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Dear Readers, 
Hashem gets His glory from … us!  From us simple women, wives, 
mothers, from our little every-day deeds that no one but Hashem sees; 
from our spending a sleepless night with a cranky child, preparing our 
husband’s favorite supper despite our not liking it, putting a smile on 
our face although we really don’t feel like it… it all glorifies His Name!  
Even our just being gives Him glory; our status as a Yid - a Yisrael, which 
is juxtaposed with Hashem’s name, spreads His glory on the world.  
This is reason enough to make us feel special and important in any 
dark mood - Hashem needs us!  He wants us!  We are the ones who 
give Him glory!  And this in turn pushes us to do even more to glorify 
His name.

So this Yom Tov, as you sit in the Sukka under Hashem’s protection, 
bask in the glorious feeling of being the one to crown Him as King and 
spread His glory.  Revel in His love and do your all to love Him back!

א פרייליכן יום טוב...

Faigy Kahane. 

Dear Editor,
I wanted to tell you how much I appreciate 
and enjoy the new column “A Taste of the 
Rebbe’s Treasures.”  The Rebbe’s words 
are so beautiful in their untouched form; 
just reading the excerpted quotes from his 
sefarim, written in a reader-friendly way and 
applicable to women, is a balm to the soul.  I 
would like to mention that it says in Kochvei 
Ohr that merely reading aloud what is written 
in the Rebbe’s sefarim: Likutei Moharan, 
Sefer Hamiddos, Sippurei Maasios and Sichos 
Haran, is very conducive for the neshama.  

So thanks for polishing these treasures and 
making them accessible to us all.  You’re 
making our souls shine!

A. Stone  
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“On every one of our people, Hashem 
says, ‘Yisrael, in whom I take pride.’” 
(Chayei Moharan 293) 

The passuk already says that the 
Ribbono Shel Olam takes pride in 
every Yid, so what is the Rebbe 
actually adding?  And if the Rebbe 
is seeming to say that the Ribbono 
Shel Olam takes a special definite 
pride in the Rebbe’s followers, then 
the question arises even more:  why 
should it be so?  Is there favoritism 
by Hashem? 

If we were to look under a 
microscope at a large field of grass 
or a massive tree full of millions of 
leaves and see the many different 
shapes of each blade of grass and 
every leaf, the differences would be 
endless.  So too, the differences of all 
created things in the world, mineral, 
vegetable, animal and human, are 
immeasurable.  Now, if someone 
were to ask, ‘is there anybody in the 
world who knows the exact reasons 
for all the differences, including the 
different shapes, strengths, natures 
and demeanors of all creations,’ the 
answer would be that it is absolutely 
impossible to know this.  Well, I’m 
happy to say that the Rebbe in 
Likutei Moharan 17 says that the 
tzaddik emes, referring to himself, 
does know the reasons for all those 
endless differences.  This is because 
the world was created for the sake 
of Klal Yisrael, meaning for the 
pride and joy that Hashem would 

have from us, as it says, “Yisrael, in 
whom I take pride.”  The general 
creation was for the sake of the 
collective pride Hashem would take 
from the entire Klal Yisrael, and the 
particulars of the creation was for 
the particular pride He would take 
from each and every individual Yid, 
and even the least worthy Yid, even 
sinners, as long as he’s still called a 
Yid, even a poshei Yisrael, he still 
has worthiness from which Hashem 
takes pride.  And because the tzaddik 
emes is able to find the worthiness 
that exists in every Yid, as a result, he 
understands and comprehends the 
entire will of Hashem in all creation, 
which includes the reasons for all the 
differences in the creations.  

R’ Nosson says on this, understand 
this well, for these words are very 
profound and from them you 
can understand the greatness of 
Hashem, the greatness of Hashem’s 
nation, as well as the greatness 
of the true tzaddikim, how they 
view the world while knowing the 
very specific reasons for the form, 
strength, and demeanor of each type 
of grass and every created being in 
the world. Therefore, since the world 
was created for the hispa’arus that 
Hashem gets from Klal Yisrael (of 
which in return He will reward us 
endlessly) we have to do the mitzvos 
in a way that is befitting for Hashem 
to be able to pride Himself with 
them.  And who can possibly really 
say that yes, this is what I do.  Do we 

fulfil the mitzvos with love, fear and 
purity of thought etc.?  The answer is 
sadly, negative.  So then what pride 
does Hashem have from us?  

Here the tzaddik steps in.  He is able 
to find a point which is pure and 
worthy in every single mitzvah we 
do, whether in deed or thought, 
that Hashem should pride Himself 
with.  And although the Rebbe 
elevates the mitzvos and maasim 
tovim of the whole of Klal Yisrael, 
nevertheless those who are zoiche 
to believe in him and be mekurav to 
him are guaranteed that whatever 
they do, no matter how small it may 
be in their eyes, Hashem has pride in 
them.  This may be the meaning of 
the phrases we mentioned earlier:  
“On every one of our people, Hashem 
says, ‘Yisrael, in whom I take pride.’”

A person who believes this concept 
will automatically be overtaken 
by a terrific joy and sense of 
accomplishment whenever he does 
a mitzvah, as he knows and is sure 
that he gave cause for Hashem to  
take pride in him.

And to finalize with a beautiful passuk 
which we say before the tekios:  Ki 
tiferes… “You are the beauty of our 
strength, and with Your will You 
uplift our horn.”  This means that we 
pride ourselves with Hashem and He 
prides Himself with us.  May we all 
merit doing our utmost for Hashem 
to take pride in!

Priceless Pride
Rabbi  Elimelech Silbiger Shlita



“Oh no!”  Chani groans.  “Not 
now!”  Bedtime bedlam is at its 
peak, with one child half out of 
the bath, another scrambling 
to finish off their homework 
(“But what’s the name of the 
first of the Shoftim, Mommy?”) 
and the baby wailing in his 
crib.  The persistent knocking at 
the door had managed to pull 
teenage Moishy away from his 
book to satisfy his curiosity, and 
the familiar too loud voice of 
their neighbor’s special needs 
daughter wafts through the 
hallway, rising as she bounds 
right into the house.  “Does 
your mother need any help?”  
Her ‘help’ is the last thing Chani 

needs at the moment.  But the 
pair of brown almond eyes are 
looking up at her eagerly.  With a 
tired smile, she says, “Sure!”

Chaim stuffs his hands deeper 
into his pockets, tapping his foot 
impatiently.  The rocking music 
is grating on his nerves, and 
the looks he’s getting from the 
others waiting in line is not the 
friendliest.  But he’s pushed this 
off for far too long already; he 
has to take care of the bill now.  
Conspicuous of the jeering looks  
at his conservative black pants 
and white tzitzis coming from 
his more colorful counterparts, 
he reaches his hand up and feels 

the reassuring tickle of his peyos.  
Yep, he’s a Yid.  He straightens 
his back and continues waiting 
his turn.

‘Should I, or shouldn’t I?’ Suri is 
indecisive.  Her friend wants to 
borrow her bracelet – the one 
with the pink and purple beads 
that she bought with her very 
own chanuka gelt – to wear for 
Shabbos when her new sister-in-
law comes to visit.  But maybe 
she won’t be careful enough?  
Suri knows that it’s very delicate 
and can snap from the slightest 
move.  Knock knock!  “So can 
I?”  Miriam is looking at her 
expectantly.  Suri thinks of 

A
World

of

Glory
Based on 
Likutei 
Moharan 
and 
Likutei 
Halachos



Hashem watching up Above, and 
flashes a smile.  “Sure!”

Brr!  The Ukrainian frost is biting.  
Wrapping her coat tighter around 
her body, Raizy quickens her pace, 
envisioning the Tzion with its warm 
heaters placed in every corner.  
“Shalom, shalom!” some wrinkled 
Babushka interrupts her with a 
beaming smile, standing there as 
if it is in the height of summer.  
Nodding noncommittally, she tries 
walking further, but the Russian 
determinedly blocks her path, 
wanting to make conversation.  
“Me Mamushka yevrei,” she 
conveys in broken English from 
between chipped teeth.  “You 
mean you’re Jewish?” Raizy asks.  
“Da, yes, yes!” she beams again, 
her gold teeth flashing.  Extracting 

some tattered photographs from 
her voluminous pocketbook, she 
shows her a picture of her son.  
“Eight days, me do bris!”

What’s the connection between 
the above stories and an esrog?  

Suri’s bracelet is with pink and 
purple beads, not yellow.  The 
special neighbor’s eyes are almond 
shaped, similar to an esrog but not 
quite.  Mr. Sweaty Yellow T-shirt 
standing in line before Chaim 
cannot be mentioned in the same 
sentence as an esrog with its sweet 
fragrance.  Maybe the Babushka’s 
gold teeth? 

R’ Nosson gives away the secret.  
“The esrog is an aspect of the 

Yidden, and therefore it is 
called the pri etz hadar – the 
splendorous fruit.  Its splendor 
refers to the splendor and glory 
that Hashem receives from Klal 
Yisrael.”

“That is to say that Hashem is 
glorified, splendored and exalted 
by us Yidden.”

We can easily understand an 
exalted example of the holy Rebbe 
fasting from Shabbos to Shabbos 
18 times in one year as giving 
Hashem glory, but that same 
Rebbe tells us in Likutei Moharan:

“Sometimes the simplest Yid just 
makes a move with his peyos and 
Hashem gets much glory from it.” 

What an encouraging statement!  



We, with our seemingly little 
deeds, shake worlds up there!  We 
are glorifying Hashem!  And that 
doesn’t refer to when we organize 
massive Tzedaka rallies or open 
up an orphanage.  It means our 
simple, day to day washing the 
laundry, giving a child a goodnight 
kiss, preparing for Shabbos and 
washing netilas yadayim! 

Not only this, but R’ Nosson writes 
in Likutei Halachos:  “The whole 
creation was due to the glory 
Hashem saw He would have from 
the Yidden.”

Hashem created the world 
because He wanted the Yidden to 
glorify Him.  Every minute detail in 
creation corresponds to a specific 
glory that a particular Yid gives 

Hashem, while the whole creation 
in its entirety corresponds to the 
general glory that Hashem receives 
from all the Yidden collectively.  
That’s the esrog, the splendorous 
fruit, referring to the splendor and 
glory of Klal Yisrael.

But this glory is hidden.  It is 
concealed, buried beneath layers 
of cynicism.  Who will bring it out, 
who will show it in its full beauty 
and light?

Together with the glorious esrog, 
we take the lulav and shake it in all 
six directions, in all corners of the 
world, which were all created to 
give Hashem glory.  The lulav is the 
Tzaddik, as it says, “Tzaddik katamar 
yifrach - the Tzaddik will sprout like 
a palm tree” (from where we get 

the lulav).  The Tzaddik searches 
in all six directions of the world 
for the corresponding glory that 
the Yidden give Hashem.  He 
searches among our thoughts and 
deeds little pure points, elements 
that elevate Hashem, sparks of 
spirituality for the sake of Hashem, 
and he reveals the glory!  He peels 
off the covering layers and shows 
Hashem’s glory in its entirety!  
Hashem’s magnificent splendor 
and grandeur is displayed in full 
view!

What happens when this glory 
gets revealed?

Suppose the king celebrates his 
birthday.  Dressed in his majestic 
clothes with his beautiful crown 
and accompanied by a royal 



procession, he reveals 
himself in full glory to all 
his subjects.  The awe that 
befalls them is tremendous.  
A sharp intake of breath 
is made by all as one.  The 

magnificent sight strikes fear 
in all hearts.  All that they’ve 
heard about the king’s glory 
falls away in the face of this 
beautiful scene.  As they say, 
a picture is worth a thousand 
words.  Knees knocking in 

fear and awe of this great 
king, they bow before him 
and an iron resolve to heed 
his decrees snakes its way 
into their consciousness.

In response to this trembling 
before him, the king shows 
favor to his subjects, and 
showers them with gifts.  
He bestows on each subject 
in accordance to his desire 
and love towards them.  
Feeling the deep love he has 
to them, his subjects’ hearts 
swell with warmth and love 
towards the king in return.

When the Tzaddik reveals 
Hashem’s glory, an 
awesome fear falls upon 
all of us Yidden.  Seeing 
Hashem dressed in His 
glorious clothes, so to 
speak, taking pride in the 
glory that the Yidden give 
Him, overwhelms us with 
reverence.  We see Hashem’s 
greatness revealed.  What 
magnificence!  What 
splendor!  This esteem and 
fear causes us to accept His 
kingdom upon ourselves 
– Malchuyos!  Crowning 
Hashem as King of the 
whole world.

This Malchuyos is the 
theme of Rosh Hashana, 
which is why we travel to 
the Tzaddik for the holy 
Yom Tov.  Since the Tzaddik 
is the one who reveals the 
glory that Hashem has from 
us, therefore we travel to 
him so that it should be 
made known to us too, that 
we should get a glimpse 
of Hashem glorifying 

Himself with us.  Seeing 
this splendorous sight, a 
deep fear and yira’ah is 
subsequently infused in us.  
This in turn leads us to fully 
accept Hashem’s kingdom.

And when we accept 
Hashem’s kingdom, the King 
shows favor to His subjects. 
His glory is revealed and 
He showers us with love!  
Awash with affection for 
us, He pours His love onto 
us.  This is the Yom Tov of 
Sukkos, which is called the 
Yom Tov of Love, of Hashem 
embracing us.  Bestowing us 
with gifts, He gives us the 
mitzvah of the Arba Minim, 
the lulav and esrog which 
is the glory itself.  With it, 
Hashem shows the entire 
world that we are His nation, 
and we are the exclusive 
ones who give Him glory, 
with the splendorous esrog 
in our hands.

Feeling Hashem’s deep love 
to us, we can’t help but 
love Him back.  Our beloved 
Father!  Our cherished King!  
We see His love revealed 
openly with the precious 
Torah He has given us, and 
we celebrate with it on 
Simchas Torah, dancing and 
rejoicing with this great 
gift He has given us.  What 
pride He takes in us!  May 
Hashem’s Name be praised 
and glorified forever and 
ever!

HasHem 
sHows tHe 

entire 
world 

tHat we 
are His 
nation, 
and we 
are tHe 

exclusive 
ones wHo 
give Him 
glory.



Help us merit to fulfill the mitzvah of Sukka correctly, with all its details, 

fine points, intentions, and the mitzvos that are dependent on it, with a 

good heart and much simcha.  Attach us to Your holy mitzvos and embrace 

us in Your holy right hand with love and much mercy; spread Your Sukka of 

peace over us and protect us in the shade of Your wings.  We should merit 

through the holy and awesome mitzvah of Sukka to sit in Your holy shade, 

to sit under the shade of Your emuna, and it should be revealed to all Your 

love and mercy to us, and everyone should admit and say that ‘Hashem 

chose Yaakov, Yisrael to be His treasure.”  We should glorify ourselves 

with You and You with us constantly, as it says, “You declared Hashem to 

be Your G-d, to go in His ways and to keep His commandments, mitzvos, 

judgements and to heed His voice, and Hashem declared you to be His 

chosen nation as He told you, to keep His mitzvos and to put you above 

all the nations…” and we should merit to serve you constantly with truth 

and simplicity and to reveal your G-dliness and Kingdom to everyone.  Put 

the hearts of the government in our favor, nullify all bad decrees, and 

fulfill what it says, “For He will hide me in His Sukka on a bad day…”

A Touching Tefila
Excerpted from Likutei Tefillos



I received your letter today in the middle of Shacharis, and it gave me much 
pleasure.  Hashem should make us happy with the happiness of the holy 
coming Yom Tov, and you should merit with it that Hashem should send a cure 
for your wife, since happiness is the cure for all kinds of diseases.

I very much wanted to fulfil your desire which is my desire too; to write some 
words of truth about Sukkos, but I am extremely busy; I haven’t yet donned 
Tefilin Rabbeinu Tam and I also haven’t put up the roof of the sukkah.  But 
your yearning pushed me to write a little of what we spoke about yesterday 
by Shalosh Seudos:  that the aspect of Sukkos and the Four Species is to print 
and distribute the sefarim of the true Tzadddikim, through which we conclude 
the Torah … to put into everyone’s hearts the holy emunah …  it is all to make 
known to all the inhabitants of the world His strength, wonders and kindness 
that He does with us in every generation, in sending us true Tzaddikim like 
these who reveal such awesome wondrous Chiddushei Torah through which 
the fulfillment of the Torah is drawn, through which Hashem’s G-dliness is 
revealed.    

This is the aspect of Sukkos, of the Clouds of Glory that went before the Yidden 
in their travels through the desert with the luchos before them.  Every Yid who 
travels on a journey, long or short, even when he remains in his city and just 
travels to his workplace and so on should have in mind that he is earning 

Baruch Hashem, Sunday Erev Sukkos 

5601, Breslov

My beloved, cherished son,



Nosson of Breslov

money in order to be able to give charity, to support those who learn 
Torah and those who work to print and distribute holy sefarim.  He 
should also have in mind that maybe he’ll meet up with someone and 
be able to talk with him about the purpose of life, and reveal some 
of the chiddushim of the true Tzaddikim’s revelation of Torah to him.  
There is much more in this, and through this we merit happiness, an 
aspect of the ‘zman simchaseinu’.

The completion of the happiness is on Simchas Torah, when we finish 
the Torah, and everyone takes the sefer Torah in his hand and rejoices 
with the part he had in completing the Torah, as we said above.

Pay attention to understand all this and talk about it on the holy 
coming Yom Tov, and remember what we talked about on the past 
Rosh Hashana.  Strengthen yourself to be happy with your lot.  With 
His kindness, you should merit bringing out your yearning which is 
Hashem’s will.  Meanwhile, we have put up the roof of the Sukkah 
Baruch Hashem, and I also saw the beautiful esrog now.  Baruch 
Hashem, everything is in order.  ‘To reveal that Hashem is just…’  If 
only we would also be classified as just, but for now we’re happy 
that we are connected to the Tzaddikim and the just, ‘and those with 
a just heart have happiness.’      

The words of the one who writes hurriedly and 
hopes to constantly rejoice with His salvation,



Golden glory.

Ruby red royalty.

Majestic mauve.

Sapphire stones.

Diamonds blinking.

Silver shimmering.

The breath-stopping colors

of a king

on planet Earth.

Not so our King

Whose ultimate glory defies description.

It is depicted 

not just by a passing explosion of color,

but rather in the silent strength

of the soul.

An inner yearning

deep in the heart of a Yid.

A whispered wish,

an abstract thought.

A seed

buried deep in the ground

tentatively taking root.

A secret sacrifice,

a promise to improve.

Therein lies

the glory

of our G-d

in heaven.

Do not confuse

the glory of the earth

with the glory of heaven,

for there are heavenly commandments

not so enticing.

And then there are glorious sins

that all but dazzle the mind.

Aidy Hoffman

GLORY REDEFINED



The gory glory of flesh and blood,

beauty misused,

arrogance undefined,

righteousness misplaced,

Middos unrefined.

Oh those blinding colors

tell a sorry story

of superficial glory.

Hashem’s true glory lies

in the silent self-control

of an internal battle waged and won.

In the midst of a barren woman's pain,

on the face of a harried hassled 
housewife.

In the crushing disappointment

and the subsequent loving, shuddering 
acceptance

of His will.

Down here,

in this upside down world

G-d’s glory is but a whiff,

the peek of the sun

between the heavy masses of clouds.

Do not be fooled

victorious women of valor!

Keep sweating

And let more of the G-dly glory

reign.



The Rebbe mentions in 
Likutei Moharan 17 that:

‘Hashem is glorified by every little 
effort of every single Yid.’

How does this encourage you?

I find it very encouraging to remember that Hashem has 
a different “skill” to measure success.

Hashem has nachas from each and every good deed 
that we do (or intend to do). Not necessarily because it 
is done to perfection or completion, but because we do 
what we are able to do (and that’s perfect).

Hashem knows the limitations, hardships and struggles 
that are in our way. Therefore, only He knows the value 
and true beauty of every good deed performed.

Well, that’s empowering! 

Miriam Leah Reiner, Brooklyn, NY

BY: T.C.S.

When I internalize the fact that Hashem is happy 
with my efforts, in every small way, it makes me 
want to do even more.  Sometimes the yetzer 
hara will try to minimize my mitzvos, but when I 
recognize that is what is happening, I can double 
my efforts in avodos Hashem.  Even when I don’t 
do everything I wanted to on a particular day, such 
as davening at length, with deeper kavannah, or 
maybe I wasn’t able to say all my Tehillim, or do 
enough hisbodedus, I know Hashem is happy with 
my effort.  Rebbe Nachman’s advice to Never Give 
Up, keeps me striving on a daily basis to be an eved 
Hashem. 

Michal Miller, Denver, Colorado



As a mother, a wife, a daughter, a friend, an educator, an administrator and most of all, as an 
aspiring chassidish woman who aims to grow, it is not seldom that I find myself disappointed 
with my strides forward in the areas of Bein Adam L'makom, and Bein Adam L'chaveiro.  After all, 
the multi-faceted details of our lives as women really does demand a lot from us both physically, 
emotionally, and spiritually.  It is a real challenge for me to keep up with the high bars I set for 
myself.  I desire to achieve in the pace and rate that I envision for myself.  However, I learned 
over time, that this thinking process is incorrect, destructive and even very self-serving.  We as 
Ovdei Hashem, need to contemplate and internalize the truth; that our growth should not be 
about satiating an internal drive, nor for an innate need to feel accomplished.  If we are properly 
focused and remember that our goals and actions (both Ruchnius and Gashmius) are only to 
fulfill Hashem’s wishes and to make Him proud, then we can also understand and realize that 
every little bit we do is such a HUGE nachas ruach for the Eibishter. 

If it’s not about me but davka about Hashem than I can more freely celebrate every (seemingly) 
small or large positive turn, in my journey of life as a connected, Breslover woman. 

May we be Zoche to truly be "hyper focused" on creating a Nachas Ruach for the Eibishter and 
make Him proud every day, all day.

Malky Bergstein, Brooklyn, NY

In Ayeh, LM ll, 12, we learn that the root and 
purpose of Creation is Hashem’s Glory.  The greatest 
revelation of Hashem’s Kavod, the Rebbe tells us, is 
when a person who is very far away from Hashem 
returns to Him.  But this doesn’t just apply to holy 
gerim or BT’s who came back from “off the derech.”  
We all have moments where we feel far away from 
Hashem, where we feel we’ve failed or fallen.  And 
when we turn to Hashem, do the right thing, despite 
the inner pull to do, think or feel otherwise—we are 
giving Kavod to the King.

It’s so comforting the extent to which the Rebbe 
understands how we really think and feel.  He 
articulates the confusion we have in inside.  In his 
teachings, he holds us by the hand, so to speak, and 
guides us along the path of spiritual growth and 
honest Avodas Hashem.  What’s so liberating for me 
personally is that the Rebbe repeatedly tells us that 
each of us has incredible spiritual potential.  The 
idea that I (a created being), can serve the Creator 
and Sustainer of the Universe and reveal His Glory 
with my thoughts and actions, is mind-boggling—
and very motivating.  It makes me want to push 
through the resistance and make the extra effort to 
try and serve Hashem with simplicity and honesty.

Chaya Rivka Zwolinski - BRI Women, Brooklyn, 
NY

The Rebbe says:
"אין די וועלט איז דא א ווערטל, 'אויב מען עסט חזיר זאל עס 

שוין רינען אויף די בארד;'
 איך זאג אויב מען עסט נעבעך חזיר זאל עס כאטשיג נישט 

רינען אויפ'ן בארד!"

Although we sometimes fall through and make 
mistakes – we should know that every small 
stroke we take to minimize or wrong step - makes 
a remarkable difference. Additionally – when 
we do a good deed, but don’t have the capacity 
to do it bishleimus – we should know that every 
small enhancement to our good deed is incredibly 
significant. 

Small example: I’d love to give my kids healthy food 
- exclusively.  There are plenty of times though, 
when I don’t have the possibility. Yet I know, that 
every cup of sugar I omit from a recipe, and every 
healthy ingredient I do manage to include, is 
great! At the end of the week, I’ll see that my kids 
had a spoon of flax seeds, a cup of oats, a bowl of 
quinoa, and organic lollies for their Shabbos party.  
Although they still consumed plenty of junk food, I 
know that the healthy foods that they ate will have 
a positive effect on their bodies. Likewise – every 
small action we take to improve a good deed, or to 
minimize a misdeed, will accumulate - and tip the 
scale at the end of the year! 

C. R. Weberman, Beis Shemesh



This is a popular cliché in Breslov, but you kind of wonder why this is so - 
why are the little accomplishments so Choshuv to Hashem?  The Heiliger 
Rebbe makes an eye opening statement in Torah Tes in Lekutei Moharan - 
"Ikar Hishtokekusoy Shel Hashem Yisborach Ainoy Eloh El Ha'emes" The main 
thing that Hashem Yisbarach craves (so to speak) is TRUTH. It is a fact that 
we are more inclined to do Mitzvos Emesdig - Leshem Shamayim when they 
are small accomplishments, in private, and without fanfare.  To do Ratzon 
Hashem for His sake and to give HaKB"H Nachas, is so precious - it’s like a 
diamond.  Although small in size - if it's clean and pure, its value is priceless. 

Theoretically this should be a great motivator and a source of immense 
encouragement.  But our biggest obstacle is our yearning to achieve big and 
great things and this causes us not to appreciate the little things that we can 
do - so we don't.  The big struggle is having Emunah Chushis (tangible belief) 
that HaKB"H  is glorified by every little achievement of every single Yid.  The 
Rebbe gives an Eitza for this as well "Emunah Toleh Bapeh".  Erlicheh Yidden 
would say before doing a Mitzvah – “Lasos Nachas Ruach L'HaSY"B”.   We can 
also say that when go about our tasks - big and small, spiritual and mundane, 
and slowly it will have a positive effect on our Emunah that ‘Hashem is glorified 
by every little effort of every single Yid.’

 Fraidy Rapaport, Monsey, NY

I think the question itself is the 
most encouraging answer.  I should 
really internalize this concept as I go 
along my day…
The Rebbe gives us a very powerful 
analogy at the end of sippurey 
maasios that I find very encouraging 
– and I hope you will too.
He tells us to remember that every 
movement or gesture we make 
down here towards serving Hashem 
– even just a tiny step forward, is 
exceedingly precious to Hashem, 
and gives Him millions of miles of 
nachas in Shamayim.
We can understand this clearly 
when we picture this world as the 

center point, with lines 
stretching out far. 
Although the lines 
are very close to one 

another from the center 
starting point, they 

get very far apart as they stretch 

further.  Now, when we make even 
the tiniest move forward in this 
world, and we barely feel that we 
moved onward at all – we should 
know that our small step is taking 
us from one line to the next.  The 
distance between the place that 
was above our heads just before 
and the place above our heads right 
now, is enormous!
Envision the immeasurable journey 
all of our “I only did this”, “what 
difference will that make?” and 
“what’s the big deal already” take.  
They soar to the highest spheres – 
lifting us to infinite new heights and 
add sparkles of glory to Hashem’s 
throne!
 

Tzivia Chanie Silbiger, Brooklyn, 
NY

Have 
you ever 
felt that 
you were 
making 
Hashem 
proud?

Wow!  That is such a 
powerful thought.  If I 
would think about it more 
often I would definitely 
be better person than I 
am now. 

Scrap that.  Now that I 
read it, I will bli neder 
think about it more 
often and will be a better 
person than I was until 
now.  Choices of right, 
wrong & grey are much 
easier when you have the 
encouragement that each 
step in the right direction 
is an achievement, adding 
jewels to Hashem's 
Crown. 

Sorah Kraus, Kiryat 
Sefer



I’m sure I make Hashem proud with 
every piece of my Avodas Hashem, 
but I feel that when I do any good 
deed discreetly – without anyone 
seeing or knowing about it, it gets 
that sweet “Hashem - I’m doing it only 
for You” flavor and it makes Hashem 
extra proud!
 I also get that “You’re really making 
me proud” feeling, when I concentrate 
to take some time amidst the daily 
hustle bustle activities – to disconnect 
and give undivided attention, love and 
quality  time to my children. Trying to 
be a better mother must surely make 
our Father proud! 

Name Withheld, Brooklyn, NY

I was once riding on a crammed inter-city (coach style) bus. Here 
in Eretz Yisrael, men are seated in the front of the bus and women 
in the back.  As often happens on overloaded buses, some women 
end up sitting in the front and some men end up sitting in the 
back.  The steps at the back of the bus were occupied and even 
standing room was hard to come by.  I was Baruch Hashem zoche 
to a seat in the second to last row with only ladies behind, beside 
and right in front of me.  The man two rows in front of me though 
was not so lucky.  There was a woman standing in the aisle beside 
him. She wore a (relatively) long shaitel and was all dressed up for 
a Simcha.  I noticed that he tried looking the other way and buried 
his head in a sefer.  Yet her presence was bothering him and it was 
bothering me.  I couldn't just sit quietly and do nothing.  I went 
beyond my comfort zone and had the nerve to politely insist that 
she take my seat while I settled down on the stoop right before the 
last row of seats.  After doing that, I felt like it was the best thing 
anyone could have done in the given situation and truly felt that I 
made Hashem proud. 

Sorah Kraus, Kiryat Sefer

I often go to a Kosher beach, as I enjoy making 
Hisbodedus on the water. I somehow seem to connect 
to Hashem a lot faster under the vast blue sky and 
shimmering water. I sewed some add-on fabric to my 
swim dress, I wear a dickie and socks, and I’m good to 
go – to carry conversation with the Creator of all this.
I like to keep in mind, that while I do my Ruchniyus laps in 
the water, I cause those who don’t dress appropriately 
to get inspired and improve – giving Hashem a dual 
piece of Nachas. 

C. R. Weberman, Beis Shemesh

It was erev Rosh Chodesh Av, when I noticed this 
scrap piece of paper on my countertop – with 
the questions for the “Women’s Views” column. 
I remembered that I really wanted to respond, 
and I also remembered that the deadline was 
Rosh Chodesh.  I read the question out loud 
“Have you ever felt that you were making 
Hashem proud?”  My daughter (High school 
graduate), overhearing the dialogue I was having 
with my very own self, responded readily “Yes! 
Yesterday. I was in the shoe store shopping for 
a pair of sneakers, when I finally chanced upon 
a pair that I really liked.  I did hear some distant 
niggling voice telling me that these sneakers 
may not fit all the guidelines of Tznuis. (But 
then again, I was out of school after all, and 
not bound to any school rules anymore!)  I paid 
for the sneakers and left. Look, I did not feel 
comfortable with my purchase – nothing doing.  
But do I did.  I retraced my steps, walked back 
into the store and simply made a return.  Don’t 
you think Hashem was proud of me?” so I got my 
answer, and even met the deadline.

Miriam Adler, Monroe, NY

The previous job I worked at was terribly boring, 
and not having anything to do- I used to sit down 
and list my gratitude to Hashem on the "100 
Thank You" booklet - which was handed out at 
one of the events... I felt so fulfilled doing that 
thus bringing ruchniyus into my endless day!  I 
assume it made Hashem proud when He saw I 
was utilizing my time for His will...  That was the 
best side effect of that job....

M. F. Brooklyn, NY



Most certainly.  Whenever I do/think/say 
something which is not my natural reaction, 
rather a calculated response according to 
the Torah, I feel that inner sense of “For You, 
Hashem.”  Whether it’s patiently keeping calm 
whilst dealing with an impossibly overtired 
child, making the extra effort to switch into 
shoes before crossing to my neighbor, or 
consciously stopping myself from opening the 
top button despite the heat…  the opportunities 
are endless to grow and make my Tatty proud.

Yocheved Meyer, Manchester, England

I feel I'm making Hashem proud by striving 
to be the best Jewish woman I can be in my 
private and public life.  When I stay calm in a 
stressful situation (yishuv hadaas), push a bit 
past my comfort zone, daven instead of worry, 
when I look to do something for someone else, 
or can share a bit of emunah with a friend...  I 
hope He is proud of me.  When I take care of 
myself spiritually AND physically so I'm better 
able to do these things, and I spend my time 
thinking and doing FOR Hashem, I hope and 
pray He gets nachas from me.

MichalMiller, Denver, Colorado 

Honestly speaking, I can’t say I ever took this derech of thinking 
when overcoming a nisayon, or doing something even though 
I was not in the mood or if it was difficult etc.  Now that you 
presented the question, it opens my mind to this thought 
and approach to our Avodas Hashem.  I hope that it will be 
refreshing and give us the chizuk we need to serve Hashem 
with all our capabilities.  Thank you for making this the topic of 
this season’s magazine. 

I also want to take this opportunity to tell you how much chizuk 
and enjoyment I got from the last two magazines... the articles 
were very well written and the lessons were profound yet down 
to earth.  Yasher Koach!!!!

Fraidy Rapaport, Monsey, NY

When I first read this question, I couldn’t think of anything 
that should really make the big gigantic HASHEM proud of 
little faulty me.
I know the Rebbe doesn’t encourage such thoughts, but 
to be honest, I feel that everything I do always has some 
flawed edges.  I'm doing it for myself, or because I enjoy it.  
It’s not really B'shleimus or totally Lishmah.  I could have 
done better, or that Hashem has much greater Ovdim that 
somehow do manage to do it right, but not me. 
So thank you – because eventually, you did manage to 
remind me with your question that in truth, I am a  Breslover, 
(and even consider myself a strong chasidisteh) and I guess 
you're right - I am very special and do very  special things 
that really makes the huge HASHEM extremely proud of 
me!!! 
(I'll list some, and you choose what you think can be 
considered making Hashem proud.)
*Today I woke up at least 3 hours earlier then I’d wish to, 
only because I wanted to do chesed with my kids! (so they 
have something to eat before they go off and to help them 
get dressed.)
*Today I didn’t listen to my Yetzer Horah that said if you only 
daven  a 5-10 minutes shacharis, it’s as if you didn’t daven at 
all - and I did daven that mommy type of shacharis!
*Today I was tired, busy, and not really in the mood, but yet 
prepared a nutritious breakfast for a poor, overworked, and 
hungry mother! (Myself)
*Today I said an entire Kapital Tehillim.  Not because I will 
win a chart or because of any other incentive - only because 
I have emunah that Hashem listens to prayers and will make 
my boy listen to his Rebbi today. 
*Today I changed at least 7 of my kids’ diapers and did not 
even once yell or complain to them that they made me do 
so!  (And believe it or not - I even smiled and joked around 
with them while I was at it!)
*Today I didn’t yell at my little "teenager" 25 times - only 3 
times!!!

R.E. Beck, Beis Shemesh

I sure do make Hashem proud.  Every time I 
breathe!  Every time I put one foot forward and 
keep moving, keep getting up, I am showing 
Him that I trust in Him.  I trust that He created 
my life and therefore I must be able to do this.

I believe that today, to see a happy Yid walking 
down the street is as big a Kiddush Hashem as 
our ancestors dying al Kiddush Hashem.

Aidy Hoffman, Beis Shemesh

Yes, all the time. Specifically, when my head 
rules over my heart and I do what’s right, over 
what I feel like doing. This brings true nachas 
to Hashem.

I constantly find myself asking “Will this bring 
me closer to Hashem and to His ways?”

Rochel Leah Gale, Brooklyn, NY



From Honolulu 
to Boro Park

The true story of 
Rochel Leah Gale

Being a typical fifteen year old 
teenager, school was far from being 
my strong point.  I would search 
for any excuse to skip attendance.  
Grandma’s visit from California was 
the perfect way for me to grab some 
time off.  Seeing how I was longing 
for vacation, my doting grandmother 
offered to take me out, and we 

headed off to the ice-skating rink, 
the trip of my choice.  Little did I 
know that this would be the trip of 
my lifetime – literally! 

While having a ball on my skates, I 
came face to face with some weirdly 
dressed teenagers.  They looked like 
some kind of mix-up; half-American, 

half Japanese, but that wasn’t the 
interesting bit.  What caught my 
attention was their fully clothed 
attire.  I mean, it’s cold in the ice-
skating rink, but that was already 
going too far.  And what’s with the 
skirts?  Not exactly the shy type, I 
came right out and boldly asked them 
what was up.  Hearing that they were 

My first encounter with Orthodox Jews was in the ice-skating rink...

HONOLULU

BORO PARK



Jews, I felt an immediate kinship 
with them.  “Hey, me too!” I 
shared.

Being experienced Chabad 
Shluchim who had met up with 
many so-called Jews who could 
boast of a Jewish father but 
sadly a non-Jewish mother, they 
warily asked me, “How do you 
know?”  The intermarriage rate 
in Hawaii is unfortunately very 
high.

“Oh, both my parents are 
Jews.”  That was the extent of 
my Jewishness.  Seeing that 
they had caught a real fish in 
their nets, they weren’t about 
to let go of me so fast, and we 
exchanged numbers.  Two weeks 
later, the phone call came.  (I 
guess they wanted some tips 
on how to handle me before 
getting in contact.)  My mother 
passed the phone over to me, 
but she did want to talk to 
them before letting me become 
BFFs with some unknown 
weirdos.  Although we were 
completely secular, my mother 
was very ethical and didn’t 
want me hooking up with bad 
influences.  Well, that was the 
start of a smashing relationship, 

which ultimately ended in me 
becoming committed to Torah 
and Mitzvos.  But that was far 
from the end of it.  Life is not 
that simple and mine, I would 
say, has been like one gigantic 
roller coaster, with lots of 
unexpected twists and turns.  
But one common denominator 
that was always present has 
been the Hashgacha Pratis that 
was evident throughout.  Right 
from the start, the little-big 
occurrence of me choosing to go 
to the ice-skating rink on the right 
day, and making conversation 
with the messengers who would 
teach me about Yiddishkeit, 
was a loving demonstration of 
Hashem’s ever-present care and 
desire for me to come close to 
Him.

The first turn on the roller 
coaster landed me in New York 
City.  Young, alone, and confused 
in the big wide world, I was 
trying to find a place for myself 
in Crown Heights, but not quite 
making it.  I’m an emotional 
soul, and the intellectuality of 
Chabad wasn’t exactly talking to 
me.  (Added to that was my lack 
of familiarity with the Hebrew 

language, which prevented 
me from understanding the 
sefarim.)  Eventually, I learned 
to get my head to lead my heart 
and not vice versa, but that was 
a process which took some time.  
At that stage of life, I was still 
ruled by my emotions, and the 
roller coaster was going through 
some turbulence.  I was down 
in the dumps after experiencing 
some hard times, and I needed 
a break.  Turning off the lights 
in my apartment to match my 
black mood, I locked the door 
and headed out for some fresh 
air, hoping to find Hashem in the 
darkness.  Well, He showed up, 
full force!

My tired feet led me back home, 
and I went right to bed.  But 
surprise surprise!  My bedroom 
was ensconced in bright yellow – 
the lights had been switched on.  
What was going on?  Cautiously 
going closer, I found my bed 
covered with some pamphlets.  
Leafing through, I found all kinds 
of words of encouragement, 
telling me about Hashem’s care, 
His love for me, and that I should 
just talk to Him. Checking the 
title page, I found reference to 



Breslov and to Rebbe Nachman.  
That was familiar to me, having 
heard from the Chabad Shlucha 
back in Honolulu that Breslov was 
some kind of fringe group for ex-
hippies.  She had described the 
na-nachs in full glory, painting 
a vivid picture that sounded 
interesting, if not off the wall.  
But here, I was completely blown 
away.  I had just gone to find 
Hashem, and now I was having 
some sort of revelation!  The light 
dispelling the darkness, literally 
and figuratively!

Riffling through the pages once 
again just to make sure they were 
real and not a dream, I came 
across an intriguing book.  “The 
Stories of Rebbe Nachman.”  I’m 
always one for stories, so I made 
myself comfortable and swam 
right into the wondrous world of 
kings and queens, demons and 
cripples, princes and paupers, 
sophisticates and simpletons.  I 
was hooked.

The secret messenger behind it 
had been my roommate, who had 
dabbled in Breslov before getting 
to Lubavitch.  Deciding that the 
pamphlets might speak to me, 
she decided to leave me this gift 

on my bed.  And yes, it spoke to 
me, all right!  

I stayed on in Chabad for another 
few years, but since I wasn’t fully 
there, I didn’t fit in.  Realizing that 
a cookie-cutter Lubavitcher was 
not me, I moved on.  I tasted all 
kinds of different communities, 
each with its own unique flavor 
and spices, until I met my 
husband.  The Rebbe took hold 
of us right from the onset of 
our relationship, with our first 
meeting being on the 18th of 
Tishrei, the day of the Rebbe’s 
histalkus.  Three months later, we 
celebrated our marriage baruch 
Hashem.  My husband did have 
some background in Breslov, 
having been close with R’ Tzvi 
Weissman from LA, California, 
but he was far from what you 
would call a committed Breslover.  
He was part of Emunas Yisrael in 
Boro Park, and it’s interesting to 
note that at our mitzvah tanz, Rav 
Moshe Wolfson used the Breslov 
song ‘Oz vehadar’. 

So the Rebbe had made some 
visits in my life, but I hadn’t yet 
been caught in his sack.  My jump 
onto the bandwagon came after a 
life-changing speech by a Breslov 

Rebbetzen, who introduced me 
to the idea of azamrah.  That’s not 
to say that I hadn’t read about it 
earlier, but she really brought it 
down to my level.  Her talk about 
seeing the good points in myself 
and others was something really 
life-altering and that’s when I 
can say that I became a fully 
committed follower of the Rebbe.  
The more I learned, the more it 
clicked, until I found myself a full 
blown Breslover! 

Time flew on, and we found 
ourselves celebrating our second 
anniversary.  My husband was not 
yet on board, but Rosh Hashana 
was coming up and I needed him 
to go to Uman, for two reasons.  
First of all, to be my representative 
in telling the Rebbe “thank you” 
for pulling me out of Gehinnom 
so many times, and I also wanted 
him to daven for us to have 
children.  With some resistance, 
my husband went to Rav Wolfson 
to ask if he should go, and came 
back with his head between his 
tails.  Rav Wolfson had said yes. 

Since I was the impetus behind 
the trip, the job of financing it 
fell on my narrow shoulders.  I 
promptly threw the burden onto 



Hashem, knowing that only He 
could manage such a feat, and I 
talked to Him about it at length, 
asking Him to help us.  Through 
hisbodedus, Hashem put the idea 
into my head to make a go fund 
me account, and within two days, 
$2000 had come rolling in!   There 
was still money needed, and I had 
heard the Rebbe had said better to 
sell your own pillow than go into 
debt, so I wanted to do it the right 
way.  I davened for more ideas to 
get my husband to go to the Rebbe 
and another brainwave popped 
into my mind.  This bomber needed 
permission from my husband, so I 
timidly asked him if I could sell my 
kallah bracelet.  His “okay!’ was like 
music to my ears.  I remember that 
day like yesterday; it felt like I was 
giving the most beautiful korban to 
Hashem.

The day of the trip arrived, and I 
sent my husband off to the taxi 
with tears in my ears, not out of 
sadness but of awe to Hashem, 
seeing my hishtadlus, tefilla and 
hard work revealed.  And indeed, 
just over a year later, our precious 
Nachman Yosef Yitzchak was born.  
But an even bigger miracle was 
my husband becoming an ardent 
Breslover, with all strings attached.  
(Yes, blue ones too!)

Next year rolled around, and we 
were up to Rosh Hashana again.  
This time, my husband was also 
pushing to go so with both of our 
desires, the obstacles in our path 
doubled.  My husband’s silver 
becher was chosen to be the 
fortunate sacrifice, and off he went.  
In an unbelievable ending which I 
still can’t fathom, my husband met 
up with a former friend who wanted 
to give him a beautiful new becher 
– without even knowing what 
had occurred with his previous 
one!  We later heard that that the 

Rebbe says to make Kiddush on a 
beautiful becher.  That’s one thing 
my husband fulfills in all sincerity. 

My little Nachi was growing by 
leaps and bounds, crawling in all 
the corners of my small apartment 
and getting under our feet.  I wasn’t 
going to spare any tears over the 
fact that the time had come to 
move, especially since my present 
apartment wasn’t exactly to my 
liking.  The floors were old, ugly 
and crumbling, but I had always 
controlled myself from complaining 
about it to Hashem, consoling 
myself that it was just temporary 
and not worth being down about.  
Anyway, so I welcomed this move 
with open arms, hoping to find 
something better.  Hashem saw 
how I had stayed happy even in my 
old ugly house, and He rewarded 
me with a brand new beautiful 
apartment on Radvill, Kensington, 
with plenty Breslover neighbors to 
boot!

The first Shabbos in our new 
apartment, my husband came 
home from Shul all excited.  
“What’re you so happy about, 
besides for the fact that you have 
a ticket to Uman for the upcoming 
Rosh Hashana?” I asked him.

“Just take a look at this!” he told 
me eagerly.  Taking the proffered 
paper, a weekly Breslov handout, 
I perused the written lines and 
found a letter from R’ Nosson, 
talking about Breslover Chassidim 
coming to the Rebbe from the 
town of … Radvill!  Hashem was 
giving us His clear approval for our 
new apartment!

This daily relationship with 
Hashem was a gift from the Rebbe.  
Before Breslov, I would never have 
the urge to ask Hashem for little 
things, but once I came close to the 
Rebbe, I learnt to involve Hashem 

in every detail of my life.  Even 
just in helping me find the balance 
between being a busy mother and 
wanting to be all spiritual…  My 
toddler was the biggest gift in my 
life, but I still had this dream to be a 
Rebbetzen and I was finding it hard 
to walk the tightrope.  So I would 
tell Hashem about my struggles, 
and ask Him to help me.  I used 
to run to other people for help all 
the time, but now I realized that 
the only one who can save us from 
despair is the One Above.

Such a drastic change went over 
me that my friends told me, “I don’t 
recognize you.  You’re a complete 
different person to eight years 
ago.”  That’s a compliment to me 
like no other.  The Rebbe helped 
my ailing body and soul heal, and 
brought me closer to Hashem than 
ever before.  His beautiful sefarim 
put me on a high; I end up crying 
from reading each of the Sippurei 
Maasios, finding myself in the story.  
Sichos HaRan is another favorite of 
mine with its words of the Rebbe, 
and the Likutei Tefillos simply pulls 
at my soul with its beautiful poetry. 

The following quote from the 
Rebbe touched me most deeply: 
"In life we have to cross a very 
narrow bridge; the most important 
thing is not to be afraid.” (Likutei 
Moharan II:48)  If I would have 
been afraid I wouldn’t have gotten 
to this stage, being happily married 
with a beautiful son and a beautiful 
Rebbe who has changed my life 
and my family's life for the better.

My bracha and tefilla for Klal 
Yisrael is that they too should have 
the z’chus of being handpicked like 
all of us Breslover Chassidim.

Rochel Leah can be reached at 
rlgale5778@gmail.com



“I am a treasure chest of Yiras Shamayim; 
why don’t you run after me to receive it?”

- Chayei Moharan 295

A TAsTe of The 
Rebbe’s TReAsuRes



So says the Rebbe in Sichos Haran 80:  “People have a power to prevent and push away a person 
from serving Hashem and from the true Tzaddikim, even more than the Yetzer Hora.”

He says further, in Sichos Haran 81:  “People are very big obstacles.  Know, that if a person would 
be alone in the world without anyone to disturb him, although he would still have confusion, 
second thoughts and obstacles, he would surely walk on the straight path of life, since eventually 
he would always go after the truth.  And even if he would stumble and sin chas veshalom, he 
would surely really regret it every time, and at the end, he would stay with the truth.”

The Rebbe says in Likutei Moharan 248: “Know that stories about Tzaddikim are a very great thing, 
because through the stories of Tzaddikim, one’s heart is awakened and inspired to Hashem with a great 
awakening and with much motivation.  This is because the Tzaddik who is the subject of the story made 
an impression through his serving Hashem, which is awakened when stories are told about him; therefore 
it greatly awakens to Hashem.”

It says in Sichos Haran 138: “I heard from the Rebbe while he was talking to us about the greatness 
of telling stories from Tzaddikim, that he himself received his main awakening to truly serve Hashem 
through the stories of Tzaddikim.  He told us that the Tzaddikim used to gather in his parents’ house 
regularly, since they would come to Medzibuz as it was the Baal Shem Tov’s town, and they would stay in 
his parents’ home.  And he used to hear many stories about Tzaddikim, and through this he had his main 
awakening to Hashem, until he reached what he reached.”

It also says in Sefer Hamiddos, Mashiach 1: “Through telling stories of Tzaddikim, one draws down the 
light of Mashiach in the world, and pushes away much darkness and troubles from the world.”

Question:  What is behind reading and telling stories of Tzaddikim?
Answer:  Telling the stories is very meaningful and helpful, and it 

awakens the person to Hashem.

Question:  How should one behave to people who try to prevent him 
from coming close to Tzaddikim?

Answer:  One should run far from them as if from fire, since they can 
distance you even more than the Yetzer Hora can!



As the Rebbe says in Likutei Moharan 240:  “All the abundance and everything comes only from 
the true Tzaddik.  Therefore, one who is connected to the true Tzaddik can easily receive what 
he needs, whether it is wealth, or children … but when a person is far from the Tzaddik then he 
receives it with much difficulty. That’s because everyone receives wealth or children according to 
his luck, and the luck receives its bounty from the Tzaddik, since from there comes all the bounty.  
Therefore if he is far from the Tzaddik, then his luck needs lots of strength to receive the bounty 
from the Tzaddik, since it is far from him.”

So says the Rebbe in Sichos Haran 96:  “The Tzaddik leans to the side of kindness, and judges all of 
his opponents favorably that their intentions are pure:  since the world would not be able to bear the 
light of the Tzaddik whose light is too great for the world to bear.  And also because there are lots of 
judgements and prosecution on the true Tzaddik; therefore, they oppose him, and like that they quieten 
the prosecution.  Just like we see when a person is faced with harsh judgements, and someone agrees to 
be the one to rebuke him and says, ‘I’ll go punish him.’  That way, he silences all the other prosecutors, 
whose punishment would’ve been unbearable.  So it comes out that this person who goes to punish him 
does him a great favor, since it is surely preferable for him to suffer this person’s punishment than the 
unbearable punishment of all the others.”

Question:  How are we supposed to look at it when we see 
Tzaddikim opposing other Tzaddikim?

Answer:  The opposition is created from Heaven due to hidden 
intentions, and not due to any of their wrongdoing.

Question:  Does one suffer from being far from the Tzaddik?
Answer:  Bounty come to the world in the merit of the Tzaddik and 
therefore, one who is far from the Tzaddik is far from the bounty.

Question:  What benefit does a person get from being connected to 
the Tzaddik?

Answer:  His connection to the true Tzaddik will save him in the future 
and in the World to come.

The Rebbe says in Sichos Haran 22:  “It is very good for the one who merits to be close to the true Tzaddik, 
because it is written in Iyov 38:13 that Hashem will take hold of the earth and shake the sinners.  But he 
who is close to the true Tzaddik will grab onto the Tzaddik and remain steady; he won’t be shaken with 
the sinners, since he’ll be holding on to the Tzaddik.”

He says even further there: “In the World to come, there are people walking around completely naked, 
and it is impossible to have mercy on them.  In this world, if someone has no clothes, people can go 
around collecting money for him and buy him a coat.  But in the world to come, it is impossible to have 
mercy on one who is naked; no mercy helps him at all.  The clothes he needs are Torah and mitzvos, and 
no mercy helps for this.  But one who merits to be close to the true Tzaddik can run to the Tzaddik and 
take some clothes from him to dress himself with.”



Question:  Why can’t a person just rely on his own common sense 
instead of listening to the Tzaddikim?

Answer:  Relying on one’s own intelligence can lead person to 
craziness.

Question:  Does the Rebbe know the source of my soul, to give me the 
fitting rectification for my soul?

Answer:  The Rebbe knows the source of all the souls of Klal Yisrael 
and the rectifications for all of them from the beginning until the end, 

and everything he commands to do is a Tikkun also for the future.

R’ Nosson writes in Sichos Haran 185:  “The Rebbe said that he knows the sources of all the 
souls of Klal Yisrael. … And he said in these words, ‘Every single conduct that I command to do is 
a segula and a Tikkun, and it helps for everything that happened in the past, and for the future, 
and for after the person passes away,  and for the days of Mashiach and Techias Hameisim…

R’ Nosson says even more about the Rebbe in Alim Litrufa 350:  “His whole essence is a very 
wondrous and awesome renewal, which can uplift and renew souls that fell thousands of years 
ago, and were reincarnated many times since.  And I know and truly believe that our master 
the Rebbe well knows everything that is done with all the souls generally and specifically in 
every generation, since the day Hashem created man until today, and until the very end.  And 
he knows all the rectifications of every single person.  And all this knowledge is a small thing by 
him, because he reached heavenly understandings that are impossible for the mind to grasp at 
all…”

As the Rebbe says in Sichos Haran 67:  “Whoever doesn’t listen to and heed the words of the true 
Chachamim can go crazy.  The main folly of all the foolish people is only due to their not listening to 
the intelligent people.  If the fool would heed the words of the sensible people, he surely wouldn’t 
be foolish at all.  Because although according to his sense, it is clear to him that he must wear torn 
clothes and roll in the dust and so on, but when someone greater than him tells him that it is not 
so, if he would nullify his sense to that of the wiser person, all his foolishness would be cancelled.  
Therefore, we see that craziness only comes from not wanting to listen to the words of the wise.”

The Rebbe talks about this in Likutei Moharan 123:  “The foundation that everything is dependent 
on, is to connect oneself to the Tzaddik of the generation and to accept his words by everything he 
says, whether something small or large, and not to sway from his words to the right nor left… and 
to throw away one’s own intelligence and put away one’s own mind as if you have no knowledge 
at all, besides for what you receive from the Tzaddik.  As long as you still remain with your own 
intelligence, it is incomplete and you aren’t connected to the Tzaddik.”

R’ Nosson writes about this in Likutei Halachos, Pesach 6:  “The main emunah is through faith in 
the Tzaddikim, an aspect of ‘they believed in Hashem and in His servant Moshe.’  This is because 
it is impossible to believe in Hashem, only if one believes in His servant Moshe, which is belief in 
the Tzaddikim.  This is since Hashem’s greatness is far beyond our grasp and our human intellect, 
and it is only possible to reach the emunah in Hashem through the Tzaddikim, who instill the holy 
faith in us.  We need to believe in them and not sway from their words to the right nor to the left.”



Question:  Can we too in this generation rely on the merit and 
strength of the holy Rebbe?

Answer:  We need to believe that we too can rely on his great 
strength.

R’ Nosson writes in Alim Litrufa 255:  “He will 
surely finish what he started, to awaken us from 
our slumber through his holy and awesome 
deeds.  For he still stands and prays for us, along 
with all the deceased Tzaddikim, which without 
it, we would have no existence at all.  As it is 
written in the Zohar that if not for the tefillos of 
the Tzaddikim who have passed away for those 
who are alive, the world wouldn’t exist for a 
minute.”

He also writes in Letter 14:  “Remember, know 
and believe in the great strength of the holy 
elder that we depend on eternally, and also 
what he said that Hashem is very great, we 
don’t know at all, and everything will turn 
around for the good with his great strength 
that draws down wondrous new kindness at all 
times…”

In Letter 86, he writes:  “Hashem had mercy on 
us and prepared the cure before the disease, 
by sending us a helper to save us through the 
revelation of his holy wondrous awesome 
Torahs which are true springs of salvation, and 
through all the holiness which he left on this 
world.  And most of all, his great holy strength 
which he cautioned us to rely on.  Baruch 
Hashem that we have what to rely on with the 
help of Hashem.”

Later, in Letter 109, he says again:  “Especially 
since we rely and depend on the strength and 
merit of such a man of strength, which he 
himself warned us to trust in his great strength 
that exceeds everything.”

He writes even more in Letter 187:  “Praise 
Hashem that we have such a doctor who is 
fluent in the cures of our souls until the very 
end, and besides for his precious cures, his great 
strength alone is greater than everything.”

R’ Nosson writes in Chayei Moharan 191 that 
the Rebbe said before his passing:  “What do 
you have to worry about; I’m going before you.  
Those of our people who passed away before 
me have what to be concerned about, but since 
I’m going before you, you have nothing to worry 
about at all.  The souls that didn’t know me at 
all are waiting for my rectifications, all the more 
so you.”  

R’ Nosson also writes in Chayei Moharan that 
even those who didn’t merit knowing the 
Rebbe in his lifetime, but if they’ll come to his 
holy Kever and depend on him, learn his holy 
sefarim and accustom themselves to go in his 
holy ways as stated in his holy sefarim, they 
surely have what to rely on.  Fortunate are they 
and fortunate is their lot; those who depend 
on him will not be shamed.  For he already 
revealed many times in many different ways, 
that all that he does with us is not only for our 
sake, but for ‘those who are here and for those 
who aren’t yet here.’”

The Rebbe also says in Chayei Moharan 309:  
“The true Tzaddik can do a great favor for 
the person even after he passes on from this 
world (to those who merit coming to him for 
a Tikkun).  Know, that the main obstacle which 
prevents those who don’t merit coming to 
the true Tzaddik to receive a rectification is 
only what the person is incited and provoked, 
confused with heresy and provocations that the 
Tzaddik is nothing.  For there too between the 
prosecuting angels, there are great opposers, 
just like in this world.  Therefore, the main thing 
is to take this in your mind, not to let oneself be 
desisted and provoked there, but to stand firm 
specifically to go to the true Tzaddik, and then 
they’ll surely let him.”



A vivid description of the Rebbe’s final moments up to his petira
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A vivid description of the Rebbe’s final moments up to his petira



On Monday, the first day of Chol Hamoed 
Sukkos 5571, the Rebbe turned to R’ Nosson 
and asked him, “Do you remember the story I 
told you?”

“Which story?” questioned R’ Nosson with fear.

“The story of the Baal Shem Tov [above] that I 
related when we entered Uman.” 

R’ Nosson was immediately panic-stricken. 
“Yes,” he answered simply.  He stood there, 
dumbstruck and shocked, and the Rebbe 
continued talking.

“It’s already a long time that they were looking 
out for me, to get me to come here.  What should 
I tell you?  There aren’t thousands of souls here, 
but millions!” said the Rebbe.  Millions of souls 
were hovering around, waiting for the Rebbe to 
rectify them, which was causing him all these 
bitter harsh pains.

Turning his head to the wall while lying on his 
bed, he spread out his arms a little, as if saying, 
“I give up my soul, and I am ready and willing to 
accept everything for Hashem’s sake.”

The devoted R’ Naftali and R’ Shimon changed 
shifts with R’ Nosson who went to sleep, and 
the Rebbe repeated his words regarding the 
rectification of souls to them.  “Didn’t you once 
say that a great Tzaddik can resolve the issue 
while still alive?” asked R’ Naftali urgently.

“I only told you a small aspect of the concept; 
it is necessary to pass on for it,” replied the 
Rebbe.  Remembering himself, he took the key 
to his chest and handed it over to them, with 
the instructions that immediately after his 
death while his body is still on the floor, they 
should burn all the manuscripts from the chest.  
He warned them to fulfil his words, and they 
took the key with trepidation, full of anguish 
to hear this morbid talk.  Whispering amongst 
themselves that the Rebbe is preparing himself 
for his death, the subject of their words 
interrupted them, “Why are you speaking so 
softly?  You can talk about my death in my face; I 
don’t fear it at all!”  Then he told them, “Maybe 
you’re worried about yourselves?  But what do 
you have to worry about, seeing that I’m going 
before you.  The souls that never even knew me 
are waiting for my rectifications, all the more so 

Once upon a time, the Baal Shem Tov fell into a deep depression upon 
arriving to a certain town.  Nobody dared asking him about it, even 
though the depression went on for almost two days.  Finally on Erev 
Shabbos before Chatzos, the Baal Shem Tov gave a command for all 
the guests in town to come eat the Shabbos seuda together with him.  
A meager sum of two tramps were found.  They were brought to him, 
and the Baal Shem Tov was heard arguing with them.  A very hard 
task had fallen on the Baal Shem Tov and it was weighing heavily on 
him.  There were souls in that town from three hundred years ago 
who hadn’t yet been elevated, and they had all gathered together 
to the  Baal Shem Tov when he arrived, hoping that a person like him 
would be able to help them.  Therefore, he was in a deep depression, 
for the matter was very hard for him.  The only way he would be 
able to rectify them would be through his death.  So Hashem sent 
him these two wanderers who were in fact great Tzaddikim, and 
they accepted upon themselves half of this task, while the other half 
remained for the Baal Shem Tov to accomplish.  And so the Baal Shem 

Tov was saved.



you.  Those who died before me have 
some work to do, but you?  Since I’m 
going before you, you have nothing to 
fear!”

An hour after midnight, R’ Nosson 
returned to the room.  The Rebbe was 
sitting up in his armchair, looking at them 
without saying a word.  Whispering 
quietly so as not to break the silence 
in the room, R’ Nosson suggested to 
R’ Naftali that he catch some sleep, 
but R’ Naftali, whose heart was heavy 
after hearing the Rebbe talk about his 
histalkus, wanted to remain before 
him longer out of love and yearning 
to bask in the glow of his holy face.  
Eventually, tiredness overpowered him 
and he went to sleep.  R’ Shimon too 
spread himself out on the ground.  The 
attendant and the Rebbe’s wife were all 
sleeping; R’ Nosson was the only one 
left awake with the Rebbe.

Unable to fathom that the Rebbe would 
actually leave them, R’ Nosson evaded 
any such thoughts and refrained from 
asking him any questions about what 
to do after his passing.  He simply 
stood before him, and the Rebbe gazed 
at him with awesome eyes.  Each 
and every gaze seemed like words to 
R’ Nosson, who saved them for the 
future.  The Rebbe’s glances were deep 
and meaningful, instilling strength in 
R’ Nosson.  They were as if saying, on 
whom will you remain with all these 
treasures that lie hidden within you; 
what will happen to you, for many 
will rise up against you, and what will 
someone as weak as you do?  

The Rebbe told R’ Nosson to carry him 
from his chair to his bed.  His legs were 
brushing the ground while his head 
and body were leaning on R’ Nosson, 
who carried him the short distance to 
his bed.  He took hold of the Rebbe, 
raised him up, and put him down on 
his bed.  “Slowly, slowly,” uttered the 



Rebbe.  R’ Nosson lifted a wondering gaze at 
this seemingly superfluous instruction, and 
the Rebbe explained himself.  “I’m heavy now, 
therefore I warned you about it.”  With this, he 
was hinting to R’ Nosson that he’s very near 
death, wanting R’ Nosson to ask him to state 
his last will, or request instructions on how to 
behave after his death, but R’ Nosson refused to 
take the hint.  His only desire was for the Rebbe 
to recover and live.  It seemed inconceivable 
that Hashem would take him when they still 
had so much they needed to receive from him.  

From his bed, the Rebbe gazed at R’ Nosson 
with long looks.

“Rebbe, take something to restore your soul,” 
suggested R’ Nosson.  

“What will you give me?” replied the Rebbe.

“Some tea,” responded R’ Nosson.

The Rebbe agreed.  “With egg whites.”

R’ Nosson prepared the tea with the egg whites 
to relieve the Rebbe’s tuberculosis.  After 
washing his hands, the Rebbe took the tea, 
but commented that it’s still hot.  R’ Nosson 
poured it from cup to cup to cool it down and 
handed it back to the Rebbe, who remarked 
that it was still too hot.  Repeating the pouring 
process, R’ Nosson gave it to the Rebbe again, 
and after several attempts at cooling it, the tea 
was finally the suitable temperature.  Making a 
brachah, the Rebbe sipped the tea.  Heartened 
at having the merit of serving the Rebbe which 
was a rare opportunity for him, R’ Nosson was 
unaware that the Rebbe would be taken from 
him on that very day.

Morning of the fourth day of Sukkos dawned 
and the household started stirring.  R’ Nosson 
went to the mikveh to prepare himself for 
davening.  Returning to the Rebbe’s room, 
R’ Nosson found the Rebbe sitting up in bed 
wrapped in his tallis and davening.  Following 
Shacharis the Rebbe took the esrog and lulav in 
his holy hands, still wrapped in his tallis with the 
siddur of the Ari on his holy lap and completed 
Hallel.  He recited the Hoshanos loudly enough 

for the whole household to hear.  How fortunate 
and lucky are those who saw him then, and 
who heard his voice when he recited Hallel and 
Hoshanos on his final holy day on earth.

Passing by his room, R’ Nosson merited 
another glance from the Rebbe.  Thoughts 
of the Rebbe’s impending death managed to 
steal their way into R’ Nosson’s mind, and he 
asked R’ Yechiel, the Rebbe’s brother, for help 
in banishing these notions.  R’ Nosson then left 
to go to his lodgings to eat, sleep and finish 
writing down the Rebbe’s final Torah, but he 
was unable to stay away.  Who knew what was 
happening there by the Rebbe?  Anxieties were 
gripping him and propelling him to the Rebbe.  
Realizing that he wouldn’t be able to manage 
without sleep, he decided to go sleep in the 
Rebbe’s apartment, so as to be close by in case 
the need would arise.  

A loud noise preceded R’ Nosson’s entrance 
to the Rebbe’s room.  The Rebbe was sitting 
in his chair, but his strength was waning; even 
mere sitting was hard on him.  He was close 
to expiring and people were pouring all kinds 
of precious perfumes over him to revive him.  
A certain person from Tirovitza was there, 
attending to the Rebbe more than the others.  
He had been promised by the Rebbe earlier on 
that he would merit attending him on his final 
day on earth, and here he was.  

Finding all this commotion, R’ Nosson was 
taken over and announced that they should 
immediately put the Rebbe in his bed, but the 
Rebbe held up his hand, signaling that he did 
not agree.  After an hour, R’ Nosson realized 
that the Rebbe was barely alive and unable to 
sit any longer, so he repeated his instruction to 
carry him this bed.  This time, the Rebbe didn’t 
protest, nor did he show any signs of approval.  
He was simply silent.

While the Rebbe was being transported, R’ 
Nosson grabbed hold of his holy hand in the 
manner of those greeting one another, and 
pressed it warmly.  And then the Rebbe lay on 
his bed dressed in beautiful silk garments.  He 
commanded his attendant R’ Shimon to fasten 



his sleeves.  His shirt was slightly untucked, 
and he hinted to R’ Shimon to fix it properly, 
so that he should be tidy.  He also instructed 
his faithful attendant to wash off his beard 
from the blood he had coughed up, and to 
wash him up nicely.  Then he lay on the bed 
serenely, rolling a ball of wax between his 
fingers while thinking awesome thoughts.  
Even on that final day, in that last hour, his 
thoughts were still immersed in the thoughts 
he was occupied with, his holy hands rolling 
something with wondrous freedom, purity 
and beautiful righteousness unlike anything 
ever seen before.  They gave him some soup 
to eat; he washed his hands, made a brachah 
and ate.  Later on they 
gave him some more, 
but he could no longer 
eat.  

While he was lying on 
his bed like this, a fire 
broke out in town, close 
to where the Rebbe was 
staying.  A powerful 
storm wind whipped up, 
ripping out mountains 
and smashing stones.  
The sukkah which 
served the Rebbe fell 
apart from the wind, 
and the fire raged and 
seared.  Most of the people ran to the fire, but 
R’ Nosson was in a quandary.  He absolutely 
couldn’t part from the Rebbe.  However, he 
understood that the Rebbe wouldn’t pass 
away right then so he quickly ran to the site 
of the fire.  Hashem had mercy and while he 
was still on the way, someone informed him 
that the fire was already out Baruch Hashem.

Retracing his steps, R’ Nosson returned 
to stand next to the holy bed.  The house 
was crammed with people who had come 
to pay their final respects to the Rebbe.  
Seeing that the end was near, they started 
reciting ‘Maavor Yabok,’ the verses recited 
for Tzaddikim.  Then it seemed as if he had 
passed on, and R’ Nosson started crying and 

shouting, “Rebbe, Rebbe, to whom have you 
left us?”  Hearing his cries and awakening, he 
turned his awesome head and face towards 
them as if saying, “I am not leaving you, Chas 
Veshalom.”

Not too much time passed, and the Rebbe 
was niftar.  He was gathered to his nation 
with holiness and purity; pure, whole and 
clean without any confusion or strange 
movements, just with complete and 
wondrous peace of mind.  It was Tuesday, 
the fourth day of Sukkos, the eighteenth 
day in Tishrei, in the year 5571.  All of those 
standing there, members of the Chevra 
Kadisha and their like, admitted that they had 

yet seen many who died 
with purity and a sound 
mind, but never before 
had they witnessed 
such a histalkus.  All 
this is but a drop in the 
bucket, the tiny bit that 
we can understand with 
our human eyes, but the 
true meaning of it all is 
far beyond our grasp.  
Whoever understands 
a little of his greatness 
through his sefarim and 
his words realizes that 
is impossible to even 

talk about the histalkus of such a wondrous 
chiddush, who was unlike anything there 
ever was before and there ever will be. 

A great commotion arose and they all cried out 
‘Ana B’koach,’ with much tears and weeping.  
Immediately after his soul left his body and 
the Chevra Kadisha started their work went 
the faithful R’ Shimon holding onto the key of 
the Rebbe’s precious chest and removed all 
the papers, booklets and sefarim that were 
stored there.  Carrying it all gingerly to the 
fireplace in the other room, he prepared to 
toss it all into the fire.  Weeping bitterly, R’ 
Nosson followed at his heels, wanting to at 
least inhale the holy smoke from the Torahs 
that the generation had not merited hearing 

He turned his 
awesome head and 
face towards them 
as if saying, “I am 
not leaving you, 
Chas Veshalom.”



and receiving.  “Woe unto us, what a great loss 
we had due to our many sins.”

After the final parchment blackened, the flames 
crackling and feeding on the paper, R’ Nosson 
left the room billowing with smoke with a tear 
-streaked face and returned to where the Rebbe 
was lying.  While he had been gone, they had 
transferred the Rebbe to the floor.  R’ Nosson 
found the Rebbe’s face uncovered, seemingly 
smiling slightly to him.  The purity and awe 
on his face was exactly the same as he had 

a p p e a r e d 
while he 
was alive, 
when he 
used to pace 
the house 
t h i n k i n g 
his deep 
t h o u g h t s 
with all 
kinds of 
c h a r m 
g r a c i n g 
his face.  
That same 
w o n d r o u s 
b e a u ti f u l 
a w e s o m e 
charm was 
on his face 
while he 
was lying on 
the ground.

Unable to part from him, R’ Nosson postponed 
having the Rebbe’s body taken for burial, also 
remembering the halacha that one shouldn’t 
rush to bury their father or Rebbe.  Matters 
went on until nightfall, when everyone agreed 
that it was not respectful to bury a great man in 
the dark, and so the funeral was scheduled for 
the morrow.  

On Wednesday morning came the order that 
everyone should immerse in the mikveh.  R’ 
Nosson grabbed the opportunity to be with the 
Rebbe’s body one last time and after Shacharis, 

he closeted himself in the Rebbe’s room on the 
floor next to his body.  Opening his mouth, a 
stream of words rushed out.  All that he had 
wanted to tell the Rebbe in his lifetime but 
didn’t get to it gushed out then.  Bending over 
the Rebbe’s body, R’ Nosson whispered into 
his ear for a long time.  Finally, the stream of 
words trickled to a stop, and a fresh river of 
tears welled up.  R’ Nosson sobbed and wept 
from his position on the floor.  Other people 
gathered too and started crying with R’ Nosson, 
but nobody cried quite like him on the floor. 
After all, the Rebbe had already testified that 
R’ Nosson knows more about him more than 
anyone else.  

After davening, they started working on his 
body.  He was still completely pure and clean 
without any bad odors at all.  On the contrary, 
sweet smells exuded from his body.  The Chevra 
Kadisha respectfully asked R’ Nosson how to go 
about the business and if the Chassidim wanted 
to prepare the Rebbe’s body themselves.  But 
R’ Nosson, who knew that according to the 
Rebbe’s greatness there was no one on earth 
who would be worthy of dealing with this holy 
task, convinced them that they should continue 
with their job as usual.  The Rebbe had always 
wanted for everyone to do what they could do 
well, so the privilege of tending to the Rebbe’s 
holy body fell on the Chevra Kadisha now, and it 
would be to their everlasting merit.

R’ Nosson modestly turned his head aside while 
they washed and prepared his body, but stood 
by his side while they wrapped him in his tallis.  
Lying on the table swathed in his tallis with fear 
and purity, he looked ready and prepared to rise 
to the place where he would rise.  Fortunate 
is the body that didn’t take pleasure from this 
world so much as a hairsbreadth.  Fortunate 
are the eyes that didn’t even have one glance 
in this world, being that the entire world was 
like the blink of an eye to him.  Fortunate are 
the ears that didn’t hear a single sound of this 
world, and so on all the other senses, as is 
described in the 13th of the stories the Rebbe 
told. (The Seven Beggars.)  Such praises were 
never related on any Tzaddik before, and if he 

He was laid in 
peace in the 

place which was 
prepared for 

him since the Six 
Days of Creation, 

to engage in 
the Tikkun and 
rectification of 

all those who 
come to him



knew to relate such a story, he 
was probably on that level.  From 
that story, we can understand a 
little of his great holiness which 
overrides all holiness.

They took his body outside, and 
R’ Nosson grabbed hold of a 
corner of his garment together 
with those carrying his body.  
The greatness of Hashem that 
illuminated his brain while he 
was carrying the holy body is 
impossible to describe.  The holy 
body was laid down on the bed 
which R’ Nosson had commanded 
to be made out of the chair the 
Rebbe had sat on while he said 
Torah on that final Rosh Hashana 
in Uman.  And so the Rebbe was 
carried, with throngs of people 
accompanying him to his final 
resting place.  So great was the 
crush that the carriers of the bed 
were almost propelled up into 
the air, flying as if with wings.

He was buried on Wednesday, the 
fifth day of Sukkos, in Uman, the 
place he had chosen to be buried 
due to the martyrs who had 
given up their lives for Hashem’s 
sake in that place, and for many 
other deep reasons.  Therefore, 
he had moved to Uman half a 
year earlier, and Hashem had 
helped that his will was carried 
out.  He was laid in peace in 
the place which was prepared 
for him since the Six Days of 
Creation, to engage in the Tikkun 
and rectification of all those who 
come to him and say the Tikkun 
Haklali, as he promised in his 
lifetime.  Fortunate and lucky are 
those who merit it.
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About his children, the 
Rebbe said that they 
all possess a holy spirit 
almost like prophecy, 
and Sara’ke – ‘I don’t 
even talk about!’  With 
this in mind, I was 
delighted and excited 
for the chance to get 
to meet an actual 
descendant of the 
Rebbe - Rebbetzen 
Sarah Gelbach, named 
for her grandmother 
Sara’ke.  Sitting in 
her living room, I got 
comfortable on the 
sofa and a sweet old 
lady, her youthful vigor 
belying her 95 years 
ka”h, walked in with a 
beaming smile on her 
face.

Immediately feeling at 
ease in her company, I 
introduced myself as a 
Breslover Chassidiste, 
and her smiling face lit 
up.  “Ah!  The best thing 
in the world!  There’s 
nothing better!” she 
declared at once.

“How are you a descendant of 
the Rebbe?” I wanted to get it 
clear.

My maternal grandmother 
was a daughter of R’ Nachman 
Froikes, who was a grandchild 
of Sara’ke, the daughter of 
the holy Rebbe, R’ Nachman.  
Which makes me a sixth - 
generation direct descendant 
of the heilige Tzaddik!

My grandmother, Bubbeh 
Esther, was a real Tzaddeikes! 
She wore a dress covering 
her shoes, with the sleeves 
going past her fingers.  Her 
modesty was exceptional!  
Even when she had her hair 
cut, she would only uncover 
a few centimeters at a time 
to be cut, while the rest 
would remain covered.  She 
lived with us at home, since 
my grandfather was niftar 
at a young age, during my 
mother’s sheva brachos, so I 
grew up under her influence.  
She would watch us while 
my mother worked as a 
seamstress, and I was very 
attached to her.  I remember 
watching her standing an hour 
in hisbodedus to Hashem.  
Her time was at night.  Every 
night without fail, she would 
stand – never sit! – and talk to 
Hashem, purely and simply, a 
daughter to her dear Father.  I 
can still picture her standing 
and talking…

One day, out of the blue, 
when she was going to sleep, 
she announced, “The Angel of 
Death has come to take me.”  
She was the picture of health, 
and so nobody took her 
seriously.  She went to sleep, 
and I lay down in her room.  
Hearing gasping sounds, I 
ran to get my father, but he 
dismissed my concerns, saying 

that it’s nothing.  I returned 
to my room, and was stunned 
when I felt her cold, lifeless 
legs.  Just like that, she was 
gone!  She had died with a kiss 
of death, without any pain at 
all.  I was only six then, but the 
memories of her are ingrained  
in my mind.    

My mother continued her 
holy tradition, talking to 
Hashem for an hour a day.  She 
followed in the footsteps of 
her holy ancestors, raising us 
with tznius, emunah, simchah 
and erlichkeit. 

My father, of Polish origin, 
had been forced to serve in 
the Polish army, but he didn’t 
relinquish even the tiniest 
detail of mitzvah observance 
whilst there.  Treifa food 
never touched his lips; he 
would scrounge around for 
potatoes and vegetables 
which he subsided on for his 
nourishment.  He put on Talis 
and Tefillin daily, never missing 
a chance to fulfil the mitzvah. 
He met up with another Yid 
by the name of Aharon, and 
he persuaded him to keep the 
mitzvos even in those harsh 
circumstances.  They later 
deserted the army together, 
and my father brought his 
friend to the Rebbe’s Tzion in 
Uman.

Such special parents!  Can you 
tell us more memories from 
Uman in those times?  

My uncle R’ Mattes Barzeski 
used to take me along with 
his daughter when he went 
for hisbodedus in Sofia Park, 
since I was a descendant of 
the Rebbe.  He warned us 
not to watch him; we rolled 
and frolicked in the grass, 
tumbling down the small hills 



and having a grand time, while 
he went about his business.  But 
once I glanced in his direction, 
and was terrified when I noticed 
a heavenly fire surrounding him!  
He noticed me looking, and 
quickly told me, “Don’t look!”

He was a very special man, a 
big Tzaddik.  He was taken away 
when they rounded up the 
Breslover Chassidim, twenty 
seven of whom went missing...  
Some of them returned, but 
unfortunately, he was not among 
those who were zoiche to remain 
alive.  They tortured him terribly, 
and after three days, he returned 
his soul to his Maker in purity.  I 
would bring him meals in jail, but 
after the third day, the guard told 
me that the prisoner had no need 
for food anymore…

It was hard times.  But with it all, 
we were strong.  Neighbors used 
to ask us, ‘amidst such troubles, 
such a hard life, how can you 
be happy?’  But with the koach 
of the Rebbe, we knew to keep 
ourselves happy from even the 
smallest things – from kissing the 
mezuza, or saying Shema!  We 
always had what to be happy 
about. 

In Uman, my father used to take 
care of the mikvah, which earned 

him the nickname ‘Avraham 
the bath attendant.’  Later, the 
mikvahs were closed by the 
Communists, and the only option 
was to go to the sea!  Since people 
couldn’t go alone, my mother 
would go along.  My father 
actually built a secret mikvah at 
home, at great personal risk.  We 
had the mikvah in one room, and 
a whole slaughter house going on 
in the other room!  It was very 
dangerous, especially since there 
were informers all over – sadly 
even Jewish ones.  The KGB paid 
the informers, and in those times 
of hunger it was hard for people 
to resist… and they informed on 
my father.  He was taken away 
one dark night.  I was a young girl, 
not yet in my teens, but in Soviet 
Russia, we grew up fast.  I don’t 
know how I had the strength, it 
must be in the merit of the Rebbe.  
I immediately went to work.  
Knowing that the interrogators 
would soon be arriving, searching 
for evidence of revolutionary 
activity, I needed to hide all the 
remnants of the slaughter which 
had taken place that day in our 
home.  I carried all the pieces of 
the freshly slaughtered cow – it 
was terribly heavy – to a non-
Jewish neighbor on the far edge 
of town.  Then I scrubbed the 
floor clean from the blood, and 

finished just in time for the heavy 
banging on the door at dawn.  
They had arrived… 

They searched for any signs of 
illegal activity having gone on, 
but they couldn’t find anything!  
They did notice some blood on 
my hands, but I told them that I 
had fallen and scraped myself.  
Noticing the locked room (which 
held the mikvah) they asked 
me what was there, but I told 
them that that was how we had 
bought the house, with this room 
locked, and we’d never opened it.  
Breaking off the lock, they barged 
in, looking around suspiciously.  I 
went to stand over the pit, hiding 
it with my wide dress, but with 
a splash, I fell in!  They were so 
shocked, that they left the room, 
and pretended that nothing 
happened.  In any case, they were 
looking for signs of the slaughter, 
not a mikvah.  Their efforts bore 
no fruit, but they took my mother 
away notwithstanding.  How 
our tefillos pierced the heavens 
when she was taken!  But Baruch 
Hashem, she returned home, and 
my father followed suit not long 
after.

We lived between the Kloiz and 
the Tzion, and every day, we would 
take a walk from one to the other.  
I used to go to the Tzion a few 



times a day.  Whenever I needed 
something, I would go daven, and 
Hashem always heard my tefillos.  
In those days, we could still see 
the matzeiva, it wasn’t built up 
like now.  I would just put my head 
down on the tzion, and the tears 
would just start pouring…  I broke 
off a piece of stone before I left 
Uman, and took it along with me, 
but it was taken away later.

We lived on the same street as 
many other Breslover Chassidim.  
The Barski’s - our cousins, were 
our neighbors, and we used to go 
in to them a lot.  I still remember 
R’ Shimshon Barski sitting and 
writing the Likutei Eitzos over in 
Yiddish.  We got a copy of it, and 
my mother used to read it with us.  
She would also tell us the stories 
from Sippurei Maasios, but we 
didn’t have much else then.  Now, 
I can read R’ Nosson’s letters, 
the Alim Litrufa, and the Likutei 
Tefillos too… I’m so lucky!  We 
live in Eretz Yisrael, we’re free to 
keep Yiddishkeit, to print sefarim, 
to spread them, - it’s a miracle!  I 
begged my son-in-law who works 
with sefarim to get me a copy of 
the Likutei Tefillos in Yiddish, since 
I read it, but I don’t understand 
what I’m saying, and it’s such a 
shame!  He told me that no such 
thing exists, and there’s no need 
for such a translation, because 
everyone understands Lashon 
Hakodesh.  But two weeks later, 
he presented me with one that 
had just come out!  Hashem 
listened to my tefillos, He saw 
that I really wanted it, and I got 
it!  It’s such a nice world now – 
there’s everything available!  As 
the Rebbe says, Hashem runs the 
world nicer and nicer! 

“Can you tell us a little of how 
you raised your children with a 
Breslover Chinuch?”

I would daven a lot with them.  I 
was very devoted to my children; I 

would never leave them alone, not 
even with a babysitter.  Although 
we had many simchos, I would 
send my husband, while I stayed 
home to look after the children.  
Children need to be protected, 
guarded, and watched after.   They 
are our greatest treasure!  They 
need lots of patience, attention, 
and loving care.  They must feel 
that they always have a listening 
ear, and Mommy is always 
available for them.  I never let 
them just roam the streets freely!  
I kept them home, under my 
watchful gaze.

“Wasn’t it hard for them?  Children 
like to be free and run outside, ‘like 
everyone else’…?”  I dared ask.

Not my children!  They had such 
a good time at home, they didn’t 
need anything else!  I would 
sing and dance with them, tell 
them stories…  Shabbos was 
their favorite day of the week.  I 
would read them from the tzena 
u’rena, and tell them stories from 
the weekly parasha, we would 
play together…  I put my whole 
heart and soul into raising them.  
I always made sure to have time 
for them.  I would leave all the 
household tasks for the evening, 
when they were already asleep, 
and I wouldn’t have to turn my 
attention away from them.  After 
the house was clean, and the 
sewing, mending and knitting 
were done, then it would be 
my time to daven.  Just like my 
Bubbeh Esther, who used to spend 
her nights doing hisbodedus, I 
would talk to Hashem just like to 
a good friend, openly and simply.  
I used to make ‘deals’ with Him.  I 
would say, “Tatteh, I don’t need 
anything, not fancy clothes, not 
anything, just give me erliche 
children!”  Later, I heard of R’ Levi 
Yitzchak of Berditchev’s famous 
song:  ‘Ribbono Shel Olam, lommir 
machen a beit…’  (Let’s make a 
deal…)

I’ll tell you a few stories of how 
Hashem listened to my tefillos.  
One night, someone came over, 
saying that he was on his way to 
the Kever of Shmuel Hanavi, which 
had just been freed.  I jumped at 
the opportunity since my son was 
then in a difficult marriage - he 
was struggling already for four 
years, and the other side wouldn’t 
agree to a get – and asked to go 
along.  Taking with two of my 
sons so as not to transgress the 
prohibition of yichud, we traveled 
to the holy Kever.  It wasn’t yet 
built up, of course, so that man 
put his head down and started 
crying loudly, which gave me the 
freedom to pour out my heart in 
tefilla, since his cries drowned out 
my quiet weeping.  I poured out 
my pain, and begged Hashem to 
help my son and end his suffering 
already.  We got home just before 
dawn.  Having been up all night, I 
lay down, and I dreamt…  

I am standing by the entrance to 
Shmuel Hanavi, myself.  The place 
is full of Arabs, and I am afraid to 
go in.  Standing there helplessly, 
a man appears, asking me why 
I’m not going in.  His round face 
is shining, and I can’t look him in 
the face, but I notice his beard...  
Instinctively, I know that it is the 
Rebbe.  I tell him I’m afraid of 
the Arabs, so he says, “My child, 
don’t be scared.  I’ll go in with 
you.”  We go in, and I cry out in 
tefilla to Hashem.  After fifteen 

“Tatteh, I don’t 
need anything, 

not fancy 
clothing, not 
anything, just 
give me erliche 

children!”



minutes, he turns to me and says, 
“Enough.  Your prayers have been 
accepted.”

Waking up in a daze, I excitedly 
told my husband, you have to 
hear what I just dreamt!  While 
I was still in the middle of telling 
him over the dream, two people 
knocked on the door, announcing, 
“The other side are asking for a 
get!”

And although we had missed 
our turn at the Beis Din, which 
would usually mean a wait of 
another three months at least, 
we managed to get the whole 
story over and done with within 
a few days!  Even more, the 
other side had demanded a huge 
sum of money, but the Dayanim 
paskened in our favor, and we 
didn’t have to pay a penny.

Speaking of Kiveri Tzaddikim, 
it reminds me of the time we 
traveled to the Kever of R’ 
Nachman of Horodenka in Tzfas.  
I was suffering from a heart 
condition, and the doctors had 
scheduled all kinds of tests, and 
were planning an operation.  
Since his yartzeit came out then, I 
decided to travel to his Kever and 
beg my grandfather to intercede 
in heaven on my behalf.   One of 
my granddaughters was in need 
of a shidduch then too, so I took 
her along, and off we went.  

Arriving to the holy Kever, I put my 
head down on the matzeivah, and 
what can I tell you?  I could feel 
the Baal Shem Tov, R’ Nachman of 
Horodenka, the Rebbe, they were 
all there!  I davened for myself 
and for my granddaughter, and 
I could feel that my tefillos were 
rising high up.  

At my next appointment, the 
doctor seemed all confused, and 
scheduled some more tests.  Well, 
the referral papers all landed in 

the garbage, and I’m healthy as 
could be.  And what’s more, my 
granddaughter met her chassan 
the very next week!

The miracle stories were rolling of 
her tongue!

My daughter in London was 
marrying off her oldest child, and 
she asked my son here in Eretz 
Yisrael, who is an exceptional 
sofer, if he could write some 
mezuzos to hang up in the 
newlyweds’ home.  What doesn’t 
one do for a sister?  He agreed of 
course, and set to work writing the 
most beautiful meuzos.  Finishing 
it off, he was up to the next step – 
finding a way to get it to London.  
He went out on the street, and 
bumping into his friend, he told 
him of his predicament.

“I’m just travelling to London!” 
his friend replied.  Wonderful!  
He wrapped up the mezuzos, 
attached his sister’s contact 
information, and handed over 
the package.  But somehow, 
something went wrong, and the 
mezuzos went missing.  They had 
disappeared without a trace!  The 
messenger was terribly sorry, but 
he just didn’t have it with him!  
Three weeks of searching went 
by, but all the tries came up blank.  
Although my son didn’t want to 
upset me by telling me the sad 
news, he saw he had no choice, 
and poured out the whole story.

Hearing his pain at the loss, I took 
action.  Taking my Tehillim, I sat 
down, and started davening.  I 
didn’t eat, nor drink, nor sleep, 
but just davened.  And my tefillos 
paid off!  Towards evening, my 
son called me, all choked up.  
“Mamme!  The mezuzos were 
found!!!”

“Where had they been?” I had to 
know.  It was the most amazing 
story.  Some irreligious taxi 

driver had declared it found.  He 
had been driving and, fighting a 
losing battle with his weariness, 
he somehow landed in an Arab 
village.  Dozens of menacing 
Arabs surrounded his car, 
shooting at the tires.  He stepped 
on the gas and managed to 
escape, with bullets flying behind 
him.  When he finally arrived to 
safety, a Yid told him, ‘You must 
have some special protection in 
your car.  Such a story is surreal!’  
But he insisted that there was 
nothing about his car – ‘I just 
had it washed at the gas station, 
there’s nothing in there.’  But 
the Yid insisted, and turned the 
car upside down.  What do you 
know?  He found a special bag of 
protection: the mezuzos!

As a descendant of the heilige 
Rebbe, do you have any message 
to give over to the Breslov 
women?  

Watch over your children!  They 
are our greatest treasure!  Give 
them loving care, and raise them 
to follow in our holy tradition.  We 
don’t need to measure up to the 
standards of the street – we have 
our own gauge meter:  To keep 
the Torah and listen to the true 
Tzaddikim, with constant simcha 
and tefilla. 

Noticing her breakfront adorned 
with dozens of photographs 
of her sweet einiklach, I was 
reminded of what the Rebbe said 
that Mashiach will arise from 
Sarah’s descendants.  Telling this 
to Rebbetzin Gelbach, she smiles 
and nods.  “Mashiach is already 
at the door!  He’s almost here!”

May we merit seeing him very 
soon! 



The story until now:
War is imminent and the Rebbe and Reb Yitzchak seek to leave Eretz Yisrael after 
their successful visit, before the impending war breaks out.  Facing many obstacles 
and a fearful separation, Reb Yitzchak finally locates the Rebbe siting on a Turkish 
ship outbound of Eretz Yisrael, ignorant that it is a warship.  Surviving on mere 
cups of black coffee, they beg the captain to let them off once they realize which ship 
they are on, but to no avail.  The ship sets sail to escape the battle, at the mercy of 
the wind, and arrives to the port of Adal, which is notorious in its anti-Semitism, 
slaughtering any Jew who falls into their hands.  The two hide out in their cabin, 

terror stricken.

Chapter Eight

Time drags on endlessly.  
Hour after hour passes, with 
the ship at a standstill.  The 
tension in the air can be 
sliced with a knife.  When 
will the ship finally leave this 
dreadful place?  Not daring 
to make a sound for fear 
of being discovered, Reb 
Yitzchak shifts silently from 
foot to foot, nervous and 
edgy.  How much longer still?  
One day, and another day … 
There is no knowing how 
long the captain is prepared 

to stay there.  

After three days, a storm 
wind suddenly whips up, 
severing the ropes of the 
anchor.  Thrust into the 
sea without warning, the 
ship tosses to and fro like a 
drunkard; the sailors wailing 
and crying in their native 
Turkish:  “Homan!  Homan!” 
(Woe!  Woe!)  But a heavy 
stone rolls off Reb Yitzchak’s 
heart and the relief swells 
up inside him.  They might 

be caught in a mighty storm, 
but at least it is carrying 
them far away from Adal and 
its ruthlessness.  

Tossing them about all night 
long, the sunrise seems to 
have a calming effect on the 
violent wind, which relents 
and quietens, releasing 
the ship from its clutches.  
Finally, some peace at last…  
Where have they been 
transported to now?  With 
sinking hearts, the sailors 



realize that they are back to 
square one – just one day’s 
distance from Acco, where 
they came from.  The peace 
is short-lived too, since the 
storm wind renews itself 
with even greater strength 
after its short rest and gets 
right back to work.  The ship 
is carried along in its wake, 
the passengers sick to their 
stomachs from riding high 
on the wild waves and 
suddenly being plunged 
into the depths without 
warning.  Having a heyday, 
the wind whooshes and 
roars, mercilessly taking 
the ship on an unwelcome 
joyride.  The cabin crew are 
at a complete loss.

Trying in vain to keep the 
ship under control, the 
crew goes about their 
daily tasks.  Thursday at 
noon, the sailors start 
pumping water from the 
third compartment.  This 
simple task that usually 
takes 15 minutes draws on 
and on; evening arrives and 
they still haven’t managed 
to empty the water that 
accumulated in the bilge!  
The deck fills with the 
water pumped up from 
the bilges, which rapidly 
spreads throughout the 
ship, reaching the Rebbe’s 
cabin too.  The water level 
rises quickly, covering their 

cots, and the Rebbe and 
Reb Yitzchak are forced 
to climb up and find 
themselves some higher 
surface to lay on.  For fear 
of being seen by the Turks, 
they remain in their cabin, 
each of them perched on 
whatever surface they can 
find higher than the water 
level.  

Outside, the water keeps 
increasing; the sailors try 
incessantly to empty the 
bilge but to no avail.  The 
puny pumps prove to be 
useless in the face of such 
massive quantities of 
water; they are ripped out 
and pulleys are implanted 
in their stead, with large 
barrels attached at the ends 
to receive the water.  The 
storm wind strengthens.  
The mammoth waves 
rising almost until the sky 
are towering mountains 
and deep valleys, striking 
terror in the hearts of the 
passengers.  Night passes 
in fear and confusion. 

The morning star rises.  The 
Rebbe tells Reb Yitzchak, “I 
am very fainthearted from 
fear, since I feel in my heart 
that we are in grave danger.  
This is no simple matter.  
Even though I can’t see 
what they’re doing there, 
but the heart sees.”

Brushing him off, R’ Yitzchak 
disputes the danger, 
replying lightly; “Don’t be 
so scared.  Baruch Hashem, 
everything is all right.”  So 
saying, he exits their cabin 
to see what’s going on 
outside.  He descends to 
the hold where the sailors 
had been trying to empty 
the water, and is stunned to 
see water rippling just like 
in a river.  The cargo which 
had taken up two thirds of 
the ship’s capacity has been 
thrown overboard, and the 
entire hold is now filled 
with water.  The sailors are 
trying feverishly to empty 
the water which exceeds 
the ship’s capacity, but they 
are not quite managing.  
Realizing that according 
to the laws of nature, it 
is impossible for them 
to survive, Reb Yitzchak 
is overcome with terror.  
Rushing back to their cabin, 
he is so overtaken with 
fear and anguish that he is 
unable to speak at all.  

“What’s this?  Didn’t you 
say that it’s nothing?  
Now you yourself are so 
scared?!” the Rebbe says to 
Reb Yitzchak.

Recovering his tongue, he 
answers swiftly.  “There 
is no realistic way of us 
surviving.  The water is 
flooding the ship, and as 



hard as the sailors try, 
they can’t pump the 
water out fast enough.  
They are over exhausted, 
and they haven’t eaten 
or drank anything in the 
past twenty-four hours, 
nor have they gotten any 
sleep.”  Then he tells the 
Rebbe that he didn’t yet 
daven Shacharis.

“You don’t need to daven 
now,” instructs the Rebbe, 
“just accept the yoke of 
the Heavenly Kingdom 
with the first passuk of 
Shema, and say the first 
and last three blessings 
of the Shemoneh Esrei (as 
quoted in the Shulchan 
Aruch.)”  He continues 
saying; “Take all our 
money, down to the last 
penny, and divide it in 
half.  Attach one half to 
your body, and I’ll bind 
the other half to myself.”

“What on earth for?” asks 
R’ Yitzchak, mystified.  
With a touch of black 
humor, he questions 
ironically, “Can’t the fish 
swallow us without our 
money too?” 

“Do as I tell you,” 
responds the Rebbe.  
“The Yidden were already 
inside the sea and they 
didn’t drown.  We are still 
aboard the ship...”  

After taking care of this, 
the Rebbe tells Reb 
Yitzchak to get dressed 
and tie his belt over his 
coat.  The Rebbe too 
dresses himself as if he is 
preparing to embark on a 
journey.

Gathering his courage, 
R’ Yitzchak turns to the 
Rebbe and says frankly, “I 
don’t know how to daven, 
especially in such grave 
danger.  But the Rebbe 
knows how to daven for 
the general and for the 
specific.  So why aren’t 
you davening now?”

“Now, due to constricted 
consciousness, I am far 
from Hashem,” answered 
the Rebbe.  “But my 
counsel is faithful.  There 
is no choice; we are in 
great peril.  Hashem 
knows that I never made 

use of my parental merit 
all my life, but in this 
great need, I am forced 
to beg Hashem that He 
should do this in the merit 
of my grandfather the 
Baal Shem Tov, and the 
merit of my grandmother 
Udel, and the merit of my 
grandfather R’ Nachman 
of Horedenka.”  He stops 
there, not mentioning 
any more names, and 
R’ Yitzchak wonders 
between his hysterics 
what deeper meaning lies 
behind his mentioning 
only these names.

From afar, they notice 
heavy dark clouds 
gathering; a cyclone is 
awaiting them.  Terror 
grips at their hearts.  
These clouds draw water 
from the sea below and 
cause a split in the sea, 



which any ship entering into 
sinks at once.  The only way 
to survive is to shoot bullets 
and cannonballs into the 
center of the clouds and 
break them apart, but the 
sailors are so busy pumping 
the water out of the ship 
that they have no time to 
see to that.  Danger piles 
upon danger like a stack of 
burning wood, closing in on 
them.  They are doomed!  

But Hashem’s mercy is 
without bounds.  The very 
storm wind which had 
been their greatest enemy 
now shows its kind side, 
propelling the ship forward 
in a great hurry.  Like an 
arrow flying from its bow, 
the ship shoots forward, 
reaching the threatening 
clouds and flying further as 
if a gate opens up for them 
in between the watery 
mountains looming on 
either side.  The good news 
brings on more relief, as 
Hashem opens the sailors’ 
eyes and they finally locate 
the hole through which the 
water is entering the ship.  
Coarsely, they slaughter 
a ram and use its skin to 
patch up the leak, and the 
atmosphere on the ship 
returns to normal.  They all 
take a deep breath, reveling 
in the ship’s steady bobbing 
on the waves, without 

threatening to sink at any 
moment.  It had been a 
traumatic Friday, but the 
relief is now overwhelming!  
With much happiness, the 
Rebbe recites Kapitel 107, 
praising Hashem for His 
many miracles.

From there, they travel on 
to many more places.  The 
sea journey drags on, and R’ 
Yitzchak wonders aimlessly 
when they’ll finally arrive 
home.  They are still at the 
mercy of the kindhearted 
cook for their sustenance, 
which now consists of 
dried bread crawling with 
worms, taken quietly from 
the Turks’ storage room.  It 
is absurd that they should 
have to plead like beggars 
for this which is debatable 
if it can be considered food.  
Having no choice, they eat 
these, although it is not 
exxactly tempting to the 
palate.  

The endless days on the 
ship seem like an eternity, 
but reckoning from when 
they left, they realize that 
Pesach is fast approaching.  
They are filled with anguish; 
how will they manage?  
Fasting for an entire week 
is impossible!  But what are 
their options?  The infested 
dried bread is undeniably 
chametz, and therefore 
prohibited.  R’ Yitzchak’s 

stomach grumbles at the 
mere thought of food, and 
he closes his eyes weakly.

Their prayers are answered 
sooner than they had ever 
dreamed.  After an hour or 
so, the ship arrives at an 
island: a large city standing 
on a rocky mountain in the 
middle of the sea.  The Turks 
buy massive quantities of 
fruits and vegetables, and 
for the price of one thaler, 
the Rebbe and R’ Yitzchak 
are rewarded with a whole 
bushel of carob fruits.

“For now, this is also good 
enough; we can subside 
on just carob fruits for the 
eight days of Pesach.  But 
if only Hashem would give 
us the merit of fulfilling the 
mitzvah of Matzah and the 
Four Cups of wine,” says the 
Rebbe longingly.

Amazed at the Rebbe’s 
composure, R’ Yitzchak 
consoles himself with the 
fact that at least he’s in the 
best company possible.  The 
danger they are in is beyond 
description:  two lone 
Jews between hundreds 
of bloodthirsty Turks on a 
warship; especially since 
the Turks are accustomed to 
trap Jews and sell them as 
slaves in distant countries.  
This fact greatly frightens 
the Rebbe.  He imagines 



what will happen if they’ll 
take him to some faraway 
place where there are no 
Jews and sell him there, 
without anyone knowing 
about it.  How will he be 
able to keep the Torah 
and Mitzvos?  He is very 
pained.  Then he starts 
delving into the matter, 
until he merits reaching 
the understanding that 
he’ll be able to serve 
Hashem even if he chas 
veshalom won’t be able 
to actually fulfill the 
mitzvos.  He grasps the 
avoda of our forefathers, 
who essentially fulfilled 
all the mitzvos still 
before the Torah was 
given, even though they 
didn’t actually do the 
mitzvos themselves.  He 
remembers the example 

of Yaakov Avinu, who 
fulfilled the mitzvah of 
Tefillin with the sticks that 
he peeled, as is written 
in Kabbalah… until he 
realizes how to fulfill all 
the mitzvos in this way, 
if he’ll be under duress 
wherever he’s sold G-d 
forbid.  

As soon as the 
Rebbe reaches this 
understanding, Hashem 
sends His salvation.  At 
daybreak of Erev Pesach, 
their ship reaches a large 
city situated on Rhodes 
Island in the sea.  Unlike 
Adal whose very name 
sends a shudder down 
their spines, Rhodes rings 
familiar as boasting a large 
Jewish community.  The 
news is like cool water 

to their parched throats; 
after so many trials and 
tribulations, they have 
finally arrived to a Jewish 
place!  And just in time 
too – they might even be 
able to obtain matzos and 
wine for the Seder!  What 
an excitement!

His eyes dancing, R’ 
Yitzchak’s brain ticks 
feverishly, thinking of a 
way to go about their 
shopping expedition for 
Yom Tov.  The unlikely 
notion that the captain 
will allow them to 
disembark and enter the 
city does not even come 
up in his mind.  It is as 
clear as day that the Turks 
have them in their hold 
and might even sell them 
as slaves.

It is morning aboard the 
ship, and the sailors are 
busy at work.  Seeing them 
preparing a small boat, 
the Rebbe and R’ Yitzchak 
understand that some of 
the crew will be leaving the 
ship and entering the city.  
Grabbing their chance, 
they go before the captain 
and using hand gestures 
to compensate for their 
unfamiliarity with the 
language, they ask him for 
bread.  Responding in the 
same manner, the captain 
makes use of his hands 



and legs and handlebar 
moustache to reply that 
there are Jews in this city 
and that they can go buy 
themselves bread.  In a 
miracle reminiscent of 
Purim, the One in Whose 
hands are the hearts of 
kings and lords confuses 
the captain, who himself 
doesn’t understand why 
but he benevolently offers 
to take one of them along 
with him in his entourage 
to the city, to be able to 
buy themselves bread.

Stunned out of his 
wits at hearing such an 
unexpected answer, R’ 
Yitzchak blinks twice and 
regains his composure.  

Jumping up at once, he 
waves goodbye to the 
Rebbe and settles himself 
on the small rowing boat 
leading to the city.

With a splash, the oars 
give a final dip into the 
water, and they arrive 
at the entrance to the 
city of Rhodes.  Eagerly 
disembarking, R’ Yitzchak 
is conscious of the Turkish 
sailor trailing behind him 
to make sure he doesn’t 
escape.  He is also aware 
that it is wartime, and 
there are suspicious eyes 
glaring at him from every 
side.  With his strange 
clothes and skin color, he 
is glaringly conspicuous. 

Hostile guests are most 
unwelcome at such times, 
and all it takes is just 
one overzealous sentry 
to decide that he is a 
spy, and another trigger-
friendly soldier to believe 
the accusation…  His skin 
prickles in fear, and he 
quickens his pace.  Will 
he manage to get to the 
Jewish Quarter in one 
piece?

To be continued...

Rhodes Island



Yummy 
Sukkos
Recipes

By T. Friedman

Pepper Steak
A really soft, tasty and light recipe that I 
make lekavod Yom Tov – it’s always a success.

Ingredients:

• 2 lb. steak

• 2 Tbsp. oil (for frying)

• 2 diced onions

• ¼ cup chicken soup

• ¼ cup red wine

• 2 Tbsp. lemon juice

• 1 Tbsp. sugar

• ¼ tsp. pepper

• 1 tsp. salt

• 1 ½ tsp. cornstarch

• 2 tomatoes sliced in half rings

• 2 sliced squash

Sauté onions.  Add the meat and brown 
for three minutes on each side.  Add 
the spices and cook on a low flame for 
two hours, then add the cornstarch and 
vegetables, and cook for another thirty 
minutes.  It freezes well, just reheat on the 

hotplate and enjoy!



Squash Kugel

• 2 onions

• 6 squash

• 3 eggs

• Salt and pepper to taste

This is a really delicious and dietetic substitute 
for potato kugel, which you can enjoy guilt free.  
Make it for Yom Tov as a change to make your 

menu more exciting.

Ingredients:

Sauté the onions on a low flame until 
translucent.  Add shredded squash and fry 
until soft.  Mix with the eggs, salt and pepper.  

Bake in loaf pans 350°F (180°C) for 1 hour.

Chocolate Crinkles

• ½ cup cocoa dissolved in

• ½ cup oil

• 2 cups sugar

• Mix in machine, and add

• 4 eggs, one at a time

• 2 ½ cups flour

• ½ tsp. salt

• 2 tsp. baking powder

This is what I think of when I am expecting my 
ten year old to come home saying “I’m so bored!”  
(Sounds familiar to anyone?)  I prepare the dough 
in the morning and he is thrilled to form it into 
balls and dip into the icing sugar.  Yes, I do need 
to clear up afterwards, but the accomplished look 
on his face when he bites into the soft, chocolatey 
prize is worth every single bit of it.  They are 
somewhat addictive, you have been warned, so 
no complaints if your self-control doesn’t seem to 

be stronger than the cookies.

Dough:

Refrigerate for at least an hour (overnight 
or longer is fine too).  Form balls, roll in 
icing sugar and place on cookie sheet, 
leaving space in between.  Bake at 350°F 
(180°C) for 12 minutes.  Don’t overbake, 
the cookies should be soft when they 
come out of the oven as they harden as 

they cool.   



The big man, who is in  charge of all the animals, calls 
them all together, from the smallest to the largest.

You all roam the 
whole world; 

have any of you 
ever seen a gold 
mountain and 
pearl castle? We haven't 

seen it 
anywhere.

See, they've talked you 
into a stupidity.  Go back 
home, for you will surely 

not find it - it doesn't exist!

It surely 
must be!

I have a brother in the desert, 
who is in charge of all the 

birds.  Maybe they'll know, 
since they fly high in the sky.  

Tell him I sent you to him.

After several 
years of 
searching, 
he finds the 
big man and 
asks him...

There surely isn't 
such a thing, but 
I'll call the birds 

together and ask 
them, maybe 

they know.

We don't 
know of a gold 
mountain and 
pearl castle.

See, there is no 
such thing.  If you 
want to listen to 

me, go home.  
But if you insist, I 
have a brother in 
the desert who is 
in charge of the 
winds.  Maybe 

they know.

The princess leaves a note for the king’s 
servant to search for her in a gold mountain 
and pearl castle.  After searching for many 
years, he finds a big man in the desert who 
tells him that there is surely no such thing, but 
the king’s servant insists that there must be.
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Wafers
Green sour sticks
Colorful sprinkles
Chocolate drops
Baking chocolate 
for melting
Toothpicks
Kebab sticks

1א1סוכה1פון1צוקער
מיט1שרי





נאמען:  מלכי

עלטער: 9 יאר

שולע:  תפארות בנות 

וואס מיינט ברסלב צו דיר?

פאר מיך מיינט עס צו לעבן מיט דער רבי'ס עצות, 
מייאש  נישט  זיך  שמחה,  התבודדות,  תפילה,  ווי 

זיין, און נאך אזויפיל מער.

דיין  אין  דיך  פאר  חילוק  א  עס  מאכט  וויאזוי 
לעבן?

נישט קיין חילוק וואס פאסירט צו מיר, געב איך 
נישט אויף.  אזויווי דער רבי זאגט, 'אין שום יאש 

בעולם כלל!'

בזכות  הויז  דיין  אין  אנדערש  זעהסטו  וואס 
דער רבי?

אין  פאר  גייט  וואס  חילוק  קיין  נישט  אלעמאל, 
אונזער הויז, בלייבט מען פרייליך, און מען נעמט 
אן באהבה סיי וועלכער זאך געשעהט.  עס לעבט 

זיך א לעבן!

אין  פארט  טאטע  דיין  ווען  פילסטו  וויאזוי 
אומן אויף ר"ה?

איך בין אזוי פרייליך ווייל איך ווייס אז מיין טאטע 
וועט אהיימברענגען אן אוצר וואס  איז טייערע פון 
גאלד און בריליאנטן.  עס האט אזויפיל ווערד ווייל 
עס וועט אויז באגלייטן אלע טעג אויף דער וועלט 
און אויף יענער וועלט!  איך טראכט אז עס איז 
אזויווי א בינעסמאן פארט אוועק אויף ביזנעס, 
און זיין משפחה איז זיכער פרייליך ווייל זיי ווייסן 
אז ער גייט צוריקברענגען טייערע מתנות.  פונקט 
די רבי  צו  ווען מיין טאטע פארט  אזוי שפיר איך 

פאר ראש השנה.

דער  נוצן  צו  אויסגעקומען  דיך  האט  וויאזוי 
רבי'ס עצות אין דיין לעבן?

דער  וויאזוי  פון  ביישפיל  איין  דערציילן  וויל  איך 
רבי'ס עצה איז מיר געקומען צוניץ.  ביי מיין קלאס 

אין סקול הייבט מען שוין אן צו דאווענען שמונה 
עשרה, און מען מאכט א מסיבה לכבוד דעם.  כדי 
עס צו מאכן זייער שיין און אינטערעסאנט טיילט 
מען איין די קלאס אין אסאך גרופעס, איינס צו 
באצירן די קלאס, איינס צו מאכן א טאנץ, איינס 
צו מאכן א געים, איינס צו דעקן די טישן, און נאך.  
די לערערין האט באשטומט אז מען וועט איינטיילן 
איינער  יעדער  סטיקערס  וויפיל  לויט  גרופעס  די 
האט איינגעזאמלט פון א גאנץ יאר.  אלעמאל 
ווען מען האט געדאווענט שיין האט מען באקומען 
סטיקערס, און יעצט, ווער עס האט די מערסטע וועט 
מעגן ערשט אויסוועלן אין וועלכער גרופע זי וויל 
זיין.  ב"ה, איך האב זוכה געווען צו קומען וואוינען 
אין  בין אריינגעקומען  איך  און  ישראל,  אין ארץ 
מיין נייע סקול די טאג וואס מען האט אויסגעוועלט 
אין וועלכע גרופע מען וויל זיין.  גלייך האב איך 
געוויסט אז איך וויל זיין אין די טאנץ  ווייל יענץ 
האב איך זייער ליב, אבער איך האב אויך געוויסט 
אז איך האב נישט קיין סטיקערס, וועל איך דארפן 
נאר נעמען וואס בלייבט איבער די לעצטע.  איך 
איבערבלייבן  נישט  ס'וועט  אז  זיכער  געווען  בין 
אנגעקומען  איז  עס  טאנץ.   די  אין  פלאץ  קיין 
די צייט אויסצווועלן. מיין מויל שעפשעט א שטילע 
זיין  קענען  זאל  איך  אז  באשעפער  צום  תפילה 
אין,  זיין  וועל  איך  גרופע  וועלכער  מיט  צופרידן 
וואס  נישט די טאנץ...  און  אפילו אויב עס איז 
מיינט איר, אז די באשעפער לאזט די תפילה פון 
זיין קינד לויפן ערגעץ וואו?  די לעצטע פלאץ וואס 
איז איבערגעבליבן איז געווען אין די טאנץ!  איך 
די  נישט  אויך  חבר'טעס,  קיין  געבעטן  נישט  האב 
לערערין, נאר איך האב געבעטן מיין ליבע טאטע 

אין הימל וואס ער העלפט שטענדיג!

וועלכער מעזעדש האסטו איבערצוגעבן פאר 
אנדערע ברסלבער קינדער ארום די וועלט?

טייערע קינדער פון די גאנצע וועלט:  ענק האבן א 
טאטע, ער געבט אלעס וואס מען דארף, מען דארף 
נאר שרייען "טאטע!" און ער העלפט.  נוצט אויס די 
רבי'ס עצה צו רעדן צום באשעפער אלעמאל, אין 
יעדע צייט און אין יעדע צרה, ווייל דער באשעפער 
העלפט אלעמאל!  און אפילו אויב מען זעהט נישט 
גלייך ווי דער באשעפער העלפט, געב נישט אויף.  
בעט און בעט פון אים.  ער קען אלעס געבן, נאר 

מען דארף שטענדיג בעטן און נישט אויפגעבן.



מאנטל  דיקע 
טעלער  הייסע  א  מיט 

זופ..." 

"און מען פאברענגט אזוי שיין מיט 
די גאנצע משפחה..." 

"אה, קוק דארט לינקס – מ'קען שוין זעהן די טייך, 
לאמיר לויפן און זעהן ווער קומט אן ערשט!" 

* * *

יום טוב ביז  גייט דיין  ווי אזוי  יום טוב יענקל,  "גוט 
דערווייל?" 

"אה, די פלייש איז געלונגען... נישט סתם!  קיינער 
קען זיך נישט פארמעסטן מיט מיין מאמע'ס עסן!  נו, 

וואס זאגסטו שמואל?"

"אונזער סוכה איז אויסגעקומען זייער שיין ב"ה!"

"שמואל, יענקל, ענק מוזן זעהן די סוכה פון מיין שכן 
זעהט  עס  און  בויען  געהאלפן  עס  איך האב  נתן,   ר' 

אויס גאנץ פיין."

"נו, געגאנגען."  די דריי חברים שפאצירן געמיטלעך 
דורך די טינקעלע געסאלעך, פון די ארומיגע סוכות 
הערט מען שמועסן און פון אפאר הערט מען הויעכע 

שנאכערן...

"אה, מיר זענען שוין דא, קוק, קענסט זעהן דער דינע 
העלצל פון אויבן?  דאס האט דער בארימטע בויער 
גאלדענע  צויי  זיין  מיט  געבויט  שטיינבערג  יאסקע 

הענט," ווייזט יאסקע מיט א שטאלצע שמייכל.

צו  נענטער  חברים  זיין  זיך  רוקן  זעהן,"  "לאמיר 
הער  איך  "ששש!   ארבעט.   יאסקע'ס  באטראכטן 

שטימעס פון אינערווייניג," שושקעט שמואל.

די חברים ווערן שטיל, זיי שארן זיך שטיל צום וואנט 
פון סוכה און נייגן זייער אויערן צום געשפרעך וואס 
הערט זיך ארויס פון סוכה.  מען קען דארט הערן די 

פון  צוויי מענער.שטימעס 

א  "
ן  ס י ו ר ג

יישר כח ר' נחמן 
פארן בויען מיין סוכה."

ווייסט, נאכן ארבעטן א  "זייער גערן.  
זיך  גאנצן טאג צו בויען דער סוכה שפירט 

ממש אן אנדערע טעם אין די סוכה."

"אבער דעס האסטו נאכנישט פרובירט – צו 
'רבונו  טאג,  גאנצן  א  שרייען  און  דאווענען 
של עולם, געב מיר צו שפירן א טעם אין די 
סוכה!'  און זעה וואס פאר א טעם דו וועסט 

האבן אין דעם סוכה נאך דעם!"

שושקען  געווען?"  דאס  איז  ווער  "יאסקע, 
יענקל און שמואל.

וואס האט געבויעט די סוכה איז ר'  "אה, דער 
איז  ער  טולשין.   שטאט  פון  קומט  וואס  נחמן 
די תלמיד פון די צווייטע מענטש, וואס איז מיין 
פון שטאט  נתן שטערנהארץ.  ער קומט  ר'  שכן 
און  חכם  תלמיד  גרויסע  א  איז  ער  און  נעמירוב, 
די  געווען  ער  איז  גראדע  איד.   ערליכן  אן  זייער 
נאנסטע תלמיד פון ר' נחמן פון ברסלב.  קום, לאמיר 

אוועקגיין פון דא, ס'איז נישט שיין אונטערצוהערן 
יענעם'ס געשפרעך."

"יאסקע, יענקל, האבן ענק געהערט וואס ר' נתן האט 
טעם  א  שפירן  צו  דאווענט  מען  אויב  אז  געזאגט?  
אין די סוכה וועט אונזער סוכות זיך שפירן אינגאנצן 
אנדערש.  ס'הערט זיך אויס אז סוכות קען זיין עפעס 
פאברענגן.  און  עסן  פיינע  סתם  ווי  בעסער  אסאך 
לאמיר אלע נאך היינט בעטן ביים באשעפער זוכה צו 
זיין צו שפירן דעם העכערן טעם, און האפנטליך וועלן 

מיר פילן דעס וואס ר' נתן רעדט פון."

"ביסט אזוי גערעכט שמואל!  א פרייליכן יום טוב!"

"א הייליגע יום טוב!"

"גוט יום טוב חברים!"



וועלדל אין א קליין אוקריינישע  ביים עק 
דערפל זיצן זיך צוויי חברים אויף א שטיין 

און שמועסן.

"יענקל, וואו מיינסטו אז יאסקע קען זיין?  
טרעפן  צו  זיך  אפגעמאכט  דאך  האבן  מיר 

דא ביים עק וואלד גלייך נאך מיטאג."

"נו, קען זיין אז ער האלט נאך אינמיטן – 
"ררראאא!"  די בלעטער פון א דערנעבנדיגע 
בלעטער  די  צווישן  פון  און  זיך  ריקן  בוים 

דערזעהן זיי זייער באליבטע חבר יאסקע.

נו,  דערשראקן!   מיר  האסט  יאסקע,  "אוי, 
זאג שוין צוליב וועלכע וויכטיגע סיבה האבן 
מיר געדארפט ווארט א שעה צייט אויף דיר?"

אזוי  געווארן  בין  איך  אבער  "אנטשולדיגט, 
פון טולשין  נחמן  ר'  איד  א  פארנומען העלפן 
כמעט  האב  איך  אז  סוכה  שכן'ס  מיין  בויען 

פארגעסן פון אונזער אפמאך זיך צו טרעפן דא."

נאך  ווילן  מיר  אויב  שפעט,  ס'ווערט  געגאנגען,  "נו, 
צואיילן,  זיך  מיט  דארפן  טייך  ביים  ערבות  קלייבן 

ס'ווערט שוין שפעט."

קליינעם  דורכן  געמיטליך  שפאצירן  חברים  דריי  די 
וועלדל וואס פירט צום טייך ווען שמואל רופט זיך אן, 

"ווייסט, יום טוב איז אזא פעסטע צייט!"

דיקליכע  די  סעודות,"  געשמאקע  אלע  כ'ווייס,  "יא, 
יענקל שטומט צו מיט א פאר'חלומ'טע פנים.  זיין צונג 
הענגט ארויס ווען ער טראכט נאר פון די פעטע פלייש...

"און שמחת תורה מיט די הקפות, די טאנצן און די זיסע 
פעקלעך און דאס הויכפונקט ווען יעדעס קינד האט אן 
עליה לתורה פונקט אזוי ווי א טאטע," לייגט צו יאסקע.

"פארגעסט נישט אז אלעס דעס איז אנשטאטס גיין צו 
חדר ווי סתם א נארמאלע טאג..."

רייסן  געשמאק,  אזוי  איז  סוכות  פאר  אנגרייטן  "און 
אויסקלויבן  סכך בלעטער, 
ארבעה מינים אדער אפילו 
די טאטעס  ווי  נאר צוקוקן 
און  מינים  ארבעה  קויפן 
אויך העלפן בויען די סוכות, 
ס'איז אזוי מעכטיג!" לאכט 

שמואל.

אליינס,  טוב  יום  די  "און 
עס  ווען  סוכה  די  אין  זיצן 
קאלט  פראסטיג  אזוי  איז 
זיצט  מען  און  אינדרויסן 
אין  איינגעוויקלט  דארט 

ווארעמע  א 

ש. ס. ה.

א ספעציעלע סוכות



"וואס 
  ? ס ע פ ע

און  יונג  ביסט  דו 
זיין  דארפסט  דו   – שטארק 

אונטן, און איך וועל זיין אויבן!!  כ'וועל 
דיר נישט צולאזן!"

יעדע האט נאר געשטרעבט צו זיין העכער פונעם חבר; 
צו  פרובירט  זיי  האבן  קלעפ  אפילו  און  קולות  מיט 
איבערצייגן די חבר זאל זיך אינטערגעבן אונטער אים.

דערווייל ווי זיי קריגן זיך אזוי ארום האט זיך די פויגל 
דארט אויבן הויך אויפן בוים פשוט אויגעשפרייט אירע 
ווייט  ווייט  אוועקגעפלויגן   ... און  פליגלען  הערליכע 
פארלוירן  איז  זי   – ארט  אומבאקאנטע  אן  אין  זיי  פון 

געווארן פון זייערע אויגן.

ווען דער קעניג האט זיך דערוואוסט פון די אלע תבואה 
אלע  די  וויאזוי  און  געווארן,  פארדארבן  איז  וואס 
קוצרים האבן אים פשוט אויסגענארט און געניצט זיינע 
לעבן  צו  סתם  באקוועמליכקייטם  קעניגליכע  טייערע 
וויאזוי  און  חשבון,  זיין  אויף  געשמאק  און  הנאה  מיט 
זיך געפוילט און גארנישט געשניטן, איז ער  זיי האבן 
געווארן מורא'דיג אין כעס אויף זיי, און האט זיי געמוזט 

שטרענג באשטראפן.

באשאפן  אונז  האט  וועלט  די  פון  קעניג  דער  השי"ת 
צוגעשטעלט מורא'דיגע  אונז  און  וועלט  אויף דער  דא 
אונזער  פאר  באקוועמליכקייטן  און  פארגעניגנס 
הנאה, ווי גוטע וועטער, שיינע געוויקסן, פארשידענע 
אינטערעסאנטע חיות, א הערליכע וועלט!  געשמאקע 
גרינצייגן,  און  פרוכט  זאפטיגע  און  קאלירטע 
נאשערייען, און צו דער זייט א געזונטע קערפער, מיט 
געטרייע משפה און פריינט וואס באגלייטן אונז.  אלעס 
אז מיר זאלן האבן פולקאמע רואיגקייט און ישוב הדעת 
און  קריטישע  גאר  א  אויף  קאפ  אונזער  אוועקצולייגן 
השי"ת  דינען  פון  אויפגאבע  די  אויפגאבע:   וויכטיגע 
פארדארבן  ווערן  צו  צייט  האט  מח  דער  איידער  נאך 
פון די גוי'שע זינדיגע שמוציגע גאס, מיט אירע זינדיגע 
תאוות.  און אזוי ארום מיט א ריינע הייליגע מח, אים 
ברענגען הויפנס פון מצות און מעשים טובים.  אבער 
אונז, ליידער, אנשטאט נוצן די אלע באקוועמליכקייטן, 

געשמאקע 
געזונטע  עסן, 

געטרייע  קערפער, 
אויך  ווי  באקאנטע,  און  עלטערן 

דינען,  צו  אים  כשרונות  און  טאלאנטן  אלע 
פארגעניגנס  און  געשמאקקייטן  אלע  די  מיר  נוצן 

זיך  פוילן  מיר  און  הנאה,  אייגענע  אונזער  פאר  בלויז 
צו ריכטיג טוהן אונזער ארבעט.  ביז עס פאסירט אז די 
ווערט פארדארבן.  דאס מיינט אז אונזער מח  תבואה 
ווערט ח"ו פארדארבן און מטמא פון די זינדיגע גוי'שע 

וועלט און מיר זינדיגן דורך דעם רחמנא לצלן.

און  אריינגעפאלן  שוין  זענען  מיר  אפילו  דאך,  אבער 
אן עצה.   נאך דא  איז  הייליגע מח,  אונזער  פארדארבן 
ס'דא א צדיק וואס אויב מ'קומט מיט אים צום רבוש"ע 
פון  ווייסט  שטן  דער  אבער  פארגעבן.   אלעס  ווערט 
דאס  וויפיל  פארשטייט  ער  און  אוצר,  טייערע  די 
זאל  עס  אז  ער  מאכט  מענטש,  דער  ראטעווען  קען 
נאר  וויל  יעדער  אויסברעכן א מחלוקת צווישן אונז.  
תאבה  און  קנאה  די  פון  צווייטן.   פונעם  העכער  זיין 
ווערט דער  זין חשובער און העכער פונם אנדערן,  צו 
צדיק נאר דערווייטעט פונם מענטש און ער פארלירט 
מעגליכקייט  די  און  צדיק,  צום  קשר  דער  דעם  דורך 
דינען דעם  און קומען מיט אים  פון טרעפן דעם צדיק 
פארלוירן  אפילו  און  דערווייטערט  ווערט  באשעפער 

פון אונז און מיר בלייבן נאר מיטן כעס פונם קעניג.

צוכאפן  שטן  דעם  לאזן  נישט  וועלן  מיר  אז  אבער 
גדולה  אויף  קוקן  נישט  און  האפענונג  לעצטע  אונזער 
יעדע פרייז  לויפן כאפן דעם צדיק פאר  און  און כבוד 
צו  זיין  מצליח  מיר  וועלן  נאר,  אונז  קאסט  עס  וואס 
פאר  כפרה  א  האבן  און  מח  אונזער  אינגאנצן  רייניגן 
אונזערע עבירות, און נישט נאר פארשפארן די כעס פון 
רבוש"ע נאר אים פארשאפן א גרויסע נחת און תעניג.



גליק  גרויס  פון  אז  מעגליך  איז  קעניג,  פארן 
די  זיין  מוחל  ענק  ער  וועט  איבערראשונג  און 

שרעקליכע עולה און פארגעבן ענקער זינד.

אבער ס'דא א גרויסע פראבלעם.  די ספעציפישע 
זי  ווייל  פאנגען,  צו  אוממעגליך  איז ממש  פויגל 
הויכע  א  זייער  זייער  אויף  לופטן  די  אין  זיצט 
בוים, און ביז ענק וועלן גיין פארשאפן אזא הויכע 
קעניג  די  וועט שוין  כאפן  צו קענען  עס  לייטער 
אויסגעפונען וואס דא האט פאסירט און וועט ענק 
אלע פון גרויס כעס שנעל באשטראפן.  די צייט 
איז קורץ און יעדע מיניט קען שוין זיין דערנאך."

צו  אנגעפאנגען  שוין  האבן  וואס  שניידערס  די 
האבן האבן האפענונג און זעהן א וועג ארויס פון 
נאכאמאל  זענען  כעס,  שוידערליכע  קעניג'ס  די 
אריינגעפאלן אין פחד און אין קלעם.  איז וואס 
ראטעווען  זיי  קענען  וויאזוי  דא?!   מען  טוהט 

זייער לעבן?!

א  האט  ער  אז  בארואיגט  זיי  האט  חכם  דער 
זיי  אזויווי  עצה.   איין  פארבליבן  ס'נאך  פלאן.  
זענען א גרופע פון אסאך מענטשן, זאלן זיי זיך 
דער  אויף  איינער  געשווינד  שנעל  ארויפשטעלן 
צווייטנס אקסל, העכער און העעער ביז זיי וועלן 
און  לייטער  א מענטשליכע  צו מאכן  זיין  מצליח 
בוים  הויכע  יענע  דערגריייכן  קענען  דעם,  מיט 
שנעל  און  פאנגען  זי  זיצט,  פויגל  דאס  וואו 

ברענגען צום קעניג!

אלע האבן אויפגעלאכטן, און פול מיט האפענונג 
'מענטשליכע  דעם  אויסצושטעלן  געגרייט  זיך 
זייער  ראטעווען  צו  יעצט  כאטש  כדי  לייטער', 

לעבן אין די גאר קריטישע מינוטן.

ערנסטע  אן  אויסגעבראכן  האט  מאל  א  מיט 
קריג צווישן זיי.  "ניין!  בשום אופן!  איך וויל 
נידריג,"  אזוי  שטיין  נישט  כ'גיי  העכער,  זיין 
יונגע  די  פון  איינער  נפתלי,  אויסגעשריגן  האט 

שניידערס.



אויפן פעלד.  געשמאקע באקוועמע בעטן באדעקט מיט 
טייערע זיידענע בעט געוואנט, גרייט ביי ידער ווינקל פון 
פעלד.  אויסערדעם זאל זיין אלע מינים געטראנקען און 
מזונות אויף טישעלעך פארשפרייט איבעראל אז גלייך 
ווען איינער פון די קוצרים זאל נאר שפירן אז אפשר 
גלייך  זיי  זאלן  הינגעריג  אדער  דארשטעריג  זיי  זענען 
האבן ביים האנט, אריינצונעמען אין מויל.  נאכמער, כדי 
אויפצולעבן די געמיטער האט דער קעניג אויסגעקליבן 
די בעסטע שפילערס און זינגערס פון גאנצן לאנד זאלן 
און  געשמאק  מאכן  זיי  און  קוצרים  די  אינטערהאלטן 
איינגענעם דאס ארבעט.  ער האט אויך צוגעשטעלט א 
גאנצע שטוב מיט באדינערס פאר יעדע פון די שניידערס 
עקסטער, אז יעדע זאל זיך האבן משרתים ביי די האנט 
באגער.   יעדע  זייער  צושטעלן  און  אויסצופירן  גלייך 
די  האבן  זאלן  שניידערס  די  כדי  וועלט  די  אין  אלעס 
הדעת  ישוב  באקוועמליכקייטן,  רואיגקייט,  פולקאמע 
 – 24 שעה  צו קענען ארבעטן ממש  מנוחת הנפש  און 
בייטאג און ביינאכט.  גארנישט זאל זיי חלילה אפהאלטן 
אדער שוואך מאכן.  אזוי ארום וועלן זיי מצליח זיין אין 
אזא קורצע צייט צו טוהן דאס אוממעגליכע פון ענדיגן 
שניידן אלע טויזנטע פעלדער תבואה פונעם גאנצן לאנד!

יעדע  זיך  האט  באפעל,  שטרענגע  קעניג'ס  דעם  לויט 
לויטן  פונקטליך  אלעס  אויסצופירן  טאקע  געאיילט 
פלאן.  מען האט צוזאמגעקליבן אלע געניטע "קוצרים" 
אלע  פעלד  אויפן  אויסגעשטעלט  האט  מען  לאנד,  פון 
בעטן, טישן, מאזיקאנטן, שפילערס, משרתים און נאך 

אלעס פונקלטיך גענוי ווי דער קעניג האט באפוילן.

גליק  זייער  גלייבן  געקענט  נישט  האבן  שניידערס  די 
אזעלכע  געגעסן  זיי  האבן  לעבן  זייער  אין  ווען   –
אזא  מיט  נאך  שפייז?!   קעניגליכע  געשמאקע  טייערע 
די געטראנקען, אזויפיל און אזעלכע  ברייטקייט?  און 
נישט  אפילו  זיי  האבן  געטראנקען  מינים  געשמאקע 
זיי  וועלט.   די  אין  אז עס עקזיסטירט בכלל  געוואוסט 
האבן געגעסן און געטרינקען, און נאך ווייטער געגעסן 
און געטאנצן ביי די הערליכע מוזיקאלישע פארשטעלונג, 
און פארברענגט איינגענעם און געשמאק א גאנצן טאג.  

זענען  נאכט  ס'געווארן  ווען  דערנאך 
זיי אריינגעפאלן אין 

י  ד

גרייטע באקוועמע קעניגליכע בעטן און געשלאפן טיף 
ווידער,  צומארגנס  אויף  14- שעה.    12 גוטע  א  פאר 
און  געטרינקען  און  געגעסן  און  פארברענגט  זיי  האבן 
אויפן  קעניג  א  ווי  פירן  זיך  פון  תעניג  גרויס  געהאט 

פרייען פעלד.

אזוי איז אדורך די קריטישע פאר וואכן, מיט גארנישט 
טוהן...  זיי האבן פשוט פארגעסן צו ערפילן די העכסט 
ארויפגעלייגט  האט  קעניג  דער  וואס  ראלע  וויכטיגע 
אויף זיי פון ראטעוען די גאנצע לאנד פון שטארבן פון 
הינגער.  זיי האבן אזוי לייכטזיניג געניצט די תעניגים און 
באקוועמליכקייטן פשוט פאר זייער אייגענע געשמאקע 

הנאה, און גארנישט געשניטן קיין ווייץ.

קעניג  דער  ווי  אזוי  פונקט  און  געקומען,  איז  טאג  די 
האט שוין פאראויס געזעהן אין די שטערנס, האט טאקע 
פאסירט.  אלע טויזנטע פעלדער פון מיילן און מיילן פון 
פרישע תבואה איז איבערנאכט געווארן שוואך, ברוין 
און אינגאנצן פארדארבן.  אפילו איין איינציגע בינטל 
לאנד!   גאנצן  אין  פארבליבן  נישט  איז  ווייץ  פרישע 

אלעס איז פארדארבן געווארן!

וואס  גאכאפט  פלוצלינג  זיך  האבן  שניידערס  די  ווען 
דערשראקן.   זייער  זיך  זיי  האבן  פאסירט  האט  דא 
אלע  זיי  וועט  קעניג  דער  טוהן?!   יעצט  זי  זאלן  וואס 
שרעקליך שטארק באשטראפן און אפילו הרג'ענען פאר 
און  דערציטערט  אזוי  אלע  זיצן  זיי  אויפפירונג!   אזא 
ער  גרויסע חכם.   א  אדורך  איז  פלוצלינג  פארלוירן.  
פארלוירענע  און  טרויעריגע  זייער  פארשטאנען  האט 

לאגע און זיי פארגעשלאגן א גוטע עצה.

"ס'דא א געוויסע זעלטענע פייגל וואס איז גאר שטארק 
און  ליב  זייער  עס  האט  ער  קעניג.   ביים  באליבט 
שטרעבט שוין לאנג צו האבן דעם זעלטענע שיינע פויגל 
צו  געלונגען  ענק  וועט  עס  אויב  פאלאץ.   אין  זיך  ביי 

פאנגען אט דעם פויגל און עס ברענגען 
איבערבעטונג  אלטס 

ה  נ ת מ



ס'געווען אמאל א מעכטיגע קעניג וואס איז געווען 
די  געוואוסט  געלערנט.  ער האט  און  זייער קלוג 
חכמה פון מזלות. דאס מיינט ער האט געקענט קוקן 
וועט  וואס  פונקטליך  וויסן  און  שטערנס  די  אויף 

פאסירן אין א צייט ארום.

די  אין  איינגעקוקט  זיך  האט  ער  ווען  טאג  איין 
שטערנס ביינאכט, האט ער געזעהן דארט אז אויב 
מען וועט נישט שניידן אלע תבואה וואס וואקסט 
ביי אים אין לאנד ביז א געוויסע טאג, דאן וועלן 
אלע טויזנטע תבואה פעלדער ווערן געשעדיגט, און 
אלע אלע ווייץ וועט ווערן פארדארבן.  אזוי ארום 
וועט זיין גאנצע פאלק נישט האבן קיין ברויט צו 
עסן און זיי וועלן אלע שטארבן פון הינגער.  אויף 
ווען דאס  פונקטליך  געזעהן  ער  די שטערנס האט 
וועט פאסירן.  די זמן איז געווען ממש נאנט, אין 

געציילטע וואכן ארום.

גרויס  א  זייער  אין  געווען  איז  קעניג  דער 
ראטעווען  צו  דא  ער  טוהט  וואס  פארלעגנהייט.  

קורצע  אזא  אין  איז מעגליך  אזוי  ווי  לאנד?   זיין 
ריזיגע  הונדערטע  אזויפיל  אפשניידן  צו  צייט 
ברייטע פעלדער פון ווייץ?  מאשינען עס צו טוהן 
איז דאן נישט געווען - ער האט געדארפט באקומען 
און  טאג  ארבעטן  זאלן  וואס  ארבעטער  געניטע 
צו  כדי  אפצוריען,  זיך  אן  געשיקטערהייט,  נאכט 
ראטעווען א גאנצע לאנד פון מענטשן פון שטארבן.  
אבער ווי אזוי קענען אס פשוטע מענטשן באווייזן?!

פון גרויס פארלעגנהייט האט ער צאמגערופן אלע 
שנעלע  א  טרעפן  צו  פאלאץ  פון  לייט  קלוגסטע 
לעזונג צו די שרעקליכע צרה וואס גייט זיי באפאלן.  
קלוגע  א  מיט  אויפגעקומען  מען  איז  צוזאמען 
געדאנק.  מען וועט נעמען 'קוצרים' – געניטע ווייץ 
שניידן  פון  פאך  די  גוט  קענעון  וואס  שניידערס 
אלע  צושטעלן  זיי  וועט  מען  און  פעלדער,  ווייץ 
פארגעניגנס  פארשידענע  און  באקוועמליכקייטן 
באדערפענישן.   זייערע  אלע  האבן  זאלן  זיי  כדי 
הייס  אנגעווארעמט  גרייט  עסן  גוטע  מינים  אלע 

ייץ שניידערס
די וו

מעשה



קינדער
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