
The world is ablaze! The very ground 
beneath our feet is flaming: “A fire is 
burning in Breslov…” The core of the 
world, the essence of all our hope, the 
critical Uman Rosh Hashanah is at 
stake! “The entire world is dependent 
on my Rosh Hashanah!”  Will the men 
make it? Any thought otherwise is 
inconceivable! 

With all the turmoil that’s going on 
around it, this year’s Rosh Hashanah 
must mean something else entirely. 
It’s not just another Rosh Hashanah, 
it’s a turning point! It doesn’t only 
involve the regular discomforts and 
hardships; it entails extra work for us 
all. For some, it means facing a whole 
month on their own, for others, it 
includes extra prohibitive costs. Still 
others need to deal with the pressure 
and worry about making it every 
day anew, and all of us are pleading 
intense tefillos that the kibbutz 
should go on. We need it this year 
more than ever! And the hardships 
are only highlighting our desperate 
desire for our husbands to be there. 
With Hashem’s help, such intense 
retzonos and tefillos will yet get them 
there. 

The Rebbe’s famous, powerful 
statement “Eat or don’t eat, sleep or 
don’t sleep, daven or don’t daven, 
just be by me for Rosh Hashanah!” 
surely encompasses us women 
too, who need to make alternate 
arrangements for all the above with 
our husbands b'ezras Hashem being 
away in Uman. And if so, we are 
certainly candidates for the Rebbe’s 
other declaration: “Whoever was by 
me for Rosh Hashanah is worthy of 
being exceedingly happy!”

So, whether our seudos work out 
or not, whether we get to sleep a 
decent night or not (that’s a hard 
one!) or whether we manage to open 
a machzor or not, we are eligible of 
being exceedingly happy! And we 
can even borrow some of this joy 
in advance before Rosh Hashanah, 
to help us through the preparations 
for the big trip and for the Yom Tov. 
After all, we have last year’s Rosh 
Hashanah to fall back on!

Make sure to prepare delicious dishes 
in honor of Yom Tov, since the Rebbe 
explicitly tells us that the verse “Eat 
delicacies and drink sweet drinks” 
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was said for Rosh Hashanah. Flip 
through the cookbooks (even if your 
husband isn’t home!) and whip up 
something scrumptious to celebrate 
the special occasion of the men being 
in Uman!

Wishing all of Klal Yisrael the merit 
of being part of the Rebbe’s Rosh 
Hashanah, and gaining the wondrous, 
awesome tikkunim which the Rebbe 
effects only then.

 ְּכִתיָבה ַוֲחִתיָמה טֹוָבה

Faigy Kahane

Dear Editor,

Ashreichem that you are zoiche 
to spread the Rebbe’s eitzos and 
hischazkus in such a beautiful way! We 
always count on the Rays magazine 
to provide the pure, unadulterated 
Breslov hashkafa, free of any ulterior 
motives or personal viewpoints. But 
to our dismay, the Shavuos edition 
mentioned something I found quite 
disturbing, stating that “A common 
mistake among parents… is to make 
all their children’s decisions for them. 
They try to choose everything for 
them, from their clothing to their 
friends, their ideology, and even their 
spouses…” The mesorah we follow 
shows that it is the parents’ role to 
determine their children’s hashkafos 
and shidduchim, and not for them 
to decide on their own. I found the 
entire article far too extreme, saying 
that we may never tell our children 
anything. The Torah tells us clearly 
that we need to be mechanech our 

children, as it says, לבניך  והודעתם 
(and the Rebbe himself arranged his 
children’s shidduchim…).

Again, thanks for always providing 
us with such fundamental Breslov 
reading material. I chas veshalom 
don’t mean to criticize; I just want 
to clarify this matter so that readers 
remain with the true Breslov hashkafa.

Sincerely,

M.S., Williamsburg

Editor’s response: Thank you for 
raising our attention to this matter. 
The aim of the Monthly Rays is to 
transmit the Rebbe’s radiant light and 
we chas veshalom don’t want to sway 
the least bit from the pure truth of his 
clear waters. Mistakes unintentionally 
do crop up, so we really appreciate 
your taking the time to point out this 
error, and we hope and pray that it 
won’t happen again. 

Regarding the issue you brought up: 
Without doubt, parents are supposed 
to be mechanech their children 
and teach them the correct way to 
behave. We see clearly in Alim Litrufa 
that Reb Nosson was heavily involved 
in guiding his son on the correct path 
in life, and conveying the proper 
hashkafa as he received it from the 
Rebbe. The main intent of the article 
was that when we make decisions for 
our children, it should be based on 
their benefit rather than our personal 
status and comfort. 

We are grateful for your feedback, 
and welcome any other comments 
and pointers.
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"... presents, in a beautiful and clear way,
many of the most important teachings of
Rebbe Nachman. The author has been
deeply immersed in studying and teaching
very practical and useful teachings that can
really help people today. I'm sure that every
single page of this book will have beneficial
life-changing effects on the reader."                    
Rav Nasan Maimon,  Founder of
BreslovTorah, Director of the Breslov World
Center

"In  a generation defined by an enormous thirst for
spiritual connection as well as an ever-shrinking
attention span..."May You Have a Day" is the
perfect tool to fill all our days with warmth,
meaning, lucidity, and elevation. In this treasure of
a book, Rebbe Nachman's life changing lessons are
conveyed into bite-sized messages in a manner
that is both engaging and down-to-earth. In
rendering the tzaddik's revolutionary ideas into
modern terms, Rebbetzin Zwolinski has given our
generation an awesome gift! This book is sure to
leave a smile on your face and a dancing flame in
your heart."
R' Yaakov Klein, author of Sparks from Berditchov,
founder of the Lost Princess Initiative

I feel like it is speaking
directly to me - how did
they know exactly what I
needed to hear?   Rachelle E.
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The Magnitude of the 
Rebbe's 

Rosh Hashanah

That was when he received the gift of 
Rosh Hashanah.

Rosh Hashanah, the Tzaddik, Eretz 
Yisrael, it’s all intertwined and 
interwoven. Our holiness, our good, 
our hope, and our chance for a 
tikkun, is all dependent on Rosh 
Hashanah, on the tzaddik who knows 
how to make Rosh Hashanah. Rosh 
Hashanah isn’t just any other day, it’s 
the day! The beginning of the year, 
the birthday of the world, the day 
when Hashem makes a reckoning of 
all the inhabitants in the world and 
judges whether it is worthwhile for 
Him to renew it. We all know the 

answer to that question, our actions 
over the past year spells it out black 
on white. Are we in for complete 
destruction? 

In the times of Noach, when the 
world became corrupted, Hashem 
made the decision to wipe out the 
world. Noach, who was a perfect 
tzaddik, entered the Teivah, and 
Hashem brought a flood to annihilate 
the rest of the world. And then ַוִּיְזֹּכר 
 And ֱאֹלִקים ֶאת ֹנַח ... ְוָכל ֲאֶׁשר ִאּתֹו ַּבֵּתָבה
Hashem remembered Noach, and all 
those who were with him in the Ark, 
and the waters rested.

Noach was a tzaddik, he deserved to 
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In the predawn hours of erev Rosh Hashanah 5565, 
as the sky slowly turned from an inky black to a rosy 
pink, the heilige Rebbe entered Eretz Yisrael. He 
reached the place which he had yearned for, which he 
had longed for with such immense desires, longings 
and cravings, for which he had sacrificed his life 
countless times… His great simcha at the second he 
stepped foot on the holy soil is impossible to imagine. 
Even if all the seas would be ink, it wouldn’t suffice to 
describe even a drop of this.  He instantly attained all 
that he attained. “As soon as I walked four amos in 
Eretz Yisrael, I achieved what I had wanted to reach.” 
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be rescued. But all those who were 
there together with him were not 
necessarily so righteous. Why did 
they warrant Hashem’s remembrance 
and salvation? 

Because they were with the Tzaddik. 
Being with the Tzaddik, that’s 
everything! 

Who can do proper teshuvah for even 
one small aveirah? The damage of 
just one wrongdoing to all the upper 
worlds is enormous, tremendous, 
unfathomable! Even if we spend 
all our days doing teshuvah for one 
aveirah, it won’t be enough. With 
our long lists of sins, are we doomed 
forever?

“But I do teshuvah for you!” the 
Rebbe declared. “I have the power 
to rectify everything that you’ve 
destroyed until now. Just don’t do any 
more bad. And even from now on, I 
won’t be disturbed by your mistakes 
chas veshalom, just guard yourselves 
from purposely transgressing.” 
Chayei Moharan 304

Before the Rebbe received the gift of 
Rosh Hashanah, he would prescribe 
certain difficult fasts and סיגופים for 
people to inflict themselves with in 
order to cleanse their souls from all 
wrongdoings and bring them to their 
tikkun.

But after he received the gift of Rosh 
Hashanah, he said that just being by 
him for Rosh Hashanah is sufficient 
for a person to reach his tikkun. 
He doesn’t need any more pain 
and suffering or any other kind of 

troubles. However, whoever wasn’t 
by him for Rosh Hashanah, even if 
he’ll perform these difficult avodos 
and tikkunim all year long, it still 
won’t help him.

In these turbulent times, when 
Uman Rosh Hashanah is costing 
such tremendous efforts and coming 
so hard, everyone’s innermost, 
desperate desire from the depths of 
their hearts to reach the Rebbe for 
Rosh Hashanah is being revealed. 
The Kiddush Hashem is tremendous! 
People are spending fortunes, 
grabbing the next available flight 
at tremendous personal sacrifices, 
no matter whether their jobs are at 
stake, or at the cost of missing family 
simchos, dropping everything and 
running to the Rebbe as if their very 
lives are in danger! For in truth, our 
very lives are indeed dependent on 
it!

We hope and pray that all of us should 
have the merit of taking part in the 
Rebbe’s Rosh Hashanah. Hashem 
should help that everyone should 
reach Uman easily and smoothly, the 
ways should be clear and accessible 
to make space for the most important 
thing in the world: The Rebbe’s Rosh 
Hashanah!
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Tashlich… that famous picture of the 
kibbutz in Uman on Rosh Hashanah, 
the river surrounded by thousands 
of angelic chassidim garbed in white, 
synonymous with their souls being 
wiped clean and pure. Here and 
there, flashes of color are visible from 
those along various stages of their 
journey. But all as one have come 
to the Rebbe, to the one who truly 
knows the essence of Rosh Hashanah.

When the Rebbe was on his way 
to the river to perform the minhag 
of tashlich, he tripped in the 
mud, ending up dirtied. After that 
seemingly minor occurrence, he 
wove in that incidence in a wondrous 
manner to the torah he related on 
that Rosh Hashanah, which discusses 
serving Hashem with simplicity and 
throwing aside all speculation and 
sophistication (amongst other lofty 
and magnificent concepts). Out of 
great love to our Father in Heaven, 
we should be prepared to do things 
which seem crazy to the world, just 
to give Him nachas. We need to roll 
ourselves in all kinds of mud in order 
to cause Hashem pleasure, and not 
just for an actual mitzvah, but even 

for a mere minhag like tashlich. And 
then we will be zoiche to awesome 
levels and tikkunim.

Even the great, awesome, mighty 
tzaddik also removes all his 
tremendous wisdom and behaves 
with ultimate simplicity, rolling in the 
mud for Hashem’s sake. This mud is 
symbolic of the dirt and lowliness of 
our sins, the deep, dark places we 
have fallen into due to our aveiros. 
The tzaddik, pitying the pain of the 
Shechinah and of Klal Yisrael, lowers 
himself into these depths in order 
to raise the souls which have fallen 
there. For Hashem desires the return 
of the reshaim, not their deaths, and 
the tzaddik, knowing Hashem’s great 
yearning for those who have strayed 
from Him to return to Him, sacrifices 
his soul for His sake and throws 
himself into these low places. This is 
Hashem’s main nachas! Therefore, 
whoever wants to climb out of the 
depths of his descent, his tikkun is by 
means of temimus, by grasping onto 
the tzaddik wherever he is, no matter 
how low, for the tzaddik has already 
lowered himself there.

Cleansing 
Waters
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A Loving Letter
Alim Litrufa #148
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Because all the true tzaddikim draw 
down the tikkun until the lowest 
depths, and whoever holds onto 
them can find eitzos and salvation 
to return to holiness even in the 
lowest places and beneath. Because 
when a person turns to Hashem from 
such a deep descent, it is so special 
and precious to Him, that specifically 
through this he raises and rectifies 
so much holiness. This is how the 
descent turns into the ultimate 
ascent; specifically by straying into 
such low places yet strengthening 
yourself there too and reaching for 
the tzaddik’s ways of true simplicity, 
through never giving up and turning 
to Hashem there too, wondrous 
rectifications are achieved until 
eventually you’ll be zoiche to rise 
from there and everything will be 
fixed. And all of this is with the power 
of the true tzaddik, who lowered 
himself so much and rolled in all kinds 

of mud for Hashem’s sake, occupying 
himself with people so low and dirty 
with their deeds. 

And this is why the Rebbe chose to 
be buried in Uman amongst us, so 
that we should be able to come to 
his holy tzion and cry out to Hashem 
there from the depths of our hearts, 
because the Rebbe’s main task is to 
procure our tikkun after his histalkus 
too, as he promised in his lifetime 
that he would engage in the eternal 
tikkun of our souls forever. How 
lucky we are, and how reassured and 
secure we can feel, to be counted 
as partners with those fortunate 
chassidim there! 

Sources:
ליקוטי מוהרן תנינא ה אות טו

חיי מוהר''ן -ִׂשיחֹות ְוִסּפּוִרים ְוִעְנָיִנים ֶׁשָהָיה ֵאֶצל 
ָּכל ּתֹוָרה ּוַמֲעֶׂשה -אות מא

ליקוטי הלכות:
ושן משפט נזיקין ד אות ט' - או"ח ר"ח ה אות כ'

פרפראות לחכמה-סימן ה -אות יט

Baruch Hashem, Motzei Shabbos, 
Shoftim 5594

Simon Tov and Mazel Tov to my 
beloved son, Reb Yitzchak.

Baruch Hashem, my daughter Chane 
Tzirel, your sister, labored and gave 

birth to a daughter, le’mazel tov on 
the past Friday erev Shabbos. We all 
had very much pain and bitterness 
from her birth pangs which were 
very intense, and lasted from the 
beginning of Thursday evening until 
around two hours after davening on 
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Friday morning, about ten o’clock.

You already know my dear son, that 
“Hashem is good to all,” that for every 
single matter in the world, it is good 
(to turn to) Hashem, meaning tefillah 
(as is explained in Likutei Moharan 
14). Especially since baruch Hashem, 
we possess amongst our treasury 
precious segulos and awesome 
tefillos for women having difficulty 
in childbirth. They were to our help, 
after she was almost drained of all 
her strength… and the One Who 
knows all secrets heard our cries and 
she gave birth safely to good mazel 
with Hashem’s help. 

How can I come before Hashem? 
I will bow down to Hashem for all 
the wondrous kindnesses He has 
bestowed upon us, that we know 
such awesome torahs on every 
subject in the world. 

The page is too short, nor is there 
time to explain and mention all the 
places where the Rebbe talks about 
the topic of giving birth, and every 
Torah and sichah can bring us to 
become righteous, a yerei shamayim 
and a true tzaddik… How great are 
Hashem’s deeds which He has done 
with us in this generation. Who has 
performed such deeds?!

After Hashem helped us that with His 
mercy, she gave birth le’mazel tov, 
they began pressuring me for money 
to cover the needs for Shabbos and 
for the new mother. I didn’t even 

have one penny to give, and I was 
terribly tired from lack of sleep all 
night with such pain and anxiety, 
especially since it was erev Shabbos. 
In the midst of all this, Reb Itzik the 
son of Reb Yudel Hakohen arrived 
and brought me your letter with the 
two rubles. Now you yourself can 
understand what you merited with it 
in such a time. Certainly, everything 
is from Hashem that He sent you a 
messenger in the right time, but it 
was your good yearning that enabled 
you to be zoiche to it, for “in the way 
that a person wants to go, he is led.” 

Now it is close to chatzos and I still 
haven’t hired a carriage, but out of 
love for you, I took some time for 
myself to prepare you this letter, 
because when a messenger will arise, 
I surely won’t have time to write, and 
all this is to enliven you and reply to 
you with these words as your soul 
desires.

Hashem helped us with his kindness 
that we rejoiced very much on this 
Shabbos, and the chassidim and 
distinguished guests danced a lot. 
The baby was already given the name 
Esther Sheintza (Sheindel), may she 
live. May it be Hashem’s will that 
they should be zoiche to raise her 
to chuppah and to good deeds, to a 
good, long life, and she should be a 
source of good mazel, happiness and 
rejoicing for us and all of Klal Yisrael, 
and we should be zoiche to receive 
the coming awesome Chodesh Elul 
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with holiness and purity, because all 
the words of my letter talk about Elul, 
which is alluded to in the passuk ֹעז 
 Might“ -  ְוָהָדר ְלבּוָׁשּה ַוִּתְׂשַחק ְליֹום ַאֲחרֹון
and glory are her clothes, and she will 
laugh to the last day.” The acronym 
of the words in the verse spells Elul, 
as it is written in Likutei Moharan 
21. It talks there about the subject 
of giving birth, and about the passuk 
“Hear our cry, Knower of Secrets!” 
as it is written there. Look and you 
will understand how you can find 
everything you’re seeking in his holy 
torah. Because this past Shabbos we 
bentched Chodesh Elul, and it was 
wondrously connected to the above 
topic. And so too every single day, 
whatever happens every day with 
every single person can all be found 
in his holy torah with wondrous 
ways, as you already heard, saw and 
understood from me several times. 
And all that is just what we can make 
out with our small intellect, and all 
the more so the endless secrets they 
contain are infinite! If all the seas 
were ink… it would be impossible to 
explain the novelty, wonders and awe 
which are within every single torah.

Regarding your fervent, true yearning 
to come close to Hashem and His holy 
Torah; although it is very precious, 
you still need to keep in mind the 
torah which begins “He set a tent 
for the sun,” that the burning flame 
of a Yid’s heart is boundless, until it 
is impossible to serve Hashem out of 
great fervor, so we need to contain 

this fervor. Refer to the torah (49). 
And even if it seems to you that this 
torah was intended for those who 
are much greater than you, the truth 
is that you, too, need to be careful 
with it, because even on the lowest 
level a person needs to contain the 
hislahavus that it shouldn’t burn more 
than necessary, so that it shouldn’t 
confuse him chas veshalom, and then 
he won’t be able to do anything at all 
due to intense yearning and longing.

There is much in this topic to talk 
about, but it is impossible in written 
form, and there is also no more time. 
Hashem should awaken your heart 
with truth that you should be zoiche 
to feel the true pleasantness of the 
Rebbe’s holy torah, and to truly apply 
them at all times; every person in 
every place he is, and to truly fulfil: 
ְּׁשאֹול ְוַאִּציָעה  ָאָּתה  ָׁשם  ָׁשַמִים  ֶאַּסק   ִאם 
 If I ascend to the heaven, there“ :ִהֶּנָּך
You are, and if I descend to the pits, 
You are there too.” This is the secret 
of Elul. May you go with it truthfully 
and simply, and fulfil, ִּכי ַהּיֹום...   ְוָיַדְעָּת 
ָהָאֶרץ ְוַעל  ִמַּמַעל  ַּבָּׁשַמִים  ָהֱאֹלִקים  הּוא   ה' 
 …And you shall know today“ ...ִמָּתַחת
that Hashem is G-d in the heavens 
above and on the earth below, there 
is no other.”

The words of your father who is very 
busy right now, who desires your 
eternal good and davens for you,

Nosson of Breslov
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I come before You, Hashem, that You should help me in the merit 
of the path of teshuvah which Moshe Rabbeinu and all the true 
tzaddikim drew into the world, that I, too, should be zoiche from 
now to return in complete teshuvah to You, with my whole heart 
in truth. Because You know the wondrous ways of teshuvah which 
they drew into the world, that they let themselves down and bound 
themselves to the lowest of the low, even someone as low as me, 
wherever I am. And they still connect themselves to me in my place 
that I am now, and they from their side won’t desist from taking me 
out of my galus, to raise me and bring me into true holiness, and to 

lift me higher and higher. 

Have rachmanus on me, and let me be zoiche to always connect to 
these holy tzaddikim, and that the holy path of teshuvah which they 
draw into the world should be revealed to me, in a manner that I 
should be zoiche from now to return to You in complete teshuvah 
with emes. I should connect and cleave myself to You constantly with 

truth, with the ultimate modesty and true nullification. 

Guard me and protect me with Your mercy that no descent and 
no ascent should have the power to distance me from You, chas 
veshalom. Because sometimes a person is distanced, chas veshalom, 
through the ascent with which You raise him; through the intensified 
wealth and good which You bestow upon him, or through the 
increased knowledge of Your exaltedness, because too much light 
is blinding to the eyes and damages a person, chas veshalom. 
Therefore, I come to plead before You that You should shield me 
under Your wings, guard me, save me, and protect me that nothing 
should ever harm me, and I should never become distanced from 
You: not during a descent, chas veshalom, even to the lowest levels 
and to the depths of profanity, but I should be zoiche to always find 
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A Touching 
Tefillah
Likutei Tefillos 2:41
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you there too, as it is written, “His kingdom is everywhere,” and also 
not during an ascent, when You’ll have mercy on me and lift me higher 
and higher; within every ascent I should always be zoiche to find You. 
And I should always come close to You by all aspects, good and bad chas 
veshalom, whether in a descent or an ascent, as it is written, “If I rise to 
the heavens, You are there, and if I descend to the pits, there You are.” 
In a manner that I should merit true, complete repentance from now 
until forever, and especially in the holy Chodesh Elul which are days of 
favor, when Moshe rose to receive the second luchos and initiated a 

paved way to walk in. 

Have rachmanus on me from now that I should be zoiche from now to 
prepare myself from today to draw upon myself the holiness of Chodesh 
Elul hakadosh, the holiness of the way of teshuvah that Moshe Rabbeinu 
and all the true tzaddikim drew into the world with their wonderful, 
awesome ways. For I have no hope but through this way which is known 
to You and to the great, true tzaddikim alone. Do with me as is good in 
Your eyes, “And I shall always hope, until Hashem will look down and 

see from above.”

Have mercy on us and all of Klal Yisrael, and save us quickly for Your 
Name’s sake. Help us from now with Your extremely great and abundant, 
wondrous kindness to nullify all the dinnim, suffering, obstacles, 
temptations and confusion which stem from the aspect of “שלא כסדר” – 
out of order, and they should all be canceled out and destroyed. The out 
of order should turn into the aspect of “כסדר"- in order, until everything 
should go orderly, materially and spiritually, in body, soul and money. 
Guard us from now and save us from all kinds of extraneous thoughts of 
pride, arrogance and conceit, and we should be zoiche to true humility, 
and to constantly attach You to our thoughts, that our thoughts should 
always be connected to You and to serving You, until all desires and 
battles against our will shall be nullified. And we should always be 
zoiche to complete Heaven’s desires according to Your will and the will 
of the true tzaddikim, and no opposer and preventer should have any 
power to chas veshalom prevent us from any holy act, because You help 
helpless people such as us, and You give strength to the weary. Help 
me truly conclude Your desire, that which applies to me specifically, 
and that which applies to everyone generally, help me for Your Name’s 
sake that everything should end up according to Your good will. “May 
Hashem accede to my requests. Hashem, Your kindness is forever, do 

not let up the work of Your hands.”
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Motzei Shabbos, 29 Elul, 5570 (1810), 
Uman

Fat, heavy raindrops were hitting the 
muddy streets forcefully. Powerful 
gusts of wind were whipping leaves 
and other objects through the air, 
and Abba pulled his woolen hat 
over his ears, lowering its visor to 
stop the raindrops from blurring 
his vision. Hunching his shoulders, 
he quickened his pace, his boots 
sloshing through the muddy puddles 
and sending a black spray flying 
through the air. Several drops landed 
on his threadbare overcoat, but he 
didn’t pay them any attention. At the 
end of the street, a small shack was 
discernable within the blackness of 
the storm. Finally, his destination was 
in sight!

It took his shivering fingers a good 
few minutes of pounding on the door 
until it opened. A gruff face stuck his 
head out a crack and rumbled, “Who 
dares knock on my door in such 
weather?” 

“It’s me, Abba. You’re right about 
the poor weather, but I need to get 
to Breslov. Would you be able to take 

me?”

“Now? You must be joking!” The 
wagon-driver slammed the door in 
his face, leaving a crestfallen Abba 
on his doorstep. But Abba squared 
his hunched shoulders and headed 
for the next shack. Maybe this one 
would agree to take him? His hands 
were numb from the cold and every 
bang on the door was torture, but 
he needed to get to the Rebbe for 
Rosh Hashanah! “Can you take me 
to Breslov?” Abba begged, but the 
wagon driver let out a coarse laugh 
and pointed his pipe to the bucketing 
skies. Abba was not deterred. There 
were many other wagon drivers, and 
surely one of them would say yes. 
He tried one after the other, but no 
wagon driver in his right mind would 
let out on a journey in such weather. 
Abba had reached the final one. By 
now, all of the wagon drivers were in 
on the drama, and faces were pressed 
to the window, watching Abba on his 
relentless quest. “You must take me 
to Breslov!” he pleaded with the last 
wagon driver, his tears mingling with 
the raindrops.

Excavating the
Eyes and Teeth
Aviva Gross
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“Thirteen rubles and I’ll do it,” 
Yossel declared. An audible whoosh 
emanated from the windows of 
all the other wagon drivers, who 
were shocked at Yossel’s audacity in 
demanding such an exorbitant sum. 
But Abba didn’t even hear it. He 
leapt for joy and instantly agreed. 
His shabby overcoat and single set of 
clothing set up a vehement protest, 
but Abba paid them no attention. 
Reaching the Rebbe for Rosh 
Hashanah was worth all the money 
in the world and more! He hadn’t 
managed to leave before Shabbos 
like all his friends, and Sunday night 
would already be Yom Tov! He had to 
leave now!

But Yossel had a change of heart. 
He hadn’t really counted on Abba 
accepting his inflated price. Hearing 
his refusal, Abba almost sunk into 
the puddles. Like a drowning man 
grasping onto a straw, he begged, 
“Maybe for 14 rubles?”

“Yossel, you said you’ll take him, 
it’s too late to back out now!” A 
gruff voice called out, shamelessly 
admitting to his eavesdropping. 
Another wagon driver who had been 
glued to the scene from behind his 
window chimed in, “We refused 
outright. But you agreed to take him; 
there’s no going back on your words.”

Now it was a matter of holding his 
word. Yossel bowed to the pressure 
and went to prepare the horses. At 
last, Abba hopped onto the carriage 
with his son Shmuel, holding onto 
the sides of the swaying wagon for 

dear life. The rickety wagon was 
easy prey for the roaring winds and 
they made slow progress. Although 
they traveled nonstop through the 
night, braving the heavy downpour 
and forging through the thick mud, 
the morning of erev Rosh Hashanah 
dawned and they had only managed 
to reach Teplik. They had only covered 
a meager 35 of the 100 kilometer 
distance between Uman and Breslov! 
The exhausted horses were fed and 
given some straw, and after they 
had eaten, they hit the road again. 
Abba’s glazed eyes couldn’t keep up 
with the passing scenery, but by the 
time afternoon rolled around, they 
had made it until Heisin. Another 30 
kilometers to Breslov! But Yossel was 
at the end of his rope. “That’s it!” 
he said wearily, shivering and bone 
tired. “We’re staying put!” There was 
only so much he could do. Yom Tov 
was a blink away!

But Abba wouldn’t let up. There was 
no way he was stopping now, so close 
to Breslov! Yossel saw there was no 
getting around the determined Abba, 
so he took a quick break to feed the 
horses and continued on. Jokingly, 
he yelled to the horses, “Children, 
to the Rebbe!” Astoundingly, the 
horses suddenly began galloping at 
a supernatural speed. Flying along 
the dirt paths, they arrived to Breslov 
after everyone had already begun 
davening the final Minchah of the 
year, just minutes before sunset. 
After such an arduous journey, Yossel 
demanded his full payment, and 
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Abba, with no recourse, sold the 
silver becher he had been planning to 
present to the Rebbe as a gift.

After the davening, the Rebbe sat 
with all the chassidim around the 
table. Although the Rebbe’s custom 
was not to talk at all on the eve of 
Rosh Hashanah, he broke his minhag 
and turned to Abba, saying, “Abba, 
tell me about your journey.”

Abba was reluctant to start talking 
because he had sold his gift for the 
Rebbe to pay for his travel, but the 
Rebbe turned to him again and said, 
“Abba, don’t be afraid, and tell me 
about your journey.”

Abba described his whole journey, 
not omitting that he had been forced 
to sell the silver becher in order to 
pay for his trip. Upon the conclusion 
of his recital, the Rebbe remarked, 
“I’ll yet remove the Satan’s teeth and 
eyes because of this becher! How can 
I thank you for this journey? Abba, 
it’s not worth it for you in this world 
at all. And you Shmuel, take some 
soup,” and he gave Shmuel some 
soup.

The events which transpired when 
they returned home shed light on 
the Rebbe’s ambiguous statement: 
Abba was niftar, and his son Shmuel 
became extremely wealthy.

* * *

“I’ve changed my ticket for a week 
earlier,” my husband announced out 
of the blue on a random Tuesday. You 
have to realize, it’s the fifth ticket he’s 
booked. He’s referring to his ticket to 

Uman for Rosh Hashanah, of course. 
How can any other subject even cross 
anyone’s mind? 

To go now or to wait, to fly next week 
or to catch the next flight, to relax and 
stay put until just before… confusion 
is the only word to describe the 
chaotic atmosphere. All I know is that 
I should be prepared for the breakout 
at any given second: “I’m leaving 
right now!” All plans, agendas, and 
schedules are on hold at the moment. 
UMAN ROSH HASHANAH – that’s all 
that matters.

How will I manage? A tiny voice speaks 
up in my mind, whining persistently 
until it gets some attention. 
Employing visual, graphic horror 
scenes of past Rosh Hashanahs on my 
own to support its cause, it succeeds 
in bringing up the memories…

I collected the kids for dinner from 
various locations around the house, 
one hanging half out of the window 
(practicing his balancing act?), 
another nestled in a basket in the 
laundry room (copying the kittens?), 
and a third cutting out tiny clothes 
for her doll from her Shabbos outfit 
(seamstress in the making). Stifling 
a laugh at their creativity (I mean, 
they’re not just going to curl up on 
the couch and read a book, that’s 
far too normal and boring), I dished 
out the macaroni and cheese. Tatty 
being in Uman called for child-
friendly suppers, with lots and lots 
of ketchup. Amidst the mayhem, I 
noticed one seat suspiciously empty. 
“Hey, where’s Chaim?”
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Everyone looked around. In the 
second of quiet that followed, a 
rumbling, muffled sound was audible. 
I followed my ears to the basement, 
my heartbeat quickening, until it 
actually missed a beat. “WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING?” My previous cheer at 
my children’s ingenuity disappeared; 
Chaim had gone over the top. The 
electric drill in his hands and the holes 
dotting the walls and ceiling were 
all witness to the great fun he had 
just had. He had found the perfect 
opportunity to get his hands on the 
toolbox. With Tatty in Uman, things 
were safer for him all around…

I couldn’t contain myself. A 
resounding slap landed on his cheek, 
and a threatening yell to run up to 
the table and behave was issued. 
Miraculously, he obeyed. Sulking, he 
slunk up the steps and slouched in his 
seat, spilling his guilt and negativity 
over to his innocent siblings. Plates 
went flying and everyone started 
crying. Mutiny and war broke out, 
not so much amongst the children as 
between Chaim and I.

All that remained in the messy 
kitchen were distraught children, 
a morose Chaim, and a shattered 
mother at a loss as to how to rectify 
the sorry situation. The only thing my 
jumbled brain could think of was to 
announce a trip to the park. Believe 
me, I had no ounce of strength for 
it. The humidity and intense heat 
would only exacerbate my exhaustion 
and the little kids would need to be 
dragged home by force, but I saw no 

other way out. If Tatty would have 
been home, none of this would have 
happened…

Other difficult moments pass through 
my brain in an unending train of 
hardship. That time when my toddler 
had a terrible allergic reaction and I 
needed to rush him to the emergency 
room all by myself and shoulder all 
the complicated medical decisions on 
my own because my husband was on 
the plane to Uman… The year when 
we had put away a large amount 
of money to be able to expand our 
Sukkah so that the whole family 
could eat there together, and we 
had to forgo that long-awaited thrill 
because the tickets to Uman cost a 
fortune that year. I ended up eating 
with the children indoors, instead 
of with the men in the Sukkah… 
And that year when Rosh Hashanah 
was finally over and my husband 
was due to arrive home that day. 
My kids had already hung up their 
colorful signs on the door, and I was 
eagerly anticipating shrugging off 
the exhausting burden of being both 
father and mother to my exuberant 
bunch and breathing a heavy sigh of 
relief, when the phone call came that 
he had missed his flight. "I'm not sure 
when I'll arrive home, I need to check 
the next available flight options…" 
At that point, I simply collapsed. All 
the welled-up emotions burst out 
and I couldn't stop the flood of tears 
from engulfing myself and the entire 
house.

What are we going to be in for this 
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year? Will we have the funds, or will 
I need to sacrifice other valuable 
things for it? Will I need to wander 
around with my pitiful little kids to 
kind neighbors and friends doing 
the chessed of taking in the family 
without a father, eating by people 
with strange food and even stranger 
customs and rules, while being on 
edge that my kids behave and not 
fight or break things…? Will I have 
the strength to deal with all the 
fighting, tantrums, complications, 
and sleepless nights, managing on my 
own with everything and everyone, 
or will I fall apart? 

I don't know. But if I will endure those 
extremely hard moments and still 
accept it and continue on, allowing 
my husband to make the trip to the 
Rebbe for Rosh Hashanah despite all 
the difficulties involved, encouraging 
him to be there calmly and happily, 
then I'll hear the Rebbe saying, 
"Aviva, tell me your story."

I'll be ashamed and afraid to share all 
my flops and failures, but the Rebbe 
will turn to me again and say, "Aviva, 
don't be afraid, and tell me about 
your sacrifices, your story of this 
year's hardships." And then I'll pour 
everything out, not omitting even 
one detail. And upon my conclusion, 
the Rebbe will remark, "I'll yet 
remove your Satan's teeth and eyes 
because of this! How my dear, can I 
thank you for this?!" Which "soup" 
will the Rebbe give me, which wealth 
and fortune will I amass? I believe 

that it's surely very, very worth it!

Because not everyone receives the 
same every Rosh Hashanah. Getting 
from the Tzaddik is according to the 
pain, according to what you invest. 
Another helpless fiasco of a Yom 
Tov seuda, another unsuccessful, 
exhausting day which passed with 
everything going wrong, is another 
vessel to receive the Rebbe's greatest 
gift which exceeds everything! 
(Likutei Moharan II:5)

Not everyone receives the gifts from 
the Rebbe equally. The quality and 
quantity depend on the amount of 
hardships and difficulties you paid 
for it! (Although davening for it in 
advance can ease it greatly.)

I'll cherish those impossible 
moments, those seconds of falling 
apart, those minutes of disaster, 
because they are tickets to the 
multibillion dollar lottery, tickets of 
guaranteed winnings! Hardships, I'm 
not afraid of you, I'm ready for you 
and treasure each and every single 
one of you!

You know why? Because when I look 
back, I see what those sacrifices 
blessed me with. I see my friend 
switching to her seventh therapist, 
paying her entire wage for it, and still 
only at the "beginning of the healing 
process”, while I see for myself 
how the Rebbe changed my brain 
completely! I see what he did to me, 
how he changed me!

I make a quick calculation: I've saved 
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$25,000 in therapy costs, and about 
135 hours on research for a good 
therapist and therapy sessions, and 
I've reached my goal! I fixed that 
terrible habit! I got rid of those 
anxieties and phobias, I've escaped 
that abusive relationship, I stopped 
that crippling addiction I struggled 
with for years, I started seeing my son 
thriving in cheder, and so many more 
yeshuos which miraculously started 
unfolding, and complications which 
started settling after my husband 
asked for it on Rosh Hashanah, and 
all in such wonderful, amazing ways! 
What did I pay? One Rosh Hashanah! 
Isn't it worth it?

All of you dear readers, I'm sure, 
have lists of yeshuos that the Rebbe 
granted you on Rosh Hashanah. 
Financial struggles settled, middos 
worked out, complications with 
specific children smoothed out, 
cures for certain ailments obtained… 
People invest years of work, without 
even seeing any end results, whereas 
we just send our husbands to Uman 
for Rosh Hashanah! What's one 
chaotic Yom Tov seuda in exchange 
for your child being healed? Who 
cares about a demanding week when 
your head becomes straightened and 
cleared? And this is only what we do 
see. How many more invaluable gains 
and benefits are reaped above?! 

"The entire world is dependent on my 
Rosh Hashanah!" All that transpires 
with the tikkun of the world, with 
the tikkun of all the neshamos in 

Klal Yisrael, remains for us to believe 
in. The Rebbe, with his awesome, 
unfathomable power, generates 
a rectification of the entire world, 
achieving wonders and tikkunim 
which he can only do on that crucial 
day. Your husband just being there 
makes you a part of it!

It’s a once in a year investment 
opportunity. We see from the Rebbe 
that before he received “the gift of 
Rosh Hashanah”, he would prescribe 
certain difficult fasts and סיגופים for 
people to take upon themselves in 
order to fulfill their unique individual 
tafkid completely, which is every Yid’s 
dream. (For example, he prescribed 
one person to fast twice a week, 
another to learn a substantial amount 
of gemara each day, someone else 
needed to learn certain mishnayos…) 
But after he received “the gift of Rosh 
Hashanah,” he said that whoever was 
by him for Rosh Hashanah doesn’t 
need those specific עבודות . However, 
whoever wasn’t by him for Rosh 
Hashanah, even if he’ll perform these 
difficult avodos and tikkunim all year 
long, it still won’t help him. 

So now you understand why 
I'm so ready and willing to bear 
those hardships, those impossible 
moments… (how funny, when I’m 
ready for them they simply don’t 
show up…)

Have a happy Rosh Hashanah and a 
year full of all the Rebbe’s blessings!
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ּדּוִּפיט אֹויף ַמיין ֹּכחַ  - עלים לתרופה תכ“ט

Words so comforting, so powerful, so clear –

We simply need the Rebbe

– all the time, every day, the entire year.

But on Rosh Hashanah it’s most critical –

everything depends on the menfolk being there…

And if we sent them off, difficulties and all –

There’s nothing greater, nothing in the world more 

prized and dear!

Breslov Monthly Rays - Elul

"You without me 
can't..."

Breslov Monthly Rays - Elul

"...But I without you 
also can't!" Chayei Moharan 330
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What’s the path to teshuvah?
“The main teshuvah is in Chodesh 
Elul, because these are the days 
of ratzon when Moshe Rabbeinu 
rose to receive the second luchos, 
and he fixed an established path 
to follow. He connected himself to 
every single Yid, even the lowest of 
the low, and sacrificed his soul for 
them. Moshe Rabbeinu’s main path 
of teshuvah is to know that Hashem 
is in every place, and to find Hashem 
everywhere: in all the descents in 
the world and also in all the ascents. 
Because sometimes, when a person 
rises high, for example, he becomes 
wealthy, then he forgets about 
Hashem. And spiritually too, we see 
that there are those who ascended 
to great heights and then doubted 
in the core, rachmana litzlan. 
Therefore, we need to beg Hashem 
that He should bring us close with 
a closeness that won’t be damaging 
to us. And so too with all descents in 
the world chas veshalom, even to the 
lowest depths… there too, we need 
to connect ourselves to Hashem, 
because He rules over everything.”

ליקוטי עצות-מֹוֲעֵדי ה' – ֱאלּול  לק"ת סי' פ"ב

How can we practically do 
teshuvah?

ִמְצָרְיָמה" ַהָּבִאים  ִיְׂשָרֵאל  ְּבֵני  ְׁשמֹות   ְוֵאֶּלה 
ֵהם סֹוֵפי־ֵתבֹות   – ּוֵביתֹו"  ִאיׁש  ַיֲעֹקב   ֵאת 
 .אֹוִתּיֹות ְּתִהִּלים ְואֹוִתּיֹות ְּתׁשּוָבה

“’These are the names of the 
Yidden who came to Mitzrayim: the 
household of Yaakov, each man with 
his family.’ The last letters of these 
words spell ‘Tehillim, Teshuvah.’ 
Because through tehillim, we are 
zoiche to teshuvah, which is the 
aspect of the names of the Yidden 
who came to Mitzrayim… because 
the 49 gates of teshuvah are against 
the 49 letters in the names of the 
Yidden who came to Mitzrayim to be 
purified there.

And we see that in the days of 
teshuvah, Elul and the Aseres Yemei 
Teshuvah, all the Yidden are busy 
saying tehillim, because saying 
tehillim is a segulah to teshuvah. 
Therefore, it is a very great thing to 
always engage in saying tehillim, 
because tehillim is an extremely great 

The
Rebbe's Treasures
Elul
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awakening to Hashem, and fortunate 
is one who grasps hold of it.”

ליקוטי מוהר''ן תנינא מנוקד-תורה עג

“Merely reciting the sefarim of 
the Rebbe, Likutei Moharan, Sefer 
Hamiddos, Sippurei Maasios, and 
Sichos Haran, is very mesugal for the 
neshamah just like saying the sefarim 
of the Zohar and the tikkunim. And in 
the holy days of Elul, it is a mitzvah to 
say them from the beginning until the 
end, and it helps very, very much.”

כוכבי אור, דיבורים ממוהרנ"ת כו כז

Does my rambled recitation 
of ְלָדִוד ה' אֹוִרי ְוִיְׁשִעי make any 

difference?
“In the days of Elul when the Yidden 
have the custom to say tikkunim, 
tefillos and requests after davening, 
and linger longer in the shuls, he said 
that from the tune of the tikkunim, 
and the heart being weak and hurting 
from the delay in the shul, great, 
exalted things are achieved above.”

שיחות הר''ן-ִׂשיחֹות מֹוֵרנּו ָהַרב ַרִּבי ַנְחָמן-רצד

How can we get our children to 
have thoughts of repentance?

 ֶא'ת ְל'ָבְבָך ְו'ֶאת ְל'ַבב" ָראֵׁשי-ֵתבֹות "ֱאלּול

“The acronym of ‘Your heart and the 
hearts’ (of your children) is Elul.

The Rebbe walked with me (Reb 
Nosson) outside next to the Shul, and 
asked me if awe fell over me that day 

- Rosh Chodesh Elul. He told me that 
extremely great, awful fear befell him 
when he heard the shofar begin to 
sound that day… And afterwards he 
told me the above idea that the first 
letters of the words ‘Your heart and 
the hearts of your children’ spell Elul. 
And the idea is that when a person 
is zoiche to truly feel the pain of his 
sins in his heart, then the hearts of all 
those who emanated from him are 
obligated to feel their pain… when 
their father’s heart is awakened and 
he suffers the pain of his sins.

And then he said, “I felt this today. 
Because today a great trembling 
and fear took hold of me when I 
heard the sound of the shofar, and 
then afterwards my daughter Udel 
came to me and said, ‘Father, my 
flesh trembled and my heart filled 
with fear from the sound of the 
shofar that I heard now.’ And I saw 
this that through the father’s heart 
being awakened, the hearts of those 
who emanated from him are also 
awakened.”
חיי מוהר''ן מנוקד-ִׂשיחֹות ְוִסּפּוִרים ְוִעְנָיִנים ֶׁשָהָיה ֵאֶצל 

ָּכל ּתֹוָרה ּוַמֲעֶׂשה -אות לט

“There was a wealthy Lubavitch 
chassid named Wolfson who sent his 
son from his hometown in Leningrad 
to learn in a yeshivah in Kiev. After 
some time, he heard that his son had 
left the Torah path and had become 
a thief, rachmana litzlan. Filled with 
worry, the father traveled to Kiev to 
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Last article, we discussed how we 
want to guide the wise son towards 
true wisdom — toward fear of 
Hashem. To this end, we work on 
setting boundaries to his wisdom, 
letting him know that a sharp intellect 
and analytical powers are of limited 
value and not the main thing. When 
he will come to understand that faith 
is the main thing, his wisdom will be 
joined with humility, and by means of 
it, he can continue to grow in wisdom. 
But if his wisdom alone will continue 
to rule — there is great danger in this.

Reb Nosson explains:

That is the meaning of the answer 
given to the wise son’s question: “He 
asks, ‘What are the testimonies, the 
statutes, and the laws which Hashem, 
our God, has commanded you?’ You, 
in turn, shall instruct him in the laws 
of Pesach, [up to] ‘one is not to eat 
anything additional after the Pesach 
lamb-afikoman.’ ” [When the Beis 
Hamikdash stood, the Pesach lamb 

offering was eaten last; today matzah 
is eaten as the afikoman, to symbolize 
the offering.]  

This seems very surprising. What 
kind of answer is that to his question 
about all the testimonies, statutes, 
and laws? But the main answer that 
we give him is that he must know 
that it is forbidden to ask and delve 
beyond what is permissible. That is, 
if his questioning is meant as a way 
of coming to a comprehension of 
all the inner purposes of the Torah, 
this is a grave prohibition. For His 
thoughts are very deep. And it is 
written (Iyov 11:7-9): “Can you find 
out the deep things of Hashem? Can 
you attain unto the purpose of the 
Almighty? It is high as heaven; what 
can you accomplish? Deeper than the 
netherworld; what can you know? 
The measure thereof is longer than 
the earth, and broader than the sea.” 

And it’s written (Tehillim 119:96): “I 
have seen an end to every purpose; 
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but Your commandment is exceeding 
broad.” We are not permitted to 
probe except into that which is 
permissible. As it states (Devarim 
4:32): “For ask now of the days past, 
which were before you, since the 
day that Hashem created man upon 
the earth, and from the one end of 
heaven unto the other, whether there 
has been any such thing as this great 
thing is, or has been heard like it.” 
Our teachers expound this to mean: 
“You may ask from the one end of 
heaven unto the other, but you may 
not ask what is above it.” 

In other words, we aren’t permitted 
to ask and to probe beyond the great 
miracles and signs that Hashem 
did with us when He took us out 
of Mitzrayim, when He split the 
sea for us, and to this day. Through 
those wonders, we see Hashem’s 
faithfulness, His greatness, His 
power, and His tremendous kindness 
towards us, how He takes care of us 
and guides us at all times, down to 
the minutest detail of our existence, 
and how He desires our service. 
Therefore, it is fitting that we serve 
Him and wholeheartedly take upon 
ourselves the yoke of Heaven, to 
fulfill all the mitzvos of the Written 
and Oral Torah. But beyond that, we 
may not delve, since it’s impossible to 
understand His ways or the reasons 
for His mitzvos.

The wise son asks an intelligent 
question: “What are the testimonies, 
the statutes, and the laws which 

Hashem our God has commanded 
you?” In other words, he 
acknowledges that it is “Hashem our 
God” Who has commanded all of the 
Torah laws and statutes, and that it 
behooves us to fulfill them. But when 
he asks, “What are the testimonies, 
the statutes, and the laws … ” it 
means that he wants to be informed 
of all the underlying reasons of every 
detail of Torah, that it all be made 
comprehensible to him. 

Our answer to him implies that 
although it is a great mitzvah to 
tell over, to discuss, and to learn 
about yetzias Mitzrayim (and this 
is alluded to by the word for the 
festival: Peh sach, “a talking mouth”); 
nevertheless, “one is not to eat 
anything after the Pesach lamb-
afikoman” — beyond the peh sach, 
those things that it’s a mitzvah to 
discuss, there are matters that we 
are forbidden to discuss. We mustn’t 
attempt to understand His secrets 
and His mysteries that cannot be 
revealed in This World. 

This is alluded to by the stage of the 
Seder called “Tzafun” [Hidden], when 
we take out the afikoman from where 
it was hidden, and eat it as “dessert,” 
at the very end of the meal. After 
that, we must remain silent and not 
say, “Afiko man” (Aramaic. Literally, 
“Bring on the dessert”). We must 
not ask to have revealed to us the 
“man,” alluding to the manna, which 
was hidden and mysterious and, as it 
states in the Torah (Shemos 16:15): 
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“[The Yidden] asked, ‘What is it?’ 
Because they didn’t know what it 
was.” Because there are certain 
things that we must never query 
or probe at all” (Likutei Halachos, 
Pesach, 9:7-8). 

According to Reb Nosson, “Pesach” 
and “after Pesach” allude to two 
levels of awareness. Pesach, as the 
holy Ari writes, hints at the power 
of speech, as stated above (Peh sach 
= “a talking mouth”). This includes 
everything that is within the range 
of human ability to grasp and hence, 
discuss. “After Pesach,” refers to 
things beyond speech, concepts that 
are beyond our understanding, that 
we’re incapable of knowing, much 
less, discussing. 

Therefore, Chazal’s message to 
people with high intelligence, quick 
comprehension, and acute analytical 
powers is: “One is not to eat anything 
after the Pesach-lamb offering.” 
Know that there are things that can 
be understood and discussed, and 
that in those areas, it is certainly 
a great mitzvah to increase your 
knowledge and wisdom. But there 
are also things that are impossible 
to understand. The human mind is 
limited; therefore, it is incumbent on 
you to acknowledge your limitations 
before you use your analytical 
powers. There’s a world of “after 
Pesach”; there are matters about 
which all that is possible is to remain 
silent.”

On this, Rebbe Nachman says:

The truth is that regarding whatever 
Hashem has granted human intellect 
the ability to understand, it is a great 
mitzvah to sharpen one’s mind and 
understand things thoroughly — 
because there are difficult questions 
whose answers can be understood. 
But there are other questions 
whose answers are beyond the 
comprehension of the human mind, 
and only in the Future World will the 
answer be revealed. It is forbidden 
to delve into such matters. Those 
who, nevertheless, trust their own 
intelligence and do delve into such 
things, about them it is said, “None 
who go to her return” (Mishlei 2:19), 
for it is forbidden to rely on one’s 
intellect with such questions, only on 
faith” (Likutei Moharan 62:2).

We can’t understand everything. 
That’s why we teach the wise son 
humility; otherwise, he’s liable to 
err and fall into the next category 
presented by the Haggadah: the 
wicked son.

“The wicked one, what does he say? 
‘What is this service to you?!’ ”

Reb Nosson explains:

In his question, the wicked son is 
denying every fundamental belief 
of Yiddishkeit by omitting the 
words, “which Hashem our God 
commanded.” Also, he brackets 
the entire Torah into the category 
of “service” as if it were something 
arbitrary, without a set reason for 
every detail and every mitzvah.
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But his main heresy, according to 
Chazal, in the Haggadah, is: “He says 
‘to you’ —‘to you’ but not to him! 
By thus excluding himself from the 
community he has denied that which 
is most fundamental.” Chazal identify 
deep-rooted heresy in the wicked 
son’s statement.

The wicked person feels himself cut 
off, not belonging to the Yidden. He’s 
nothing but an observer; the Torah’s 
words don’t relate to him.

With this definition, Chazal are 
recommending taking the gravest 
possible view of all manifestations 
of disconnection, alienation. Such 
a manifestation is more serious 
than open heresy, worse even than 
speaking against Heaven.

The root of heresy is a feeling of not 
belonging, loss of closeness. This is 
why, as we’ve already learned, one of 
the most important things we must 
give a child or student is a feeling 
of belonging. That he feel, “This is 
mine, this relates to me, this speaks 
to me and is of interest to me. It’s not 
just a boring, sterile obligation or a 
commandment to be automatically 
and mindlessly fulfilled.” 

A display of disinterest should be 
seen as a red warning light, signaling 
a grave inner state, including a 
concealed disbelief in Hashem. It is 
far, far more serious than a localized 
lack of knowledge in a particular area 
or failure to perform a particular 
mitzvah.

The wicked son in the Haggadah 
already feels cut off, separate, alien, 
and disinterested. 

Is there any chance of rectification for 
him and those like him?

Chazal’s answer to the wicked son is 
also surprising. Instead of giving him 
words of encouragement, instead 
of trying to draw him close with 
gentle words and explaining to him 
how very much the Torah’s words 
do indeed relate to him and his life, 
they harshly push him away. “Blunt 
his teeth! Say to him: ‘It is because 
of this that Hashem did for me when 
I left Mitzrayim.’ ‘For me’ — but not 
for him! If he had been there, he 
wouldn’t have been redeemed!”

What they’re saying is, “You really 
don’t belong. You so much don’t 
belong that if you would have been 
in Mitzrayim, you wouldn’t have 
been redeemed. There’s really no 
difference between you and any non-
Jew!”

That’s, after all, what the wicked son 
also thinks. It doesn’t really make 
any difference to him. So why do we 
answer him in this manner?

We learn from Rebbe Nachman 
that with people who are especially 
distant, extremely disconnected from 
Torah, it’s specifically such a “shock 
treatment” that can shake them up, 
inspiring them to return.

Reb Nosson writes:

The Rebbe told me about someone 
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who would complain to him very 
much about his own evil and ugly 
deeds, which were many. This person 
actually wanted very much to draw 
close to Hashem and leave behind his 
wicked behavior, but each time, he 
was overcome by temptation, until 
many days and years had passed 
this way. Nevertheless, he would 
strengthen himself even more and 
try each time to return to Hashem. 
He would speak with great anguish, 
telling the Rebbe about his evil deeds, 
may the Merciful One protect us. The 
Rebbe, in his wisdom, answered him 
simply: “There’s nothing to discuss. 
You’re completely bad.”

The man was immediately aroused 
and he answered, “But even so, there 
are times when I do prevail over 
my temptations and draw closer to 
holiness!” The Rebbe said, “It’s so 
very little.” But then the Rebbe told 
him to accustom himself to “go with” 
(constantly practice and apply) the 
lessons of “Azamra.”  

The Rebbe told me all this and I 
understood his holy intention, that 
specifically in this way he was able to 
revitalize this man. Because the man 
had already fallen so low in his own 
esteem, to the point where it was 
impossible to help him, other than 
by telling him that he was completely 
bad. The moment he heard that, 
something was aroused within him 
and he began feeling the small 
amount of holiness from the good 
points that still remained within him. 

And then the Rebbe told him to “go 
with” the lessons of “Azamra,” where 
it states that even a completely wicked 
person must be judged favorably, for 
how is it possible that he possesses 
absolutely no good points? 

The same goes for the person himself. 
When a person sees that his deeds are 
evil, chas veshalom, he must reverse 
everything and look at himself from 
the other side — as if he were, chas 
veshalom, completely wicked. Within 
such utter evil, a person can certainly 
dig deep and find some good points 
with which to revive himself, as 
it states there explicitly (Likutei 
Halachos, Reishis HaGez, 4:6). Know 
this well so that you can revive 
yourself by this means always.

Possibly, this is the approach Chazal 
use in dealing with the wicked, cut-
off son. They, as it were, go along 
with him and don’t even attempt to 
disprove the severity of his situation 
— so that he himself will discover 
within him points that will draw him 
closer, so that he himself will protest 
their acceptance of his wickedness, 
and will then return and draw near 
anew. As Reb Nosson explains, there 
are people who, according to their 
deeds, don’t deserve to be drawn 
close to holiness, and the tzaddikim 
purposely distance them in such a 
way that if they will want to, they will 
be able to draw closer.

For in truth, they deserve to be 
distanced, but as soon as they feel 
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this, and understand that they 
are being rejected, they suddenly 
understand what’s at stake. Then 
they begin to take pity on themselves 
and take stock of where they are 
holding, realizing that they’ve sinned 
so much that they’re being rejected 
outright. This “rejection” is actually 
the epitome of being drawn closer, 
for according to the absolute truth, 
there is nothing that can stand in the 
way of teshuvah (Ibid, 4:6). 

Needless to say, this is no simple 
method and it must be implemented 
with great wisdom. For after all, 
our goal is to draw near the wicked 
son, too. Even when we use harsh 
language, we don’t really think this 
way about the child; we’re employing 
a sophisticated technique to rouse 
him to repentance. 

Another possibility is that the wicked 
son’s question, when we can discover 
the pain that underlies it, doesn’t 
indicate disconnection as much as 
distress. Such a child does feel he 
belongs; it’s only that he has chosen 
an extremely biting way of expressing 
his anguish. 

One who is truly disconnected asks 
his question coolly, showing no sign 
of pain, distress, or that he cares in 
any way. He truly is a bystander. Only 
toward such a person are we meant 
to implement the surprising method 
taught by Chazal— “rejecting” in 
order to draw close.

*    *   *

“The simple son, what does he say? 
‘What is this?’”

The simple son asks plainly and 
simply. He wants to know. The 
answer must be, accordingly, simple 
and to the point: “We were slaves to 
Pharaoh in Mitzrayim. And Hashem 
took us out of there, with a strong 
arm. … ” 

It’s important to stress that all 
the above relates to one-on-one 
interactions, not when standing in 
front of several children or an entire 
classroom. The answer given to the 
wise son is apt to confuse the simple 
son. The answer given to the simple 
son is apt to bore the wise son; and 
the answer given to the wicked son 
is certainly meant for no one else but 
him.

Therefore, whenever a question 
arises within a larger forum, the 
questioner must be praised for his 
question, but it could well be that 
some answers must be given only in 
private.

This article was reprinted with 
permission from the book ‘Dust 

to Gold’. 

Rabbi E.M. Doron can be 
contacted at:

Or Pnimi Breslov 

tel: 086640064    

orpnimi.breslev@gmail.com
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The Light of Our Lives:

Reb Nachman 
of Breslov

Chapter Ten

The childhood years passed quickly 
and the special day of the Rebbe’s bar 
mitzvah arrived. On that auspicious 
day, the Rebbe’s holy uncle Reb 
Efraim of Sidilkov called him close 
and aroused his heart with words 
of mussar. “On the day of the bar 
mitzvah, one gets filled with new 
vigor, becoming like a newborn. As it 
says in tehillim, "ֲאִני ַהּיֹום ְיִלְדִּתיָך".

The Rebbe greatly appreciated and 
valued these precious words of 
awakening, and held them dear as 
diamonds.

The Rebbe was now thirteen years 
old, a full adult. That was the year 
he entered into marriage with 
his wife Soshia, daughter of the 
esteemed and wealthy Reb Efraim 
who stemmed originally from Zaslov 
and later settled in Osyatin. Reb 
Efraim was of distinguished lineage 
and well known throughout the 
famous tzaddikim whom he would 
often host. He was well liked by 
people and very righteous, and his 

wife too was a pious woman. They 
were constantly involved in charity 
and chessed, opening their home to 
anyone who needed. Many tzaddikim 
from around the area and beyond 
used to stay by them and Reb Efraim 
would spend much time with them. 
Wandering Yidden and strangers also 
always found in their home a warm 
meal for their empty stomachs and a 
bed for their tired bodies.

Up until his chasunah, the Rebbe lived 
in his birth town of Medzibuzh. His 
chuppah took place in Medvedevka, 
a neighboring town to Osyatin. Many 
distinguished, respected guests 
gathered for the major wedding, 
which was no small matter: The 
grandchild of the holy Baal Shem Tov 
was getting married to the tzaddeikes 
Soshia, of illustrious ancestry.

A chuppah was spread under the sky. 
Words of Torah whispered through 
the air, as the holy disciples of the Baal 
Shem Tov recalled his teachings… and 
the heilige Rebbe prepared himself. 
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The day of the chuppah is a special, 
auspicious time - fortunate is the one 
who knows how to properly use it 
to its benefit. Not for naught is it a 
time of cleansing and being absolved 
of aveiros. The Rebbe was sunk in 
thought, accepting upon himself 
anew to strengthen himself in avodas 
Hashem.

Many young men from the 
neighboring towns and villages 
around the area also gathered for 
the chasunah. The Rebbe struck up 
a conversation with them, gauging 
where they were up to in this world, 
and whether he’d have whom to 
make acquaintance with. But they 
didn’t find favor in his eyes; the 
Rebbe didn’t find them satisfactory. 
One unassuming young man stood to 
the side, seemingly different than the 
others. His demeanor was modest, 
and a pure light shone from his eyes. 
The Rebbe approached him and 
started chatting with him as he had 
with the others, about worldly topics. 
The young man, by the name of 
Shimon, didn’t respond, being totally 
uninterested in his words. 

“Are you not a person?” asked the 
Rebbe. Why wasn’t he responding? 
Every normal person would get 
engrossed in the interesting 
conversation, but this Shimon 
was utterly ignoring him. In all 
seriousness, he answered the 
Rebbe, “I’m a simple Yid, and I’m not 
interested in the narishkeit of this 
world. I want simplicity, I want yiras 

Hashem, I want shleimus!”

These words were like a balm to a 
sore heart. This was exactly what 
the Rebbe was looking for! “It seems 
like there will be a strong connection 
between us two. It is fitting that we 
should make acquaintance!” the 
Rebbe exclaimed, and immediately 
related the disappointment he had 
derived from the local young men, 
who were unfortunately very distant 
from Hashem, and had therefore 
stumbled into sin. This pure Reb 
Shimon was the only one whom he 
could have a relationship with.

The earnest pair walked together 
away from that spot, strolling deep 
into the lush fields. The Rebbe spoke 
passionately, and an eager Reb 
Shimon swallowed every fervent 
word that left the Rebbe’s mouth. 
“What’s the point of this world? 
The person was only created in 
order to battle his desires, break his 
earthliness, and serve Hashem.”

“Today is the day of my chuppah,” 
said the Rebbe in a trembling voice. 
“Today, all my aveiros are forgiven. 
What a great day this is! One needs 
to know how to utilize it properly. 
Fortunate is the person who merits 
thinking proper thoughts on this 
day, and focuses on the ultimate 
purpose in these precious minutes.” 
Holy words and lofty concepts about 
serving Hashem poured forth, and 
Reb Shimon absorbed it all deep into 
his very being.
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After this valuable talk, where Reb 
Shimon caught a glimpse of the 
Rebbe’s greatness, he declared 
reverently, “I see that you’ll yet be a 
famous tzaddik. Please let me have 
the merit of being your attendant!”

And indeed, Reb Shimon was zoiche 
to be the Rebbe’s first talmid and 
attendant, loyally and devotedly 
assisting him throughout his lifetime. 
He even begged the Rebbe for a 
promise that he would be able to 
assist him in Olam Haba too. But the 
Rebbe wouldn’t give it.

Reb Shimon didn’t renounce his 
hopes, and kept asking again and 
again, at every opportunity he could 
find, that he should merit being the 
Rebbe’s attendant in the Next World. 
On one occasion, he reminded 
the Rebbe about the time he had 
sacrificed his very life for his sake, 
during one of their travels. The horses 
had been trotting along, carrying 
the wagon smoothly behind them 
on the smooth path. But between 
Medvedevka and Osyatin, when the 
path starting going very downhill, 
one of the wagon’s wheels suddenly 
broke off. The pot-hilled, rock-
strewn, treacherous path became 
a real hazard; at any given second, 
the wagon was bound to overturn 
together with all its passengers. Their 
very lives were in danger!

Always ready to go through fire 
and water for the Rebbe’s sake, the 
loyal Reb Shimon didn’t even stop 
to think. Without any hesitation, he 

jumped out of the fast-moving wagon 
and supported the wagon with his 
shoulder, replacing the broken wheel 
with his own body. In this way, the 
wagon continued driving smoothly, 
and Reb Shimon merited saving the 
holy Rebbe’s life.

With this instance of mesirus nefesh, 
he hoped that the Rebbe would 
accede to his plea that Reb Shimon 
would be able to serve him in Olam 
Haba. But even after he reminded 
the Rebbe about this incidence, the 
Rebbe responded, “You surely did 
good, but…” hinting that this in itself 
was not sufficient for such a promise. 
Hearing this, Reb Shimon remained 
silent and backed down. But later 
on, he couldn’t hold himself back 
and again requested that the Rebbe 
promise him this position in the Next 
World. This time, to his great delight, 
the Rebbe agreed. Reb Shimon 
couldn’t believe his good fortune! 

“My mother came to me in a 
dream,” revealed the Rebbe to Reb 
Shimon. Feiga, the Rebbe’s mother, 
had argued on Reb Shimon’s behalf 
that the Rebbe should give him this 
guarantee, and the Rebbe accepted 
her words and promised Reb Shimon 
that he would be zoiche to attend 
him in this world and in the next. 
(This was one great promise which 
even Reb Nosson envied!)

Indeed, just like the Rebbe told Reb 
Shimon on the day of his chuppah 
when they first met, “It seems like 
there will be a strong connection 
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between us two...” In those years 
after the Rebbe’s chasunah, they 
would leave together for the forests 
and fields, spending their time in 
hisbodedus and tefillah. The Rebbe 
planted into Reb Shimon the idea 
of talking to Hashem in one’s own 
words, and Reb Shimon grabbed onto 
the concept with both hands.

Years later when the Rebbe was 
already a famous tzaddik, he once 
journeyed together with his devoted 
attendant Reb Shimon through the 
village of Osyatin, where he had 
lived after his chasunah and toiled in 
avodas Hashem. When they passed 
through those fields where they used 
to engage in hisbodedus, the Rebbe 
called out amidst much yearning, “It 
was so good for me here. What do I 
need all this fame for? These grasses 
here were such a good place! In every 
single step, I felt the taste of Gan 
Eden!”

He also once related that whenever 
he returned from his hisbodedus in 
the forests or fields in those young 
years, the whole world seemed 
completely new in his eyes. He felt 
as if it was a totally different world; 
he looked at it with a different, fresh 
viewpoint.

Reb Shimon received from him this 
concept of tefillah and hisbodedus, 
making it a fixture in his own life. 
He spent all his years davening to 
Hashem, attaining extremely high 
levels and purifying himself from 
all physicality, until the Rebbe 

himself attested that Reb Shimon 
had defeated all his bad middos. 
He remarked that Reb Shimon’s 
very essence was alluded to in his 
name, for the word שמעון spells מש 
 removed from sin. Indeed, that - עון
described Reb Shimon. Although he 
engaged in business on the side, he 
never let it prevent him from serving 
Hashem. The forests beckoned 
him… and he would run into their 
welcoming arms to talk to Hashem 
alone, away from the mundaneness 
of this world.  Rain or shine, sleet or 
snow, day or night, he would enter 
the fields to pour his heart out to 
Hashem. To this end, he always 
established his home on the edge of 
the town, so as to easily be able to 
escape to the forests and fields to talk 
to Hashem. The words in his heart 
were just waiting to be expressed! 

There, among the thick trees, he could 
pour out all his thoughts, desires, 
yearnings, longings, and hopes. He 
gave no thought to the various other 
creatures who made their homes 
between the trees, he was there to 
serve Hashem! Nothing scared him, 
his only fear was of Hashem!

Once while immersed in his 
hisbodedus between the trees, 
talking to Hashem and begging Him 
to bring him close, he opened his 
eyes for a second and came face to 
face with an enormous bear with its 
mouth wide open, ready to swallow 
him alive. Reb Shimon was far from 
afraid. He kept his cool, contemplating 
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how to rid himself of this danger. The 
hungry bear was licking his lips at 
this great catch, preparing himself 
to devour his prize. With a sigh to 
Hashem to protect him and save 
him, Reb Shimon took action. With 
one fluid movement, he ripped off 
his thick fur coat and wrapped it 
around the length of his arm. He 
then took hold of the knife which he 
always kept concealed on his body, 
grasping it with his cushioned hand. 
As the bear sprang onto him with 
its open mouth showing all its sharp 
teeth, Reb Shimon calmly stepped 
aside and stuck out his closed hand 
with the knife inside. Gleefully, the 
bear sunk its teeth into the proffered 
hand. Quick as a wink, Reb Shimon 
stuffed the knife deep down the 
bear’s throat, and the massive furry 
being dropped dead. Filled with relief 
and gratitude to Hashem for saving 
him from certain death at the hands 
of the bear, Reb Shimon sang songs 
of praise, thanking Him for sending 
him the idea to use for self-defense. 
His composure and guts had all come 
about as a result of his constant 
tefillos and hisbodedus.

This attitude spilled over to the rest of 
his household too, infusing his home 
with a holy atmosphere of turning 
to Hashem with utter simplicity in 
every single situation. Reb Shimon’s 
young child once fell drastically ill. 
The innocent little boy was literally 
hovering between life and death, and 
his anxious father ran to the Rebbe, 
begging him to arouse mercy that the 

poor boy should recover. With tears 
coursing down his cheeks, he pleaded 
for mercy for the child, beseeching 
the Rebbe to intercede on his behalf. 
But the Rebbe remained quiet. 
Reb Shimon cried and implored, 
pouring out his paternal pain, but 
the ominous silence in return spoke 
louder than words.

But the child’s mother refused to 
give up on her son. She still had 
her weapon in her arsenal. Sitting 
devotedly over the groaning child’s 
sickbed, wiping his brow and stroking 
his pale, sunken cheeks, she watched 
his condition worsen and her heart 
flooded with pain. All through the 
night, she drenched his pillow with 
her hot tears, pleading with Hashem, 
“Please, Father, see my pain, see my 
son’s pain! Have mercy on him and 
heal him!  Let him live! Put an end 
to his terrible suffering and agony! 
Send him a complete cure!” Without 
even stopping for air, she entreated 
Hashem that He should heal her 
son, crying, davening, begging, and 
imploring. The words came from 
deep inside her mother’s heart, 
straight up to Hashem.

In the morning, the helpless Reb 
Shimon made another attempt at 
getting the Rebbe to intervene for 
his child. As soon as the Rebbe saw 
him coming, he came out to greet 
him, exclaiming, “ֶרעִכיֶנען ִמיר  ָזאל   ֶעס 
ָחׁשּוב ֲאזֹוי  ֶזעֶנען  ְּתִפּלֹות  ַווְייֶּבעְרֶׁשע   ַאז 
אֹוְיֶּבעְרְׁשְטן  Look how precious !ַּביים 
women’s tefillos are to Hashem! See 
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how great is the power of a simple 
tefillah!” The child’s decree had 
already been sealed, but because 
of the mother’s simple plea from 
her broken heart, his gzar din was 
canceled. Her sincere words tore 
through all the seven heavens and 
achieved a cure for her son. “And not 
just that, but the child will even merit 
a long life too.” And indeed, Reb 
Shimon’s son lived to a ripe old age, 
passing away at close to a hundred! 
And it was all in the merit of his 
mother’s prayers.

The considerable amount of time 
Reb Shimon spent in hisbodedus 
didn’t prevent him from amassing a 
valuable wealth of Torah knowledge. 
He devoted himself to learning 
and developed into a great talmid 
chacham, well-versed in Shas. He 
even penned many wonderful, 
original chiddushim, but due to 
his extreme modesty, he kept it all 
hidden. Shying from the limelight and 
not wanting any honor for his Torah 
knowledge, Reb Shimon played the 
part of a regular person, far from 
being a Talmid Chacham.

Once while travelling together with 
Reb Nosson, the latter noticed Reb 
Shimon’s writings. Glancing through 
them, Reb Nosson was astounded 
by the depths of the beautiful 
chiddushim. “Such chiddushim need 
to be printed and publicized!” he 
declared, and kept the papers with 
him so as to indeed spread them. 
Reb Shimon held his silence, biding 

his time. When they arrived at their 
lodgings, he waited until Reb Nosson 
was occupied with something. Seeing 
that Reb Nosson was busy, Reb 
Shimon seized the opportunity to 
grab his papers and toss them into 
the oven. Nothing remained of the 
precious sheaf of papers save for a 
pile of black ash. He went to such 
great lengths just for the sake of his 
humility.

The modest Reb Shimon dealt in 
investments, handling the Rebbe’s 
money too. He once invested the 
Rebbe’s money badly, and the 
Rebbe, whose deep intentions are 
incomprehensible to us, became 
displeased and remarked, “It is fitting 
that he should be exiled!”

The Rebbe’s utterance was fulfilled. 
Reb Shimon continued making 
investments and they all went sour, 
digging him deeper into his hole. He 
was forced to travel from place to 
place, until he landed deep within 
north-east Russia, close to Siberia. 
Not a single Yid could be found for 
miles on end. In that utterly forsaken 
place, far away from everything and 
everyone, Reb Shimon spent three 
torturous years.

During that time, the Satan came 
to test him, in the guise of a pretty 
woman. Seducing him with all kinds 
of ways, she did everything in her 
ability to get the holy Reb Shimon 
to transgress. He was alone amongst 
dirty goyim, and very vulnerable. 
Realizing that he would need to do 
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something drastic to get her off his 
back, he ripped his lip right in front of 
her eyes. Seeing the bright red blood 
gushing forth, she became frightened 
and fled.

At the exact moment of the 
temptation, the Rebbe commented 
to his close chassidim, “We need to 
have mercy on Reb Shimon already. 
He can come back by now.” 

And again, Reb Shimon started 
wandering from place to place, 
until he arrived back home. He later 
related that he himself didn’t know 
how it had come about that he had 
wandered there, and how he had 
returned home. But what’s certain is 
that he had passed his test with flying 
colors, and overcome the nisayon 
with literal mesirus nefesh.

In his later years, Reb Shimon moved 
to Eretz Yisrael and settled in Tzfas. As 
always, he set up his living quarters 
on the outskirts of the city, near the 
mountains and fields, to be able 
to easily engage in hisbodedus at 
all times. Tzfas was then a center 
of Yiddishkeit, with many great 
tzaddikim living there, making it a 
prime location. But materially, the 
conditions were very hard. Besides 
for the extreme poverty which 
reigned, the Arabs and the Druze 
from the surrounding areas used 
to quench their thirst for blood by 
attacking the innocent Yidden. They 
would steal, hit and even kill the 
Yiddishe residents. Reb Shimon came 
across the murderous youths several 

times on his hisbodedus expeditions 
in the mountains, but Hashem always 
helped him and he overcame them. 
With hischadshus despite his old age, 
he persisted with his devotions, never 
forsaking his precious hisbodedus 
along the mountains of Tzfas. 

At one time during the rampage of 
pogroms, a group of murderers came 
across Reb Shimon in the fields. They 
laid their bloodthirsty hands on him, 
beating and pummeling him with 
their sticks and hands, and then 
left him lying there wounded and 
maimed, completely helpless. The 
holy Reb Shimon continued with his 
avodos, disregarding all his injuries, 
but after two weeks of intense pain, 
his holy soul rose up to heaven. His 
pure body was buried in the old 
cemetery in Tzfas, next to the tzion of 
the holy Arizal.

This holy Reb Shimon recognized the 
Rebbe’s greatness still in his youth, 
and nullified himself completely 
and utterly to him when the Rebbe 
was only thirteen years old, on 
the day of the Rebbe’s chuppah. 
He once remarked to one of the 
great chassidim, “I am an expert in 
tzaddikim – the proof is that I left all 
the Rebbes and attached myself to a 
boy before his chasunah. And I tell 
you that today, he is the leader of the 
generation.”
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The Merchant 
and the Pauper
Sippurei Maasios Story 10

Once there was a merchant. He was 
extremely rich and had abundant 
merchandise and other property. 
His documents and letters reached 
all over the world, and he had 
everything good. Below him lived 
a pauper. He was extremely poor, 
and his circumstances were entirely 
opposite to that of the merchant. 
Both of them lacked children; the 
merchant had no children, and the 
pauper had no children either. 

One time, the merchant dreamed 
that people came and packed all 
his belongings into cartons. He 
asked them, “What are you doing?” 
They answered that they wanted to 
take it all to the pauper. It enraged 
him that they wanted to take his 
whole wealth to the pauper, but he 
couldn’t lose his temper, because 
they were many people. They made 
packages of everything he had – all 
his merchandise, wealth and good 
– and took it all to the pauper. They 
left nothing in his house save for the 
empty walls. It enraged him greatly. 
Meanwhile, he woke up and realized 
it was a dream. Although he saw that 
it had only been a dream, and baruch 

Hashem all his belongings were still 
with him, even so, his heart pounded. 
The dream aggravated him sorely, 
and he could not free his mind from 
it.

Even before this, the merchant had 
been accustomed to pay attention to 
the pauper and his wife, and to give 
to them. But now after the dream, 
he gave even more attention than 
before. But each time they entered 
his home, his expression would 
change, and he would be shaken 
up at their sight, because he would 
remember his dream. And they – the 
pauper and his wife – used to go in to 
him often, and they would often be 
by him. 

One time, the pauper’s wife entered, 
so he gave her what he gave her, and 
his face contorted and he became 
very distraught. She asked him, 
“Please forgive me for asking, but tell 
me, why is it that each time I come to 
your house, your expression changes 
so markedly?” He answered her, 
explaining the entire story, that he 
had had the dream described above, 
and from that day his heart had been 
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seized by fear. She answered him, 
“Didn’t you dream this dream on such 
and such a night (she specified the 
date)?” He answered her, “Yes, and 
what of it?” She told him, “On that 
same night, I also dreamed that I was 
very rich. People came to my house 
and made packages of everything. So 
I asked them, “Where do you want 
to take it?” They answered, “To that 
pauper (that is, to the merchant, who 
they were now calling poor). So there, 
why should you ascribe so much 
significance to your dream, when I 
also had a dream?” Upon hearing 
her dream, the merchant became 
even more shaken and disturbed. It 
seemed from the dreams that all his 
wealth would be given to the poor 
couple, and all their poverty would 
be given to him. He was very, very 
distraught.

One day, the merchant’s wife went 
travelling in her carriage on a trip. 
She took some friends along with her, 
among them the wife of the pauper, 
and they went on a trip. Meanwhile, 
a general passed by with his troops. 
They pulled to the side to let him pass. 
As the troops passed, the general saw 
that it was women travelling, so he 
commanded his men to take one of 
them. They went and took the wife 
of the pauper, threw her into the 
general’s carriage, and travelled on 
with her. Saving her was now surely 
impossible, for he had travelled on. 
Aside from that, he was a military 
man, a general, with troops.

The general took her and travelled 

with her into his country. She had 
yiras shamayim and would not 
submit to him at all, and she cried 
excessively. They wooed her and 
tempted her, but she had a firm yiras 
shamayim. Meanwhile, the other 
women returned from their trip, and 
the pauper’s wife was not with them. 
The pauper cried bitterly, knocking his 
head against the wall and constantly 
mourning over his wife.

One time, the merchant passed by 
the apartment of the pauper, and 
heard him weeping bitterly and 
banging his head against the wall. 
The merchant went in to him and 
asked him, “Why are you crying so 
intensely?” He answered, “Why 
should I not cry? What is left for 
me? There are those whose wealth 
or children remain for them. I have 
nothing, and now my wife has been 
taken from me too. What am I left 
with?” The merchant’s heart was 
very moved, and his mercy welled up 
for the pauper, seeing the bitterness 
and mourning he was enduring. So 
he went and did something wild – 
and it was truly crazy – he went and 
asked in which city the general lived. 
He travelled there and did something 
very reckless: He went to the house 
of the general. There were troops 
stationed there. Then, in his state of 
upheaval and unrest, he went forward 
recklessly, paying no attention to the 
soldiers. They were also shocked and 
dumbfounded, suddenly seeing a 
man before them in such tumult, so 
they also fell into upheaval. “How 
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did he come to be here?” In their 
disarray, they let him pass through. 
He went past all of them, until he 
entered the general’s house and 
came to the place where she was 
sleeping. He woke her and said to her, 
“Come.” When she saw him, she was 
stunned. He said to her, “Come with 
me immediately.” She went with him 
and then too, they passed by all the 
guards unobstructed, until they got 
away.

Then the merchant first looked 
around and realized what he had done 
here, what wildness, and understood 
that very soon it would cause a great 
commotion by the general. Indeed, 
there was immediately a great uproar 
at the general’s house. The merchant 
went and hid with the pauper’s wife 
in a pit filled with rainwater, until 
the commotion would die down. He 
stayed there two days with her. She 
took note of all his self-sacrifice for 
her and the suffering he underwent 
on her behalf. She swore to Hashem 
that all the good fortune she had 
– maybe she had some fortune for 
greatness or success – none of it 
should be withheld from him. And if 
he would want to take all the fortune 
and greatness for himself, leaving her 
as she was before, it shouldn’t be 
prevented from him. But who would 
serve as witness? So she took the pit 
as a witness.

After two days, he left that place with 
her and went onward. He went with 
her further and further, and realized 
that also there where they were, 

they were looking for her. So he went 
and again hid together with her in a 
mikvah. There she again thought of 
the great self-sacrifice and suffering 
he was enduring for her, and again she 
swore as before, that all her fortune… 
and she took the mikvah as a witness. 
There too, they stayed about two 
days, and then left and continued 
on. Again, he understood that they 
were searching there too, and he hid 
with her again, and so it happened 
several times, and each time he hid 
himself with her in separate places, 
specifically seven watery locations. 
They were as follows: the pit with 
water, the mikvah, a lake, a spring, a 
brook, a river and seas. In every place 
which they hid in, she remembered 
his self-sacrifice and his suffering on 
her behalf, and she kept swearing 
that her fortune…, and she always 
took the place as witness. And so 
they continued on and hid in these 
places, until they came to the sea. 
When they came to the sea, being 
that the merchant was a trader and 
was familiar with the sea routes, he 
navigated the route back to his own 
country, until he arrived home with 
the pauper’s wife. He returned her 
to her husband, and there was great 
rejoicing there.

The merchant, because of having 
done such a thing, and overcoming 
the nisayon with her to boot, he 
was remembered and he had a son 
that year. And the pauper’s wife too, 
in the merit of overcoming such a 
nisayon with both the general and the 
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merchant, she merited a daughter. 
She was incredibly beautiful, beauty 
that was beyond the realm of human 
appearance, for such beauty was not 
to be found among people. The world 
used to say, 

“She should just survive to maturity 
(for a novelty remarkable as this has 
difficulty surviving).” Her beauty and 
glory were very, very awesome, the 
likes of which could not be found in 
all the world. Many people would 
come to see her, and were stunned 
by her great and exalted beauty, 
and would give her many gifts out 
of affection. They kept giving gifts, 
until the pauper became rich. The 
merchant came upon the idea of 
making a match with the pauper, 
because she was so beautiful, which 
was such a novelty. He thought to 
himself that perhaps this was the 
intent of the dream, that they took 
from the pauper to him and from him 
to the pauper. Maybe it was implying 
that their children would marry and 
through this they would be merged 
together.

One time, the pauper’s wife came in 
to the merchant, and he told her this 
idea, that he wanted their children 
to marry, and maybe through this 
the dream would be realized. She 
answered, “I also had thought of this, 
but I did not have the guts to speak of 
it to you, that I should make a match 
with you. However, if you are willing, 
I am surely ready, and I will certainly 
not withhold it, for I already swore 
that all the good fortune and success 

I should have would not be withheld 
from you.”

The son and the daughter both 
learned together in one school, 
learning languages and other 
traditional disciplines. Many would 
come to see the daughter due to 
her novelty and kept giving presents 
until the pauper became wealthy. 
Noblemen came to see her and were 
very impressed. Her beauty was a 
great novelty among them, for it 
was not mortal beauty at all. Due 
to the awesomeness of her beauty, 
the noblemen came upon the idea 
to arrange a match with the pauper. 
Any noble who had a son desired to 
arranged a match between them. 
However, it was not befitting for 
the noblemen to marry into the 
family of the pauper, so they were 
obliged to see to it that his status 
would rise. They arranged for him 
to serve the emperor. At first, he 
became a sergeant, and from there 
he rose higher and higher, for they 
saw to raise his status quickly. He 
rose increasingly, until he became a 
general, and the nobles wanted their 
families to become wedded to his. 
However, many were vying for this, 
since a good number of noblemen 
had this idea and worked to keep 
raising him. Besides, he couldn’t 
arrange a match with anyone due 
to the merchant, for the news had 
already spread that he would make a 
match with him. 

The pauper who had become a 
general had more and more success. 
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The emperor would send 
him into war, and he was 
very successful every time. 
The emperor raised him to 
an increasingly higher status, 
and he continued to be 
very successful. Eventually 
the emperor passed away, 
and all the people of the 
country concurred that he 
should become emperor. All 
the ministers convened and 
agreed that he be appointed 
emperor. He became the 
emperor, waged wars, and 
was very successful. He 
conquered countries, and 
he would wage wars with 
success. He kept conquering 
countries, until the remaining 
countries gave themselves 
up to him willingly. They saw 
his formidable success – that 
all the beauty and fortune 
of the world was with him. 
Thus, all the kings convened 
and agreed that he should 
be made emperor over the 
whole world, and they gave 
him a letter written with gold 
letters.

to be continued...

meet his wayward son, but when 
his son heard that his father 
had come for him, he went 
into hiding. Wolfson wandered 
around the city at a complete 
loss. Suddenly, he bumped into 
Reb Hirsch Leib Lippel, and he 
poured out all his bitterness onto 
his warm shoulders. Reb Hirsch 
Leib told him, “You should know 
that all losses are found by the 
tzaddik, as is explained in Likutei 
Moharan 188. So take my advice 
and travel with me to Uman, and 
daven there by the Rebbe’s tzion 
for your son.”

He listened to him and they 
traveled together to Uman, 
arriving on Rosh Chodesh Elul. 
The broken-hearted father 
sobbed and wept by the Rebbe’s 
tzion, until he promised that if 
he’ll find his son, he’ll return 
together with him to Uman for 
Rosh Hashanah to daven along 
with the kibbutz. When he 
returned to Kiev to renew his 
search, his son ran out to greet 
him, filled with love and crying, 
“Tatty, where were you? I missed 
you so much!” And the father 
indeed fulfilled his promise 
and returned to Uman for Rosh 
Hashanah. Since then, they both 
came close to Breslov, and this 
story was an open miracle.” 

שיש"ק ד-שנז

Continued from page 20

38



Women's
Views

Breslov Monthly Rays - Elul

"Hamelech" and its stirring melodic 
accompaniment and simultaneous 
outburst of clapping says it all and 
brings tears to my eyes as I write right 
now. "The coronation is in Uman," but 
we can be there with our thoughts; 
as the Baal Shem Tov Hakadosh was 
wont to say, "Wherever the thoughts 
are, there the entire person is." 
We are part of the Rebbe's Rosh 
Hashanah, about which he said, 
"There's nothing higher than that." 
This is cause for celebration in the 
aspect of "rejoice in trembling." We 
are so lucky to have the Rebbe z"l all 
year round and especially on Rosh 
Hashanah on which the coming year 
depends.

Sara Y Landesman, Yerushalayim

The Rebbe’s Rosh Hashanah is the 
Rebbe itself, as he says, “My whole 
thing is Rosh Hashanah!” If you 
believe in the Rebbe, you believe 

in the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashanah. For 
me personally, I feel it’s the biggest, 
safest investment I can do for myself 
and my family. Just by letting and 
encouraging (and this year being 
mispalel for) my husband to travel to 
Uman, I gain so much in every aspect 
of my life for the entire year.

Ch. Mendlowitz, Beis Shemesh 

The aspect I connect most with is the 
happiness. Hashem is MY King, and 
my husband is by the Rebbe, so I’m 
simply overwhelmed with happiness, 
feeling in such safe Hands.

Miriam Frank, Beis Shemesh

It's hard for me to connect with the 
Rebbe's Rosh Hashanah because 
I don't go. I just get the zechus of 
sending my husband. But the look 
of satisfaction and happiness that he 
comes home with, and the knowledge 

Which aspect of the Rebbe's Rosh Hashanah 
do you connect with most?
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that it brings us huge spiritual (and I 
guess also material?) benefit makes 
all the difficulties of him not being 
home worth it!

N.S., Yerushalayim

Sometimes we lack chiyus or perhaps 
we're even a bit depressed, and we 
might think we just need to have this 
small correction, or speak it over with 
this person or just let the numbness 
and stagnation pass and then we'll 
get over it and we'll be happy. But 
time passes by and we don't feel 
any better, we're still stuck in our 
negative place. We might think, 
why? Maybe we just need to try a 
bit harder? Maybe something else 
would work? How could we get out 
of this? However, in reality it's not so 
simple. If we feel a lack of chiyus (not 
just katnas), we are disconnected, 
there is a fragmentation from Above. 
And there might even be some sort of 
dinim or mekatrigim that won't allow 
us to get out of our depression and 
continue a life full of chiyus d’kedisha 
and vitality. So it's not a simple quick 
fix, we need someone so great that 

could defend us and help us out 
of these mekatrigim. We need the 
"hiskashrus tzim rebben" and follow 
any of his eitzos, and then lo and 
behold, with the help of the tzaddik 
bezras Hashem we can get out of it.

Now this is said on a daily basis, 
but sometimes we messed up 
so much and it's not so simple, 
even for the Rebbe, to get us our 
tikkun, our correction, our quick fix. 
Nonetheless, the Rebbe says that on 
Rosh Hashanah he can fix and make 
tikkunim for our transgressions, even 
for the ones that during the year 
might be impossible. So, if we let 
our husbands go to Uman for Rosh 
Hashanah to the Rebbe, the Rebbe 
can fix everything.  In fact, he can 
even do teshuva for us, and touch-up 
the year with all the corrections so 
that we come with a beautiful year 
behind us and give us a brand-new 
sweet slate of a year full of chiyus 
d’kedisha, simcha, nachas, vibrant 
health and all our hearts' desires. 
Ashreinu!!!

Esty S., Yerushalayim

Can you share any special sacrifices you made for 
Uman Rosh Hashanah?

In the 33 years of Rosh Hashanas in 
Uman for my husband and in Eretz 
Yisroel for myself, I can only think of 

the gifts we received and never had 
to sacrifice for it b"H. (Maybe the 
fact that I enjoy doing things my way 

40



Breslov Monthly Rays - Elul

and am able to be the initiator and 
express my creativity that is normally 
the role of the husband helps.) 

I am using this opportunity to wish 
all my fellow Breslover sisters a shana 
tova um'sukah and to express my 
appreciation to all contributors of 
Rays for such uplifting, powerful, and 
insightful Torah reading! And to Faigy 
a huge Yasher Koach for making the 
Rebbe's teachings and light available 
to us!

Kesiva v'Chasima Tova,

Sara Y Landesman, Yerushalayim

My story is a little long, but may 
interest you – after all it's the Rebbe... 
it's Rosh Hashanah...

The first year that my husband went 
to Uman for Rosh Hashanah, we were 
not yet Breslovers at all. My husband 
was trying to convince me that he 
was only traveling because his friend 
was; he promised me that he was not 
a Breslover!

At that time we were really searching 
for some truth... and that good friend 
of my husband was discussing the 
avoda of bittul with him, meaning 
that when you come to the tzaddik, 
you don't come with a list of what 
you want the tzaddik to do for you, 
rather you come to listen to what the 
Rebbe wants from you! 

So that is exactly what my husband 
did. When he arrived to the tzion, 
he just sat there and waited to hear 

what the Rebbe was 'telling' him...

He sat there for about 10 minutes, 
and this friendly Israeli guy comes 
over to him and says, "Hi, where do 
you live?" My husband answered, 
"In New York." The other replied 
directly, "How can you not live in 
Eretz Yisroel???”

My husband thought to himself, “I 
just hope that not that is what the 
Rebbe wants from me...!!”

My husband started worrying how he 
was even going to repeat this to me. 
He tried telling the Rebbe, anything 
but this.

As he got up to leave the tzion, right 
by the door someone else stopped 
him and spoke to him very shortly 
but strongly about living in the Holy 
Land... my husband was completely 
confused...

In the meantime, I was sitting at 
home with my 5 little kids, hoping 
that not too many people knew about 
my husband’s trip... I was passing the 
time with an old book "Yerushalayim 
shel malah" that I took from my 
parents’ home... and I 'really' enjoyed 
it!

When my husband returned home, 
I told him, “Before you tell me how 
your trip was, I want to tell you that 
this Rosh Hashanah I decided that I 
want to move, I want to live in Eretz 
Yisroel!!!”

My husband was flabbergasted, he 
could not believe his ears...
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That was the 'first' invitation from the 
Rebbe... He invited us to Breslov... 
The Rebbe invited us to Eretz Yisroel... 
And to many more valuable changes 
in life...

Baruch Hashem it’s not hard anymore 
that my husband is a Breslover 
(actually that we are), B"H the 
adjustment in Eretz Yisroel is not 
hard anymore, and it's no longer so 
difficult to listen to the Rebbe’s eitzos; 
rather we can't wait to be zoiche 
again to the Rebbe’s Rosh Hashanah 
in conjunction with soaring to new 
heights!! ASHREINU!!!!!

D.G., Eretz Yisroel

We run a day camp during summer 
vacation to cover the costs for the 
trip to Uman for Rosh Hashanah. 
The whole family pitches in to help 
look after the kids, and it turns “Tatty 
going to Uman” into a family effort, 
and subsequently, something we all 
value, appreciate and feel fortunate 
about!

Y.S., Beis Shemesh

I have an especially challenging son 
who I “needed” to send away for 
Rosh Hashanah so that we could have 
any sort of normal, enjoyable Yom 
Tov. I turned the world over, trying 
to find him an appropriate place, to 
no avail. So I bowed my head down 
to accept Hashem’s will, canceled my 

place in shul and “looked forward” to 
a torturous Yom Tov for all of us. No 
way could I have any guests with him 
around…

A day before Yom Tov, one of the 
many people I’d asked (they said no) 
called back to say that they can have 
him if I want. Did I ever?! We had a 
special Yom Tov feeling Hashem’s 
extra-special love.

Miriam Frank, Beis Shemesh

Last year we had the zechus to make 
a bris on Rosh Hashanah and my 
husband was in Uman. Many people 
praised me for this, as it must have 
been so hard. In truth, I got to stay 
in the mother and baby home the 
whole week that he was away, and 
I was on such a high to have been 
blessed with a healthy baby. I barely 
felt his absence. This year will be real 
mesirus nefesh - that my husband 
will have to leave weeks in advance 
and that we'll have no idea when to 
expect him coming home. Hashem 
should help us all! May we all be 
zoche to send them off happily, that 
they should make it there safely, 
and come home soon after Rosh 
Hashanah safely and happy!!! 

I also hope that focusing on all the 
brachos that Hashem has bentched 
us with will help me be happy 
throughout the long period of my 
husband's absence. 

N.S., Yerushalayim
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I was born on erev Sukkos, some time 
ago… My birthday was supposed to 
be on Rosh Hashanah, and my father 
really wanted to go to Uman, but he 
didn’t know what to do. He told a very 
big talmid chacham in Breslov that 
he wouldn’t be able to go that year, 
baruch Hashem for good reasons, but 
the rav said, “Go to Uman, and I tell 
you that you won't miss anything.” So 
he went. It wasn’t like nowadays that 
people have phones, it was almost 
30 years ago, and things were very 
different. From when he left until the 
minute he arrived back to his in-laws' 
house, he didn’t have any clue how 
my mother was faring - he hadn’t 
spoken to her besides for the one call 
(which he waited 2 hours in line for) 
on erev Rosh Hashanah. He arrived 
safe and sound – and I, their first 
child, was born – not even a year to 
their marriage - a day before Sukkos.

I knew the story. And they say that 
history repeats itself. So I found 
myself awaiting the same good news 
as my mother – right before Rosh 
Hashanah. I hoped and davened that 
it should happen before, but it didn’t…  
and I knew what was expected from 
me. I had the live example of my 
mother, and I am a granddaughter 
of two very special grandfathers who 
were literally moiser nefesh to go 
to Uman in troubled times. I had no 
doubts – I told my husband to go and 
daven for us by the Rebbe.

My husband is not Breslov from birth. 
His parents didn’t really understand 

us, but they didn’t say anything… 

Rosh Hashanah arrived, and on the 
first night (it was a “three day one” 
that year) our oldest child – the one 
that made us parents – was born. 
And my husband didn’t even know…

Baruch Hashem, everything went 
amazingly smoothly and I kept 
telling everyone that it was the 
Rebbe's zechus – the zechus of Rosh 
Hashanah. People there looked at 
me pityingly – doesn’t she have a 
husband? Is he all right? Where is he 
in such an important time?

But I ignored all that, and I kept on 
telling them – ראש השנה שלי עולה על 
 meaning that the Rebbe's Rosh – הכל
Hashanah is above everything. And 
I believed it. I was proud that I sent 
him, and at the same time couldn’t 
wait for him to be back… 

What I can tell you now, a few years 
later, is that there are many times in 
life which are checkpoints, and when 
I look back, I know that I made the 
right choice. It was a sacrifice, but for 
the most important thing - and the 
happiness about it was what kept me 
going for the few days that passed 
until my husband came back to see 
our newborn baby… I was happy and 
calm because I had no doubts, I had 
true clarity – I knew I was doing what 
was right, and that was my biggest 
support.

N. Gross, Beis Shemesh
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One year, I was a few short weeks 
after birth with an extremely colicky 
baby. I was so exhausted and 
overwhelmed that my husband was 
afraid to leave me alone. He asked 
a Breslover Dayan what to do, and 
was told that he doesn’t need to go, 
because it would be too hard for me. 
But I couldn’t stand the idea of my 
husband staying behind, and I told 
him it would be even harder for me 
knowing that I prevented him from 
going to Uman. Needless to say, he 
indeed went baruch Hashem, and we 
made it through the Yom Tov safely. 
And my baby grew into a darling, 
charming little Nachmi.

Ch. Mendlowitz, Beis Shemesh
Editor’s note: This is a perfect example 
of what it says in Sichos Haran 214: “I 
heard in his name that he said: When 
a person asks the tzaddik whether to 
do something that involves mesirus 
nefesh for Hashem’s sake, it is proper 
that the tzaddik should answer him 
and instruct him not to do it. But 
nevertheless, the asker doesn’t need 
to heed his words.

I also heard on a different topic: 
Whatever the tzaddik commands, we 
must fulfill. But when he says not to 
travel to him for Rosh Hashanah – 

that we don’t need to fulfill.”

This one is hands down the most 
difficult part of being a Breslover... 
and that is why it’s probably the most 
important. With this one I simply 
squeeze my eyes shut super tight and 
go to faith. 

All of the Rebbe’s many, many, many 
gems and eitzos he infuses our life 
with, we (think) we can understand 
with our (limited) brains how deep, 
wondrous, and wise they are, and 
because our logical minds understand 
it then we can follow the eitzos. But 
Yiddishkeit without faith is never 
going to work or last. 

So this is where I get tested. With 
what’s the heart of Breslov, FAITH! 
Our holy awesome Rebbe said this is 
critical and SO BE IT! With clenched 
hands and tears pricking my eyelids, 
I’m joyously happy to belong to the 
emes’a emes. And also, I get a special 
gift, that throughout Rosh Hashanah, 
I feel very connected to the Rebbe 
and I really, literally feel him carrying 
me through the court case. 

Malky Lebowitz, Monsey
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