why I believe him is not too 
hard to know…

As my weary feet carry me to my room, I 
hear terribly loud snoring.  I peek into their 
room, and the weirdest sight meets my eyes.  
Each child is slumped across his selected 
case as if even the angel of dreams has 100% 
interest in stealing it away.  ‘Oh boys… will 
they ever be friends?’  I muse.  The sound of 
their ‘shnoches’ (as Tante Rivka claims you 
used to say in der alter heim) on all different 
octaves does little to my exhausted yet 
musical ears.  I’m positive it’s only because 
they’re boys – didn’t my neighbor who just 
had her seventh girl tell me they even snore 
in perfect harmony?  Well, let them compose 
and solarize in their sleep, and continue to 
pick daisies and dress in matching outfits; I so 
don’t care that I don’t have girls yet, dontcha 
see?  And anyway, at least I get to have a real 
vacation, once they leave to Uman, if that’ll 
ever happen, I think as I drift off.  I have 
exactly 45 minutes to sleep until 1:00am 
when the van to the airport will be here and - 

 

HONK HONK!  BEEP-BEEP-BEEP!  

Wha?!  Can’t be!  I rub my eyes – 2:03am!  
Impossible!  How did I oversleep so grossly?  
I rush to the window and sure enough, I see 
ten different neighbors knocking and banging 
on their windows, yelling, “Wake up!  You 
need to get to Uman!”

...When I can no 
longer distinguish 
which is the folded 
pile and which one 
isn’t, I realize that 
there’s no point in 

continuing...
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Even they already know that we’ll 
do anything to get there, by hook 
or by crook, and this is badly 
crooky.  So embarrassing!  Every 
year again, we need to make a 
whole show – no time to think 
– the kids are jumping into their 
clothes, each one wearing at least 
one item of another brother’s 
clothing and dashing around the 
house, bumping suitcases along.  
I stand there like a zombie.  What 
was I planning to do in that elusive 
half hour before they woke up???  
I mean, this was officially being 
the ‘organized’ year!  

And anyway, just where is my 
anchor, my better half, my 
impossible-to-frazzle husband?  I 
frantically speed-dial and he tells 
me calmly that he’s at the ATM 
machine.  Now!  (Cute.)  Oh, and 
will I please get the children and 
suitcases ready outside the door 
because he’ll be here any second.

The boys are banging into each 
other from excitement, singing 
‘Na-Nach’ and ‘HaRosh Hashana 
Sheli’ while I spoon cereal into 
their mouths on the way to the 
door.  My husband’s face flashes 
at me for a split second, and then 
– the dead after the storm…  

The house becomes eerily quiet, 
yet I’m still running around in 
circles like a chicken without a 
head from all the frenzied action.  
I look at the clock, and gawk.  

2:19am.  Did all that really happen 
in just 16 minutes?  Wow!  How 
relative time can be!

I prepare myself a strong cup of 
coffee, when all of a sudden, all 
the telephones start ringing at 
once.  My heart begins to pound 
and I pick up, but I can only hear 
loud human static.  

I manage to make out the word 
‘passports’ and my heart really 
drops to my toes.  I frantically 
start searching everywhere.  The 
counters are full of lit tea-lights 
for all the עפר שוכני   I) ,צדיקים 
guess they lit one too little, if this 
could happen) and on another 
countertop, there’s an open 
Sheimos Hatzaddikim with a fan 
blowing on it so that the pages 
turn on their own…  Oh, I so don’t 
have the head to look for it now.  

I slam kitchen cabinets closed, 
check the oven, the washing 
machine, the microwave and the 
pantry closet.  I dash upstairs, 
cover the bathrooms and yank 
the blankets onto the floor.  As 
Anshy’s pillow goes flying, so do 
the passports from underneath 
it, and I breathe in relief.  

I quickly call them to let them 
know I have it.  When I ask my 
darling son what on earth made 
him put them there, he sincerely 
answers, “I was afraid we’d leave 
them behind…”  He should live 
and be well until one hundred 

and twenty one for that! 

I order a taxi and pay a hefty sum 
in advance, mumbling a prayer 
that it should be a Kaparah for 
a healthy happy new year for 
all of us (I really feel we need it 
now!) and I fall back into bed, my 
longed for coffee long gone cold-. 

As I cuddle up, I hear my 
neighbors getting up for slichos.  
Morning zooms along and I 
oversleep again of course.  I rush 
my remaining younger boys off to 
cheder, scribbling excuse notes in 
the form of:

‘Dear Rebbi , 

Uman … 

Please excuse…’

They should make it out on their 
own… 

I breathe a sigh of relief when 
quiet reigns again, although more 
wary after my earlier experience 
of the pre-dawn hours, which 
now seem light-years away.  I head 
to the freezer to start cooking for 
Yom Tov. (Rosh Hashana is for 
me as well, I believe, although I 
have zero headspace left for it at 
the moment.)  As I reach for the 
handle, I brush a receipt off the 
door.  I bend to pick it up, when 
suddenly, I stay stuck that way 
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from shock.  

On the note, it says, ‘One regular 
kittel, including belt.  Ready 
1:00pm.  Unpaid for.’ (–for good 
measure)

What will my husband wear???  
I’d rather not think.

I open the freezer, only to see 
that everything is defrosted.  
Phew!  I reach behind for the 
outlet, and what do I see so 
sweetly charging there instead of 
the freezer plug?  My husband’s 
Uman cell phone! 

“Hashem!” I yell, 
“Where are You?”  
Although it’s 
very obvious 
that He’s here, 
with all these 
menios.  Will 
I pass the test 
yet again? 

 I rush outside, 
still clutching 
the phone in 
my hand, to my 
cousin’s house to see 
if he had left to Uman 
yet, and what do I see lying 
on the ground if not for my son’s 
unmistakable Shabbos top!  I 
say ‘unmistakable’ because I 
recognize the generous rip in 
the side – I wince at the memory 
of that elusive half hour of 
mending.  What on earth is 
happening here?

I pick it up, and a few yards later, 
I get regards from my son again.  
This time it’s his white Shabbos 
socks!  

Every few steps, I pick up more 
items, until I meet up with 
the Demon Itself.  The whole 
suitcase (with the broken zipper) 
is lying on the road, having 
been pushed aside by countless 

passing cars…  

The trunk must have been 
forced open from the pressure 
of the squashed suitcases.  They 
surely felt pretty airless and so 
they obviously sent one of their 
friends packing…

I have no more stress-energy 
left so I just start smiling.  I 
gather all the stuff and walk 
home, bemused.  I make myself 

another cup of coffee, and 
when I try squeezing the empty 
cup into the closed garbage bag, 
I realize that it’s not the garbage 
bag at all...  It’s my son’s nash 
sack!  He must have exchanged 
it and taken the… GARBAGE!  I’m 
crying with laughter, picturing 
his face when he opens it...

I decide that I’m not going to 
move anymore, so I shouldn’t 
notice any more flops.  I’m not 
going to open the refrigerator 
and probably meet the cooler 
bag with the smoked salmon 
which I had only traveled 
about halfway across town to 

purchase on special.  I just won’t 
dare move.

Instead, I reach for the open 
Sheimos Hatzaddikim and start 
rambling names.

Then comes my own heartfelt 
prayers.  Prayers that come 
from deep within a mother’s 
heart, a mother who went to 
such great lengths to prepare 
everything so carefully and then 
got left with slap after slap in 
the face.  The tears drop down, 

but I am smiling through 
them, for I realize that 

I have triumphed.  I 
have passed the 

test with flying 
colors.  I am 

not getting 
upset when 
I so could 
have; I 
am able 
to daven 
from a pure 

place, - a 
place where I 

have managed 
to fully relinquish 

control over being 
the efficient Mom and 

instead truly being mamlich 
Hashem.  I am happy that I 
have sent my husband and 
sons to be at the place they are 
meant to be, at least in body 
(although minus kittel, phone, 
junk, clothing and who knows 
what else was stuffed into that 
suitcase!) 

Ashreinu to all of us Breslov 
Moms in being partners in all 
this, and may we all merit to 
be written in the sefer of True 
Tzaddikim!  

Wishing you all a calmer 
departure!.
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The story until now:
After a grueling, danger-fraught journey, the Rebbe finally reaches Eretz Yisrael.  Upon 
setting foot in the holy land, instantly attains that which he wanted to reach.  He is filled 
with joy, yet surprisingly, on Rosh Hashana, a great broken-heartedness comes over 
him, lasting until after Sukkos, which he spends in Haifa.  R’ Nachman then accedes to R’ 
Yitzchak’s wishes to travel to Teveria, and spends a wonderful Shabbos in the company 
of R’ Avraham Kalisker, whom he praises to the highest degree.  The Rebbe falls ill, and 
while bedridden, a Jewish informer marches towards Teveria accompanied by a group 
of Arabs.  Everyone flees the city, but the Rebbe lies there stuck, with the informer rapidly 

nearing the city gates.

Chapter Five

The dreaded informer 
advances, stationing his Arabs 
at the city gates, and gives 
them instructions to inspect 
any suspicious looking man or 
stranger attempting to enter 
the city.  He’s heard snatches 
of talk about a messenger 
from Chutz L’Aretz who’s 
arrived to Eretz Yisrael with 
money for the Yidden, and 
he correctly assumes that 
there will be an attempt to 
smuggle the charity into the 
city illegally, to avoid paying 
the heavy tax.  That’ll be his 
chance to slander them to the 

Pasha once and for all, and 
to be able to wipe them out 
completely!  

He excitedly proceeds into 
Teveria on his own, and the 
last remaining children on 
the streets flee into their 
cellars.  Their fathers have 
fled in fear, not knowing what 
the informer is up to.  Their 
assumed bravado at being 
left to protect their mothers 
rapidly disappears; even 
the boldest boy’s fearless 
expression is wiped away in 
a flash upon catching sight of 

the despicable informer, his 
face twisted in arrogance, an 
evil smile on his face.  Seeing 
the abandoned city, a surge 
of satisfaction fills his puffed 
out chest, as he dwells on 
his power in striking fear in 
people’s hearts.  

‘They have fled like frightened 
cats.  They must have assumed 
that my Arabs were planning 
to kill them.  They don’t 
realize, those dumb people, 
that my hands are tied, I can 
do them no harm unless I 
catch them at a crime, which 
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I am determined to do.  But 
of course, if I don’t find 
anything, I’ll have to invent 
the evidence.  If only just one 
would have stayed, to fall on 
his knees before me and beg 
for mercy.  I would have had 
a chance to show my power, 
not even deigning him a 
sideways glance.’  

He relishes in the thought, 
looking about for prey.  Yet 
he sees no one.  

“They have deserted, these 
pathetic cowards,” he says 
aloud to himself scornfully.  
Movement in the window 
of the large house at his 
left suddenly catches his 
attention.  Turning his head, 
he recognizes the house 
as belonging to the most 
prominent R’ Tzvi Harker.    

“Gee, there’s going to be 
some action now!”  The 
informer claps his hands in 
glee, and considers the best 
way to go about his plans.  
He raps on the door smartly, 
calling, “Who goes there?”

Without waiting for an 
answer, he pushes the door 
open, and upon seeing the 
Rebbe’s shining countenance, 
stops in his tracks.  This 
calls for a different method 
completely…  He instantly 
replaces his arrogant, evil 
expression with a pious 
and devout demeanor, and 
extends his hand, “Shalom 
Aleichem, Rebbe!  I’ve come 

to ask you a few questions…” 
he begins, slyly acting the 
part of a sincere Chassid.  

The Rebbe whispers 
instructions to R’ Yitzchak, 
telling him to make an 
announcement that all men 
are to return to the city.  R’ 
Yitzchak leaves to follow the 
directives, and the Rebbe 
addresses the informer, 
“Aleichem Shalom.”  

Playing the game, the 
Rebbe talks to him with 
his wonderful wisdom, not 
letting on that he knows his 
true colors.  The informer 
is delighted that the Rebbe 
hasn’t caught on, not 
realizing that it is he himself 
who is being played up.  He 
reveals to the Rebbe that 
he is an important general, 
confident that the Rebbe 
takes him for a fervent 
Chassid.

“It is fitting and in place that 
a General should daven for 
the troubles of his brothers, 
the Yidden, and he should 
be very humble and sincere,” 
tells him the Rebbe shrewdly.

The informer nods piously, 
bowing his head in 
submission as if to show 
that he is indeed a perfect 
example of a righteous 
leader, delighted that his 
superb act has convinced the 
Rebbe.  

“You should accustom 
yourself to reciting Tehillim,” 

the Rebbe continues, while 
the informer keeps up his 
pretense, until the Rebbe 
says, “My test to see if you 
have wiped out all pride is 
as follows:  If you can say 
Tehillim amidst great tears 
in the presence of the young 
men here.”

The men have all reappeared 
after hearing R’ Yitzchak’s 
announcement in the name 
of the Rebbe to return to 
the city.  The informer is 
determined to complete 
his act and win favor with 
the Rebbe, so he brazenly 
continues his show.  Some 
young men gather around 
in the Rebbe’s lodgings, and 
the informer fervently opens 
a Tehillim, reciting the words 
with loud sighs and cries.  
Tears roll down his cheeks as 
he chants verse after verse.  
A great weakness suddenly 
overcomes him, and he falls 
very sick.  

The Yidden all exhale in relief, 
thankful for this reprieve 
from the awful informer and 
his evil plans.  The danger is 
not yet over since his sentries 
are still posted at the city 
gates, guarding the borders 
and waiting anxiously to 
pounce on the messenger 
who is supposed to smuggle 
in the money that the Yidden 
are so desperately waiting 
for from Chutz L’Aretz.  

However, the Yidden can 
breathe easier now, not in an 
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immediate danger.  Warning 
the neighboring Yidden of 
their predicament, they 
advise them not to send the 
Tzedaka money via a regular 
messenger as they usually do; 
rather they should sit tight 
until they find a solution.

* * *

In a poignant scene, Rebbe 
Nachman travels to the 
cemetery in Teveria, visiting 
the Kever of his grandfather, 
R’ Nachman Horedenka, 
after whom he was named.  
The Rebbe discusses with his 
grandfather how to set up 
a way in which they should 
be able to stay in constant 
contact, so he should be able 
to hear from him whatever 

he needs to find out. 

R’ Yitzchak hires donkeys 
again, and they take a trip 
to all the Tzaddikim buried 
in the area, davening at 
their graves.  They climb 
the steep hill to Meron, 
arriving to the M’earah of the 
holy R’ Shimon Bar Yochai.  
Exultant, the Rebbe walks 
around with an elated air, 
observing the young people 
there davening and learning 
Zohar.  He constantly turns 
to R’ Yitzchak, telling him 
excitedly, “Fortunate and 
lucky are you…!” 

They remain there for some 
time, spending the night 
there.  Going from room to 
room, the Rebbe cautions 

the young men to say Zohar…  
He himself doesn’t recite 
anything, he merely walks 
around full of joy, happily 
humming a tune to himself 
until daybreak.  With the 
sunrise, the Rebbe wraps 
himself in his tallis and tefilin 
and starts davening.  

Hour after hour passes, yet 
the Rebbe still stands there, 
immersed in his tefillos.  The 
sight of the heilige Rebbe, 
crowned in his tefilin, his 
tallis swaying in the breeze, 
while the sky slowly lightens, 
turning a deep purple and 
then rosy pink… instills awe 
in the hearts of all onlookers.       

From there, they continue 
onwards to the cave of Hillel.  

The Kever of 
R’ Nachman 
Horedenka

Meron in 
those times

The Kever 
of Hillel

The Kever of 
Shammai
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The Rebbe recites Kapitlach 
33–34 of Tehilim, starting 
with ‘Ranenu Tzaddikim 
BaHashem...’  Indeed, the 
Rebbe rejoices with Hashem, 
being in high spirits.  His 
great happiness lasts quite 
a while, until they reach 
Shammai’s Kever.  For some 
strange reason which the 
Rebbe himself wonders 
about, he is overcome with 
a feeling of depression.  After 
a few moments, he says that 
there is an explanation for it, 
but his companions are not 
zoiche to hear it.

The trip carries on.  One by 
one, the rest of the caves in 
the area all get their chance 
for the heilige Rebbe’s visit.  
The donkeys faithfully trek 
onwards through the rocky 
region, but when they reach 
the steep trail leading to 
the summit of the mountain 
where Rav Kruspedai is 
buried, they halt.  No amount 
of prodding can get them to 
budge; they seem exhausted 
from the long trip, and 
intimidated by the incline.  

The Rebbe is not to be beaten.  
Jumping off the donkey’s 
back, he proceeds to climb 
up the mountain on his hands 
and feet, accompanied by 
the devoted R’ Yitzchak, until 
they finally reach the cave.  
Remaining there for quite 
a while, R’ Yitzchak marvels 
at how the Rebbe, not so 
strong physically, managed 
to do what even the donkeys 

couldn’t.  They struggle back 
down to their donkeys and 
ride them to the next cave.

Afterwards, they come to 
a unique Mearah, in which 
a child is buried.  Legend 
had it that a snake is hidden 
inside, and the townspeople 
are terrified to enter it.  
However, the Rebbe ignores 
those claims and, setting the 
precedent by being the first 
to ever do so, he crosses the 
threshold of the cave.  No 
snake jumps out at him, and 
he exits unharmed.  Since 
then, the townspeople start 
going to that cave, seeing 
that there’s no snake there 
at all.     

Their trip takes them through 
some more caves, until 
they wind up their travels, 
returning to Teveria. 

Ready for the next step, R’ 
Nachman instructs his aide 
to travel to Haifa to book 
passage on a ship back to 
Chutz L’aretz.  Having had 

his fill of Kivrei Tzaddikim, 
R’ Yitzchak follows the 
directions, agreeing to send 
notice to the Rebbe when 
the ship is booked so that he 
should come after him. 

Once in Haifa, R’ Yitzchak 
makes his way to the port 
to see to the Rebbe’s 
instructions.  Confused by 
the hubbub, he asks around 
to find out which ship is 
sailing to Istanbul, in which 
he could travel home.  He 
has finally been pointed in 
the right direction, when a 
bell sounds, announcing the 
arrival of a new ship.  

R’ Yitzchak watches in 
fascination as the huge vessel 
comes closer, finally setting 
anchor.  The disembarking 
begins, a stream of ship 
weary passengers walking 
off the gangplank, when R’ 
Yitzchak suddenly notices 
a familiar face amongst the 
Yidden who are returning 
after having gone collecting 
abroad – The Rav of Shpitivka!   

R’ Yitzchak proffers his hand, 
and greets him with a warm 
‘Shalom Aleichem.’  They 
get to talking, and during 
the conversation, R’ Yitzchak 
mentions that he has just 
arrived from Teveria.

“Teveria?  What’s it like 
there?” 

“One thing I know is that the 
impoverished in the city are 

Kever of Rav Kruspedai
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in dire need of financial aid,” 
responds R’ Yitzchak grimly. 

The Shpitivka Rav excitedly 
rejoins, “We’ve just arrived 
from Chutz L’aretz with funds 
for them!  But tell me this:  
there’s rumors of an informer 
there who’s waiting to catch 
the Yidden smuggling in 
Tzedaka money.  Is it true?” 
asks the Shpitivka Rav eagerly.

R’ Yitzchak nods in the 
affirmative, and beckons him 
to come close.  The birds have 
ears…  Quietly, they hatch 
their plans.  A short while 
later, a heavy bag discreetly 
changes hands, and R’ 
Yitzchak retraces his steps to 
where he had come from. 

The informer’s lackeys 
stationed at the city gates of 
Teveria recognize him as the 
Rebbe’s attendant and let 
him pass in peace, confident 
that this innocent aide has 

no connection with the city’s 
intrigue.  Unhindered, R’ 
Yitzchak confidently enters 
the city and hands over 
the charity to his master, 
explaining why he returned. 
The Rebbe remarks to R’ 
Yitzchak, “It seems like the 
will of Hashem is that we 
should stay in Eretz Yisrael 
another while.” 

The guards are still waiting 
expectantly to pounce on 
their prey, while the poor 
rejoice with their allotted 
distributions, the heavy 
burden lessened from their 
bent-over shoulders.  

Recovering from his illness, 
the informer senses some 
foul play when he sees the 
poor celebrating, but is 
unable to put his finger on 
it.  He summons his sentries, 
tearing at his hair when they 
inform him that no suspicious 

persons passed through the 
borders.  Furious at being 
tricked, he yells at them, 
“You fools!  Why didn’t you 
check every single person 
that passed through?  Don’t 
you know how smart those 
Jews are?  They must have 
smuggled it in already, 
and we’ve missed our 
opportunity!”

They shrink away, knowing 
the informer’s tendency to 
violent bursts of outrage 
when his plans are foiled.  
They don’t even bother 
pointing out the obvious:  it 
was the informer himself 
who gave the instructions to 
check only suspicious looking 
people.  The attempt at self-
defense has proven to be 
fatal in previous experiences.

Bellowing at the top of his 
lungs, he makes it clear 
for all to hear that he’ll yet 

The old Beis Hachaim in Teveria
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defeat those Jews.  “I’ll get 
my revenge on you!  You’ll 
rue the day you tricked me, 
when I get my hands on 
you!  Just wait until justice 
is meted out!  I shall yet 
destroy you!”

Word spreads, and the 
fear increases.  The Rebbe 
announces that it is a 
mitzvah to put him to death, 
and the Yidden look for the 
opportunity, which is not 
long in coming.  

The informer seems to have 
overstrained himself with 
his raging outburst, working 
himself into a frenzy just 
minutes after recovering 
from a severe illness, and 
he is stricken with a high 
fever once again.  The pale, 
shivering, weak man bears 
no resemblance to the 
previously terrifying man 
sowing fear in all hearts, 
and the Yidden grab their 
chance.  

The strongest among 
them grasps hold of the 
informer’s neck and 
squeezes tight, while five 
others pin down his hands 
and legs, preventing him 
from resisting.  Even in his 
sickly state, he jerks and 
thrashes, trying to break 
free, but the Yidden hold 
firm.  His airways blocked, 
the informer’s face takes on 
a bluish tinge, and after a 
few moments, the struggle 

stops.  This time, the 
Yidden spend an extra few 
minutes ascertaining that 
the undefeatable informer’s 
body is indeed dead, not 
taking any chances. 

Eying the cold, lifeless 
body, the Yidden are 
overwhelmed with a 
feeling of relief.  The entire 
city swells with happiness 
and praise to Hashem 
for liberating them from 
their collective terrifying 
enemy.  The Rebbe too, is 
extremely happy that he 
merited such a z’chus, since 
the inhabitants returned to 
Teveria through him.  They 
all rejoice together, exulting 
in their salvation.

R’ Nachman then tells 
his aide to rent donkeys 
for them to travel to the 
holy city of Yerushalayim.  
The faithful R’ Yitzchak is 
ready and willing to do his 
master’s bidding, but R’ 
Avraham Kalisker learns of 
the proceedings, and begs 
R’ Nachman not to go.  

The Shpitivka Rav himself 
finally arrives to Teveria, 
overjoyed that the plan 
succeeded Baruch Hashem, 
and the poor have food to 
eat.  Extremely excited to 
meet with the Rebbe at last, 
he makes a large seuda in 
his honor out of his great 
love towards him.  They 
speak together privately; 

not a soul knows what 
they discussed amongst 
themselves.  Afterwards, 
R’ Nachman makes peace 
between him and R’ 
Avraham Kalisker.

Finally being rid of the 
informer, Teveria is ready 
to sit back and relax, but 
trouble brews once again.  
A deadly plague spreads 
its wings through the city, 
striking indiscriminately and 
leaving death in its wake.  
The contagious disease 
spreads like wildfire, and 
the Rebbe flees from his 
infected lodgings to cleaner 
surroundings.  However, the 
plague follows him there 
too, and the Rebbe is forced 
to escape the city altogether.  
R’ Yitzchak quickly packs 
their belongings, and they 
take flight.  

Upon arrival to the city 
gates, R’ Yitzchak is 
dismayed to discover that 
they are trapped.  The gates 
are locked shut, in a futile 
attempt at containing the 
plague and preventing it 
from spreading further. 
Rattling the heavy chains 
with all his might, R’ 
Yitzchak tries desperately 
to force them open, but the 
iron gates don’t budge an 
inch, despite the buckets 
of sweat pouring down his 
face.  Grimly, he realizes:  
There is no way out.. 

To be continued...
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Rosh 
Hashana
Recipes
By T. Friedman

Pomegranate and 
Jell-O Dessert

• 1 package instant red Jello

• Boiling water

• 3 large pomegranates

A perfect Rosh Hashana dessert or snack!  I 
have fond memories of preparing the seeds 
on long Erev Yom Tov or Shabbos afternoons 
together with my sisters as a young child.  
We used to race each other and then 
compare whose was the ‘cleanest’ without 

any yellow bits!

יהי רצון... שירבו זכיותינו כרימון!

Ingredients:

Deseed the pomegranates.  Prepare 
Jell-O according to package instructions, 
and mix in the  pomegranate seeds.  
Spoon into individual cups for easy 
serving.  Allow to set in refrigerator, and 

enjoy!

Correction:  In last issue’s ‘Heavenly Cheesecake’, 
boiling water was mistakenly written instead of 
cold water.  The cornstarch should be dissolved in 

cold water. 
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Salmon Skewers

Crunchy Salad 

• 4 slices salmon fillets cubed                                                                                                                                     
(use a kitchen scissors)

• 1 cup ketchup

• ½ cup brown sugar

• 3 tbsp. teriyaki sauce

• 3 tbsp. sesame seeds

Beat eggs, mix with sugar, oil and salt.  
Thread four cubes of salmon onto each 
skewer and place in a baking dish.  
Combine sauce ingredients and coat the 
salmon cubes. Cover and bake at 200◦  
for 12 minutes.  Uncover and bake for an 
additional 8 minutes.  Serve warm (can be 
reheated on hotplate) over lettuce or as a 

meal with rice.

Adapted from Binah

I tasted this salad at my mother’s house and 
immediately realized that it deserved a place in 
the Rosh Hashana Rays.  It’s crunchy, refreshing 

and original! 

טובה  שנה  עלינו  שתחדש  רצון...  יהי 
ומתוקה!

Ingredients:

• 1 bag shredded lettuce

• 4 granny smith apples  (peeled 
and cut into matchsticks)

• 2 oz. toasted sesame seeds

Dressing:

• 1.5 tbsp. apricot jam

• 1 tbsp. olive oil

• ½ tbsp. vinegar

• Drop of lemon juice

• Pinch of salt

• ¼ tsp. mustard

Mix well.  Combine lettuce, apples and 
sesame seeds just before serving, and mix in 

dressing.

When fish is served at each Yom Tov meal, a 
variation of the regular is often appreciated.  
Try these skewers – they present well and 

the taste is really something special.

יהי רצון... שנפרה ונרבה כדגים!

Ingredients:
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Here are some valuable tips to lighten the burden:

Halfway finished stuff takes up much less space 
in the freezer than ready goods. You can divide 
a batch of knish dough per log.  Erev Yom Tov, 
remove from freezer, fill and bake.

Sauté some vegetables when you have time on a 
regular weekday, and pack it nicely in small bags 
for the freezer.  Erev Yom 
Tov, you can take out one 
bag and dump into a pot 
of water.  Voila!  You have a 
fresh vegetable soup!  The 
next bag can be used for a 
vegetable sauce to go with 
the mashed potatoes or 
knishes, which can actually 
be made on Erev Yom Tov 
using the frozen sautéed 
vegetables as a filling and the 
log of knish dough.  Another 
bag of frozen vegetables can 
be mixed with lokshen for a 
delicious side dish.

Grated carrots, prepared without the pressure of 
Erev Yom Tov, can be frozen and whipped out of 
the freezer later on, to use for fish, soup, carrot 
muffins and carrot cakes.

You can grate onions, peppers and garlic, to 
hide in the freezer, and which makes a delicious 
combination to use for baked fish or chicken.

Kokosh cake dough freezes very well.  Just let it rise 
after you defrost it, and you’ll have the heavenly 
smell of fresh chocolate cake on Erev Yom Tov with 
half the mess. 

One batch of crumb dough in the freezer can be 

used for cheesecake, apple pie and chocolate cake. 

Kreplach is usually an impossible task to manage 
on Erev Yom Tov, and it just ends up being crossed 
of the list, unaccomplished.  Since it doesn’t take 
up much freezer space, how about doing it early 
on in the summer?  You’ll bless your organizational 
skills on Yom Tov, when you simply take it out of 
the freezer. 

If you prefer to freeze chicken soup 
so you don’t have the extra burden 
of one flame less on Erev Yom Tov, 
you can cook a concentrate pot of 
chicken soup, and freeze in small 
portions.  Erev Yom Tov, you just add 
water and cook for ten minutes!

Challos take up an enormous 
amount of freezer space, but taking 
out the borsch on Erev Yom Tov is 
just not an option.  How about a 
two and a half lb. dough done twice 
in the bread-maker?  It does a very 
clean job at it.  You can line the 

counter with baking parchment for extra security.

Several sifted bags of flour can be lying in the 
refrigerator, ready for instant usage.

You can prepare brownie cakes in advance:

Put 3 cups of flour into a large food bag.  Add ½ cup 
of cocoa, 2 Tbs. baking powder, 2 Tbs. vanilla sugar 
and a pinch of salt.  (And while you’re at it, why not 
do two, or three?)  Leave it in the refrigerator, and 
when you’re ready to bake, whip up 10 eggs with 2 
cups of sugar, and just alternate the flour bag with 
a cup of water or orange juice, and one cup of oil.  
Done in two minutes! 

The weeks before Yom Tov can be major juggle with the freezer space.  No place for the 
chicken, the challos are falling out, and thump-thump-thump, the brownie cakes are 

innocently defrosting on the floor.  “But I just wanted to put in these knishes!”

By C. R. Weberman

Save Our 
(freezer) Space!
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A TALE OF A THIEF

Part Two

Kalman’s head was spinning madly as he groped for 
words.  Was he doomed to languish in jail for the rest 
of his life?  What should he say?  How could he extricate 
himself from this sticky mess?  

‘Come on Kalman, think of something,’ he urged himself.  
He cast his eyes around the store desperately, his gaze 
falling on the other man’s shoes.  Something seemed 
wrong, and he furrowed his brows.  Why was this 
policeman or security guard wearing black sneakers 
like…like…a common thief?  

He inched his eyes further up, slowly taking in the black 
slacks, the dark sweatshirt with the hood thrown over 
its owner’s head, and suddenly, it dawned on him.  This 
man was no security guard about to catch him.  This man 
was… a thief!  Just like him!  

“Whew!”  Kalman let out his breath loudly and 
involuntarily, exhaling in relief.  

“Who’re you?” the man repeated his question 
impatiently, tapping his foot.  He didn’t have all night…

“I’m, um, I, uh, um,” Kalman stuttered, and then blurted 
out, “I’m a thief!  And who are you?”

“I’m also a thief,” came the swift and self-assured 
reply. 

“Say, why don’t we make a 
partnership?” suggested 

Kalman, gaining 

confidence.  

The other thief seemed amused.  “Whaddya mean?” 

Kalman couldn’t believe his bravado, standing there 
in the wee hours of the night and making deals with 
a sneaky bandit.  With a swagger of his shoulders, he 
made himself clear, “I’ll tell you what.  See here, I have 
good luck for thievery – I was told by an astrologer 
that my fortune is to be a thief.  So why don’t we work 
together?”

The other thief stuck out his hand agreeably.  “The 
name’s Jim.”

Kalman shook his hand vigorously, and returned, “I’m 
Kalman.” 

A strong slap on the back, and the partnership was 
sealed.  Kalman and Jim were ready to roll.  Jim even 
came up with their company name on the spot – J&K 
Corporate.  “Got a nice ring to it, ain’t it?” Jim asked 
proudly.  

The newly created company was still standing in the 
center of the store, and the wheels of Kalman’s 
mind started turning feverishly.  

‘If we rob this store, the owner will 
wind up a poor man, since I 
alone would only have 
taken enough for my 
wife’s coat, but 

Kalman’s wife convinced him to go see the stargazer, who told him that his fortune was to be a thief.  His 
wife pulled the information from him, but although they were so poor, they both dismissed the idea.  

However, when the poverty became unbearable, Kalman’s wife persuaded him to steal, and he did, for 
his first and last time.  But later, she demanded money for a coat, and insisted that he steal some more.  
Whether he wanted to or not, Kalman broke into a store at midnight, and a man stopped him. “Who are 

you?”   
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A TALE OF A THIEF

now everything 
will be stolen and 

the proprietor will be 
left with nothing.’  

Kalman quickly spoke up, telling Jim, “I love 
the name.  You know, we also need some terms 

and conditions for J&K Corporate, and I want to suggest 
the first one:  J&K will not steal from fellow Jews.

Jim was agreeable.  “All right, why should we harm 
our brothers when there’s plenty of wealthy non-Jews 
who’re just begging to part with their money?”

“I have an even better idea,” exclaimed Kalman.  “Why 
should we bother with petty thievery, when we can 
make one clean break, and settle with that?  Let’s go 
right to the top!  We’ll rob the king himself!  We all 
know where the palace is situated.”

Jim was stunned by Kalman’s guts, but immediately 
understood the logic behind it and chuckled, a deep 
hearty laugh.  “I get it, you’re not scared of getttin’ 
caught ‘cause of your luck. If so, then indeed, ‘tis a great 
idea.  And never fear, Jim of J&K is not a fraidy cat.  We’ll 
do it.”

Reflecting some more, Jim continued, “If we’re already 
doin’ it, let’s do it all the way.  I’ll share a business secret 
with you, partner.  The king has a pair of clothes which he 
wore durin’ his coronation.  Now, these clothes are not 
just a sweatshirt and slacks, as I’m sure y’can imagine.  
They’re studded with the rarest stones and diamonds, 
the buttons are of pure gold, and the fabric is imported 
from the furthest countries.  If we’d just get 

our hands on this 
set of clothes… we’d be 
fixed up forever!  J&K could 
close up shop, and we’d never have 
to work a day in our lives again!  Yup, it’s 
a plan.”  Jim made a fist and smashed it into 
the palm of his other hand.

Kalman looked doubtful.  “How will we find them?  It’d 
take us days and days to search through the winding 
corridors of the palace, and all its hidden chambers.”

Jim smacked his forehead.  “I can’t believe I forgot t’tell 
you the most important part!”  He lowered his voice, 
and hissed, “I know where they’re hidden!”  His whole 
body shook violently from excitement.    

“Oh boy.”  Kalman was struck dumb.  “Oh wow.”

“Tomorrow at midnight,” said Jim, half asking, half 
stating.

“12:00 sharp, in the back alley behind the fish store.”  
Kalman finalized their plans, and they left, each in their 
respective direction.

* * *

J&K Corporate met at the stroke of midnight with a silent 
handshake.  The foul odor of fish filled their nostrils, 
and they were eager to get going.  With silent footsteps, 
they strode through the night to the king’s palace.  After 
a brisk half hour’s walk, the tall palace gates loomed 
before them ominously.  Jim shrank back in a sudden 
attack of nerves.  “You sure ‘bout this?” he whispered to 

Kalman nervously.
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“Not to worry.  I told you, 
thievery is my fortune,” 

Kalman answered smoothly.  
“But you’re sure you know where the 

clothes are kept, right?”

“Righto,” Jim retorted, his confidence regained.  
“You get me in, and I’ll lead you there.”

Stealthily, they crept past the guard sleeping 
peacefully in his booth, his head lolling to the side.  
They approached the palace gates, and to their 
relief, it was left unlocked!  Holding their breath, 
they squirted some oil on its hinges, and the gates 
noiselessly swung open.  They were in!

The second guard was snoring gently, and Jim 
gave Kalman a thumbs up sign. It seemed like 
indeed, stealing was his luck.  Completely clueless 
in the winding palace hallways, Kalman gave Jim 

the floor.  As he 
had promised, Jim 
confidently led the way 
through the maze of passages, 
turning right, then left, then right 
once again.  Kalman was in awe of the 
ostentatious wall hangings, the beautiful 
tapestries, and the sparkling chandeliers, 
thankfully turned off.  

They tiptoed silently past the kitchen where the 
maids were still finishing washing up, but the 
clatter of the china dishes was more than enough 
to drown out their soundless footfalls.   The girlish 
chatter filled their ears, the laughter mingling with 
the running water.  Kalman grabbed the opportunity 
to share his amazement with his partner, but Jim 
dismissed his wonder.  “Just wait’ll ya see those 
clothes.  I’m tellin’ you, you’ve never seen anythin’ 
the likes of ‘em.”

They descended the circular glass staircase, and 
Kalman gingerly held on to the railing.  The last 
thing he wanted to do was fall and cause a ruckus.  
Jim snickered at Kalman’s naiveté, mouthing to him, 
“Don’t worry, ya won’t fall. Your luck, remember?”   

“How much longer?” asked Kalman, getting 
nervous.  It was chilly down there.  

Jim pointed silently to a room at the far end of the 
hallway.  Entering, Jim felt along the left wall in the 
dark, searching for something.  After a while, he 
raised his hands in triumph, signaling to Kalman, 
“Got it!”  

Kalman came running to see the precious clothes, 
but Jim held up his hands, motioning Kalman to 
wait.  To Kalman’s surprise, the wall suddenly 
opened, revealing another room.  Jim laughed at 
Kalman’s astonishment, asking him, “You never 
seen a secret door before?”

The inner room was plainly furnished.  There was 
a desk, a chair, and a cupboard in the corner.  Jim 
made a beeline for the cupboard, opening it up 
reverently.  

There, nestled within layers and layers 
of paper, protective covers and 
stuffing, hung the king’s set of 
coronation clothes.  The 
moon shone through 
the window, casting 
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its glow on the contents of 
the cupboard, and Kalman 

drew closer to get a better glance.  
His eyes opened wide in wonder and 

he drew his breath in sharply.  Never in his 
life had he imagined he would get to see such 

a sight.  The thought of owning such a beauty was 
beyond him...  

The royal purple swatches complemented with 
burgundy swirls and indigo flashes of color on the 
scarlet background of the silk overcoat, with the 
tassels of pure gold thread hanging from the hem 
gave an unbelievable effect.  The edges were gilded 
with azure stones, and sapphire diamonds decorated 
the seams.  The shoulders were padded with pure 
gold, and the buttons down the center were shining 
diamonds.  Even in the dark, they cast off a brilliant 
radiance.  Examining it further, they found the pockets 
lined with jewels and gemstones, and bedecked with 
costly crystals.  

Jim drew Kalman’s attention to the matching robe, 
identical in beauty although smaller in size.  Kalman 
took in the heavy crimson and wine colored trousers 
adorned with red rubies, the stone studded leather 
belt, the soft woolen socks, the bronze boots, and his 
heart almost burst.  “We’re going to have all this?!”  
He rubbed his head in disbelief.

Jim shook him out of his reverie.  “We’d better get 
going if we want to have it all.  The guards’ll be wakin’ 
up from their beauty sleep any second now.  Let’s 
go!”  He slung the overcoat over his shoulder while 
Kalman took hold of the robe and trousers reverently, 
each hand wearing one sock and one boot.  Jim 
pulled them off him dismissively, rebuking him, “We’ll 
never get outta here like that – we’ll jus’ end up with 
nothin’!  Leave it alone, and come already!”  He 
yanked him with his free hand, and Kalman followed 
submissively.  

Jim lead the way again.  Kalman was in a daze after 
beholding such beauty, and he stumbled after Jim like 

a drunkard.  Quickly and quietly, they retraced their 
steps past the still sleeping guards.  Scoffing 

at them, Jim jeered, “Some guards!  The 
king’d do better employin’ me!  But 

of course, I won’t need a job now 
that I have this!”  He pointed 

his chin at the precious 
stolen clothes.  

Finally finding themselves 
on safe ground outside the 
palace gates, the J&K Corporate 
associates shook hands jubilantly.  
The operation was a smashing success! 

“Okeydokey, my friend,” Jim announced in a 
celebratory tone, whistling happily to himself.  “I 
think J&K Corporate is gonna disband now.  You’ve 
got yourself the robe and trousers, and I’ll keep the 
overcoat.”

“What’s that?  Why on earth?” asked Kalman, 
confused.  “That’s not a fair deal.  The overcoat is 
worth ten times as much as the robe and trousers.”

“True enough.  But don’t forget, you wouldn’t have 
gotten anythin’ without my showin’ you where it’s 
hidden.  So be happy with your robe, and let’s be 
done with it.”

“Look who’s talking!” Kalman got annoyed.  “How 
exactly would you have gotten past the guards 
without my luck?  You think it was by chance that the 
guards were all asleep?”

Jim was getting pretty hot under the collar.  “Don’t be 
stupid.  You know as well as I do that you’d never have 
found the clothes yourself.” 

They moved further into the bushes so that no 
passing stranger should be privy to their heated 
discussion.  Wanting to prevent further fighting, 
Kalman suggested, “How about asking the king who’s 
right?”

Jim goggled at Kalman.  “Have you fallen on your 
head?  What’s come over you?”

“What’s your problem?  I want to ask the king.  Do you 
agree to accept what he says?” challenged Kalman 
calmly. 

Baffled, Jim answered, “If you’ll manage to ask the 
king, then I meself’ll relinquish the larger garment to 
you.” 

“Deal.”

They shook hands for the second time 
that night, and Kalman smiled in 
triumph.  He’d yet get the 
overcoat…

To be continued…
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It was a time of hardship for 
the Russian Yidden living in the 
Communist regime, some years 
before the Second World War.  
Getting arrested and sent to Siberia 
for the ‘sin’ of keeping Torah was a 
daily affair in those times.  People 
lived in terror of informers, afraid of 
their own shadow. 

The long arm of the Communists 
managed to get everywhere, even 
reaching the close-knit Breslov 
community in Uman.  One black 
day, they arrived to the Breslover 
Kloiz and arrested two chashuver 
men, R’ Levi Yitzchak Bender and 
R’ Eliyahu Chaim Rosen, for the 
‘crime’ of spreading Yiddishkeit and 
supporting the poor people of Uman.  
Barring the Kloiz, they left with 
their two prisoners, sending them 

to headquarters in Kiev.  The death 
sentence was hanging over them 
and everyone was terrified that they 
had reached the end.  Mass tefillos 
were held, and Baruch Hashem, the 
night before their scheduled death, 
they were miraculously freed.  In a 
spontaneous decision, the Yiddishe 
policeman let them go.

R’ Levi Yitzchak immediately fled to 
the town of Tulchin, where he could 
lie low, but after a short while, he 
heard that the secret police were 
combing the country for him.  They 
made house to house searches, 
coming closer and closer to his 
hideout.  Seeing that he couldn’t stay 
there, he took flight again, heading 
to Moscow, where he planned to go 
underground until the police gave up 
on finding him.  His idea was a good 

The Mesirus Nefesh of 
R’ Levi Yitzchak Bender Zt”l
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one, but it had one problem.  
Rosh Hashana was coming 
close…

How would he manage to get 
to Uman for Rosh Hashana?  
Even worse, how would he 
manage not to?  R’ Levi Yitzchak 
was stuck.  Sitting in his hiding 
place, he decided that against 
all odds, he was prepared to 
fulfill the Rebbe’s command to 
come to him for Rosh Hashana, 
even if it would lead to his 
capture.  “I am more afraid not 
to travel!” he exclaimed.

His family was overcome 
with fear when they heard of 
his plans, knowing as he did 
that the secret police were 
searching for him with all their 
might.  Would he really walk 
into the lion’s den with open 
eyes?  But R’ Levi Yitzchak was 
firm with his decision.  He was 
not about to give up on Uman 
Rosh Hashana and he set out 
on his way.

Rosh Hashana fell out on 
Monday and Tuesday that year.  
The Thursday before Rosh 
Hashana, he arrived to the 
place of his dreams: Uman.  He 
instantly made his way to one 
of the wealthy householders, 
who helped the Breslover 
Chassidim a lot, and even 

hosted the Breslover minyan 
on Rosh Hashana.  

The lady of the house was 
aghast to see the wanted man 
standing on her doorstep, and 
she started screaming, “How 
did you manage to get here?  
They’re searching for you 
everywhere!” 

She quickly recovered her 
wits and brought him inside, 
to decide what to do.  Her 
husband insisted that if he 
had already come, let him stay 
there already, and so, they 
prepared him a hiding pace.  R’ 
Levi Yitzchak was holed up in 
the attic, thanking Hashem that 
at least he had a place to stay.

Erev Rosh Hashana in the 
predawn hours, R’ Levi Yitzchak 
bandaged his face like an ill man 
to have some cover, and left the 
house for the tzion.  He said the 
Tikkun Haklalli and remained 
an extra few precious minutes 
to daven, and immediately 
headed back to his hiding place.  

On one of the side streets 
leading from the tzion to the 
wealthy householder, the 
dreaded informer whom R’ Levi 
Yitzchak feared the most of all 
suddenly appeared before him 
as if from nowhere.  R’ Levi 
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Yitzchak’s face turned white.  The 
informer knew exactly who he 
was, and he knew exactly who this 
informer was...

At a loss, R’ Levi Yitzchak pleaded 
with the wicked man not to reveal his 
secret to a soul.  He put himself down 
to him, begging him not to cause his 
death.  The informer’s face remained 
impassive, he showed no reaction.  
But he did continue following R’ Levi 
Yitzchak, to find out exactly where he 
was staying…  

The family realized that they were 
in great danger; R’ Levi Yitzchak 
had been discovered.  Immediate 
arrangements were hastily made to 
host the Breslov minyan in a different 
apartment, and R’ Levi Yitzchak was 
held up in the Sukkah behind their 
house.  It was a lame attempt at 
concealment, but he had nowhere 
else to go.  

Spending a solitary Rosh Hashana in 
the shed, the fact alone that he was 
in Uman and he’d been to the tzion 
on Erev Rosh Hashana like the Rebbe 
wanted, was comforting enough.  R’ 
Levi Yitzchak davened all the tefillos 
in the Breslover nussach, serving 
both as the chazzan and Kahal.  He 
sang all the songs and didn’t miss out 
a single tune.  He was so happy to be 
in Uman!

While he was in the midst of a heartfelt 
rendition of mechalkeil chaim, the 
secret police arrived.  Turning the 

house upside down, they tossed 
around chairs and tables, breaking 
open closets at whim.  Searching 
behind every door, they fumed and 
cursed, waiting to get their hands on 
the fugitive.  R’ Levi Yitzchak, blissfully 
unaware, continued singing loudly, 
“…Umi domeh, umi domeh lach, m-e-
l-e-c-h, meimis umechayah…”

The children were trembling with fear, 
unable to go warn their guest to keep 
silent so as not to lead to his inevitable 
capture.  The police stormed through 
the house, kicking aside any obstacles 
that stood in their way.  They climbed 
up to the attic, searching in R’ Levi 
Yitzchak’s previous hideout, but to 
no avail.  R’ Levi Yitzchak carried on 
his tefillos, singing lustily, “Atah Hu 
Alokeinu, aiy lai, lai lai lai lai lai…”  

Incredulous, the family watched as 
the police didn’t even go near to the 
shed, searching only in the house 
despite the loud singing coming 
from the shed.  Not finding what 
they wanted, they eventually left, 
frustrated.    

Many more nissim accompanied R’ 
Levi Yitzchak, until he was eventually 
zoiche to tread on the holy earth of 
Eretz Yisrael, where he set up the 
Breslov Shul in Meah Shearim.  He 
spent the rest of his life spreading 
the Rebbe’s Torah to all those who 
would listen, but he never ever forgot 
his memorable, mesirus nefeshdig 
and miraculous Rosh Hashana by the 
Rebbe..
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RIDDLES

          722     
710

חודשקול שופר722

שופרראש השנה 

148

מתנה

רבי

!  4     7      4     6      5     3     6    10        12   11    4         9   11     6           4     8    10     3            7                   3                                3   13          4   11   11   14

Fill in the blanks with לשה”ק 
words or numbers from the box 

below:

For Rosh Hashana, we travel to the _ _ _.  That’s because Hashem gave the day to 

him as a _ _ _ _, that he knows what _ _ _ _   _ _ _ is.  We even see that the Rebbe’s 

name is hidden in the month of since the mazal of ,תשרי   the  _ _ _ _  is מאזנים, and 

the גמטריא of  the word מאזנים =_ _ _.  That’s the exact גמטריא of  the name נחמן!

We see another hint, since the mitzvah of  the day is to hear _ _ _ _.  The  גמטריא 

of  ,נון חית מם נון The Rebbe’s name, spelled out in full, is written  ._ _ _ = קול שופר 

and the גמטריא of  that = _ _ _.   Add 11 for the amount of  letters in the Rebbe’s 

name spelled out in full.   Add 1 for the כולל , and you get _ _ _, the exact same 

amount as _ _ _ _   _ _ _! 

3

4 5              6

7    8

9

10

11    12      13

14

Use the letters corresponding to the numbers above to fill in these blanks 
and find out what the Rebbe cried out in strong voice from the depths of 

his heart about his Rosh Hashana:

,וואס זאל איך אייך זאגן

ע_ _ _ _   _ _  ע ס ע _ס    _    _ _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _!
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So many wagons 
with soldiers are 

passing by - I hope 
they don’t see me!

STOP!
Hey, 
who’s 
that?!

You’re my 
father’s servant!

Please, wake up!

He’s not waking 
up...

You’ve 
tried so hard to 

take me out for so many years 
already, and just because of one day 
which you could have taken me out, 

you lost it all.
It’s such a pity for you and 

for me...

The king’s servant longs to take out the 
princess again for a whole year, according to 
her instructions.  On the last day of the year, he 
sees a red spring and he drinks of the wine.  He 
immediately falls asleep, and his servant can’t 
wake him, and he hides before the passersby.

Chapter 
Five

To be continued...


