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Hi Faigy,

I just received the Rays of Hope magazine—yashar koach!  
It’s so beautiful, insightful, peppered with that special 
Breslov chein and gets better with each subsequent 
volume!  It reminds me of sichas chaverim – discussing lofty 
ideas with friends, so integral in the lifestyle of a Breslover.  I 
was especially touched with the interviews of accomplished 
Breslover women and will be very grateful to see more of 
them in your future publications.

The magazine is doing a tremendous job of spreading of 
the Rebbe’s light and hastening the arrival of Mashiach, 
as it says נשים ובזכות  ממצרים  ישראל  נגאלו  צדקניות  נשים   בזכות 
להגאל עתידין   It was the merit of righteous women  .צדקניות 
that determined the redemption of our forefathers in Egypt 
and it will determine the final redemption as well, speedily 
in our days.

There’s also a tradition that the Rebbe said that when his 
teachings will be widespread in Klal Yisrael, it’s time to 
prepare for the great occasion of Mashiach’s coming.  The 
Rays magazine is an aspect of יעקב לבית  תאמר   there’s —כה 
nothing like women power to hasten the Geulah!

My little daughter, aged 9.5 was delighted with the Yiddish 
pages and thanks you personally.

Sara Y. Landesman, Beis Shemesh

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 in the summer Bezras 
Hashem.

Dear Readers, 
Pesach.  It’s that cozy comfortable time when 
you just want to snuggle up on the couch with 
a plate of macaroons and some good reading 
material.  All the weeks of hard work are behind 
us, and we want to finally enjoy our well-
deserved break.

Bringing along with it a warm feeling of having 
been chosen by Hashem to be His children, the 
Yom Tov makes us feel so close to Him.  All the 
preparation for the Yom Tov has elevated us, 
whether we’ve noticed it or not.  The frenzied 
scrubbing, the planning and organizing, the 
cooking up a storm.  It was all mitzvos that left 
their effect on us, making us feel as if gathered 
up in Hashem’s arms.  Now we want to catch 
hold of the feeling and make it last! 

In this issue, we’ve discussed the idea of living 
with Hashem, of bringing Him into our daily 
lives.  This emunah, this feeling His Presence 
practically, is the way to hold on to the feeling 

of closeness to Him and achieving a serenity 
and inner happiness all year long!  The Rebbe 
praised the simple emunah of the women as 
something everyone should strive for.  It’s an 
innate part of us already.  We just need to make 
it accessible, to be able to hold onto it in those 
times when we are being tested, too!    

The Rebbe instructed his faithful Talmid R’ 
Nosson that when he comes to write about 
the subjects of emunah and the Tzaddik, he 
should ‘let his pen flow!’  We tapped into what 
R’ Nosson made available to us, and we present 
you with this magazine, its pages flowing with 
R’ Nosson’s ideas and the Rebbe’s spirit.  In 
addition, we captured some inspiring examples 
of contemporary women who really live with 
Hashem in every situation.  It’s something we 
can all reach!  

So sit back and relax, enjoy and get inspired.  

א כשר’ן פרייליכן פסח

Faigy Kahane. 
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Most people, when asked about emunah, 
would answer as follows:

“Do you have emunah?”  “Sure!”  

“Is emunah an easy concept?”  “Yes, 
there’s nothing easier.” 

“Does one have to work on their emunah?”  
“I don’t really see why.” 

The holy Rebbe say that to the world, 
emunah is a small thing, but in his opinion, 
it’s a very great thing.  And in the period 
before Mashiach’s arrival, there’ll be a 
flood, not of water but of heresy, to the 
extent that even small children lying in the 
cribs will have doubts in emunah.

The middah of emunah needs constant 
nurturing and working on.  Without it, a 
person can end up in their nineties with 
a very vague, superficial and shallow 
emunah that may even be less than the 
level of emunah they had at age nine.  
It says in the megilla that Mordechai 
Hatzaddik brought up Esther, using the 
words ‘vayehi omen es Haddasa’ – and he 
nurtured Haddasa.  The word Omen is the 
root of the word emunah, which shows 
that emunah needs nurturing. 

Yes, it is true that even if Chas Veshalom 
a person speak words of heresy, truthfully 
deep down he still has a certain level of 
emunah, since if Chas Veshalom he would 
be in complete denial, he would just cease 
to exist, like the Rebbe tells us in Likutei 
Moharan.  Nevertheless, R’ Nosson 
writes in Likutei Halachos that one of the 
main differences between the levels of 
Tzaddikim is in the middah of emunah.  
Yes, Baruch Hashem, we all have emunah 
to a certain degree, but there is a great 
variance in how deep our emunah really 
is, and for how many seconds or minutes 
we have emunah.  Let’s take the example 
of a frozen lake.  If it’s just surface frozen, 

anything that drops on it will pierce the 
ice, but if the ice is solid and a few feet 
thick, than heavy trucks can cross it 
without making a dent.  So too is with 
emunah.  How solid is our faith?

There are many different aspects of 
emunah, which here is not the place to 
elaborate on, but one mustn’t deceive 
themselves by thinking, ‘Yes, of course I 
have emunah, what’s the big deal about 
it?”

David Hamelech says, ‘Kol mitzvosecha 
emunah’ – all Your mitzvos are emunah, 
to which the Rebbe says, the purpose of 
all the mitzvos is to bring us to emunah.  
Emunah is the beginning, the middle and 
the end, it’s absolutely everything.  It 
encompasses the whole Yiddishkeit.  It 
is relevant in every aspect of our lives; 
the value of every breath we take, every 
thought we have and every action we do 
is measured by how much emunah there 
was present there and then.

Generally, emunah is divided into three 
categories:  

1.  Eunah in Hashem and His Torah.

2.  Emunah in the Tzaddikim.

3. Emunah in ourselves.  This third 
category is the hardest to attain; to really 
believe that Hashem has pleasure, nachas, 
joy and התפארות from my mitzvos.

A person may do hishtadlus for parnassah, 
but if he thinks Hashem can’t provide 
him with livelihood without his efforts, 
or that Hashem can’t heal him without 
medication, that is the sin of the Golden 
Calf, says the Rebbe.  The word emunah 
has the numerical value of 102.  Anything 
more than that is ‘Eigel’, which has the 
numerical value of 103.

We are now privileged to have the three 
months of emunah – Nissan, Iyar, and 
Sivan, when the midda of emunah shines 
forth in a very powerful way.  Especially 
Nissan, which is named after the Nissim 
that Hashem performed for us in this 
month.  We are given this great present, 
let’s make the most out of it!

David Hamelech says, ‘I know that Hashem 
is great’ – I know something which 
nobody else knows.  This is applicable 
to every person on their individual level.  
How is one zoiche to mature and grow this 
emunah?  It says: ‘He’emanti Ki Adabeir’ 
– I believed because I spoke, and ‘Odia 
emunascha b’fi’ – I will make known Your 
emunah with my mouth.  The more a 
person speaks emunah, the more he gets 
it.  Pesach is the Yom Tov of emunah, and 
we see it in its name – Pe-Sach, a talking 
mouth.

Every Yid is born with the middah of 
emunah; it’s a spiritual muscle we have 
and need to develop by constantly 
speaking to Hashem; thanking Him for 
every little thing, asking Him for help on 
every matter, by saying Tehillim and of 
course by saying lots of Likutei Tefillos.  
And then ‘Ish emunos rav brachos’ – 
the person who has emunah is full of 
blessings.  

Let’s be clever, let’s start again and again, 
and let’s never give up.  Let’s picture 
the existence of the great Hashem in 
our minds when we’re sitting, lying in 
bed, walking, talking with people, doing 
business, cooking, cleaning for Pesach 
or looking after our children.  Let’s 
remember that we’re never on our own, 
we’re never lost; Hashem is always with 
us, and it’s Hashem and only Hashem and 
His Tzaddikim who truly love us.

Solid Faith!
Rabbi  Elimelech Silbiger Shlita
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THE FIRST BRESLOV BOOK

DEADLINE EXTENDED to APRIL 15th

ENTER TO WIN VALUABLE PRIZES

GRAND PRIZE: FREE, ALL-INCLUSIVE TRIP TO UMAN

FIRST PRIZE: A COMPLETE BRI BRESLOV LIBRARY!

SECOND PRIZE: A $250 GIFT CERTIFICATE!

Have you had a shareable Breslov experience or been touched by Rabbeinu’s teachings? Do you feel 
others might learn from or be inspired by your insights? 

Now is your chance to be part of an exciting writing contest and be published. It’s Easy to Participate:

Create your essay, poem, personal story or artwork. Submit your work according to submission guidelines 
by March 16, 2018*  APRIL 15th, 2018. Please email briwomen@breslov.org for a copy of the Submission 

Guidelines. Call Chaya Rivka Zwolinski at 347-471-1098 for more information. That’s all there is to it.

The BRI Women book committee will choose which works will be published and three of the most 
inspiring submissions will be chosen to win one of three amazing prizes. Do not worry if you are not an 
experienced writer, your work will be professionally edited by top editors in the Jewish publishing world.

Choose One or More of The Following Topics:

* No worries—if you have already submitted a piece, your piece will automatically be entered into the contest.

Tzaddik-Rebbe Nachman; 
Breslov for Women;

History of Breslov Woman (Udel, Faiga, 
etc.);

Uman for women & Uman Rosh HaShanah;
Eishes Chayil—Breslov in the Home;

Marriage & Intimacy;
Parenting and Children;

Family;
Shabbos;
Yom Tov;

Eretz Yisrael;

Hisbodedus & Tefilah;
Women’s Learning;

Personal Growth & Inspiration;
Emunah;
Chesed;
Simcha;

Forgiveness;
Teshuvah;
Tzniyus;
Speech;

Azamra (Self Esteem);
Creative Expression (Visual Arts, Music, 

Dance, etc.);
Relationships;

Nature;
Parnassah—Work;

Food;
Emotional & Mental Wellbeing (Mental 

Health & Addiction);
Health & Healing;

Leadership;
Challenges and Suffering;
Life Stages and Passages;

Hospitality
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“The whole Exodus, with all the 
awesome marvels and wonders that 
Hashem performed with our fathers and 
with us … was all in order to reveal His 
G-dliness, to know and to make known 
that He is the Ruler, He is the Maker, He 
is the Creator, may His Name be praised 
and exalted eternally, so that we should 

merit true and complete emunah.”

The sole purpose of all the wondrous 
miracles was to implant in us emunah. 
The simple faith, to believe in Hashem. 
This is the source, the basis, the main 
thing, the very reason we were created! 
To believe in Hashem … that He is the 

Based on Likutei Halachos

Revelation & Inspiration

The sole 
purpose 
of all the 
wondrous 
miracles 
was to 
implant 
in us 
emuna.

The Purpose 
of  the Exodus

The Nile’s crystal-clear waters turning to bloody red, thick, and gooey. 
Slimy frogs springing out of every corner, moving dizzyingly fast. Itching 
and tingling; creepy-crawly lice settling on the skin. Wild animals roaming 
the streets, searching for prey. Odorous large shapes stretched out on the 
ground, dead. Boils blistering and burning, swelling and sore. Crash! Bang! 
Icy hail, incredulously mixed with fiery flames, pounding down mercilessly. 
Swarming locusts descending in a hazy dark cloud, consuming all available 
produce. Darkness; thick and blinding, tangible and paralyzing. Mourns 
and wails; dead bodies strewn all over. Singing and rejoicing, free at last! 

No longer shackled in iron chains!

Stormy sea churning ahead, wild warriors and chariots pursuing behind. 
Fearsome animals on either side, surrounded by endless desert sand. Is 

this the end?

Water splitting before their eyes, rising up into two tall walls. A dry path 
where water had until now been roiling … Marvels and miracles, sensations 
and splendor. Walls of water crashing down onto the enemies, plunging 

them into the murky depths. The Egyptians are no more! 

6



Ruler, the Master, the One in 
charge. Everything is in His Hands 
and in His control; He pulls the 
strings, and leads us puppets in the 
way He desires. Everything is Him!

“And this is the main avodah of a 
person all his lifetime. This is the 
reason the person came down into 
This World — to merit emunah, to 
acknowledge Hashem.”

To live with Him, to really internalize 
the faith, and to have it on hand at 
all times. How do we merit this?

“The main emunah is through 
emunas chachamim, as it says, ‘… 
and they believed in Hashem and in 
His servant Moshe.’ It is impossible 
to believe in Hashem; only through 
believing in His servant Moshe 
— emunas chachamim, since 
Hashem’s greatness is beyond 
our grasp; He is exalted and much 
higher than our comprehension. 
Therefore, it is impossible to reach 
holy emunah, only through the 
true tzaddikim, who put emunah 
into us.”

The tzaddikim are the ones who 
plant the emunah into us.

“And so too in every generation, 
the main hope to merit the true 
eternal tachlis is through belief in 
the true tzaddikim, who merited to 
strengthen themselves over their 
yetzer hara, subdued their desires, 
and completely turned their faces 
away from the foolishness of This 
World. They chose true life, and 
worked and toiled for Hashem’s 
Name until they merited what 
they merited, and reached an 

awareness of Hashem. With their 
great strength, they can draw us 
too close to Hashem.” 

But what’s the precondition; what 
is our part in the story?

“We need to believe in them, and 
we mustn’t sway from their words 
not to the left, nor to the right, 
because they know how to lead us 
on the right path.”

Listening to the tzaddikim! 
Following their advice! Not just 
when it’s convenient for us and 
it fits with our plans, or when we 
understand the logic behind it, 
but always! Putting aside our own 
intellect, and doing as they say! As 
Reb Nosson said, when he came 
to the Rebbe he emptied out his 
whole brain, and started again from 
scratch. Every bit of the Rebbe’s 
advice, every golden word that his 
holy mouth uttered, was another 
piece of information that entered 
his brain and made up his intellect 
from fresh. 

We also have a guarantee from the 
Rebbe: “Everyone who’ll listen to 
me and fulfil everything I say, will 

surely be a great tzaddik, no matter 
what will be!

“The main thing is to completely 
throw aside your own mind, and 
do as they say.”

So we have our task in this world 
clear: To believe in Hashem and 
in the true tzaddikim with perfect 
faith, and to listen to them.

To conclude with the precious 
words of Reb Nosson, writing to his 
beloved son to comfort him in his 
suffering: “How lucky we are that 
we know the true tachlis; that a 
person was created to recognize 
Hashem, and therefore, it is worth 
bearing all the suffering. Besides, 
through this alone that we believe, 
the suffering is mitigated and we 
can bring ourselves to happiness. 
And mainly through the fact 
that we are Yidden and we know 
and believe in the true tzaddik, 
who reached the eternal tachlis. 
Whatever happens, through him 
we will be zoicheh to the true 
eternal tachlis.”

The main thing is to 
completely throw 

aside your own mind 
and do as they say.
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Ribono shel Olam, You alone know Yourself, and there is no one who knows You 
at all; we just believe with complete faith that You exist, without any beginning 
or end, and You created the world. With Your great mercy, You started shining 
Your holy faith into us through our forefathers Avraham, Yitzchak, and Yaakov, 
and they started revealing Your G-dliness in the world. Afterwards, You gave us 
Your holy Torah through Your devoted servant Moshe Rabbeinu, who lit up our 
eyes and introduced us to the light of knowledge, to know and to make known 
that You are Hashem and there is nothing besides You, through all the wonders 
and miracles that You performed with us until this very day. With Your great 
mercy, You sent us True Tzaddikim, Zekeinim, Neivi’im, Rishonim and Achronim, 
Tana’im and Amora’im, Geonim, and Rabbanim in every generation, until this 

very generation where You sent us such holy tzaddikim.

Therefore, let us with Your great mercy be zoicheh to follow in their ways 
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and listen to all that they tell us, and to behave in accordance to their will at all 
times. Teach us how to draw upon ourselves the holy emunah that our fathers and 
teachers drew down from the place they drew down with their great holiness, until 
they merited what they merited. Let us be zoicheh to draw upon ourselves the faith, 
kindness, goodness, and justice of theirs, which they toiled for with great mesirus 
nefesh, to do good with Klal Yisrael, and mainly, to draw down and reveal the holy 

emunah to the whole world. 

Help us in their merit … and draw upon us the holiness of Pesach. Help us to always 
recount and relate Your wonders and Your Torah. Help us to always speak about Your 
Torah; we should merit to give over to our children and grandchildren and to all of 
Klal Yisrael all that You did, and the wonders You performed with us since Yetzias 

Mitzrayim until today. Light up our eyes so we should always see Your wonders.

Merciful One, Who chose us with love, awaken Your love for us; arise and help us, fulfill 
all of our hearts’ requests, and have mercy on all of Klal Yisrael. Put into the hearts 
of the True Tzaddikim that they should occupy themselves with our rectification, and 
we will return to You, and merit to behave in accordance to Your good desire at all 

times.  Amen.
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My love towards you pushed me to put pen to paper now on Chol Hamoed, on 
Erev Shabbos and Yom Tov too.  I am also very busy due to all the guests and 
other matters, but I beg of you my cherished son, to be happy with the joy of 
the holy Chag, that we were zoicheh to such miracles from Hashem:  He took 
us out of Mitzrayim and split us the sea…  It was all for our sake, so that we 
too in this generation – me, you, and all the people living in Tulchin, Breslov 
and all the other cities, all of us alive today in this generation, should be happy 
with the joy of the Splitting of the Sea, when Hashem’s G-dliness, Power, and 
Sovereignty was revealed with a wondrous and awesome revelation unlike 
anything else, until a maidservant saw what even Yechezkel Hanavi didn’t 
see, and babies and suckling infants said, "This is my G-d and I will glorify 
Him."

Rejoice my son, with this happiness that you merited to believe in all of 
this, and to be part of the Chosen Nation, for whom all these miracles were 
performed.  If Hashem wouldn’t have looked at the good inside us, He wouldn’t 
have performed all these miracles for us.

 The point of the matter is, strengthen and fortify yourself to be only happy 
every day constantly, and especially on the holy Yom Tov, the day of the 

Bezras Hashem, Friday, Erev Shevi’i Shel 

Pesach 5592.

My dear, beloved son,
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Nosson of Breslov

splitting of the sea.  Baruch Hashem, we have with what to rejoice, 
simply that Hashem chose us from all the nations, and raised us above 
all languages … and especially that we in this generation merited not to 
be opponents of the "owner of true joy," he who is the source of joy, the 
source of holiness, the source of emunah, the source of true and eternal 
life, the source of chochmah – how fortunate we are that we merited 
this!  We must praise Hashem for all the wondrous good He performed 
with us; it is incredible that we in our low state should merit to hear 
and understand such awesome things…  The passuk "He remembered 
us in our lowliness, for His loving-kindness is forever," rings true with us.  
Therefore, we are obliged to rejoice and dance every day with everything 
that we go through, and all the more so on the holy Yom Tov.

Be happy, my son, and don’t be downhearted; rejoice with every good 
point, and even more so with milsa dishtusa, as you know.  I can’t go on, 
but I trust you will live up to these words.

He who is in charge of Simcha should send us 
joy, so we should merit to rejoice in this holy and 
awesome Yom Tov, especially since it falls on the 
holy Shabbos too.  ‘We will be happy and rejoice 
with His salvation,’ Amen.

11



This story teaches us how 
important it is to keep away 
from anger, and we also receive 
advice from the Rebbe on how to 
accomplish this, but we are left 
with a question.  The holy Rebbe, 
the holy of holies, could get 
angry?  About a stove belching 
smoke?  How can we even 
imagine such a thing?  

The question goes still further.  
Why should the tendency to 
anger be awakened especially 
after asking the attendant to sort 
it out, and not immediately when 
the stove starts smoking?

We see that we can learn an 
additional message from the 
story above:  The power of 

speech.

This power is so strong, that even 
the Rebbe – who laughed at all 
the vanities of this world, and 
who gave up his life and the lives 
of his wife and sons for Avodas 
Hashem, just as an example to 
show how much this world didn’t 
register by him at all – feared 

The Yom Tov Peh-Sach
By Mrs. B.

Rebbe Nachman suffered from tuberculosis.  Shortly before his passing, the 
stove in the Rebbe’s house was belching smoke.  One of the Talmidim entered 
the Rebbe’s house and noticed the smoke which was very detrimental to one 
suffering from lung disease.  He asked, “Why doesn’t the Rebbe instruct the 
attendant to control the smoke?”  The Rebbe answered him, “The first time, 
one asks nicely.  But if the request goes unanswered, one demands, and the 
third time around, one is already angry...   So as not to get angry, I accepted 

upon myself not to say anything!”
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that he would get angry after 
mentioning the smoking stove and 
asking that it be repaired.  As long 
as the lack isn’t mentioned, there 
is no anger, but speaking about it 
has such a power that it can lead 
to anger!

Speech is hinted at in the very 
name of the Yom Tov Pesach:  Peh-
Sach, which means a talking mouth.  
Indeed, on the Leil HaSeder, we all 
sit and talk about Yetzias Mitzrayim.  
Whom are we talking to?  Whom 
are we telling about all the nissim?  
Aren’t we all reading together from 
the Haggada?

The answer is:  Every person is 
talking to themselves!  Telling 
themselves about all the miracles.  
Just like when we experience a 
miracle or some extra Hashgacha, 
we can’t stop talking about it, 
repeating it again and again to 
anyone who is ready to hear.  Each 
time, we remember an additional 
detail that we didn’t realize at 
first, and we take pleasure in the 
greatness of the ness and all the tiny 
parts that led to it, and in Hashem’s 
massive Hashgacha.  Sometimes, 
our listeners don’t understand 
exactly what happened, or why 
we’re so caught up about it, but 
that doesn’t disturb us in the least 
bit.  We’re busy rehashing and 
relishing the story each time anew.

This is Leil HaSeder.  We’re 
revealing the emunah through 
speech.  ‘He’emanti Ki Adabeir’ – I 
believed because I spoke.

The makkos punished the Egyptians 
and lead to our redemption, but 
not only in body; mainly in soul, 
through revealing the emunah to 
Klal Yisrael when they experienced 

Hashem’s great love towards them 
and His powerful helping hand.

And on Leil HaSeder, when we 
recount and repeat the story 
of Yetzias Mitzrayim, that same 
emunah of then gets awakened in 
us through our speech.  We realize 
how Hashem is so close to us, He 
cares for us, He exists forever, He 
rules over everything and loves us.  
Therefore, even the big Rabbanim 
sat and recounted the nissim that 
were performed in Mitzrayim and 
by Krias Yam Suf, to teach us to talk 
about our excitement 
and amazement of 
Yetzias Mitzrayim, in 
order to draw upon 
us the emunah that 
was revealed then, to 
enliven us today. 

Hashem created the 
world with speech, and 
He gave this power 
to mankind.  As R’ 
Nosson writes in Likutei 
Tefillos, ‘We should 
merit to awaken with 
our tefillos the power 
of the 28 letters of the 
alphabet used in Creation.’  With 
our tefillos, we can merit to awaken 
that speech of Hashem in creating 
the world!

Here are a few examples, to help 
us understand how this sensation 
plays out in reality.

Reflecting on how the Seder went:

“Ah, it was so nice!”

“I was a little tired.”

“Actually, I managed to sit and 
listen most of the time.”

“Shmully fell asleep just towards 

the end…”

“It was so much fun together with 
Family X…”

This is how we’ve accustomed 
ourselves to grasp the reality and 
describe it. 

But the truth is:

“How was it?  Baruch Hashem!  
We merited to fulfil the Mitzvos 
of eating Matzah!  What a z’chus, 
the heavens were dancing…  
And we fulfilled the mitzvah of 

recounting the story of Yetzias 
Mitzrayim, and the mitvah of ‘So 
you should remember the day 
you left Mitzrayim all your days.’  
We praised Hashem, which is 
mammash the pleasures of the 
World to Come, and we fulfilled 
all the mitzvos of the Seder.  And… 
on this night, Hashem delivered 
us from all the exiles, just like 
He redeemed our grandparents 
in Mitzrayim.  We merited such 
treasures, the Shechinah dwelt 
in our midst, all the worlds were 
rejoicing…!” 

We suddenly understand that 

Even when our 
hearts are frozen, 
unfeeling and far 
from emunah, 
our mouth is still 
in our control.
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something really happened here, 
something existent, exciting, 
tangible, and so special.  How did 
this happen?  Through speech!

Through speech, we’ll have a 
completely different Seder than 
ever before, totally new. 

Even when the heart is frozen, 
icy cold, unfeeling and far from 
emunah, our mouth is still in our 
control.  We can speak simple 
words of emunah even without 
feeling it.  Through talking, our 
hearts get warmed up and we 
begin to actually feel what we’re 
saying deep down.  If we listen to 
the Rebbe and talk, talk and talk 
words of emunah, then that is 
our personal Yetzias Mitzrayim:   
We go out of Mitrayim, of Meitzar 
Garon – a blocked throat which 
can’t speak and can’t talk to 
Hashem, and we are redeemed 
from Pharaoh, which spells Peh 
– Rah, a bad mouth that speaks 
words of heresy against Hashem.  

Through this, we 
will eventually 
be able to rejoice 
with our Shabbos 
and appreciate 
it, and to value 
our Brachos, 
Tefillos, and all 
our everyday 
good deeds.  
We’ll realize how 
wealthy we are, 
how lucky and 
fortunate we are, 
and we’ll come to 
emunah!

During dark times 
of worry, fear, or 
when our heart 
is just plain and 

simply blocked, let’s jump on to 
the plane – Speech, and take off:

“Hashem is with me, He’ll surely 
never leave me!”

“Hashem already helped me 
thousands of times in the past!”

“Hashem will surely help me!”

“I fear only Hashem, and nothing 
else!”

“Hashem sees that I am trying to 
fight my bad thoughts and He is 
happy with me!”

“Hashem rules over everything!”

“Thank You Hashem that I know 
You’re here, and that I can rely 
on You.”

“Hashem, I don’t want to worry/
be scared/get angry, I want to 
believe in You and make You 
happy…”

And we soar to the high 

heavens….!

In this way, we experience a 
complete different world that 
was created with our speech.

It is true that during times of 
test, this advice seems much 
too simple to actually work.  It is 
hard to believe that it’s so easy 
to reach emunah and change our 
lives from one extreme to the 
other.  But the Rebbe explains the 
Passuk:  ‘And they didn’t listen to 
Moshe, because of their broken 
spirits and the ‘Avodah Kashah’ 
– the hard labor,’ that we don’t 
listen to the Tzaddik, because 
we’re looking for complicated 
avodos!  However, the Tzaddik 
reveals the truth: that ‘it is not in 
heaven, but in your mouth!’  

How lucky we are that we merited 
such a Rebbe!  The Rebbe, who 
saw in advance to which depths 
we’ll fall, into which dark pits 
we’ll stumble, and prepared for 
us beforehand ladders and ropes 
with which to take us out of all 
our exiles and confusion.  And 
how lucky we are, that even when 
it seems as if my few words won’t 
be adequate to pull me out of my 
deep descent, I can rely on his 
great power to help me, because 
I am connected to him and I try to 
fulfil his advice as much as  I can.

May it be His will that in the merit 
of the holy Yom Tov Pesach and 
the holy Tzaddik R’ Nachman, 
we should merit to speak many 
words of emunah with simplicity, 
and through this, we’ll attain 
complete faith, and the coming 
of Mashiach speedily in our days, 
Amen.

The Rebbe saw in 
advance to which 

depths we’ll fall 
and prepared for us 
beforehand ladders 

and ropes with 
which to take us 

out of all our exiles 
and confusion.
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Just thinking about the Leil 
HaSeder — the table shining and 
glistening in silver and white, with 
bottles of red wine, brings to mind 
such intense feelings of emunah! 

The mitzvah of remembering 
Yetzias Mitzrayim is for every day, 
yet on this night of Leil Shimurim 
we feel a much deeper and closer 
connection! As we begin with 
Kadeish, Urchatz, and continue 
on to saying the Haggadah, eating 
the holy k’zaisim of matzah and 

marror, and then end with praising 
Hashem with the praises of Hallel 
Nirtzah ... Putting the children 
to sleep after the Seder without 
locking the door, and explaining 
to them why we only say Kriyas 
Shema until U’vishorecha tonight, 
everything together instills and 
strengthens our emunah both on 
this night alone and for the whole 
year to come — as it says that 
the Seder night is a Seder for the 
entire year!

Sitting around an extra-long 
Seder table in the hospital, after 
giving birth on Erev Pesach 
morning several years ago, was an 
amazingly uplifting experience! 
The intense feelings of emunah 
after just being zoicheh to bring 
a new neshamah into this world, 
together with the Seder; joining 
with so many women from all 
different backgrounds, yet sitting 
at one Seder table and doing 
the same, are indescribable!!! 

By C. R. Weissfish

Matzos and 
Wine, 

and the Unique 
Journey of Mine
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Walking into the nursery to fetch 
my baby after the Seder and 
seeing, KE"H, all those precious 
newborns reminded me of the 
Yidden in Mitzrayim! To top it all 
off there was even a sextuplet; 
just incredible! 

There is a famous story that 
the Rebbe told about the two 
paupers — the Yid who taught 
the non-Jew how to pretend to 
be a Yid and thus get invited to 
a Seder night. He told him about 
Kadesh, Urchatz, etc., but forgot 
to mention the Marror. 

The starving non-Jew got invited 
and was waiting desperately for 
Shulchan Orech to arrive. When 
he received a k’zayis of marror, 
he bit into it with all his appetite 
and … fled! Angry and starving, 
he fell asleep on a shul bench 
and woke up when the Yid 
arrived and and asked him how 
it was. When the Yid heard what 
happened, he said, “Fool that 
you are. Had you waited just a 
little more, the grand festive 
meal would’ve begun!”

Purifying ourselves from taavos 
comes with bitter hard work. 
Someone who thinks the bitter 
part lasts forever — escapes, yet 
if he'd wait that little bit more 
and persevere through the 
bitter part, he'd be zoicheh to 
feel all types of sweetness and 
true pleasure in life.

There's no such thing as a Seder 
without marror! So too, there is 
a bitter part to every Seder that 
a person makes in his life. Aliyos 
v’yeridos — ups and downs, 
hills and valleys … but if we 

concentrate on our tachlis here 
and are mechazek ourselves 
continually with emunah, using 
the Rebbe's teachings as our 
daily tools, then we'll be zoicheh 
to travel through life in the 
right way on our very unique 
individualized journey that leads 
us closer and closer to Hashem 
every day!

The Yidden are praised by 
Yetzias Mitzrayim about their 
emunah: v’gam tzeidah lo aso 
lahem ... They went out into the 
Midbar without knowing what 

they would survive on there. 
'So said Hashem, I remembered 
the kindness of your youth ... 
to follow me in the desert.'  
Reb Nosson tells us in Likutey 
Halachos that, therefore, Pesach 
is a time that is mesugal for us 
to bring down upon ourselves 
the middah of bitachon. The 
Targum translates bitachon as 
"rechitza," so before eating 
we wash our hands in order to 

bring down a shefa parnassah 
through bitachon. 

That's why Urchatz is before 
Karpas, as if to say that even 
this little bit of vegetable I 
can't achieve with my own 
koach, only through bitachon 
in chasdei Hashem. The is the 
shleimus of bitachon,  that even 
when a person is suffering in 
poverty and all he has is a bit of 
vegetables, he should remain 
strong and say, “Just like this is 
a chessed from Hashem, so too 
I trust in Hashem that He can 
provide me with parnassah and 
great wealth!”

We see a hint to this in the word 
karpas, which is also the name 
of an expensive silk (as it says 
in Megillas Esther: chur karpas 
u’techeiles ...). It teaches us to 
have bitachon that everything 
is from Hashem, and to know 
that this bit of vegetable is a 
chiddush just like expensive silk 
clothing. To know and believe 
that Hashem can give me riches 
and silk when He knows it's good 
for me, because everything is 
from Him.

There was a man who lived 
in a double apartment (two 
opposite doors in the same 
building both belonging to 
the same adjoining apartment 
inside). One day a guest arrived 
and as he was knocking on the 
door, to his utter surprise the 
owner opened up the opposite 
door!

He turned around, amused, and 
exclaimed, “You just taught me 
a true lesson for life. Sometimes 
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someone knocks on a certain 
door, assuming that it'll be 
opened for him, and from there 
will come his yeshuah. Yet to his 
surprise, Hashem opens him up 
a completely different door and 
saves him from there!!

Reb Nosson Leibermentsch 
shlita asks: Why in Aleinu 
Leshabayach do we say 
a seemingly repetitive 
expression? V’yadata hayom 
v’hasheivoisa el levovecha 
ki Hashem Hu haElokim 
baShamayim mi’maal v'al 
ha’aretz mitochas — that 
Hashem is above us in Heaven 
and on Earth below, ein od — 
and there's NOTHING ELSE? 

He answers so beautifully that 
every Yid knows the first part, 
that Hashem is everywhere, but 
what we need to work on is the 
last two words — ein od — to 
deeply internalize and believe 
that there is nothing else in the 
world that can make me happy 
and provide satisfaction in life!

Even in situations when we 
feel low, and the yetzer hara 
persuades us that “now 
you don't have koach; allow 
yourself to search for happiness 
elsewhere,” we must be 
mechazek our emunah, and 
remind ourselves EIN OD!

(The way he thundered those 
two words made such an 
impression on me, that when 
I heard this vort again 17 years 
later, I remembered him saying 
it like it was yesterday!)

Now as we're approaching 
the beginning of sefiras 

haOmer, let's remember what 
Reb Nosson says in Likutey 
Halachos: 

The Korban Omer was made 
from barley, which is an animal 
food, to show us that we 
can and should be mamlich 
Hashem from everywhere — 
even the lowest places. It was 
waved in all six directions in 
order to show us that Hashem 
is mashgiach everywhere (like 
we're meant to be mechaven 
in Kriyas Shema by Echad; to be 
mamlich Hashem over Heaven, 
Earth, and all four directions).

We should be mechazek 
ourselves that from WHEREVER 
I am at this moment, I trust in 
the chasdei Hashem and His 
great rachamim, that there is 
still hope for me and I may not 
give up. The tiny little bit that I 
can daven and the mitzvos I can 
do (even without the highest 
kavannos) are all PRICELESS in 
Shamayim!

So let's daven to be zoicheh 
to count Sheva Shabbosos 
TEMIMOS — to throw away 
all the chochmos and ignore 
the yetzer hara, who tries to 
persuade us with chochmos 
that “what is your avodah 
worth already?” and believe 
in Hashem with simplicity and 
TEMIMOS, and be misgaber 
to make the most out of every 
tiny nekuda that we are able. 
Like that we'll be zoicheh to 
Kabbolas HaTorah, and to 
a peaceful and calm life of 
constant, strong emunah and 
bitachon!

If we 
strengthen 
ourselves 

continually 
with 

emunah, 
using the 
Rebbe's 

teachings 
as our daily 
tools, then 
we'll merit 
travelling 

through life 
in the right 
way on our 
very unique 

journey 
that leads 
us closer 

and closer 
to Hashem 
every day!
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By A. Hoffman

Hidden Inside My Faith

A train travels on its tracks
in a continuous clickety clack.

A butterfly flits it wings
in perpetual motion.

Escalators climb forever upwards,
as does the conveyor belt,

never stopping
its unending roundabout.

‘There is no person who doesn’t go 
through troubles,

tzaros and problems,
because man was born to toil.’

You, אדם were created with a purpose:
To get bumped and thrown about.

To be stopped in your tracks,
detained,
delayed.

To suffer aggravation, annoyance,
and yet not lose your faith.

A train can travel on its contented path,
twist and turn effortlessly

up or down the winding mountain,
just as the butterfly
doesn’t get stopped 

in its merry flight.

Hashem has no need
for their growth,
their closeness.
He has no need
to stop them,

test them.
He lets them flow

in a continuous easy pattern.

‘The believer’s life is a life,
but he who has no faith, has no life at all.’

Two trails lie before you,
.מיין טייערע איד

What does the non-Jew do
when he hits a snag?

Drugs, drink,
…depression.

Rage, rebel,
…revenge!

Hate ‘em, kill ‘em,
…hail hedonism!

Scream, sue,
…suicide.
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‘When he is struck with troubles,
he has nowhere to turn,

nothing to enliven himself with, 
to comfort himself,

therefore, he has no life.’

The other trail beckons.
It calls out with a magnetic whisper;

“Follow me!  Choose me!
For the spirit of faith hovers here.”

Comforting clouds will ensconce you
as you struggle forward

yet blinded by tears
and threatened from all sides.

Hashem will carry you over
in His loving embrace.
As you grope upwards,

He will catch your flailing arms
and hold you tight,

as the whisper gets stronger and louder;

This is to cleanse you
My beloved child.

These are birth pains,
growing pains,

yes, pains full of mercy.
But you know

that in the end,

it will all be good.

‘And when he has faith,
then even when troubles come upon him,

he can comfort himself 
that Hashem is all-merciful 

and in the end it will all be good,
and his pain is all for his good 

and for his atonement
because everything that Hashem does 

is surely for the best.’

So what’s a Yid to do
when life gets bitterly hard?

Thorny issues arise
with no end in sight.

You’re afraid that soon
you will fall over that cliff.

Hey!
You’re a Yid,

you’re a Breslover, 
you have your emunah,

hide inside it!
Hold it,

let it carry you,
listen to its caressing whisper

because you, my dear Yid,
are on the right track!
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RISING ABOVE 
CHALENGES

through 
emunah

My True 
Story

By Shoshana 
Salesky
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On erev Rosh Chodesh Sivan – a 
day mesugal for davening for 
children, at around 1:30am, our 
daughter Sara was born.  Well, 
she definitely brought a lot of 
prayers into the world.  Little did 
we know what an impact she 
would have in our lives and on the 
whole Klal Yisrael.  We named her 
‘Sara’ after the Rebbe’s daughter 
and fondly called her Sarake, 
just like the Rebbe had called 
his daughter.  Sarake radiated 

serenity and had a lot of chen. 

Thursday morning, the 12th of 
Teves, during the week of Parshas 
Veyechi, our lives were changed 
forever.   It started off as a regular 
day.  I dropped off our daughter, 
Sara, who was then seven months 
old, to the babysitter on the way 
to work.  Sara had been playing 
on the floor when the babysitter 
noticed that something was 
not quite right.   Sara was lying 

next to the couch and there was 
blood near her.  Her eyes were 
rolling, but she wasn’t crying.  
The babysitter banged on the 
neighbor’s door and cried out 
“HATZOLAH”.   Hearing the 
commotion, a passerby on the 
babysitter’s floor immediately 
contacted an ambulance.   
Hatzolah arrived within a few 
minutes.  When they got there, it 
was unclear to anyone what the 
problem was.  After some time 
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When a person has emunah, he can go through many different situations and still be happy.  
In Likutei Moharan, R’ Nachman says that Olam Hazeh is not to be found.  Due to all the 
suffering we see here, it looks more like Gehennom.  R’ Nachman says in Sichos Haran that 
one who has emunah, his life is a life.  Even when things don’t go his way, he believes that 
it’ll be good in the end.  But one who doesn’t have emunah, his life is not a life.  Every time 
something doesn’t go his way he doesn’t know what to do with himself.  He doesn’t have 

where to turn so he is already living in Gehennom. 

However, someone who believes that everything is from Above and always thanks Hashem 
is already living in Olam Haba in this world (see Likutei Moharan where he explains that 
thanking Hashem is the delight of the World to Come).  So it comes out that there are only 
two choices: we can either choose to live in Gehennom or to live in Olam Haba.  We have to 

strive to choose the World to Come.  

The koach of the Rebbe made us into different people and instilled in us emunah and simcha, 
so that we were able to live with happiness and closeness to Hashem during this difficult 

period.



had elapsed Sara was transferred 
to an intensive care ambulance.  
Trying to put Sara on a respirator, it 
became apparent that her airways 
were blocked.  The paramedics 
cleared her airway by removing 
a balloon that Sara had ingested.  
Unbeknownst to anyone, a balloon 
on the wall had fallen and Sara had 
somehow ingested it. Our daughter 
was then rushed to the hospital, 
thank G-d alive but in a coma.

While all of this was going on, I was 
busy at work, completely unaware 
that anything had transpired.  I 
took a break in the middle of the 
workday, and headed for home.  
There, I was surprised to see two 
social workers waiting for me near 
my house.  Slowly, they broke the 
news to me that my dear daughter 
was on a respirator... and a volunteer 
quickly drove me to the hospital 
where I met up with my husband.  
Together, we tried to comfort each 
other and strengthen ourselves 
to deal with this shocking blow.

At the hospital I tried to be mechazek 
myself and the other people there.  
I met someone and we quoted 
‘By Hashem Yisbarach everything 

is possible,’ – the words that the 
Tam told the Chacham in Sippurei 
Maasios.   I knew that Hashem 
could change Sara’s situation in a 
second and in my mind I pictured 
her as a completely healthy baby.  
I also spoke to other parents and 
grandparents of kids in the PICU 
and encouraged them that Hashem 
could do anything.  We were 
strengthening ourselves in emunah 
and we saw that it gave us happiness 
and a real life despite the hardship, 
as it says in Sichos Haran: ‘One 
who has emunah –  his life is a life’. 

When speaking to a friend later 
that day, she asked me if she could 
do anything for me.  I told her to 
dance and asked her if she could 
send me a tape recorder with music 
to dance to.  And I made sure to call 
the babysitter to tell her that we 
don’t have any hard feelings against 
her – we really believe that it was all 
from Hashem and it was meant to 
happen anyway.  I begged her not 
to be sad – depression comes from 
the yetzer hora and Hashem hates 
sadness.  The accident was meant 
to happen and I am happy that it 
didn’t happen in my house, which 
was a disastrous mess that day.  It 
would have made a lot more sense 
logically that the accident should’ve 
happened at home, amidst the 
mess.  But no, it happened at the 
babysitter’s sparkling apartment. 
The babysitter and I later became 
good friends and I gave a series of 
shiurim on emunah in her house 
after my daughter passed away.

We felt like the whole Am Yisrael was 
with us during this period.  Lots of 
people were mechazek themselves 
in many different areas.  One week 
it was arranged that 870 high school 
girls should say Shir Hashirim after 
candle lighting.  For seven weeks in 
a row there were at least 40 ladies 
who took hafrashas challah as well.  

Afterwards, there was a campaign 
to organize that 1,000 ladies should 
accept Shabbos early.  There 
were also ladies that took upon 
themselves kabbalos in tznius.

Everyone’s tefilos were definitely 
working, because her condition 
was getting better day by day.  On 
Shabbos after candle lighting I saw 
that she had opened her eyes.  
Tuesday, she started moving her 
hands.  And a big one – on Friday, 
eight days after the accident, she 
was taken off the respirator!!! 

Even during the difficult times 
there were always harchavos in 
the tzaar.  Both of my other kids 
were very happy at their extremely 
gracious hosts.  My friend that 
took in my son kept on telling 
me that he is her Rebbe – he was 
always singing and dancing.  My 
daughter was also enjoying herself 
very much at her friend’s house.

 The police called me following the 
accident and one of the questions 
they asked was how the baby was 
doing.  To which I answered that 
she is perfectly healthy.  Then they 
asked where she was, to which I 
responded, “In the hospital.”  They 
said, “If the baby is completely 
healthy, what are you doing in 
the hospital?” and the reply came 
right away: “I am living in the 
future.  In the present time she 
is still on the respirator, but in 
the future she will be completely 
healthy.”  We really believed that 
Sara would have a full recovery, 
but the Almighty had other plans.

A friend of my husband told him 
that the first 15 Torahs in Likutei 
Moharan, which were said while 
the Rebbe was sick, are mesugal 
for refuah.  I decided to go with 
one of these Torahs as a zchus for 
the refuah of my daughter.  I chose 
Likutei Moharan Tinyana 10.  It is 
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written there that the reason 
people are far from Hashem and 
they don’t come closer to Him is 
because they don’t have peace 
of mind.  If a person had peace 
of mind, he would no doubt 
contemplate the purpose of all 
of the havlei olam hazeh (the 
empty pleasures of this world) 
and wouldn’t run after them.  
But there is something that 
prevents a person from having 
this peace of mind.   When a 
person is depressed, he can’t 
have tranquility of the mind and 
he can’t decide what he is going 
to think about.  Simcha is the 
world of freedom as it says, ‘With 
joy we go out of exile.’  In order 
to come to simcha, a person 
should find within himself even 
just a little bit of good.  And if he 
can’t find even a little bit of good, 
he can come to happiness just by 
the fact that he is a Jew.  Then, 
once he is happy, he can have the 
peace of mind to contemplate 
what is truly important and then 
come close to the Almighty.

Once a person is happy, he has 
control over his thoughts and 
can direct it wherever he wants.  
Likutei Moharan 193 says that if 
you think about something very 
strongly you can actually bring 
it into fruition.  In my mind, Sara 
was a healthy baby and I was 
borrowing happiness from the 
future.  My friends organized 
dancing to sweeten harsh 
judgments and they called me 
meanwhile.  I joined in the dancing 
with them from the room that 
had been provided for me near 
the PICU.  I imagined that I was 
dancing with Sara at her wedding.

When an acquaintance came to 
visit me, before going into the 
PICU I expounded on this idea 
of being happy and the power 

of thought.  We then went 
into PICU and she said some 
Tehillim.  Turning to me, she 
said, trying to explain herself for 
davening for my healthy baby, “it 
is always good to say Tehillim.”

The only question that I had for 
the nurse was: What was my 
healthy baby doing attached 
to so many machines?  The 
doctors weren’t giving her the 
mother’s milk that I pumped for 
various reasons (which didn’t 
encourage me to pump – how 
much could I pump for the 
freezer, may I ask you?)  It made 
me feel a bit disappointed, but 
then I told myself that Hashem 
could send a complete recovery 
even while Sara was on the 
Neocate (an especially sensitive 
baby formula.)  As R’ Nosson 
wrote to his son in Alim LeTrufa, 
Hashem is so great that He can 
even heal through the doctors.

It is always good to do things to 
cheer yourself up when you feel 
like you need it.  While Sara was 
in the PICU my sister told me that 
she was going to a wedding so I 
decided to go in order to cheer 
myself up even though I didn’t 
know the chassan or the kallah.

After two and a half weeks in 
PICU, Sara was transferred to the 
Alyn Hospital in the rehabilitation 
center, where I underwent 
a three-week crash course 
in nursing, physical therapy, 
occupational therapy etc. (I am 
still waiting for my certificates to 
arrive in the mail…)  In Alyn we 
continued seeing the kindness 
of Hashem and the harchavos 
within the pain.  The doctors and 
nurses were very kind and caring.  
I became friendly with some of 
the mothers there.  At one point, 
I had the room to myself.  As I 

‘By 
Hashem 

Yisbarach 
every-

thing is 
possible!’
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saw that the nurses were preparing 
to bring another patient in the 
room, I called my friends and said, 
“Quick, come dance while I still 
have a private room!”  We danced 
to Lag Ba’Omer music and were 
mechazek ourselves that we would 
have ‘R’ Shimon’dige nissim’.  As 
soon as my friends left the room to 
bring their sons to their different 
therapies, the nurses brought in 
the new patient.  We were very 
happy that we got the dancing in 
before the new patient arrived.

After five and a half weeks we were 
finally released and sent home.  It 
was great to be home again in my 
own place!  Caring for sweet little 
Sarake definitely proved to be a 
challenge – doctors’ appointments, 
social workers, delegating friends to 
help and getting house upkeep help.  
When we were discharged from 
Alyn, we were given a whole list of 
recommendations, one of which 
was to send her to a rehab daycare. 

Getting her into the daycare did not 
prove to be so easy.  We had to go 
through a lot of different people.  I 
was feeling frustrated with someone 
who seemed to be blocking the 
way for us to get into the Maon 
Shikumi and I had to remind myself 
that this too is from Hashem and it 
is all part of the nisayon.  We need 
to try to remember that not only is 
the big nisayon of Sara being sick 
from Hashem; all the things that 
surround it are also from Hashem.

My husband told me that after we 
would bring Sara home from the 
hospital we should make a seudas 
hodaah, to thank Hashem for all 
of the miracles He has done for us 
until now and will do for us in the 
future.  When I told this idea to the 
babysitter, she decided that she 
wanted to make the seudas hodaah 
for Sara in her house.   After three 
weeks at the rehab center, we were 
finally able to bring Sara home.  
We joined together for the seudas 

hodaah at the babysitter’s house 
after our first Shabbos home.  
At the meal, we sang songs of 
thanksgiving to Hashem and recited 
the Nishmas prayer together

During the time that my daughter 
was home, a neighbor made a 
joint Kiddush with me – she had 
a preemie that had come home 
from the hospital healthy, and my 
baby had also come home and 
was beginning to recover.  We put 
up a sign thanking Hashem for 
the nissim that He had done for 
us.  I spoke and told over a story 
about Rabbi Mordechai Schwab, of 
blessed memory.  He had his first 
son after many years of marriage.   
At age two his child was run over 
by a car and killed.   Rabbi Schwab 
accepted Hashem’s decree with 
love.  He was frequented in his 
dreams by his father and the 
Chafetz Chaim.  Soon afterwards, 
he had a dream in which one of the 
two came to him.  He told Rabbi 
Schwab, “You should know that you 
were born with mazal ariri – cursed 
luck, and it was not possible for 
you to have children.  Because of 
your fervent prayers, you received 
a present from heaven – a son 
that would be yours for two years.  
Now that you accepted his passing 
with love, you have completely 
changed your mazal.  From now 
on you will be able to father 
children.”  Rabbi Schwab then went 
on to have six children of his own! 

One day when Sara was at home, 
her feeding tube fell out.  My 
baby’s doctor was not in Beitar at 
the time, so I went to a different 
doctor with the feeding tube in 
hand, but he refused to put it in 
due to the fact that he didn’t have 
the prescription.  I came home 
and called the doctor in Alyn who 
sent in the prescription, and I went 
back to the doctor.  The whole trip 
took three hours.  When I returned 
home, in the middle of the feed her 
feeding tube fell out again.  I decided 

The 
accident 

was meant 
to happen 
and I am 

happy that 
it didn’t 

happen in 
my house, 

which 
was a 

disastrous 
mess that 

day. 
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that I couldn’t handle doctors in 
Beitar anymore so I ordered a taxi to 
take me to Alyn.  On the way there 
I called them to let them know that 
I was coming in order to get her 
feeding tube put back in.  They said, 
“No, don’t come here, you need to 
go to the ER.”  So I told the driver 
to go to Shaarei Tzeddek instead.  
They taught me how to put in the 
feeding tube myself, which was a 
good thing, since next morning it 
fell out again and it was a mechayeh 
to be able to put it back in myself.  
Feeling frustrated about how it was 
getting so schlepped, I called my 
husband and he said that he can’t 
hear my smile.  After he said that, he 
was already able to hear my smile 
on the other side of the phone...  
That trip to the hospital took six 
hours (anyone who has been to 
ER before knows that it could be 
very schleppy).  It was the hardest 
day of alll during the whole period 
that she was sick.  I had a nefillah in 
emunah and I had to remind myself 
that these hardships were also 
from Hashem.  When I came home, 
my husband was mechazek me by 
saying that Yissurim are great tovos. 

The last Shabbos before Sara passed 
on we were at home with the whole 
family.  Taking care of Sara and 
preparing for Shabbos, we were so 
busy that we forgot to set our new 
refrigerator to the Shabbos mode.  
When it was left open it started 
beeping and we couldn’t close it on 
Shabbos.  One of the kids bumped 
into the telephone and it started 
making a “boop” sound.  Also one 
of the lights in the living room was 
turned off.  My husband had just 
returned from an uplifting davening 
Friday night in our shul, Emunas 
Yisrael, and came home to all of this.  
He stopped himself for a second 
and said, “Wait, if I can believe that 
Sara’s condition is from Hashem, 
then why can’t I believe that this is 
also from Hashem?”  Then I turned 
the “beep beep boop” into a song 

of “Thank You Hashem” and it 
sounded like a broken record.  The 
whole family got into it and we all 
had a good laugh.  That Shabbos 
almost all the songs we sang 
were with the words “Thank You 
Hashem.”   Sometimes it is easier 
for us to see that the big things are 
from Hashem and we forget that the 
little things are also from Hashem.  
We have to remind ourselves that 
even the small things are also from 
Hashem and not in our control. 

On 12 Adar Rishon, Hashem took 
Sara to be with him in Gan Eden.  
Her presence is still with us.  The 
whole family grew tremendously 
in our faith in Hashem.  My six 
year old daughter said to me, 
“Right that Sarake is still my sister 
even though she is in Gan Eden?” 

A few months after my daughter 
passed away my son brought her 
stroller into the house.  When 
I told him to please put it back 
in the hallway, he replied, “But 
soon there is going to be Techias 
Hameisim and we’re going to 
need it!”  They also threw candies 
to the sky and sent them to her. 

About a week before Sara passed 
away, my husband’s friend asked 
him if he still goes to kollel or has 
some type of seder or schedule.  He 
answered that now he is beyond 
seder.  He does what Hashem wants 
from him.  Hashem wants him to 
go to the doctor.  He goes to the 
doctor.  Hashem wants him to go 
to the pharmacy.  He goes there.  
The prescription isn’t acceptable.  
He goes back to the doctor.  The 
doctor gets upset, “What, they say 
that the fax isn’t good enough?”  So 
he goes back to the pharmacy.  He 
has no regular schedule, he just 
does what Hashem decides for him.

Throughout this whole story, we 
clearly saw the hand of Hashem and 
felt that He was with us every step 
of the way.  It is worth noting that 

 It would 
have made 
a lot more 
sense that 

the accident 
should’ve 
happened 
at home, 

but it 
happened 

at the 
babysitter’s 

sparkling 
apartment, 
which just 

shows how 
Hashem is 
in charge. 
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Sara’s accident was right before 
the beginning of Shovavim 
Tat, a time that is mesugal for 
teshuvah.  Sara passed away 
on the day after Shovavim Tat, 
two months later.  The first 
incident happened on the 12th 
of Teves and she passed away 
on the 12th of Adar Rishon.  
Both incidents occurred about 
the same time in the morning.  
We believe that Sara had a very 
special soul and in the short 
nine months that she was with 
us in this world, she completed 
the mission that was destined 
for her.  She left a tremendous 
impact not only on our family, 
but also on Klal Yisrael.   Many 
people were touched by our 
story.  People who came to 
be menachem avel during the 
mourning period left feeling 
inspired and strengthened in 
emunah.  After she passed 
away we wanted to continue 
spreading emunah in the world 
so we started working on putting 
out a booklet called “I Choose 
to Live” that contains different 
stories and ideas which were 
mechazek us during this period.

We don’t understand the ways 
of Hashem, but we do get a 
glimpse of Him.  Seven and a 
half months after my daughter 
passed away, our whole 
building was miraculously 
saved from a fire. On the 4th 
of Tishrei Thursday afternoon 
my oldest daughter came home 
from school and kept on saying 
that she wants to go to her 
friend’s house down the block. 
(It was the friend that she had 
stayed by when Sara was sick).  
Well, I didn’t feel comfortable 
sending her there on a Thursday 
afternoon – maybe she had to 
get ready for Shabbos.  I finally 
said that her friend could come 
to our house.  Her friend came 
along with her brother.  My son 

really likes his friend’s bicycle, 
and despite the fact that I told 
him that I don’t let him go to 
his friend’s house, off he went.  
From here I learned that when 
your kids don’t listen to you it is 
also good…  Meanwhile, I was 
busy trying to get my house 
together as my husband was on 
the airplane coming back from 
Uman.  After a while, I told my 
daughter to go tell my son and 
his friend to come back home 
and play here.  While they 
were out, I picked up the phone 
and was thinking of calling the 
arrival times to see when the 
flight was scheduled to arrive.  
For some reason I opened 
the front door of my house … 
and smelled smoke.  I realized 
right away that there was a 
fire in the building, but had no 
idea where the source was.  I 
was about to knock on the 
neighbor’s door but Hashem 
sent me a thought: ‘There’s a 
fire, run out of the building!’ 

I opened the door to the 
staircase and was greeted 
immediately with waves of 
smoke.  The whole staircase 
was pitch black and I told myself 
that I needed to run away from 
the fire.  Although I could not 
see a thing, I went down, down 
and down, thinking that I was 
running away from the fire.  
Until all of the sudden I felt 
like I was burning and couldn’t 
breathe.  I screamed, “HELP!  
I feel like I am burning and I 
cannot breathe!”  I couldn’t see 
a thing and I didn’t know where 
I was.  Then I turned to Hashem 
and asked Him for help.  It 
dawned on me that I was in 
the middle of a flight from the 
way I had just turned, though I 
did not know which flight I was 
on.  Quickly, I ran down another 
half a flight of stairs, opened 
the door and saw that due to 

Although I 
could not see 
a thing, I went 
down, down 
and down, 

thinking that 
I was running 

away from the 
fire.  Until all 

of the sudden 
I felt like I 

was burning 
and couldn’t 

breathe.
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the great kindness of Hashem, I 
was on the ground floor.  I fled the 
building and was – ונאוה  אני   שחורה 
 as my face was black from the  שחורה
smoke but נאוה  because I was alive! 

A neighbor from the building next 
door took me into her house and 
washed my hands with cold water 
until I went out of her house and 
waited for the ambulance to take 
me to the hospital.  I was there for 
several hours; they did all kinds 
of tests on me to make sure that 
everything was okay.  From there I 
went to my parents’ house where 
I stayed for two weeks until my 
hands were sufficiently recovered 
to be able to use them.  Although 
my hands were in tremendous pain 
with second to third degree burns 
from the smoke, I kept on singing to 
myself: האוד ה' מאוד בפי ובתוך רבים אהה
וללנ ... כי יעמוד לימין אביון להושיע משופה
 I kept on thanking Hashem  !טי נפשו
for sparing my life in His kindness.  
When I came back to my building, 
and I saw the staircase (which was all 
black) I was all emotional, thinking, 
‘Wow – over here, this is the place 
where Hashem made a miracle for 
me!’  As per the psak of the Rav I 
said the blessing במקום נס  לי   שעשה 
 without Hashem’s name as it) הזה
was within 30 days.)  Going up the 
staircase was also emotional – I kept 
on thinking, ‘Wow, I can breathe, I 
can see, I don’t feel like I am burning!’

Little did I know that not only was 
my life saved with the kindness of 
Hashem but also the whole building 
was.  The way our building is set up 
is that you go through a ‘fire door’ in 
order to go from the staircase onto 
the floor. On each door it says in big 
letters ‘FIRE DOOR – KEEP CLOSED’.  
This door is meant to prevent smoke 
and fire travelling from one floor to 
the next.  Upon realizing that there 
was a fire, my neighbors had all 
gone to their porches, waiting to 
be rescued.  All of the doors to all 
of the floors had been shut in order 

to prevent the fire from travelling.

I heard that the residents of an 
apartment on the ground floor 
had had some injuries from smoke 
inhalation and a lot of smoke damage 
to their apartment, and it took a 
while until they had been rescued.  
After a couple of days it dawned on 
me that I had left the door of the 
ground floor open when fleeing 
the building, which had allowed the 
smoke to penetrate into their house.  
Well, I wasn’t going to blame myself 
for leaving the door open because I 
knew that a person in my situation 
could not be held accountable 
for not thinking straight, but I still 
felt a bit bad that inadvertently I 
had caused them all this pain.  All 
those feelings vanished when three 
weeks later I met my neighbor 
and she mentioned to me, “You 
know that you saved the building?” 

Shocked, I replied, “Me????!!!  
How did I save the building?” 

“Yes, you saved the building!” she 
responded.  One of the firemen 
had told her that had I not opened 
the ground floor door, all of the 
smoke and the heat would have 
been chas veshalom trapped 
inside the staircase and the entire 
building would have exploded.  
Sara was definitely pulling 
strings for our building on high!

Exactly two months after the fire on 
4th Kislev (note – my daughter was 
sick for exactly two months until 
she passed away), I gave birth to my 
precious son, Nosson, named after 
the holy R’ Nosson. 'Hashem nosson 
… yehi shem Hashem mevorach.'   His 
bris was on 11th of Kislev, 10 months 
after my daughter had passed away.      

To receive a copy of our booklet 
‘I Choose to Live’ or for any 
comments, please call me: 

9722-580-5715

Sara was 
definitely 

pulling 
strings 
for our 

building 
on high!
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Now that the key to the Rebbe’s wonderful treasure chest 
has been revealed with the English Rays Magazine, the “gold 

fever” has begun.  Appetites have been whetted, and the 
requests are pouring in …  “Tell us more from the Rebbe!”

We are proud to present this new column, a translation of the 
beautiful sefer “Daas Rabbeinu L’Nashim” into English.  These 

practical questions are concisely answered with a wealth of gems 
gleaned from the Rebbe’s sefarim, intended especially for us women.  

It’s for you too!

A TAsTe of The 
Rebbe’s TReAsuRes
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The Rebbe says in Sichos HaRan 53:  ‘Whoever has emunah, his life is a life, and he spends his 
whole lifetime with good.  Because if everything goes well, then he surely has it good.  And even 
when it isn’t so (when he has troubles) he also has it good, for he is certain that Hashem will 
have mercy on him and his end will be good, since everything is from Hashem, so it is all surely 
for the good.

But someone who has no faith Chas Veshalom, his life isn’t a life at all, since immediately when 
he is struck with any kind of hardship, he has no vitality, for he has no way to comfort himself at 
all since he has no emunah, and he has no vitality or any good, since he lives without Hashem 
and without Hashgacha.  But through emunah, his life is so good and pleasant.’

The Rebbe says even more in Sichos HaRan 102:  ‘The life of the person believing in Hashem is 
very good.  Because even when he is struck with hardships, he can still enliven himself with 
Hashem, since he trusts in Hashem that everything is good, or that through this hardship he will 
be purified from his sins, or that through this he’ll eventually merit some great good in the end, 
and so on… because Hashem’s intentions are surely good.  Therefore, a believing person always 
lives a good life, and he has it good in this world and the next.’

The Rebbe tells us in Likutei Moharan II, 44: ‘The emunah is dependent on a person’s mouth, as it says 
‘I will make known your emunah with my mouth.’  This means that through speaking the emunah with 
the mouth, this itself is emunah, and it also leads to emunah.’

R’ Nosson also says in Likutei Halachos:  ‘The spoken words have a great power to reveal truth and 
emunah.’  And this is what we do when we daven, with all our tefillos and brachos, as R’ Nosson writes:  
‘The main revelation of the holy emunah in the world is through the spoken words… through the 
praises that the Yidden occupy themselves with every day, praising and glorifying Hashem…’  Further 
on, he writes:  ‘And this is what we do every day in davening, with the Pesukei D’zimra, Kriyas Shema, 
the Brachos and the tefillos…  We bring out the holy emunah that Hashem created everything.’

Question:  How do I strengthen myself in emunah?
Answer:  Through talking emunah, this brings us to emunah.

Question:  How is it possible to always accept everything calmly?
Answer:  If a person has emunah then even when things don’t go so 

well, he relies on Hashem that everything is for his favor, and then he 
has it good.
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R’ Nosson writes about this in Likutei Halachos:  ‘There are many mitzvos and good deeds which are 
brought down in the Torah that through them, we merit to be saved from sin and come close to 
Hashem.  For example by the mitzvah of Tzitzis, it says ‘so you should remember, and you will do all 
My mitzvos,’ or by the mitzvah of Tefillin, it says ‘so that Hashem’s Torah should be in your mouth…’

If so, someone who wears tzitzis but is still overcome by the Yetzer Hora and sins, or someone who 
puts on Tefillin and is still defeated by the Yetzer Hora, should they Chas Veshalom cast off the yoke 
and not perform this mitzvah too?  If so, they will Chas Veshalom change their faith completely, as we 
see all the heretics and apostates who came to this only through such descents…

But the truth is that we don’t understand Hashem’s ways, and surely everything that is written in the 
Torah and that the Rabbanim told us is true and correct; it’s just that there are things which we can’t 
understand.  

The mitzvah of Tzitzis surely has a great power to save a person from the Yetzer Hora, as we see from 
the story which is brought about someone who was very careful with the mitzvah of Tzitzis… and his 
Tzitizis ended up protecting him from sinning...

But with all this, not all people are the same; there can be someone who is so drawn after the Yetzer 
Hora that even if he wears Tzitzis, it’s still hard for him to overcome his temptations, but he still needs 
to be careful to wear Tzitzis.  On the contrary, he needs to be even more exceedingly careful.  If he 
sees that his Tzitzis aren’t enough to save him from sin, he should at least have this z’chus of Tzitzis 
and not be lost completely.  And maybe eventually the mitzvos of all the days he spent wearing Tzitzis 
will combine together with his mitzvos of Tzedaka which also saves from sin, to give him strength to 
subdue his Yetzer Hora.

There are lots of aspects in this matter which are hidden from mankind, and it is all for the sake of free 
choice, because the main part of free choice is especially through concealment, that these matters are 
hidden from people and impossible to understand; it is all for the sake of bechirah.

Therefore, every person, no matter who he is or whatever happens, is obligated to do his part all his 
lifetime.  Even if he Chas Veshalom doesn’t merit holiness and purity, his good is never lost for ‘there 
is no good desire that ever goes in vain.’  For who knows what comes out of his good, maybe Hashem 
used it for some need which is much greater and higher than that what he wanted!  For example, 
someone who sees it written that this mitzvah leads to merit this matter.  Therefore, he fulfills the 
mitzvah, but he doesn’t merit that matter he wanted.  He shouldn’t be downhearted about it at all, 
because who knows the ways of Hashem?  Maybe Hashem hid his mitzvah for some other much more 
important purpose, since Hashem’s thoughts are very deep, and it is forbidden to question Hashem 
or the words of the Rabbanim; all their words are true and correct, it’s just that there are things we 
don’t understand. 

Question:  There are many things on which it is written that ‘if we 
do like this, this will happen’, and I do it, but I don’t see that result 

happening?
Answer:  That what is written is true, even without us seeing it with our 
eyes.  The concealment is just so that we should have free choice.  We 

shouldn’t give up, but on the contrary, we should continue doing it even 
more.
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Question:  How can I strengthen myself when I get confused with 
my emunah?

Answer:  Through knowing that the whole world was created for 
the sake of the people who would stand firm against the confusions 

and doubts in emunah that this world presents.

Question:  Why are there illnesses that have no cure?
Answer:  Due to a lack of emunah, incurable illnesses come.

Question:  For what reason is a person is struck with heretical and 
confusing thoughts?

Answer:  Due to arrogance and pride.

As R’ Nosson writes in Sichos Haran 222:  ‘The Rebbe once spoke with someone who was having 
doubts in emunah, and he strengthened him greatly, telling him that it is brought in sefarim that the 
whole creation of the world was only due to the fact that Hashem saw there would be people who 
would have trouble with their faith, as a result of all the doubts, confusion and heresy that come 
up in their minds, and they’d strengthen themselves to overcome these thoughts and be firm with 
emunah, and only because of this, Hashem created the world!  Through these words, that person felt 
very encouraged every time those confusing thoughts bothered him.  

The Rebbe also says in many places that the main creation was in the merit of emunah, as it says, ‘And 
all His work is with faith.’

As the Rebbe says in Sichos Haran 261:  ‘Most of the doubts that strike a person and confuse his 
emunah come from pride, because whoever is proud, Hashem says ‘I can’t live with him.’  So 
we see that through pride, Hashem removes His Presence from the person, and therefore, he is 
overcome with heresy, which is Hashem hiding His Face from him.  Every person must have his 
eyes open to see his lowliness, and Hashem’s greatness, and like that, he will surely not come 
to pride and heresy.’

This is what the Rebbe says in Likutei Moharan II, 5:  ‘The main thing is emuna, and every person 
must search for it, and strengthen his faith.  Because there are people who suffer from awful 
illnesses, and the reason for their suffering is their having fallen in emuna…  Incredible illnesses 
come through weakness in emuna, for which no doctors, tefillos or parental merit helps.’
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לב הנחל
ברסלב

מכון "לב הנחל - ברסלב" להדפסת והפצת ספרי 
רבי נחמן מברסלב ותלמידיו זצ"ל

כל ספרי ברסלב 
חוברות, דיסקים, נר תמיד, מדבקות, סגולות, ועוד.....

בימים אלה שוקד המכון על הוצאת כמה 
ספרי רבינו הקדוש.

להדפסת  שותף  ולהיות  לסייע  ניתן 
והפצת הספרים על ידי הנצחת קרוביכם 

ויקירכם בספרים.

לעילוי נשמת, או להצלחה, לרפואה, זיווג, פרנסה, זרע 
קודש, וכל הישועות.

לפרטים ולתרומות
052-7653662   02-5712385

מכון לב הנחל
ירושלים: ת.ד.5920      בני ברק: כולל ברסלב רח' אלשיך 5 

Excerpted and translated from the Sefer 
ישראל לנשות  רבינו   published by ‘Lev – דעת 
Hanachal’ an organization for the printing 
and spreading the sefarim of the Rebbe R’ 
Nachman of Breslov and his holy Talmidim.  

Tel:  052-7653662   054-9254002   

02-5712385

Question:  What should a 
person keep in mind when he 
does hishtadlus for parnassa 

and health?
Answer:  He should be careful 
not to turn the natural causes 

into the main thing, and always 
remember that Hashem can 
make everything without our 

efforts and ‘help’ too.

Like the Rebbe says in Likutei Moharan I, 62:  
‘Many people blunder in this, putting the 
natural causes between them and Hashem.  
That means that they believe in Hashem, but 
they also believe in cause and effect, saying 
that causes are necessary.  For example 
by Parnassa, they say that business is the 
main thing, as if Chas Veshalom without the 
pretext of business, Hashem cannot give 
them parnassa.  Or by health, they make 
the main thing the medication, as if Chas 
Veshalom without medication, Hashem isn’t 
able to heal.

The matter is not so, for Hashem is כל  סיבת 
 ,the Cause of all Causes – הסיבות ועילת כל העילות
and He has no need for causes.  When we 
engage in these causes, we must believe in 
Hashem alone, and not make the causes the 
main thing.’
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The Rebbe said:  The main thing 
is emunah.  To the world, emunah 

is a small thing, but to me, 
emunah is a very great thing.

How can we make Hashem part of 
our daily lives?

To me emunah is also the main thing, which is probably 
why I connect so deeply with Rebbe Nachman.  From 
Modeh Ani throughout my day, I’m trying to connect 
to Hashem and speak to Him.  From the big things... 
blessings for my children and family, to the ‘smaller’ 
ones... even merging safely onto the freeway!  I’m trying 
to thank more than I ask and sometimes the hardest 
thing to do is...nothing...but wait for Hashem to give me 
clarity and trust that He will take care of me as He sees 
best.  My deepest place of emunah and closeness with 
Hashem requires quiet trust, and it’s a daily avodah that 
I seek to improve.  

– Michal Miller, Denver, Colorado

BY: T.C.S.

My first thought would be to get into the habit of 
saying ‘Im yirtze Hashem’ and ‘b’ezras Hashem’ on 
a regular basis.  I think many people do so without 
really thinking of what they’re saying.  So the 
next important step would be to keep learning, in 
whichever mode works best for you-whether it’s 
reading a sefer on emunah - either alone or with 
a partner, going to shiurim, or even listening over 
the phone.  Associating with ruchniyus-minded 
people who can help you view the daily events you 
share with them through the lens of emunah and 
Bitachon and not teva, can be very supportive as 
well.

 – Sorah Kraus, Kiryat Sefer
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We develop our relationship with Hashem through tefilah. Tefilah 
has two parts:

1) Shvachoh Shel Makom – This is the category of praising Hashem 
for His wonders and might and thanking Hashem for His chessed 
and rachamim. The more one practices and invests feelings into 
this avodah, the more naturally it will become part of them to 
notice the wonders and chassadim of Hashem and feel awed of 
and grateful to Him. This will also bring a deep simchas hachaim. 

2) Bakashah – This includes believing deeply that Hashem is Kol 
Yachol (all mighty – all powerful) and fully capable of providing 
yeshuos, even l’maalah mi’derech hatevah, and loves us more 
than we can humanly fathom and yearns to help us in the most all-
encompassing manner. As the heilige Rebbe once expounded, “Tov 
Hashem Lakol — Hashem is good for all the yeshuos one needs – 
for parnassah, health, zivugim, shalom bayis, etc. But if you doubt 
that Hashem wants to help because you feel unworthy, the passuk 
finishes “v’rachamov al kol maasov – Hashem’s rachamim is for 
ALL His creations, even you!

 – Fraidy Rapaport, Monsey, NY

I find it very practical and 
uplifting to make frequent 
hisbodedus moments.  To 
disconnect for a moment or two 
from the high-speed, technical 
world we live in and are part 
of, and turn to Hashem through 
words of emunah.  Facts we all 
know, but they tend to go under 
the radar when not refreshed.  
For example, Erev Pesach.  
Unpacked drawers, furniture 
in the center of the room, 
things strewn all over the place, 
children busying themselves 
with who-knows-what, racing 
against the clock…  In the midst 
of all that, pause!  And connect 
with Hashem!
Say something like, “Hashem, I 
am now cleaning my house from 
chametz as You commanded us 
to do.  I know and believe that 
You have a true nachas ruach 
from my avoda.  Not necessarily 

because I’m doing a most perfect 
job, or because I’m so advanced.  
But because I’m busying myself 
with Your mitzvah and this is 
Your desire.  I am happy to do 
Your ratzon.  Help me believe 
and feel the enormity of my 
deed.”
This can be practiced at any and 
every situation.  Sending the 
chidren off to school, washing 
laundry, cooking supper…  The 
choice of words are obviously 
unique and individual as they 
differ from person to person and 
from situation to situation.  And 
that’s the beauty!  To remind 
ourselves every so often ‘why’ 
and ‘for Whom’ our efforts are 
being done.  Verbalize in order 
to internalize!
 

- Miriam Leah Reiner, 
Brooklyn, N.Y.

I believe we do know that Hashem is a constant 
in our daily lives, but I also feel we can 
strengthen our awareness of this relationship.  
The Rebbe tells us we literally create reality 
with our thoughts.   One of the profound gifts 
of Breslov is a prescriptive approach that helps 
us develop the ways in which we think and feel.  
When we realize it is generally possible for us to 
choose our thoughts and feelings, we begin to 
gain a richer understanding of the tremendous 
gifts Hashem has given us.  We become more in 
touch with our life’s purpose.  And, because our 
life’s purpose is bound up with our conceptual 
understanding of Hashem as well as our Avodas 
Hashem, our awareness of Hashem begins to 
take on a fresh immediacy.  By talking about 
everything with Hashem during hisbodedus, 
especially discussing our thoughts and feelings 
with Him, we become more sensitive to the 
depth of our relationship with Him.  Our 
relationship becomes more personal and more 
constant.

-  C.R. Zwolinski, Brooklyn, NY

Some ways to include emunah in our 
daily lives:

1.  We can make Hashem part of our 
lives by talking to and about Him, 
especially remembering to thank Him 
out loud.

2.  When children ask us for help in 
finding a lost object, we can ask them, 
“Did you already ask Hashem to help 
you find it?”

3.  We ourselves should turn directly 
to Hashem for all our needs.

4.  Looking for and recounting all the 
Divine Providence we experience. 
Keeping a diary is a most heartwarming 
experience and we can always read it 
back to draw encouragement in more 
difficult times.

- Sara Y. Landesman, Beis 
Shemesh
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We can make Hashem part of our daily 
lives by TALKING to him.  If not an hour of 
hisbodedus, then talk along the way with 
everything we do.  When you make a bus 
and don't have to wait, TELL Him thank You. 
Thank Hashem for everything; don't just ask 
for what you need.  It starts with gratitude.  
By including Him in all the small as well as 
big things in our lives, we make His presence 
in our lives more palpable.

– Yocheved Frischman, Yerushalayim

Have you 
ever felt that 
you received 
any personal 
message from 
Hashem, thus 
strengthening 
your emunah?

We can make Hashem part of our lives and strengthen our 
emunah, through knowing and believing that He is in control 
of everything, and that all successes and also failures are part 
of the most magnificent plan!  We have no hasagah at all, we 
just believe!  Therefore, we can and should always be very 
happy, for we are in the Loving Hands of our Beloved Father, 
Who takes care of all our needs!!  So if we need anything 
we just have to ask Him!!  There are no limitations – open 
your mouth wide, broaden it with a smile, and ask Hashem 
for everything!!  A good idea is to start praying for a small 
thing you want, for example; not to become angry.  Daven:  
" Hashem, help me that today when I'm tired and exhausted 
in the afternoon, I shouldn’t get angry at the children’s 
arguments etc.", and notice how you did stay calm (or a 
bit calmer).   Thank Hashem for it, appreciate it, and then 
continue to pray and thank.  This way we really strengthen 
our emunah that Hashem IS listening to our tefillos!!  May all 
our tefillos for all our needs, bgashmiyus and beruchniyus, 
be answered, Amen. 

– E.S. Yerushalayim

I've had so many messages from Hashem in my life it 
would take an entire book, but one that is monumental:  
Before I discovered Breslov chassidus, 24 years ago, I 
was experiencing secondary infertility.  While walking, 
I poured out my heart to Hashem for close to an hour 
(I did not know what hisbodedus was).  I felt a very 
strong sense that Hashem was listening to my tefillos.  
Today, B"H, that child is 23 and another one followed.  
That was a palpable mega-message from Hashem to 
continue speaking to Him! 

– Michal Miller, Denver, Colorado

The Rebbe says we are allowed to look for the hashgacha 
pratis that occurs, so I do—probably daily.  Like most 
people, numerous times throughout my life I’ve felt that 
Hashem was guiding me. (I’ve also felt plenty lost at 
times, too, naturally.)  Profound ‘messages’ have often 
come when I daven intensely by the tzyiun.  I’ve always 
come with a list of things I want to work on and daven for.  
But then, each time, a new prayer enters my mind, for a 
ruchniusdig request I previously never thought to daven 
for.  Within minutes to hours, that new and unexpected 
prayer has been answered in startlingly obvious ways.  
Both the prayer and the answer come so clearly from 
Hashem.  It makes me feel very loved by Hashem when 
a prayer is answered—even if it seems that thousands of 
my prayers are not answered in the way I’d like.  It never 
gets ‘old!’  For me, feeling loved by Hashem is the thing 
that strengthens my emunah the most.
Also, we want to do what the Rebbe told us to do—to talk 
to each other about Hashem.  Perhaps because I daven 
for Hashem to put the right words in my mouth, when I 
do discuss the Rebbe’s teachings with a woman and help 
her improve her self-esteem, it also feels like a message.  
When she begins to believes more strongly that Hashem 
loves her and that this love is personal and unique, that 
she is a partner in this relationship, and that she also 
should discuss Hashem with others, well, that profoundly 
increases my emunah, too. 

C.R. Zwolinski, BRI Women, Brooklyn, NY
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Never.  Been waiting for one!  But seeing 
His Hand in all the little and big things 
in my life strengthens my emunah.  I 
started developing emunah from a 
Chovos HaLevavos shiur given by a very 
litvishe Rebbetzin who told story after 
story of hashgachah pratis.  Slowly, I 
found myself changing and my emunah 
strengthening.  But don’t think I’m scott 
free - when I get tested in bigger ways, 
I fall flat way too often!!!!  Striving ....

 – Yocheved Frischman, Yerushalayim

Emunah to me means realizing that every 
single minute detail is being controlled by 
Hashem and nothing EVER happens just 
because! 

I once wanted something very badly and I 
was obsessed with getting it.  My husband 
kept telling me to relinquish control, to give 
up the fight, to throw my hands up in the air 
AND LEAVE IT UP TO HASHEM!  And yes, as 
soon as I did that.... Hashem saw that the 
message was received and He gave it me with 
both hands and all His love.  So don’t push 
and pull and bang your head in the wall; it 
won’t get you anywhere.  Instead, spread out 
your hands, surrender and say: “Hashem, it’s 
all you!”

– Malky Lebowitz, Monsey N.Y

Yes – when Hashem sends an opportunity for 
chesed my way, I feel that although thousands 
of people could’ve done that kindness, Hashem 
chose to give the merit to me.  It is a very special 
and awesome realization that Hashem is on 
the lookout to give us merit.  It occurred to me 
that perhaps this is alluded to in the bracha we 
say daily - malbish arumim.  The Rebbe says 
that our garments in the everlasting world 
are made from the good deeds we perform 
down here.  Hashem in His kindness sends us 
special mitzvah opportunities so that we chas 
v’shalom won’t be unclothed in the everlasting 
life.

- Sara Y. Landesman, Beis Shemesh

If we have our eyes open, we can see amazing hashgacha pratis 
daily.  This is just one small episode:  I was traveling to NY by 
myself.  In the taxi on my way to the airport, I checked my pockets 
and noticed that I only had 25 shekel.  In the rush I had forgotten 
to ask my husband for more money.  I looked out of the window, 
thinking that maybe I would spot someone who could lend me 
some money, since they didn’t accept payments by credit card.  I 
was hoping for the best, because Hashem does everything for the 
best.  I called my husband, and he asked me if I hadn’t taken along 
US dollars.  I remembered that I had.  I didn’t think it was the best 
option, since I doubted the driver would give me a fair exchange 
rate, or I thought he’d be grumpy about it, but what could I do?  
When it came to pay, I told him that I have cash in my suitcase.  I 
took out a $100 bill, and he gave me $80 change with a gracious 
b’vakashah!  – E.S. Yerushalayim

Sometimes, messages and hello calls from Hashem (like Hashem is 
texting you: “Hi! I'm here, how are you?  I see you and I’m working 
on your case...”) don’t always begin and end with a sweet smiley 
face.  Sometimes that strong message of "I'm with you" can seem 
extremely hard.  And that is the message I once received, which 
was the strongest message I ever received from Hashem.  Although 
it was almost five years ago, it still strengthens me.
I had a severe medical issue with one of my kids, medications 
and different medical approaches made matters much worse, 
in addition to its side effects.  I decided to try to listen to what 
the Rebbe says, that Hashem is the best doctor too and the best 
way to receive a refuah is to leave all your Hishtadlus aside, have 
nothing at all to rely on and just scream to Hashem for help.  (This 
was after a long while of running around to doctors, doing all 
the research online and taking all the kindhearted suggestions 
from aunts, sisters, shvigger, bubbies etc.)  So here I was putting 
everything aside and doing ruchniusdig hishtadlus.  Right then a 
massive downfall in my child’s condition occurred. I needed to 
go to the emergency room.  I was shattered.  “So that happened 
because I didn’t listen to all the great advice of… and I stopped 
believing in the doctors.  Hashem is probably punishing me...”
I opened a Tehilim and wanted to pour my heart out to Hashem and 
cry and cry and cry.  It opened to Mizmor Shir Leyom HaShabbos.  
Well, that wasn’t what I felt like.  But I suddenly reminded myself 
of what the Rebbe says, that every time a Yid wants to enter a 
new Shaar in Kedusha he receives a big kick from Hashem and 
many  people get fooled by this, thinking, ‘Oh, Hashem doesn’t 
want me...’
Not wanting to be fooled, I changed gears, started saying that 
Kapital, and thanked Hashem for the Nekudos Tovos I could find 
in the situation...
I was sent home from the hospital an hour later and that was the 
last time my precious child knew of that medical issue.
It was the nicest, sweetest and strongest message of emunah (and 
emunas Tzadikim) I ever got.  

– Name withheld, Beis Shemesh
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There’s a secret shortcut on how to strengthen one’s emunah. Simply rule out the option of 
relying on anyone or anything at all, and opt for 100 percent reliance on Hashem. Honestly, there 
isn’t even another option — it’s just a matter of living with this awareness in every situation. 

I had recently given birth and was desperate to cut my hours at work so I could be a more 
relaxed mom. Instead of taking matters into my own hands (such as begging my boss, etc.), 
I was zoicheh to take the emunah way. I did some emunah coaching (“remember that it’s all 
about Hashem and ONLY He can help …”), davened to Hashem sincerely, and waited for Him to 
make the arrangements. I was convinced it would happen — in the right time. (In Breslov we are 
familiar with the concept of hamtein too!) Hashem didn’t disappoint me. My boss surprised me 
with a great offer, allowing me to cut my hours in an honorable fashion. It felt so comforting and 
boosted my emunah tremendously. And y’know what? I even got away with all the anxieties that 
relying on human assistance brings. 

Don’t feel bad being too demanding on Hashem by making only modest requests. No need to 
settle. Our requests will never be too much for Him. Hashem can do anything and loves when we 
ask Him everything! The formula of minimal (or perhaps no) hishtadlus and maximum emunah 
and tefilah, bring miraculous results — all the time!

Baruch hagever asher yivtach b’Hashem, v’hayah Hashem mivtacho!

Name withheld, Brooklyn, NY
Editor’s note: Unbelievable!!  See Sefer Hamiddos, yeshuah 14: Al yedei bitachon tizkeh lehavin 
sheyeshuascha me'eis Hakadosh Baruch Hu v'lo me'adam.

The more one works on emunah, bitachon, and 
tefilah, the more alert and honed in we become to 
notice that Hashem “speaks’ to us through the myriad 
of happenings all throughout the day. My husband 
told me many times that feelings are a text message 
from Hashem. There are so many feelings and each 
carry their own personalized message.

Happiness — say thank You and I’ll say, “You’re 
welcome.”

Fear — come close to Me and I’ll protect you.

Anxiousness — call out to Me and I’ll help you.

Worries — rely on Me and I’ll make sure everything 
works out for the best.

The most important message that is the common 
thread stitching together the tapestry of events 
throughout our lives is the loving call from our 
Tatteh In Himmel — “Hashmieny es koileich hareiny 
es mareich” — Everything that happens to us is an 
opportunity given to us from Hashem to develop 
our relationship with Him into a warm, loving, and 
trusting bond. 

We used to have a Breslov Yeshivah in Monsey, and 
my son once approached the rosh yeshivah in the 
middle of the zman about seeing that his cheishek for 
learning had waned and to ask if he could give him 
chizuk. This is what the rosh yeshivah told him:

It once happened that the parents of family X were 
going on a vacation. The father gave his son his 
telephone number just in case the need would arise. 
Being the responsible boy that he was, he didn’t intend 
to disturb his parents on their vacation. The next 
morning the boy gets up, but can’t find his pants. He 
looks everywhere for it but still can’t find it. Dejectedly 
he calls his father. After the preliminary pleasantries, 
the father asks his son if he needs anything. The boy 
replies that he didn’t want to bother him, but he had 
no choice since he cannot find his pants and does not 
know what to do. The father laughed and said, “My 
dear child, this is exactly what I wanted. Do you know 
how much I love you and want to hear your voice? I 
knew that you would do everything in your power not 
to disturb me, but how will I manage without hearing 
your sweet voice for an entire week? I therefore hid 
your pants so that you would have to call me and 
thereby alleviate my love pangs for you. Thank you so 
much for calling, my zeeskeit!” 

– Fraidy Rapaport, Monsey, NY

Editors note:  See Sefer Hmaiddos, tefilah 15:    
Hakadosh Baruch Hu mevakesh es haadam sheyispalel 
lefanav.
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A few months ago, our landlord informed us that he's looking to sell the apartment so we might have to 
move soon.  We're very happy here and don't really want to move; additionally I wasn't sure how we'd pull 
together the funding for both moving and painting the apartment, not to mention the time to look for a 
new apartment and to pack up.  I was very overwhelmed at the whole thought of moving and decided that 
of course Hashem is doing what is best for us, so proper hishtadlus requires looking through classifieds and 
checking into apartments that appear promising, but not to worry too much about it.  We had a lot of people 
come check out our apartment, but I hardly saw appropriate ads for myself to look into.  I wasn't too worried 
though. 

About a month ago, a serious buyer arrived on the scene and I hadn’t yet found any apartment I'd even 
consider moving into. (Disclaimer- I didn't look too hard either.)  Then, one week, there was something that 
looked like it would be perfect for us, but the times I wanted to go there didn't work out for the current 
tenants or I couldn't reach them.  After two days of no luck with that apartment, life got busy and I didn't 
have time to chase after them.  My thought was, if the apartment is meant for us, I'll see it in next week's 
classifieds when I'll have time to start chasing them again.  But it wasn't in the next week's classifieds, nor was 
there anything else appropriate.  All indications pointed to us having to move out pretty soon because of this 
serious buyer but we hadn't heard confirmation yet from the landlord.  

After about two weeks of not really knowing what was going on but trusting that Hashem is doing what's best 
for us, I had to call the landlord about something else.  While on the phone, I asked him what's going on with 
selling and he said they'd decided that they're not ready to sell.  We saw such clear Yad Hashem that if we're 
meant to stay here then here we will stay.  In retrospect, it's comforting that I didn't spend too much time 
running around looking into other apartments and getting all worried about moving plans when we don't 
even have to move.  I'm glad I had some emunah to keep basically calm about it those few months and hope 
to take a lesson from it for any future events as they transpire.

- Sorah Kraus, Kiryat Sefer
Editors note:  Uh huh - trust is a must!  See Sefer Hamiddos, bitachon 9:  Al yedei bitachon nitzal m'daagah.  

I was recently in Uman. Many women come back with 
a story of a revelation they experienced by the Rebbe.  
I was wondering if I should daven to merit such a 
revelation but on the other hand, I was thinking, what’s 
the point?  emunah is characterized by believing without 
seeing, and a revelation – ‘seeing’ Hashem, in a sense, 
takes away simple emunah.  So I decided to daven for it, 
“If it’s good for me, Hashem, then send it to me.”  That’s 
what I asked as I said farewell, minutes before leaving to 
the airport.  Well, I had a revelation... on the way home, 
I was paid back the exact amount of the costs of my trip 
to the Rebbe in full, (which was over Shabbos) exactly on 
the day I took off to the Ukraine.  And how unlikely; the 
messenger who put in the money in my bank account 
was an insurance company.  I had filed the claim about an 
episode that occurred almost a year ago, knowing that the 
odds of being reimbursed were very slight, and I was also 
missing one of the required forms.  But, without receiving 
any indication that the company even commenced with 
tending to my case, I was reimbursed.  Forget about the 
money, it may no longer be here, but the message was 
great - Hashem loves me...  It’s an ‘emunah boost’ to 
continue believing even when we don’t see so clearly. 

- Y.M, Yerushalayim
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When did you first hear of the Rebbetzin?

My Bnos leader Bracha Berger married a Breslover 
Chassid and after they went on a trip to Eretz Yisrael 
she came back and couldn’t stop gushing about 
a certain Rebbetzin Gittel that she met in Meah 
She’arim.  She and her husband were drawn to Reb 
Yankele Galinsky zt”l’s famous weekly Friday night 
drasha and they went to daven in the same shul the 
next day, Shabbos morning.

In the women’s section, a petite old lady came over 
and welcomed her warmly.  Brocha chatted with her 
for a while in a broken Yiddish.  “You’re a Breslover?!  
Your husband is a Breslover?!” the lady asked over 
and over again.  Downstairs the men were dancing, 
and with a beaming smile, she grabbed Brocha’s 
hands and started spinning around with her.  When 
she was done she invited the couple to her home.

Brocha was hooked and couldn’t stop talking about 
Rebbetzin Gittel when she came back to the States.

When did you finally get to meet Rebbetzin Gittel?

Years ago, (we’re talking 50 years ago) we didn’t go 
to Eretz Yisrael for a year in seminary, so one summer 

a group of us friends took a trip to Eretz Yisrael for 
a couple of weeks.  After hearing so much about 
Rebbetzin Gittel we just had to go see her.  She lived 
in a small courtyard in Meah Shearim.

How did you spend time together?

She went daily to Dovid Hamelech’s burial site on 
Har Tzion and begged us to go along with her and 
say tehilim there.  We girls were looking for more 
exciting activities and trips but we loved her; she had 
such a great sense of humor and we adored her.  So 
we told her, “We’ll go with you once a month.”

The 80 year old Rebbetzin Gittel went flying up the 
mountain leading to Har Tzion and us 18 year old 
girls couldn’t keep up with her speed.  We finally 
arrived breathless and saw the Rebbetzin with an 
open tehilim.

“What takes you American girls so long to climb up 
here?  I’m saying tehilim for ten minutes already!”

What was the highlight of your visit?

We girls generally went together on Thursdays to visit 
her.  But one Thursday towards the end of our trip I 

After translating Rebbetzin Gittel Halperin’s memoirs, I shared my excitement with 
my husband, who was just as enthusiastic.  “You know, Mrs. Rosen from Monsey 

was very close with her,” he reminded me. 

I have very fond memories of Mrs. Rivka Rosen, who is not only a family friend but 
was the popular 8th grade English writing teacher who first showed confidence 
in my writing abilities.  That was when the idea of interviewing her for the Rays 

magazine was born. 

Interview with 
Mrs. Rivka Rosen

By Sara Y. Landesman
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was walking by myself in Meah Shearim and decided to 
go see the Rebbetzin on my own.  I found the Rebbetzin 
very sick in bed and didn’t know what to do.

“Did the Rebbetzin call a doctor?”  I asked.

“No.”

“So let’s call now.  What’s your doctor’s number?”

“Just go home; we’ll manage to call the doctor ourselves.  
Don’t worry, everything will be fine,” she told me.

“No, I won’t leave until a doctor comes.  Maybe he’ll 
prescribe medication and then I’ll be able to go and get 
it for you,” I urged.

“No, please go home.  Forget about me. The doctor will 
come soon,” she was just as insistant.

“Rebbetzin Gittel, I’m not budging until I see the doctor 
here.”

I put my head down on the table to show that I meant 
business.  Her home was a very old fashioned Meah 
She’arim apartment.  The kitchen was nondescript and 

clean with a little stove where she made kichalach,  Sara 
Imeinu style.

“Rivka’la, are all American girls so stubborn?”

Then it dawned upon me that the Rebbetzin was 
desperate for me to get out, so I finally left.

Outside, I overheard the Rebbetzin daven.

“Ribono shel Olam, tonight is Thursday night.  What will 
be tomorrow?  I’m so sick.  How will I be able to deliver 
food, drink, clothing and medicine to the poor destitute 
people of Meah Shearim?” 

Rebbetzin Gittel had an iron-wrought shopping cart 
where she stored provisions for poor, neglected people.  
In the wee hours of the morning, before anybody woke 
up, she dropped off packages outside the front doors 
and then quickly ran off…

I listened to the continuation of her tefillos.

“A young lady was here before and she wanted to help 
me but I had no energy.  I don’t go to doctors so I sent 
her back to her friends.  I had to daven to You Hashem 
and I couldn’t let her stay here all night.  I didn’t want to 
offend her, but what else could I do?

Ribono shel Olam, if You don’t cure me now, this girl will 
feel terrible.  So please, let me deliver provisions to the 
poor people first and then You can take me.”

I told my friends what I heard and we decided that I 
should deliver the packages to the poor people instead 
of Rebbetzin Gittel who was so ill.  So the next day I got 
up real early and raced through Meah Shearim, hoping 
to get there before Rebbetzin Gittel woke up. 

Full of trepidation of the thought that she was gone, I 
couldn’t believe my eyes.  There was Rebbetzin Gittel 
with an emptied shopping cart.

“Rebbetzin Gittel, what is this?!  Did the doctor give you 
a miraculous medicine?” I asked her.

“Rivka, why are you up already?  Do I have a good doctor, 
you ask?  Come and I’ll show you what great doctors I 
have.  You want to see them?  You want me to introduce 
you to them?” 

“Definitely!” I responded eagerly.

“Then look to your right and look to your left.”

I looked but didn’t see any doctors. “There’s no one 
here.”

“Rivka’la, on the right side is Dr. Emunah and on the left is 
Dr. Bitachon, don’t you see them? Come in, you probably 
didn’t eat breakfast yet…”

“Rivka’la, on the 
right side there’s 

Dr. Emunah 
and on the 

left there’s Dr. 
Bitachon, don’t 
you see them?
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I went back to my friends and told them, “You’ve 
missed something good!”

Wow!  Any more powerful encounters on that trip?

It was already Rosh Chodesh Elul and the end of our 
trip.  We were busy packing our suitcases to go home 
when we realized that we hadn’t been to Miron, so we 
decided to go the following day.

“Let’s go say good bye to Rebbetzin Gittel; we probably 
won’t see her anymore,” I suggested.

“We don’t have the time for it.  There’s too much to do 
and if we go, we’ll stay there forever.” 

So I went by myself as the representative to take leave 
and thank the Rebbetzin for the great laughs shared 
and for all the lessons she taught us.

The Rebbetzin asked me if we’re still planning to go 
somewhere and I told her about our plans of going to 
Miron the next day.

“Very good, I’m also planning on going.  What time do 
you think you’ll be there tomorrow?”

I knew that we were planning to do some sightseeing 
in Tel Aviv before so I said we’ll be there at 8:00 pm. 

After a full day in Tel Aviv one of the friends said at 
6:00 pm that we’d better start heading for Miron if 
they wanted to be there at 8:00.

We got to central bus station and it was empty.  
Walking towards the ticket booths, we searched for 
the bus to Miron, but the lady at the ticket counter 
shouted, “We’re closed and there are no buses until 
tomorrow morning!” slamming the shutters in our 
faces. 

We girls didn’t know what to do and everyone started 
blaming me for being the smart-aleck who told 
Rebbetzin Gittel that we’ll be in Miron eight o’clock; 
she was probably worried sick.  The only Israeli 
currency that we had left was for the sherut taxi that 
would take us to the airport, so we were stuck. 

“Why did you have to tell her?!” they turned on me.

I said, “Listen, Rebbetzin Gittel is a very big tzadeikes.  
Do you really believe that Hashem will let her suffer 
with worry for us?”

Noticing an empty wooden bench nearby and wanting 
my friends to get off my case, I suggested that we sit 
down and daven that in the zechus of Rebbetzin Gittel 
that we should get to Miron so she wouldn’t worry 
about us.

Everybody started davening earnestly except for me.  
I had only said it in passing to get them off my case.  
In less than a minute, I kid you not, a bus pulled up 
with Miron flashing on and off in bright red dots on 
the destination display. 

“Hey girls, want to get to Miron?” 

Everybody started crying at once!  And I was so proud 
to take the credit for this open miracle and kept on 
repeating, “See, I told you, she really is a big tzadeikes.”

The driver asked us why we were crying.  One of 
the girls spoke Hebrew so she explained what just 
happened.  The bus driver kept on scratching his head 
and told us in Hebrew that really he had no intentions 
to drive to Miron but suddenly an overpowering 
thought came to his mind that he had go to Miron 
right away. 

Rebbetzin Gittel was waiting for us as we approached 
the top of the mountain at nine o’clock.  We thanked 
her profusely but she made nothing of it, beckoning, 
“Come, come inside to Reb Shimon.”

In the midst of 
her fervor as she 
recited tehilim, 
she would drop 
everything in 
order to help 
somebody in need.

41



Were you in touch with her after that trip?

After I got married, I didn’t have children right away.  
After several years went by I decided to ask Rebbetzin 
Gittel to help me.  I wrote a couple of letters to the 
Rebbetzin, and she kept writing back, ‘don’t worry, 
you’ll have children.’  I listened to her and didn’t do 
anything about it.

After five years our son Nachman was born. 

There was another couple who were also very close 
with Rebbetzin Gittel and they didn’t have children for 
at least nine years after their wedding.  Rebbetzin Gittel 
consoled her, “Don’t worry, your children will still roll 
under the table.”

That woman trusted Rebbetzin Gittel and also didn’t 
take action.  We didn’t see each other for a while and 
then at the chanukas habayis for the Breslover shul 
in Monsey where we moved to from Boro Park, her 
children, a good couple of them, were playing under 
the table!

Wow, exactly what the Rebbetzin had predicted!
Did Rebbetzin Gittel share anything about her first 
husband Harav Karduner zt”l?

Rebbetzin Gittel was very skilled and talented and knew 
how to bandage wounds and give medical help.  When 
they lived in Teveria a war was raging and her husband 
Reb Yisroel zt”l said, “Gittele, go out and see how you 
can help the soldiers.”

They could see and hear the bombs exploding all 
around.  “What? It’s dangerous, there’s a war outside!” 
she responded.

Reb Yisroel had the Rebbe’s cane that he gave her.  
“Carry this with you and the Rebbe will protect you.”

Rebbetzin Gittel went out and gave the soldiers drinks 
and bandages, carrying the cane with her all the time.  
She would reminisce that she couldn’t believe she 
stayed alive.

How would you sum up Rebbetzin Gittel in one sentence?

Rebbetzin Gittel was a very devout woman, davening 
and saying tehilim for hours on end, but her first 
priority was fulfilling the mitzvah of v’ahavta l’reyacha 
komocha.  In the midst of her fervor as she recited 
tehilim, she would drop everything in order to help 
somebody in need.

When is Rebbetzin Gittel’s yahrtzeit?

On the 13th of Teves.  All my sons and grandchildren 
learn mishnayos and give tzedaka in her memory.

How do you keep Rebbetzin Gittel’s memory alive?

Firstly, our lovely daughter Sury whose full name is 
Sara Gittel is named after her.  And I work very hard 
to emulate the Rebbetzin being b’simcha and joyful.  
During difficult times I try to imagine what Rebbetzin 
Gittel would say.  I know her answer; it’s to be b’simcha 
and daven—and I personally see much blessing from 
following her advice.

What do you think attracted people to Rebbetzin Gittel?

Her charming personality, her sense of humor and the 
fact that she was a very holy woman although she had 
no extraneous frumkeiten.

What was her favorite song?

Ki nichem Hashem tziyon.

Did everybody in Yerushalayim know about this tzadeikes?

Leah Dornblatt, a good friend of mine, wrote me a 
letter describing the Rebbetzin’s levaya, as if that of a 
Rosh Yeshiva or a Chassidishe Rebbe.  Everybody there 
was crying hysterically as if a gadol hador passed away!

This article should be a zechus for Rebbetzin Sara Gittel 
bas Reb Eliyohu Dov z”l.

I try to keep Rebbetzin 
Gittel’s memory alive 

by working hard to 
emulate her in always 

being b’simcha.
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Cursing the mold between each 
bathroom tile, I get down from my 
twisted position, trying to balance 
with one chubby leg on either side 
of the bathtub. No easy feat for a 
bear my age.… I gently massage 
my aching back, when suddenly, I 
realize that dear Baby Bear has been 
watching me with big round-saucer 
eyes.

“Mommy,” my innocent Baby Bear 
tells me. “I know I used to stuff 
cookies in my pajama pockets in 

case I got hungry at night, but really, 
I never stuffed any between the 
tiles, so you don’t have to work so 
hard, ’kay?”

“Oh, thank you, my sweetheart,” I 
say, blushing slightly underneath my 
furry skin. “Don’t worry, mommies 
LOVE doing these things and they 
also ALWAYS have energy.” I kiss him 
good night and watch him toddle 
back into bed, clearly still thinking it 
over in that little fuzzy head of his.

The next day finds me stripping 

all the curtains off all the rooms in 
the house, ready for washing. I feel 
all the beary neighbors looking in 
at me and I can almost hear them 
whispering, “Crazy Bear, Crazy Bear 
— she’s looking for work! Maybe 
we’ll hire her …”

I shrug them off and carry on my 
holy work, until Big Bear walks in 
and, having seen the bare windows, 
almost walks back out (he hates 
when everyone can see in). He asks 
me innocently if I don’t have enough 

Goldilocks and the 
Three Bears

R. Grunfeld

“Scrub — scrub a dub, rub — rub a dub,” 
Mommy Bear sighs as  she works...
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work, and gently suggests that 
perhaps I leave this task for Erev 
Shavuos, because it’s definitely not 
mandatory for Pesach-making. 

I’m so hurt and feel so under-
appreciated; I turn around and 
promptly head to my room for a 
pity-party, leaving a poor, hungry, 
and dazzled grizzly bear standing in 
the hallway. 

Why? Why can’t everyone let me 
Pesach–clean the cottage MY way 
(if I’m already doing it!)? I decide 
to treat myself and dip my paw 
into our huge honey pot for a little 
licking session — the calories will 
anyway be burned off during all 
this work! 

When I recover, I start on the plant–
pots dotting my kitchen windowsill. 
The sill is now shiny and I beam in 
satisfaction, deciding that I deserve 
a rest; otherwise how will I have 
strength to cook for Shabbos? As I 
sit down, in walks Baby Bear from 
Bearygarten, swinging his Shabbos 
bag. All too soon, Shabbos is here 
and we ask Baby Bear his shaylos. 

“What do all the Mommies do 
before Pesach?” 

My Baby Bear is surprisingly quiet, 
seeming to be thinking too deeply. 
You see, my Baby Bear usually 
knows ALL the answers! Tatty Bear 
helps him and says, “They remove 
all the chametz from the house.”

Baby Bear blurts out, “But Mommy 
never cleans chametz — there 
CAN’T even be chametz between 
tiles!” he says indignantly. I blush 
a fierce crimson and go serve the 
soup.

It is now one week before Pesach 
and Big Bear and I sit down to 
discuss our annual meeting. I can 
write a script of what will now 
transpire, since I remember it from 
every year. I cover my eyes with my 
paws …

Big Bear: We need to get moving. 
It’s almost Pesach and there is still 
chametz left in every room of our 
cottage. 

Me: I know, but I must have 
those "Beary Bars" next to my 

bed for emergencies and it’s all 
too much for me. You know I’m a 
perfectionist bear, I feel like I’m 
drowning. 

Big Bear, getting stern: Well, do 
you want me to help you do it my 
way, or will you call the Breslov 
Bear today?

Me, shuddering because I know 
how Big Bear works — he skips 
half the house and I can’t imagine 
Eliyahu Hanavi coming to such a 
house Pesach night: “Okay, okay, 
I’ll go visit her.” 

And this is how the script ends.

I knock on Breslov Bear’s door — it 
has a huge smiley face on it and I 
try to smile through my nerves. 

She opens the door wide, “Hi … 
hello … come inside,” she sings 
cheerfully, and ushers me in. 

Motioning for me to join her at 
her kitchen table, we sit down. “So 
how can I help you?” she asks. I 
must say, she makes a good show 
of not remembering what I come 
for every year.
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“Um, um I feel like I’m drowning 
and there’s still chametz all over my 
house and my bones are exhausted 
already!”

“Tsk tsk,” she sighs with me. “Let’s 
have a look at this sefer.” She 
goes into her husband’s study and 
reaches for a book titled Sichos 
Haran. “Shall we see what our 
clever teacher Rebbe Nachman 
says on how to clean for Pesach?”

“Yes,” I gulp bravely, and she 
promptly starts reading: 

The Rebbe cautioned us not to 
take on extra stringencies in 
anything. He also didn’t agree 
at all with those who are much 
too makpid about stringencies 
on Pesach and get themselves 
all depressed from it. He spoke 
a lot about this, since one of 
the chassidim asked him how 
to act in regard to one of the 
chumros connected with Pesach. 
He ridiculed it, saying that 
there’s no need to look for extra 
stringencies and foolishness. 
He said that he himself used to 
think of all kinds of chumros: 
once he got worried about the 
water on Pesach, suspecting that 
maybe there is something in the 
water. Preparing water in advance 
for the whole Pesach was also not 
satisfactory for him, since the water 
is very hard to guard. No water 
was good enough for him, besides 
for spring water. But there was no 
spring water in his hometown, so 
he considered moving to another 
town with a spring for Pesach — 
that’s how much he was engaged 
in stringencies and depression. 
But now he ridicules it, that there 
is no need to look for chumros, 
even on Pesach. The main thing 
is to learn, daven, and do mitzvos 
simply, without looking for extra 
stringencies, just following the 
path of our ancestors.

Ah, so Baby Bear really was right! 
Ach, what we have to learn from 
the next generation!

I go home much more relaxed 
and outline a realistic plan until 
Pesach. One day, as I borrow sugar 
from Maddie Bear, my perfectly 
organized neighbor, she tells me 
what a blessing this new cleaner of 
hers is — so efficient, hardworking, 
and so, so cheap!

Let me tell you a secret. I’m still a 
little upset about not having blown 

the front lawn or scrubbed the 
bars of Baby Bear’s crib. Perhaps, 
my mind is churning feverishly, if 
this cleaner could come to me on 
Erev Pesach, I’ll have time to push 
that in and then I’ll really be able to 
relax by the Seder like a real Bear 
… I take down her number and 
secretly make the call.

I wake up Erev Pesach and put all 
the remaining chametz-to-be-
burned in a box in the washroom. 
I even have some flour left that 
I keep in a sealed container, so it 
should stay free from bugs, just 
like Bubby Bear used to do. Ding-
dong! There goes the cleaner. In 
she breezes, and I ask for her name. 

“Goldilocks,” she says proudly. My 
eyebrows knit together. For some 
reason, I don’t have good vibes 
about that name. Where did I get 
to know another such girl? No time 
to think, I hand her the rags and 
run out to my lawn, blowing away 
any possible leftover crumbs. I 
feel triumphant! See? I managed, 
even though the Rebbe says just to 
clean, I did EXTRAS! I stuff the last 
rag into the machine, tell Goldilocks 
to make a quick last load, rinse the 
shmattes, and I pay her. We’re all 

set for sreifas chametz. Big Bear 
throws the whole box into the fire 
and for the first time, I’m feeling 
organized. 

As I go back inside, I open the 
beeping machine to hang the wet 
rags and WHAT DO I SEE? Why is 
the laundry gluey and … and … and 
… DOUGHY? I open the drawer of 
the machine and as my eyes dart 
around furiously, my worst doubts 
come true. Goldilocks, may her 
name be obliterated, saw the 
sealed container of white flour, 
and seeing it in the washroom, 
decided it was laundry detergent 
and must have …

“There’s dough in my house!” I run 
around screaming. “Dough in my 
house!” Big Bear comes running 
and finds me shivering from fear. 
After I calm down, he starts going 
wild and calls up the rav, the 
husband of Breslov Bear — after 
I make him promise not to tell 
who did such a thing! She mustn’t 
find out that I didn’t listen to the 
Rebbe’s advice. 

That year, I learned a real lesson. 
I too, became a Breslov Bear, as I 
learnt the concept of “NO EXTRAS” 
— the hard way. May you all learn it 
and feel proud to keep the Rebbe’s 
eitzos the FIRST time round! 

Goldilocks, 
may her name 
be obliterated, 
saw the sealed 

container of 
white flour and 

must have …
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The story until now:
Having arrived to Eretz Yisrael after an arduous journey, the Rebbe visits Haifa, 
Teveria, and Tzfas, stopping in to many kivrei tzaddikim. The French Army draws 
near to Eretz Yisrael, which is under Turkish reign, and the Rebbe travels to Acco to 
sail back home. All the neutral Ragusan ships are overloaded, and they are forced 
to spend a terrifying Shabbos in army-ridden Acco. The Pasha decrees a two-hour 
limit to leave the city, after which all civilians will be slain, and the Rebbe flees to 
the harbor, to his reserved Turkish trading vessel. Reb Yitzchak searches for the 

Rebbe, but can’t find him among the many ships lining the harbor.

Chapter Seven

The tumult is enormous. 
Crashing waves in the 
background add to the 
already jittery atmosphere, 
and a weak-kneed Reb 
Yitzchak looks around in 
despair. How in the world is 
he going to find the Rebbe in 
this jumble of frantic people 
running around like chickens 
without heads? 

Mumbling disjointed tefilos 
under his breath, Reb 
Yitzchak pleads with Hashem 

to be led to the Rebbe, and 
renews his searches. Running 
up and down between the 
massive ships lining the 
dock like imposing giants, 
he turns his head from side 
to side, anxious to spot the 
Rebbe. The two-hour curfew 
is drawing ominously closer 
and Reb Yitzchak realizes 
that he must get onto a ship 
bound outwards. “Please 
Hashem…”

From afar, a light-skinned 

face flashes at him from 
among the dark Turks sitting 
on one of the ships, and he 
cranes his head the better to 
see. Are his eyes deceiving 
him? Holding his breath, Reb 
Yitzchak flies as if on wings 
to the direction of that boat. 
His heart is singing in relief as 
it dawns on him that indeed, 
the face is that of … the 
Rebbe! Their elation at being 
reunited is without bounds; 
they are both overjoyed! 
The pain and confusion of 
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both the Rebbe and Reb 
Yitzchak at not knowing of 
the other’s whereabouts 
was immense, and they are 
extremely grateful to be 
together again. 

Reb Yitzchak boards the 
boat, joining the Rebbe as 
the only other Yiddisher 
passenger among all the 
swarthy Arabs. The small 
boat leaves the port and 
sails a short distance, taking 
them all to a larger vessel 
anchored in the harbor 
off Haifa. The passengers 
transfer to the larger ship, 
the Rebbe and Reb Yitzchak 
among them. To their 
surprise, this larger cruiser 
is loaded with cannons and 
the like, but they innocently 
reason that since it is 
wartime, even regular 
passenger ships carry 
weapons for protection. 
In truth, the ship they are 
comfortably sitting in is a 
bona-fide warship, filled to 
the brim with wild soldiers 
and warfare. It is deathly 
dangerous for them every 
moment that they are 
aboard this ship, which 
is packed with Turkish 
soldiers waiting eagerly 
to start fighting. But the 
Rebbe in his great rush 
to get onto a ship leaving 
Acco had boarded this ship, 
not knowing where the 
ship they had been booked 
passage on was located. He 
had no clue that it was a 

battleship. From the frying 
pan into the fire.…

The two of them are given 
a private cabin aboard the 
larger vessel, and they 
settle themselves in their 
new quarters. Reb Yitzchak 
unwittingly accepts the 
package he is handed — a 
loaded gun — unaware of 
its meaning. The language 
barrier prevents them 
from being able to ask any 
questions, and they stay in 
the dark. Reb Yitzchak is 
overcome by hunger pangs, 

and remembers his ill-fated 
trip to the shuk in search of 
provisions for the journey. 
He had returned empty-
handed. The sea stretches 
ahead before them, and 
Reb Yitzchak considers 
in rising horror if they’ll 
have to fast for their entire 
journey. They are stuck in 
their room with absolutely 
no food or drink. After a 
few hours, they close the 
door and lie down to catch 
some shut-eye, their empty 
stomachs rumbling in 
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protest.

An hour or two passes. The 
Rebbe and Reb Yitzchak 
are rudely awakened from 
their sleep by someone 
barging into their room and 
demanding from them in 
Russian, “What on Earth are 
you doing here? This is a 
battleship, and you will surely 
be killed here! Don’t you see 
that the ship is loaded with 
cannons ready to fire?!” 

His words reach their 
mark, sowing fear in 
his listeners’ hearts. 
Terrified beyond 
description, they are 
startled out of their 
sleepiness, and grab 
hold of the Russian 
speaker’s clothing. 
Darkness prevents 
them from seeing his 
face, but they beg him 
nonetheless for help. 
Pleading desperately 
with him, they ask him to 
see to it that they should 
be allowed to leave the ship 
and return to shore. They 
grasp the fact that they are 
in mortal danger, seeing 
the flying cannonballs all 
around the ship, and come 
to the conclusion that it is 
preferable to die in Eretz 
Yisrael and be buried there, 
than to be killed here at sea. 
The chances of them staying 
alive on this warship are 

almost nil!

The Russian speaker agrees 
to go talk to the captain. 
“But you’ll need to give him 
a considerable amount of 
money,” he stipulates.

Going over to their chest 
of belongings, Reb Yitzchak 
extricates some money for 
the captain. The process 
takes him quite a while, and 
he assumes that the Russian-
speaking stranger has already 
gone to talk with the captain 

about letting them off the 
ship in the meantime, so he 
goes straight to the captain’s 
quarters and proffers him the 
money. 

Roughly brushing him off, 
the captain yells at him 
impatiently, not listening to 
a word of his explanations. 
Reb Yitzchak stands there 
at a loss, letting the wave of 
Turkish snarls wash over him. 
He has no way of getting the 

captain to understand what 
he wants, not being fluent in 
the foreign tongue. His only 
chance of communication 
is through the stranger who 
barged into their room, 
shouting in Russian, but he 
seems to have disappeared 
into thin air.

Searching every inch on the 
ship, Reb Yitzchak covers 
the entire area, but there 
is no sign of anyone who 
speaks Russian. Coarse 

Turkish and Arabic are 
the only languages 
being spoken (or 
yelled) and not a soul 
understands what the 
poor Reb Yitzchak is 
trying to say. The one 
and only identification 
sign he has of the 
mysterious stranger 
is the fact that he 
speaks Russian; the 
darkness didn’t allow 
them to discern his 

face or any distinguishing 
features, which would have 
helped Reb Yitzchak now in 
his desperate search for him.

An icy terror grips hold 
of them, sinking its claws 
into them. A deathly pallor 
overcomes Reb Yitzchak, 
and violent trembling causes 
them to shake so much until 
they cannot even lie down 
on their cots. The knowledge 
that they are stuck on this 

48



battleship amid great danger, 
without even knowing 
who the Russian-speaking 
stranger is, consumes Reb 
Yitchak in his fear.

Morning dawns. The harbor 
patrol board the ship, and 
the Rebbe and Reb Yitzchak 
plan to go again to the 
captain and fall before his 
feet, begging him to let them 
off and go back to shore. 
However, before they get 
to it, the anchors are cut 
and the ship sets sail at the 
mercy of the wind. War has 
broken out and the crew are 
in a panicked hurry, doing 
all they can to put distance 
between their ship and the 
flying bombs and cannons. 
They don’t even care in 
which direction they sail, 
as long as they get away 
from the vicious fighting. 
Booms and explosions ring 
in their ears for a long time; 
the aftershocks of the fiery 
cannonballs send crashing 
waves all around them. 

The great danger that 
surrounds the Rebbe and 
Reb Yitzchak is a thick 
imprisoning wall closing in 
on them. Fear. Panic. Terror. 
It is an intolerable situation! 
They both fall onto their cots 
in their small cabin. Even 
basic food or water is out 
of reach to them — they 
hadn’t managed to buy any 

provisions for their journey. 
Hungry, tired, scared, and 
helpless, Reb Yitzchak 
bleakly surmises what’ll be 
next. 

But Hashem in His great 
mercy doesn’t forsake 
them. In His compassion, 
He puts favor in the eyes of 
the Turkish cook, who pities 
the two helpless Yidden. 
Without rhyme or reason, 
this cook slyly steals from 
the crew’s food supply and 
assiduously puts aside for 
each of them a stingy cup of 
black coffee, each morning 
and night. This bitter black 
liquid becomes their only 
sustenance over the next 
few days, at the very least 
keeping them alive. But the 
food deprivation takes effect 
on them, keeping them stuck 
to their allotted cots with 
no energy to move even a 
muscle. They have absolutely 
no clue as to the goings-
on around them, having 
blocked out the world while 
being locked away in their 
small cabin and confined to 
their beds in their weakness. 
All they know is that a raging 
storm wind seized their ship 
by force, away from the 
port and into the unknown. 
Somehow, Reb Yitzchak 
suspects that they are far 
better off not knowing…

In his monotonous sleepy 

state, Reb Yitchak loses track 
of everything. He doesn’t 
know how much time has 
passed, but from the noises 
outside, he realizes that 
there is progress. Something 
is going on. Pricking his 
ears, he detects some 
sounds, and his brain tries 
to piece together what has 
happened. 

“I think the ship has arrived 
at some port.” Reb Yitzchak’s 
voice breaks the stillness 
in the room. He has finally 
come to some conclusions, 
and shares his deductions 
with the Rebbe. 

Stretching his aching muscles, 
the good news excites Reb 
Yitzchak enough to propel 
him out of bed despite the 
bone-penetrating lethargy 
enveloping him. At last, the 
staleness in the air dissipates 
with the waft of fresh air 
coming from the open door. 
The Rebbe and Reb Yitzchak 
bravely venture outside, 
curious to see where their 
new location is. Spying land, 
Reb Yitzchak squints his 
eyes in the glaring sunlight, 
but the place is completely 
unfamiliar to him. 

“This isn’t Istanbul at all.” 
That fact is crystal clear to 
him. “I wonder where the 
wind has carried us to?”.

If Reb Yitzchak would have 
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known what lay in store 
for them, he wouldn’t have 
left the room so quickly 
and eagerly. The answer to 
his musings is not long in 
coming. Their secret helper 
aboard the ship — the 
Turkish cook — helpfully 
provides them with the 
missing information they 
are seeking.

“We’ve come to the land of 
Adal,” he informs them.

Everything turns black. The 
surroundings swim before 
Reb Yitzchak’s eyes, and he 
swoons. Adal. Just the name 
of the place sends shivers 
down his spine, and with 
good reason too. They’ve 
heard of the country before. 
Unique in their cruelty, 
the people of Adal have 
instituted a horrific custom: 
Any Jew that falls into their 

hands gets slaughtered 
at the first opportunity. 
That’s the law of the land 
and there are no questions 
asked.

As if with one mind, they 
both turn on their heels and 
hasten back into the safety 
of their room. Slamming 
the door shut behind 
them, Reb Yitzchak secures 
the lock, bolting the door 
with shaking fingers. Chalk 
white, his teeth chattering 
in fear, he looks at the 
Rebbe helplessly. There 
is no question of leaving 
the room. Reb Yitzchak’s 
eyes dart around like a 
hunted deer, searching for 
a hideout. If they are found 
… Reb Yitzchak doesn’t want 
to even think of the end of 
the sentence. Fear hovers in 
the room, increasing from 

hour to hour. How much 
time are they going to be 
staying in this terrifying 
place? Won’t they travel 
further on? Is the captain 
planning for all of them 
to disembark here? Each 
thought is more frightening 
than the previous one. 
What will be with them? 
Will they manage to stay in 
hiding? Might someone give 
them away? Reb Yitzchak’s 
heart is pounding in terror. 
What will happen to them?

To be conitnued...

Antalya, formerly known as Adal.
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Chicken Kneidlech

Yummy 
Pesach 
Recipes

By T. Friedman

Ingredients:

• 1 lb. (½ kilo) minced/ground chicken 

• 2 eggs 

• ½ tsp. salt

• 1 potato, cooked and mashed well

• 1 onion, pureed 

Method:

Mix all ingredients and refrigerate to set.  Form 
small balls and cook in boiling water for 1 
hour.  Drain and freeze, then serve in soup.

My mother makes these kneidlach as a main course for Seder night, 
when our minhag is to eat only boiled chicken. She serves them in 
the soup, which makes it quicker, easier, and lighter for everyone 
concerned. I serve them throughout Yom Tov in the soup and the 
children keep asking for more; it’s a simple way of getting the protein 
down without them even realizing they’re not kneidlach! Freezes well.
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Delicious Cupcakes

Eier Kichelech

Ingredients:

• 8 eggs 

• 2½ cups sugar 

• 2 cups oil 

• 1 cup cocoa 

• 1 cup ground hazelnuts 

• 1½ cups potato flour 

Method:

Beat the eggs and sugar well, then add the rest of the ingredients in order.

Fill cup cases three-fourths full and bake at 350°F (180°C) for 25 minutes.

I just can’t make enough of these — and my guests often 
check with me if I’m sure they’re Pesach’dig!

Crackers and potato kugel anyone? Yep, on Pesach!! A yummy 
healthy snack that children and adults enjoy as many as you can 
make of … without having to pay the expensive Pesach prices. No 
machines needed! And it’s a great Chol Hamoed activity for bored 

teens!
52



Coffee Ice Cream

Ingredients:

• 3 eggs 

• 1¾ cup potato starch 

• 2 Tbsp. sugar 

• ½ tsp. salt 

• ½ cup oil 

Method:

Mix with a fork until creamy. Spread thinly onto 2 baking sheets. Bake at 350°F (180°C)  for 10 minutes. 

Remove from oven, cut into squares and bake another 30 minutes. 
Store in a closed container (if there are any left!).

Ingredients:

• 13 eggs, separated 

• 3 cups sugar

• ½ cup oil

• ½ lemon, squeezed 

• 3 Tbsp. coffee dissolved in hot water 

Method:

Beat egg whites with half of the sugar until stiff. In a separate bowl, beat yolks with rest of the sugar, oil, 
lemon juice, and coffee. Gently fold the egg whites into the yolks. Pour into desired pans/cups and freeze. 

Mmmm… My mouth waters at the thought of those mousse 
cups. I freeze them in portion-size plastic cups and save myself 
the hassle of needing to serve it at the end of all these long, 

tiring meals. A delight for all!
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A TALE OF A THIEF

Part Four:

With a swagger of his shoulders, Kalman set off 
for the palace. Some of the townspeople followed 
behind him, curious to see what would happen, but 
Kalman paid no attention to them, his confidence 
unwavering. He was stopped at the palace gates by 
a tall guard, loudly demanding, “Who goes there?”

“I’ve got some information on the thievery,” replied 
Kalman coolly.

Peering down at him from under heavy lidded eyes, 
the guard eyed him disbelievingly. But his doubtful 
smirk was soon wiped away at the face of Kalman’s 
self-assurance. “You’re sure?” he quavered, 
uncertain whether to take him at face value and let 
him in or not.

Kalman just stared at him, not moving, and the guard 
was convinced. With a ring of a bell, a servant was 
summoned, and a short exchange passed between 
him and the guard. “Okay,” the guard clapped his 
hands briskly for attention and self-importance. 

“This man here,” he gestured to the servant 
waiting patiently at the side, “is going 

to be taking you to the king’s 
chambers. Make sure you 

act appropriately and 

respectfully — it’s the king you’re going to! Brush 
yourself off, straighten your clothes, and get ready!”

The servant then took the lead. He seemed to be a 
less gregarious fellow, Kalman noted. But no matter, 
he was there to see the king, not to write reports 
on his staff, he reproved himself, and continued 
following the servant. They silently passed through 
the many hallways and corridors, and Kalman was 
proud to realize that he was already quite familiar 
with the palace maze. Kalman was led into the large 
antechambers, and he settled onto a plush couch to 
catch a much-needed nap while he waited.

Moments later (the king must be v-e-r-y curious, 
Kalman thought to himself), Kalman was startled 
out of his sleep by a servant whistling to get 
his attention. “The king is ready to see you,” he 
announced pompously.

Kalman jumped up, straightened his jacket, 
tucked in his shirt rumpled from sleep, and 
brushed his shoes against the foot of 
the couch. “I’m ready too.”

Kalman entered the 
king’s chambers, 

Recap:
J&K Corporate successfully steal the king’s clothes, and their dispute about who receives the larger 

set is judged by the king, who answers in his sleep that Kalman deserves it.  When the king awakens 
and realizes that the bedtime story he was told indeed occurred, he accuses his storyteller of being 
the thief, who denies involvement.  The king seeks Archirigo’s advice, who insults the king by telling 

him that his answer was foolish.  The town buzzes with the king’s announcement that the thief 
should come confess and nothing will be done towards him.  Kalman gets wind of the talk and offers 

to go to the king…



w h e r e 
the king was 

pacing the room in 
anticipation. Having no 

patience for niceties, the king 
went directly to the point. “You’ve 

got some information for me?” he asked.

Kalman nodded in the affirmative. “Yes, I know 
about the thievery,” he replied confidently.

The king’s eyes lit up. Lowering his voice, he 
beckoned Kalman nearer and told him, “I want to 
see the thief.”

Looking around the room, Kalman checked to make 
sure that no one else was in hearing distance, and 
opened his mouth. “It was me.” It was a risk he was 
taking, but Kalman trusted his gut feeling.

Indeed, he was right, for the king kissed him 
jubilantly, showering him with questions. “How did 
you manage to accomplish such a thing?”

Recounting the tale of the thievery, Kalman 
concluded with a flourish, “And that’s how we 
managed to get our hands on the garments!”

Jim was duly summoned, and he too returned the 
smaller set of clothes that he had kept.

Now that the matter was resolved, the king turned 
his attention to Kalman. “You seem like a wise 
fellow, and I want your advice. Archirigo, the head 
priest, insulted me terribly, and I need to settle the 
score with him. However, due to his high position, 
my hands are tied. Do you have any ideas how to 
get back at him?”

Kalman’s eyes sparkled mischievously. This was 
right up his alley! “I’ve got a wonderful idea!” 
he exclaimed. “But I’ll need some supplies 

…”

“Yes yes, 
o f 

course! Anything 
at all!” The king was 
eager to get his revenge.

Ticking off his fingers, Kalman 
started listing out. “I’ll need a set 
of priestly clothes, and I’ll need the 
fishermen to catch me lots of little fish. I 
could also do with a few dozen candles.”

The king raised his eyebrows at this strange list of 
items, but shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t care 
how Kalman planned to go about with his revenge, 
all he wanted was to see Archirigo in disgrace. If 
this was what Kalman needed, he was willing to 
get it for him. Snapping his fingers, he waited for a 
servant to arrive.

“Yes, your majesty,” called out a thin blonde youth 
who appeared as if from nowhere and bowed 
before the king.

“Ah, Johnnie,” the king smiled at him. “See this man 
here? He’s called Kalman, and I want you to give 
him everything he requires, no questions asked.”

Johnnie nodded his head understandingly and 
turned to Kalman. “At your service, Sir.”

Enjoying the feeling of having a servant at his 
disposal, Kalman repeated the list of items he would 
need to put his plan in effect. Johnnie disappeared 
as quickly as he had come, reappearing moments 
later with a few dozen boxes of candles. 

“That’s for starters,” he announced. “Now, would 
you be so kind as to come with me to the tailor, to 
get fitted for that priestly cloak you wanted?”

The garments were ready in no time at all; the tailor 
was a whiz at his craft. While Kalman was being 

measured, Johnnie ran off to the fishmonger and 
placed his order. Kalman smelled his return 

from a mile 
away — the 
h e a v y 
fi s h 



odor preceded him. Finally, 
Kalman was all set with his 

supplies.

Employing Johnnie’s services again, 
Kalman stuck a candle onto the back of every 

little creepy creature, and put them back into 
their wrapping. Then he wrapped himself in the 
black cloak so he looked indistinguishable 
to any other priest, walked over to the 
church, and set the candles alight. Giving 
the creepy-crawlies free reign, 
they scampered about the church, 
having the time of their lives 
while the candles burned on their 
backs. Kalman himself stood at 
the podium and started shouting, 
raising a terrible tumult. 
From all corners, people 
rushed in to find out what 
was going on. 

Of course, Archirigo too 
had to see what was 
going on in his church, 
and hurried as fast as his 
fat legs could carry him to 
the center of commotion. 
Grunting slightly from the exertion, 
he came closer and was completely 
dumbstruck by the sight that met 
his eyes. Small flames were blazing 
all around, quickly spreading from place 
to place, while an awful voice cried out 
gravely in the background. Rubbing his 
eyes in astonishment, he couldn’t make 
head or tails out of what was going on. 
His beady eyes darted around suspiciously, taking 
in the scene.

“You!” Archirigo was shocked out of his wits when 
the dreadful voice stopped its cries, and the 

priest at the podium pointed a poky finger 
directly at him. Nodding stupidly, he 

was incapable of uttering a word, 
but his eyes opened wide 

until they seemed as 

if they would pop 
right off his face.

Kalman was enjoying himself 
immensely. In a somber voice, he 
intoned, “Know that it was revealed to 
me from On High that I am to enter you into 
Paradise immediately.”

The superstitious Archirigo doubled over onto the 
floor face down at once. His fleshy 
jowls were trembling in awe.

Lowering his voice a couple of 
octaves, Kalman continued, almost 
in a whisper. “But first, you’ll need 
to purify yourself by going through 

a little bit of Hell, and only after 
that will you be prepared for 
Paradise.”

Bobbing his head up and 
down, Archirigo demonstrated 
his readiness from the floor. 
Kalman produced a large, 
thick sack from his colossal 
cassocks, and instructed the 
cowering Archirigo to crawl 

in. Clambering into the sack with 
his cumbersome frame proved 
no small feat; Archirigo tangled 
himself a good few times in his 
eagerness to get in, but eventually, 
he managed to fit his whole 
plump figure into the sack. Kalman 

stifled a smile at the sight of the arrogant 
Archirigo stuffed into a sack like a piece of 
garbage. He grabbed the ends, tied a firm 
knot, and slung it over his shoulder as if 
it was a sack of potatoes. Wincing slightly 

under the heavy burden, Kalman thought wistfully 
about how helpful it would be to have Jim at 
his side, or at least the loyal Johnnie. 

Breathing heavily, he finally 
reached the palace gates. 
Kalman triumphantly 
hung his prize on a 



tall pole in the courtyard, 
and sent a message for the 

king to come and take pleasure in 
Archirigo’s disgrace.

The squirming black sack hanging in mid-air 
drew a lot of attention. The growing crowd could 

clearly discern the human lump and wondered who 
it was. Some mischievous lad aimed a stone right 
at the sack, which hit it with a ping, and a squeaky 
“Ouch!” was heard. The stone throwing became a 
fun game, with everyone competing to see who had 
the best aiming skills and could hit the target right 
on the head. 

Writhing inside the sack, Archirigo was getting 
battered from all sides. Trying to protect his head 
with his fleshy arms, a particularly large stone 
landed right on his mouth, breaking all his teeth. 
“Mghphyl!” a toothless Archirigo moaned. Was this 
the Hell he was purifying himself through in order 
to reach Paradise, or was it all a trick? The constant 
stone throwing didn’t let him think straight, he was 
being assaulted all over.

Finally, the king, watching from the side, ordered a 
halt to the spectacle. “Throw him away!” he ordered. 
Archirigo was brought down from his perch and the 
sack was roughly thrown out of the courtyard. Eager 
hands quickly tore open the sack, curious to see 
who the lucky victim was, 
and the fat priest tumbled 
out in all his glory. Bruised 
and battered, Archirigo 
didn’t even attempt to stand 
up out of shame and pain.

Kalman smiled to himself 
in satisfaction at a job well 
done. But if he would have 
known what was in store for 

him, he wouldn’t have 
been so chirpy at 

all! Two stern 
guards 

snuck up from behind 
him and clasped iron 
handcuffs on his wrists.

“What’s this?” Kalman cried out in 
shock.

The two exchanged a meaningful look. Taking in the 
quivering Kalman, the younger one ruthlessly broke 
him the news. “The end of a thief is hanging.”

Kalman was unwillingly prodded forward by the 
guards, ashen faced and trembling. Wasn’t it his 
fortune to be a thief? What had happened to the 
stargazer’s prediction? In the midst of his confusion, 
his eyes fell on a wizened old man, dragging a sack 
full of shoes behind him. Catching his gaze, the 
elderly hunchback stared right back at him and 
winked.

“See all these shoes here? I put in so much effort, 
and wore through so many shoes, until I managed 
to get you to steal …,” and he broke into a horrible, 
mocking laughter, ending in a wracking cough.

Stunned, Kalman realized into whose net he had 
fallen. The stargazer’s prediction, his wife’s urgings, 
his own weakness to refuse, had all been the work 
of the evil one, the yetzer hara, to get him to steal. 
And he in his foolishness had cooperated.… Where 
had he come to? He was being led to the noose! In 

a few minutes, his life would be 
over! And here the wicked one 
himself was taunting him for 
listening to him! Visions of his 
days spent poring over the pure 
sefarim in the beis medrash 
washed over him, and Kalman 
was overcome with regret. 
“Why did I give in? Why didn’t I 
stay strong against all the yetzer 
hara’s arguments?” he cried 
bitterly. But it was too 
late.…

The End.



ווייטער פארן.

פלוצלינג הערן זיך ווילדע געלעכטער.  “כא כא כא!”  די 
רויבערס נעמען שטארקע שטריק און בינדן צו די הענט 
און פיס פון דער בעש”ט מיט זיינע באגלייטער.  דערנאך 
נעמען זיי זיך שארפן זייערע בליציגע שווערדן, זיי גרייטן 

זיך אפצושחט’ן די הייליגע חבורה.

ר’ הירש האט זיך גענומען טרייסלען פון שרעק.  מיט 
טוה  “רבי!   אהן,  זיך  ער  רופט  שטומע  ציטערדיגע  א 

עפעס!  פועל אונז אויס א נס!”

קיין שום ענטפער איז אבער נישט געקומען פונעם הייליגן 
בעש”ט.  ר’ הירש האט זיך אבער נישט בארואיגט און 
מיט א יאמערליכן געוויין האט ער אויסגעשריגן, “רבי, 

פארוואס שווייגט איר?!” 

בעש”ט.   דער  אים  ענטפערט  גארנישט,”  ווייס  “איך 
“נאר אפשר ווייסטו עפעס?” רעדט ער ווייטער צו זיין 

תלמיד.
“איך ווייס אויך גארנישט,” ענטפערט ר’ הירש.

די  ווי  זעהנדיג  דערציטערט,  שטארק  ווערט  הירש  ר’ 
מערדערס הערן נישט אויף שארפן זייערע שווערדן און 

אט אט...

“רבי, פארוואס שווייגסטו?!” וויינט ער נאכאמאל.
“איך ווייס גארנישט, און אפשר ווייסטו עפעס?”

“מער פון די אלף בית געדענק איך גארנישט,” ענטפערט 
ר’ הירש.

“נו, איז פארוואס שווייגסטו?  זאג דער אלף בית,” רופט 
זיך אהן דער בעש”ט.

מיט א ציטערדיגע שטימע הייבט ר’ הירש אהן.  “אלף...
בית... גימל...” און דער בעש”ט זאגט אים נאך אות ביי 
אות.  אזוי זאגנדיג די הייליגע אותיות האט דער בעש”ט 

צוריק באקומען זיינע הייליגע מחשבות און...

א  קלאק,   – קליק  קלאק,   – קליק  קלינגעלינגעלינג!  
גערויש פון פערד און וואגן דערנענטערן זיך.

לויפט  און  שווערדן  ענקער  נעמט  געגאנגען!   “הוי!  
רויבער.   די  פון  הויפט  די  אהן  זיך  רופט  שנעל!”    –
אוועק,  לויפן  זיך  זיי  נעמען  ציטער  שטארקע  א  מיט 
אויפן  געבינדן  ליגנדיג  קרבנות  זייערע  איבערלאזנדיג 

ערד.

די פערד און וואגן דערנענטערן זיך, און די פאסאנדשירן 
וואגן  די  ערד.   דער  אויף  ליגן  געפאנגענער  די  זעהן 
פון  אראפ  גייט  מענטש  הויפט  דער  אפ,  זיך  שטעלט 
ברענגט  און  קייטן  אייזערנע  זייערע  אויף  בינדט  וואגן, 

זיי אריין אין וואגן.

די פערד און וואגן האט זיי געפירט ביזן ים וואו זיי האבן 
פונקט געזעהן א שיף.  זיי זענען גלייך ארויף אויף איר 
און די שיף האט גלייך אנגעהויבן פארן ביז זי איז ענדליך 

אנגעקומען צוריק קיין איסטאנבול...

אנגעקומען  זענען  ן זיי  י א
לעצטע  דער  פון איסטאנבול  טאג 
ם פסח, און זיי זענען אראפ  ע נ ו פ
ולשלום.   לחיים  דעמאלסט האבן זיי שיף 
הימל  פון  אז  אפ געוויסט  מען  האלט 
טוב  שם  בעל  זאל דער  ער  אז 

ישראל.  נישט אנקומען קיין  ארץ 
זענען  פסח  צוריק נאך  זיי 
ן אהיימגעפארן  י י ק

מעזיבוז.



ים,  רוישיגן  דער  אינמיטן  שיפל  קליין  א  זיך  פארט 
כוואליעס פליסן מיט א שנעלקייט, שטופנדיג דעם שיפל 

אין אלע ריכטונגען.

ווער זיצט דארט אינעם שיפל?  ווער נעמט זיך אונטער 
אזא ריזיקאלישע רייזע אין אזא קליין וואקלדיגע שיפל?

די  טאכטער  זיין  טוב,  שם  בעל  הייליגע  דער  איז  דאס 
צדיקת אדל, און דער בעש”ט’ס משמש ר’ הירש סופר.  
זענען די דריי ארויסגעפארן  מיט אפאר חדשים פריער 
וואגן,  און  פערד  א  אויף  מעזיבוז  שטעטל  זייערע  פון 
יעצט  און  ביז אהער  ניסים  פיל  דורכגעמאכט  זיי האבן 
ענדליך ענדליך האלטן זיי שוין ביים לעצטן טייל פונעם 
נאך  אין  אז  הילף  באשעפער’ס  מיטן  האפן  זיי  רייזע.  
אביסל וועלן זיי קענען טרעטן אויף די הייליגע ערד פון 

ארץ ישראל.

מעכטיגע  ווינטן.   בייזע  בלאזן  זיך  נעמט  פלוצלינג 
זיך  לאזן  און  לופטן  די  אין  הויעך  זיך  הייבן  כוואליעס 
די  שיפל.   קליין  אויפן  קלאפ  שטארקע  א  מיט  אראפ 
זייטן,  אלע  אויף  שאקלען  שטארק  זיך  נעמט  שיפעלע 

מ’קען שוין הערן די האלץ קראכן... 

זיך  האט  כוואליע  גיגאנטישע  צווייטע  א  באאאאם!  
זיי ארויף ארויף ארויף  זיי און טראגט  אנגעקלאפט אין 
און... ספלעש!  צוריק א פאל אראפ אין וואסער.  אט אט 
זעהט אויס ווי די שיפל גייט זיך גענצליך איבערדרייען, 
אומבאשיצט  וואלערן  רייזנדע  הייליגע  איר  לאזנדיג 

אינעם גרויסן ים.

אין  טאטען  ביים  זיך  זיי  בעטן  ציטער  גרויס  מיט 
אנקומען  אונז  לאז  אונז!   העלף  “באשעפער!   הימל, 

אומגעשעדיגט קיין ארץ ישראל!”

זיך אן דער בעש”ט מיט רוח הקודש,  מיטאמאל רופט 
“דער ים וועט זיך נישט איינשטילן ביז מיר וועלן טוהן 
איינער פון די צוויי זאכן:  אדער ווארפן מיר אריין אלע 
מיינע שריפטן אין וואסער, אדער דארפן מיר אראפלאזן 

אדל אינעם וואסער.

די  וויסנדיג  אויפגעציטערט.   געווארן  יעצט  איז  אדל 
נישט  שוין  זי  האט  תורות  טאטנ’ס  איר  פון  גרויסקייט 
מען  האט  פלוצלינג  ערגער...   איז  וועלכער  געוויסט 
און  פון הימל,  הייליגע צדיקת אנטפלעקט עפעס  פארן 
זיך אהן, “טאטע, מען קען די שריפטן ווארפן  זי רופט 
אין ים אריין, ווייל מיט’ן באשעפער’ס הילף וועט פון מיר 
ארויסקומען אן אייניקל וואס וועט מאכן נאך שענערע 

כתבים...”

די הייליגע אייניקל  געווען  ווער איז  ווייסט איר קינדער 
פון אדל?

טאכטער  איר  ווי  אנדערע  קיין  נישט  געווען  איז  דאס 
נחמן  ר’  צדיק  דער  רבי  הייליגע  אונזער  זוהן,  פייגא’ס 
זיינע הייליגע תורות האבן שוין  פון ברסלב, וואס דורך 
צענדליגע טויזנטע אידן זיך אומגעקערט צום באשעפער 
פון די טיפסטע זומפן.  ווי עס איז שוין באוואוסט ביי אידן 
צוברענגען  יעדן  וועלן  תורות  רבי’ס  די  אז  לאנג  דורות 

צום ריכטיגן תיקון.

מען האט טאקע די הייליגע שריפטן אריינגעווארפן אין 
די  איינגעשטילט.   גלייך  זיך  האבן  וואסערן  די  און  ים, 

שיפל איז ווייטער געפארן רואיגערהייט צו איר ציהל.

זייערע  זיי טריקעניש, אן ארט וואו אפצורוען  אט זעהן 
פארמאטעטע ביינער פונעם שווערן נסיעה.  זיי פארן צו 
צום אינזל, קריכן אראפ פונעם שיף און זעצן זיך אראפ 
צו  אויף  כוחות  פרישע  שעפנ’דיג  זאמד,  ווייעכע  אויפן 

די נסיעה פונעם בעל שם טוב



דער רבי האט אמאל אנגעכאפט א שטיקל מצה 
אויף פסח און געזאגט:

_ _ _   _ _ _ _’_   _ _“

 

 _ _ _ _   _ _ _   _ _ _  

 

 _ _ _  _ _ _   _ _ _ _

 

”!_ _ _ _    _ _ _   _ _ _ 

כיטחזוהדגבא

תשרקצפעסנמל

נוץ דער טאוול אריינצופילן דער ליידיגע פלעצער אונטן: 

פסח פאזעלס



הינדעלעך און קאטשקעס 
מאכן ריין פאר פסח

דורך שרי

וואס מען דארף:

א שפריצער וואס מען נוצט צו רייניגן	 

א רויטע בלאט	 

א געלע פעדער	 

 	pipe-cleaners א פאר

עפעס צו באדעקן די שפריצער – סטיקערס/	 
פאפיר/קאלירטע שמאטע...

אויגעלעך	 

טעיפ.	 

וויאזוי עס צאמצושטעלן:

באדעק די שפריצער מיט די סטיקערס/פאפיר/
שמאטע...

שנייד אויס א קרוין פון די רויטע בלאט, דריי עס 
איין און קלעב עס פארמאכט מיט טעיפ, אדער 

קלעב ארויף די פעדער.

קלעב ארויף די אויגעלעך אויפן שפריצער.

שנייד אפאר pipe-cleaners אין האלב.

קלעב ארויף די האלבע pipe-cleaners ביים זייט פון 
די שפריצער צו מאכן א וויידל.

נעם צוויי האלבע pipe-cleaners און שנייד יעדע 
האלב אויף דריי שטיקעלעך – איין גרויסע און צוויי 
קליינע.  בייג איין די גרויסע שטיקל אויף האלב, און 

קלעב צו די צוויי אנדערע שטיקעלעך.  טוה אזוי 
־פאר ביידע, און קלעב זיי צו די אונטן פון די שפרי

צער, און אזוי האסטו די פיס פון די הינדעלע!

וואס מען דארף:

א געלע שמאטע	 

אויגעלעך	 

א רויטע בלאט	 

וויאזוי עס צאמצושטעלן:

שנייד אויס אפאר קאטשקעס פון די 
שמאטע.

שנייד אויס אפאר קעסטעלעך 
פון די רויטע בלאט און בייג 
עס אויף האלב פאר די מויל.

קלעב די אויגן און מויל ארויף 
אויף די קאטשקע שמאטע.

הינדעלע

קאטשקע שמאטע



The king’s servant finally wakes up after sleeping for 
seventy years, and finds the princess's note for him, 
telling him to search for her in a gold mountain and 
a pearl castle.  He sends his helper away, and starts 
searching on his own for a long time.  Not  being 
successful, he decides to search in the deserts.

Who are 
you?

I’m a 
person.

That’s surprising.  
I’ve been here in 
the desert for so 

long, and I’ve never 
seen a person here.

I’m here because I’m 
searching for a gold 
mountain and a pearl 
castle for a long time 

already...

To be continued...

It certainly doesn’t 
exist at all!  They’ve 
muddled your mind 
with nonsense, for 

there is no such thing!

It surely 
does exist, 
it must be 

somewhere!

Chapter Seven


