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YOM KIPPUR

Kever of Rabbi Nachman of Breslov

A Return  
in Uman

On Rosh Chodesh Av, I was in Uman with 
my husband.

We had traveled to Ukraine to daven at the 
Kivrei Tzadikim. It had been an intense year, 
and both of us felt the need for a journey to 
nourish our souls and 
give us strength for the 
year ahead.

I think I also needed to 
wash myself free of the 
accumulated weight of a 
year of treatments, anx-
iety, and all the ways ill-
ness can wear on the soul.

It was six in the morn-
ing. I had just finished 
davening and opened my Tehillim when, sud-
denly, a wave of emotion rose up in me.

The whole year came rushing back. The 
uncertainty. The fear. The sadness. The 

questions. The thoughts I had carried quietly 
for months.

And the floodgates opened.
I ran to the Tziyun and collapsed against it, 

crying. Not graceful tears. Sloppy tears. Heav-
ing sobs.

I poured everything out.
To Rebbe Nachman.
Because he had invited me to.
Rebbe Nachman’s Torah makes space for 

coming to Hashem exactly as we are: bro-
ken, frightened, angry, 
ashamed,  carrying 
thoughts and feelings we 
wish we didn’t have.

It’s the deepest kind-
ness, to know that we 
do not have to clean 
ourselves up before we 
come. We can bring it all. 
The dark. The painful. 
The parts of ourselves 

we do not understand.
Rebbe Nachman teaches again and again 

that there is always a way back.
אין שום יאוש בעולם כלל

There is no despair in the world.
Not because there isn’t pain, but because 

that isn’t the end of the story.
Rebbe Nachman’s Torah has often felt to me 

like a life-saving net—something that catches 
you when you fall and gives you the strength 
to stand again. 

So, I cried.
And I let myself believe that I could be held.
Slowly, the tears quieted. My breathing 
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changed. I returned to my seat and wiped my 
face.

I felt emptied out in the best possible way. 
Cleansed.

As though I had finally been able to put 
down something I had been carrying for far 
too long.

And with that came a new understanding 
of the pasuk:

סור מרע ועשה טוב
We often hear these words as instructions 

for how to behave. But sitting there in Uman, 
they felt like an invitation into a process.

First, make space.
First, let go.
First, allow what is weighing you down to 

leave.
And then there can be room for the tov.
I opened my Tehillim again.
Dovid HaMelech’s heartbreakingly beau-

tiful words filled the space my tears had 
cleared. They soothed me.

I sat there in wonder at how much better I 
felt. I had not solved anything. And yet some-
thing inside me had shifted.

About an hour later, a cleaning lady entered 
the ohel.

I watched as she sprayed cleanser onto the 
plastic covering the kever and, section by sec-
tion, wiped it clean.

And something inside me smiled.
In that moment, with my heart still raw and 

newly opened, it felt like something more. 
As if, section by section, she was wiping my 

slate clean. 
I felt as though Hashem was accepting my 

tears as a teshuva offering. A sense of calm 
came over me.

Teshuva does not mean pretending the past 
year was easy. It does not mean convincing 
myself that I had no fears and no questions.

It means bringing all of that to Hashem and 
believing that He will hold it. 

Coming back to Him again and again. And 
believing that the dark parts don’t define us.

Coming back with everything we have been 
carrying.

And trusting that when we finally place it 
down, Hashem is there.

Wiping the slate clean, and making room 
for us to begin again. 





