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All the Way

By Rabbi Sholom D. Avtzon


It was the summer of 5741 (1981) and the director of a few institutions in Eretz Yisroel received a certified letter from the bank that if he does not clear up the debt of one hundred thousand dollars in a months time, the bank will begin proceedings of foreclosure and other legal actions against the institutions. 


Realizing that the bank was serious, and that indeed it was not normal to be always in debt, Rabbi – decided that he has no choice but do whatever it takes to save the institutions.


After discussing it with others, he concluded that he will go to America for a month’s time and put all his energy in raising the necessary funds. He called up his acquaintances and friends in New York and apprised them of the situation and asked that they help him save the institutions that serve hundreds of people.


They all agreed to help. Some arranged parlor meetings others contacted their own friends and the Rabbi’s daily schedule was full. His friends and acquaintances indeed made a tremendous effort and money was coming in. However, the days went by swiftly and three days before he was to return to Eretz Yisroel he sat down with his gracious host to figure out what else he can do.


He had raised in these three weeks the sum of sixty-four thousand dollars. Ordinarily this would have been considered a tremendous success for a first time campaign, going to wonderful people whom he had never met before. But the problem was that he desperately needed another thirty-six thousand and where is he going to get it from in just three days.


His host was thoughtful for a while and then said, “If I was in your situation, I would go to the Lubavitcher Rebbe and ask him for his advice.”


Rabbi –  looked at him in astonishment and replied, I don’t know what your connection to Lubavitch and the Rebbe is, but my connection is absolutely non-existent. Not that I have anything against the Rebbe or the movement, but you know I am Sephardic, of Moroccan descent and Lubavitch is Ashkenazic etc. We each have our own customs, institutions etc., and that is that.


The host replied, I am not a Lubavitcher and I am also a Sephardi, however, I know for a fact that the Lubavitcher Rebbe has assisted, guided and advised numerous non-Lubavitch institutions and Yeshivos in their time of difficulty and I am going to arrange a meeting for you with him.
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The Lubavitcher Rebbe, zt”l


The director wasn’t positive that this was the right thing, but his host who had gone out of his way to accommodate him and had arranged most of the meetings was insisting on it, and besides he had already exhausted all of his other possibilities, so he agreed.


When he entered the Rebbe’s room the following night, he informed the Rebbe about his institutions, and the imminent crisis they are facing. He gave a brief review of how much money he had raised in the three weeks he was here and from whom, but what is he to do about the remaining thirty six thousand that is missing and he needs to raise it in the next two days.


The Rebbe asked him, was he planning on going to Montreal Canada and he replied no.


So the Rebbe said, I think you should go there and you will be successful in maintaining and expanding the institutions. With those words the yechidus concluded and the person left somewhat bewildered.


His host who was waiting for him outside of 770, saw him and asked, “What did the Lubavitcher Rebbe tell you?


He replied with disappointment, he told me it would be a good idea to go to Montreal. Who am I going to stay by in Montreal and how am I supposed to raise that amount in a day or two, he didn’t say. Am I to go to Montréal and sit in the airport? I just don’t understand it!


The host replied, If the Lubavitcher Rebbe told you clearly to go to Montreal, you are going there tomorrow morning. As soon as we get home, I am going to call my friend who has a travel agency and he will book you a ticket to Montreal, which I will be happy to pay for it. Now tell me, do you know even one Jew in Montreal.


Yes I know a young man, Rabbi Dovid Cohen. He is a Lubavitcher from Moroccan descent.


Early next morning after Shacharis, his host drove him to the airport and from there while he was waiting to board the plane, he contacted Rabbi Cohen and asked him if he could help him, since the Lubavitcher Rebbe advised him to go to Montreal. 


Rabbi Cohen replied, you are most welcomed to stay by my house and while you are flying in, I will think of whom we can approach. I will do whatever I can to help you.


Early that afternoon he arrived in Rabbi Cohen’s house and Rabbi Cohen said, I am a sofer and I remembered that there was a Jew who was thinking of ordering a sefer Torah, but for some reason it didn’t happen. Now that you are here, I will call him and ask if we can meet him in his office.


Obviously the director agreed and Rabbi Cohen made the call. The person listened to his request and replied, I can not meet you in my office, but I would be honored and pleased to meet you this evening in my house.


That evening Rabbi Cohen drove to the individual house and introduced Rabbi --, who explained the uniqueness of his institutions and the dire situation they are in now. He concluded, I came to Canada, because last night I was by the Lubavitcher Rebbe and he advised me to come to Canada. 


The person listened intently and then opened up his drawer and began writing a few checks. He then gave them to Rabbi --- and said, the first check of eight thousand you can deposit immediately and the other ones on the dates noted. I am positive Rabbi Cohen or you will be able to find people who will loan you the other twenty-eight thousand dollars until the noted dates.


The director was overwhelmed, this one individual had indeed given him the entire thirty six thousand, just as the Rebbe had predicted. However, he couldn’t contain his amazement and said, while I am indeed most thankful and appreciative for your tremendous generosity, I have one question. It is evident that you don’t have all this money at this time, so why indeed did you give to the institutions that you have never heard of, the entire amount?

The man thoughtfully replied, “Tonight is my thirty-sixth birthday and you told me that the Rebbe sent you to Montreal and you had no idea whom you will approach, besides Rabbi Cohen. Rabbi Cohen is not a fundraiser and I don’t know of how many wealthy Jews he has contact with. 

“So in essence I understood that the Rebbe was sending you to me, on my thirty sixth birthday with a request that I help you. And then I heard that you are missing exactly thirty six thousand dollars, so I decided to fulfill the Tzaddiks’ request in full, and I am positive that he will bless me that I can maintain it and that my thirty-sixth year, be full in every measure.

Reprinted from the April 4, 2018 email of Rabbi Avtzon’s Weekly Story. He is a veteran mechanech and the author of numerous books on the Chabad Rebbeim and their chassidim. Rabbi Avtzon is available for speaking engagements in your community. He can be contacted at avtzonbooks@gmail.com 

The Man Who Opened

His Bar on Shabbos


Rav Shimon, father of Rav Meshulam Igra, had a Jewish neighbor whose saloon was open for business on Shabbos. Despite Rav Shimon’s incessant efforts to convince the proprietor to close the bar, his remonstrations fell on deaf ears. 
When he realized that the man would not listen, Rav Shimon summoned the neighbor to a Din Torah (Halachic court). The man could not figure out the grounds that Rav Shimon had for initiating a civil suit, and when he appeared at the local rabbi’s home to be judged, he asked that Rav Shimon spell out the basis for his claims. 


Rav Shimon explained that the Talmud (Shabbos 119a) rules that fires are prevalent in places where the laws of Shabbos are transgressed. This being so, he demanded that the neighbor either close his saloon on Shabbos or purchase Rav Shimon’s home since it was endangered due to his negligence. 


Taken aback by the conviction which Rav Shimon expressed, the neighbor agreed to close the bar and indeed fulfilled his promise for the rest of his life. (Story from Talelei Oros).

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5778 email of Torah Sweets Weekly edited by Reb Mendel Berlin.

Mind Your Business
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A Jewish jeweler in Antwerp, Belgium, once came to Rav Chaim Kreiswirth, zt”l, the Rav of the city. He said to Rav Kreiswirth, “I don’t understand it. There is a store right across the street from mine, and the owner of that store is doing twice the business that I am. What am I doing wrong?” 


Rav Kreiswirth asked, “Does the other man have a bigger store than you do?” 


The man shook his head and said, “No. I checked, and we both have the same size store.” 


Rav Kreiswirth continued, “How about the lighting? Maybe he has better lighting in his store. Lighting is very important in the jewelry business.” 


The man shook his head again and said, “We have the same type of lighting.” 


Rav Kreiswirth suggested, “Perhaps he has better merchandise for sale than you do?” 


But the man replied, “We both use the same supplier.” 


Finally, Rav Kreiswirth asked, “How many customers come to his store each day?” 


The man answered, “All I know is that he has twice the number of customers I do.” 


Rav Kreiswirth smiled and said, “I think I figured out what you’re doing wrong. Every day your friend across the street comes into his store and minds his business. But every day you come into your store, you’re looking across the street! In reality, you are minding two stores at the same time. It’s no wonder that your business is not doing as well!” 


Rav Kreiswirth told him, “Don’t worry about the other business so much. Just have trust in Hashem that He will take care of you, and you will see that Hashem can abundantly provide for both you and your friend across the street!”

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

How to Sell a Money-Losing Citrus Grove
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Rav Dovid Silber writes a great story. Rav Eliyahu Dushnitzer, zt”l, had a son who moved from Eretz Yisroel to America. Wishing to provide his father with some form of income, he gave him an orange grove in Ramat Hasharon. 


Shortly thereafter, however, the citrus industry went into an economic crisis and many growers were forced into bankruptcy. Not only did the grove not produce income, but it incurred large deficits. 


Rav Eliyahu was very distressed, and he was constantly worried that he shouldn’t leave over any debts when he left this world. What could be the solution to his problem? 


To Rav Eliyahu, the answer was simple enough— just turn to Hashem our Father and ask Him to resolve the situation, so he Davened and pleaded to Hashem. In addition, whoever came in to see him was asked to Daven on his behalf. 


One of his students, when he left his studies at the Kollel, entered the field of real estate. Aware of Rav Eliyahu’s problem, the student found the ideal buyer for the orange grove: a well-to-do American who had expressed great interest in buying some agricultural property in Eretz Yisroel. 


He arranged a meeting between the prospective buyer and Rav Eliyahu, and all three took a bus from Petach Tikvah to Ramat Hasharon to inspect the orchard. Just as they started the trip, Rav Eliyahu turned to the American and said, “I wish to perform the great Mitzvah of not deceiving a customer. Therefore, I want to inform you of the orchard’s various shortcomings. Several trees have become insect infested. Others dried up or have rotted away. Also, in some places, the soil has developed ditches and pits due to neglect. As it looks now, the grove will be a bit problematic and will not turn a profit for a while.” 

Rav Eliyahu then proceeded to coach the man in what he understood to be good business sense. He said, “If you plan to buy the property as an investment and then return overseas, I must tell you that Chazal have taught that if one wishes to lose his money, he should hire workers and not be with them. It would not be a wise investment to try and manage this from America.” 

The man listened but did not seem concerned, and was still interest in the orchard. When they arrived at the site, Rav Eliyahu said to the man, “Chazal teach us that there is no comparison between hearing about something than actually seeing it,” and Rav Eliyahu pointed out all the trees that were problems, as well as the pits and ditches. 

Surprisingly, the man was still interested in buying the grove. During the conversation, the man took some pills and a small container of water out of his pocket, and swallowed the pills. He explained that he suffered from a heart problem and must take medication regularly. The man barely had the chance to finish his sentence when Rav Eliyahu declared that he refuses to sell his field to this man. 

The man was shocked and couldn’t understand why Rav Eliyahu had changed his mind. Rav Eliyahu apologized and said, “I am truly sorry for all the bother and inconvenience I caused you in traveling here for no reason. However, I just realized that the Torah does not allow me to proceed with the sale. 

“As soon as I became aware that you have a heart problem, I realized that you are not fit for the hard work that this orchard needs. You will therefore have to hire help and you will be the manager. This grove is much too small to support a full-time manager, and you will be forced to manage it from afar. I can’t allow this as Chazal teach that it is a sure way to lose one’s money,” and the deal did not go through. 

Several days passed and Rav Eliyahu met one of his favorite former students, the Maggid of Yerushalayim, Rav Shalom Shwadron, zt”l. He said, “Reb Shalom, I have a special request for you, and I only feel comfortable asking because you are very close to me. You know about the situation I’ve been in with the orange grove. May I ask that when you return to Yerushalayim you visit a certain friend of yours from the Yeshivah? 

“This friend has established a Talmud Torah in Yerushalayim, and some time ago I met him and asked him to say Tehilim every day on my behalf with the schoolchildren, after they have finished the day’s lesson. I know this person is very busy, and carries the responsibility for both the educational and financial needs of his Yeshivah, not to mention all his other obligations and Chesed that he is involved with. It is not a surprise that he forgot about my request to say Tehilim with the children.” 

Rav Shalom said, “I beg the Rebbe’s forgiveness, but how are you so sure that he actually forgot about the Tehilim?” 

Rav Eliyahu replied, “That is obvious. The fact is that so far I have not been successful in finding the proper buyer for the property. Without a doubt, the only factor missing is the sincere Tefilos of the precious young children in Yeshivah!” 
Immediately when he arrived in Yerushalayim, Rav Shalom went to see his friend and related the conversation that he had with their Rebbe. His friend apologetically admitted that he did indeed forget about the orange grove and had not started saying Tehilim with the children. 

He right away went to the Yeshivah, gathered the young children together, and said several Perakim of Tehilim with them. In less than a week, Rav Eliyahu successfully sold the property to a skilled farmer who found all the orange grove’s problems to be minor and easily correctable, and with the money from the sale, Rav Eliyahu was able to repay all his outstanding debts and obligations. This good fortune did not surprise Rav Eliyahu at all. He had never doubted the power of Tehilim from the mouths of the holy children of Yerushalayim!

Reprinted from the Parshas Emor 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg.

Defended by Non-Jewish Murderers in Prison
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Rabbi Yitzchak Zilber, one of the pioneers of Jewish activism in Communist Russia, published his memoirs as a book entitled To Remain a Jew. Under the title, "Even His Enemies Bring Him Peace," he recounted the following story about his Shabbat observance in a Soviet prison:


One Shabbos, a delegation came to the prison camp to investigate the level of cleanliness in the camp. The director of the laborers gathered all the prisoners and lectured on the camp's condition and the prisoners' actions. He publicly announced that Rav Zilber does not work on Shabbos!

Rav Zilber said, "I wasn't at the speech. I was busy learning. I hid behind a large, heavy door and learned in almost complete darkness." To illustrate the conditions under which he learned, Rav Zilber turned off the light, took a worn Tanach out of the closet and covered himself with a tallis over his head. To my astonishment, he managed to make out some words slowly, slowly in the complete darkness.

As we said, the director of the camp spoke against me, and I was standing and learning in the room behind the big door. Sometime later, the prisoners told me what had happened. The investigation committee started to ask questions -- where is this Zilber? What does he do? And so on.

While they were speaking, two non-Jewish prisoners, wild murderers, came over to the camp director, grabbed him by the neck and informed him, "You're here only three years; we are here seven. Since Rav Zilber came, there is always water! Don't say another word against him."

He quickly changed the topic and Rav Zilber was no longer up for discussion.
Reprinted from the Parshat Acharei Mot – Kedoshim 5778 email of Embrace Shabos written by Rabbi David Sutton.

Teaching for the Benefit

Of Future Generations
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A famous story is told of Rav Shlomo Heiman, Rosh Yeshiva of Yeshiva Torah Va'da'at, who was once delivering a class in the high school during a snowstorm. The public schools were closed due to the inclement weather, but the yeshiva remained open. However, very few boys actually made it to the yeshiva, and Rav Heiman was teaching to four boys. Despite the poor attendance, the Rosh Yeshiva delivered the shiur with his usual intensity, his voice booming and his full energy being invested in each word spoken.


The students tried stopping him, point out to him that there were only four students in the room. Rav Heiman replied, "You think that I am only giving over the shiur to the four of you.  You should know that my words are being given over to hundreds of students - you, your future students, and to their future students!"

 


Little did Rav Heiman know that this story itself would become famous and be spread among millions of Jews throughout the world for many decades to come.


This is how we should approach all the mitzvot we perform, and every Shabbat we observe each week. If we knew that our Shabbat table was being filmed and would be shown to countless people for centuries to come, we would do it differently. If we knew that a large press corps was waiting outside our front door to film us as we left our home to go to the synagogue on Shabbat morning, we would leave early, and with a smile and look of excitement.


Everything we do is being written, and Hashem then signs on the bottom of the page. Let us be mindful of this "book" that we are writing, and see to it that we write the best possible story that we can.

Reprinted from the Parshat Acharei Mot – Kedoshim 5778 email of Embrace Shabos written by Rabbi David Sutton.

Fire Proof Insurance

There's an amazing documented true story that exemplifies this concept. This story occurred a few years ago about a farmer in Israel, that in the recent Shemittah year of 5775.(Sept 25, 2014 to Sept 13, 2015). 


During the summer of 2015, a brush fire broke out in Eretz Yisrael near Tel Aviv. Within minutes ALL of the fields turned to ashes. All the crops and produce were totally destroyed.


However smack in the middle and in the center of all those fields there was one field, which had signs proclaiming that its owner proudly observed the laws of Shemittah. 


Amazingly this lone field was untouched by the fire and remained perfectly intact and unharmed. Despite the fact that it contained large amounts of dry weeds and brush, this field remained totally unscathed! 


Imagine for a minute that a fire broke out on the block where you had your store and that was the only store that was closed on Shabbat and it was also the only store that didn't burn down amidst all the other stores on the block that did. What a miracle that would be! 

Reprinted from the Parashat Behar-Behukot 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the Guidance and Teachings of  Rabbi Amram Sananes
The Chasid Who Wouldn’t Desecrate Shabbat in a Siberian Prison
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton

Communism was supposed to be the solution to all problems of mankind and Stalin was its Messiah. He was revered as the 'Sun to the Nations' and the "Father and provider of Russia."


But, in fact Communism was an empty oppressive system that had no place for the human soul or spirit. All dissenters, even 'potential' ones were jailed, exiled or murdered and it is estimated that 'Father Stalin' was responsible for the deaths of up to fifty MILLION of his own people.


One of those people was almost Rabbi Gurevitz


He was arrested for being a Chassidic anti-revolutionary capitalist and after a ten-minute trial was sentenced to seven years in Siberia.


Being a quiet person that never made trouble he never thought it would happen to him. Not that he didn't know that the police were after him; the police were after EVERYONE either actually or potentially. The saying in Russia was there are two types of people; those that are in jail and those that are going to be. 
And just being a follower of Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak Schneerson, the previous Lubavitcher Rebbe, was already trouble. The Rebbe was prepared to do and risk everything in order to teach Jewish children Torah, which was treason. But getting caught and imprisoned in those days in Russia was sort of like death: everyone knows it's going to happen but everyone hopes it won't happen to them.


But now he was headed for a concentration, or rather re-education, camp in Siberia.


Most people did not last long in these camps but our hero decided that as a Chassid he must be as positive and happy as possible but never compromise his Jewish values.


He was shown his dismal barracks and assured that he would be assigned work and would prove to be a productive citizen instead of a parasitical traitor. When they asked him if he had a skill he remembered what he had been told by friends: if you don't say you are skilled they'll put you to hard labor and you won't last long. So he said he was a tailor.


Now the fact is that he was not a tailor but his mother had a sewing machine and he had watched her work a few times so he was sort-of a tailor. Anyway, he was certainly more of a tailor than Stalin was the Sun to the Nations.


They took him to a huge factory that produced wallets, holsters and back packs for the soldiers, sat him down before a sewing machine, gave him several large, neatly stacked piles of leather cut to various sizes, showed him a few finished products, explained to him how to put them together, and left him.


The only problem was that it was Shabbat.


And one of the many things Jews are NOT allowed to do on Shabbat is sew (it's one of the 39 forbidden 'basic' transgressions).


He sat in the chair and looked at the sewing machine like it was a big germ. It was even forbidden by the Rabbis to touch it! What could he do? He thought and prayed for an answer. If he didn't work it could mean the worst! But breaking the Shabbat was out of the question! What could he do!? Suddenly it dawned on him that sitting there and doing nothing was also out of the question; everyone else was furiously busy and he stuck out like a sore thumb so, before the foreman noticed his 'sin' he got up and went to the toilet. for a half an hour.


Then he walked around a bit, then sat down at the sewing machine, rubbed his hands and stretched for a few minutes as though he was about to start work and then â€¦ he went to the bathroom again. But this time on his way there he noticed a room filled with beds. It was the room where everyone took a rest-brake in the afternoon. So, this time when he left the toilet he walked straight to that room, got into a bed, put the blanket over him and, hoping that no one saw him, didn't move.


Here there developed another problem; it was in the middle of the summer! It was blazing hot outside, the factory made it hotter and the blanket he was under was a heavy-duty winter special! So he was really suffering and it was hard to breathe. But at least he was honoring the Shabbat.


So, the entire day he lay there like a corpse and didn't dare move. His only hope and prayer was that they did not notice his absence. And his hope came true Almost.


In fact, they did not notice that he was gone but that evening they did notice that next to his name on the daily production list was written a big zero.


The next day he was summoned and escorted by two huge soldiers to appear before a board of judges for sentencing. He stood trembling before the wickedly mean-faced officials waiting for his sentence and then, to his surprise, one of the judges began speaking to him in Yiddish.


"What are you doing such stupid things for? You could get ten more years for not working! Why don't you work for mother Russia?"


"It was Shabbos, your honor! I couldn't work on Shabbos!" was his answer.


"But it was permissible! To save your life it's permissible! I know the law. You could get killed for refusing to work!"


"Could be, your honor but I'm not working on Shabbos. I'm sorry, but I'm not looking for leniencies. I'm a Jew and Jews don't work on Shabbos."


The judges stared at him for a minute with no expression on their faces and then turned to one another and began whispering occasionally throwing a glance at him.


Gurevitz was expecting the worst but he prayed for the best, maybe there would be a miracle although such things were almost nonexistent in Russia where life was worth nothing. He imagined that they were discussing how many years to add to his sentence or perhaps which was the worst work force to assign him to.


"Okay Gurevitz" said another of the Judges in Russian. "We have the storehouse where all the leather is stored. Do you understand?" Gurevitz shrugged his shoulders and shook his head yes as to say, what has this got to do with me?


"Well, leather is a very valuable commodity and the Russian people rather we have not yet found a way to stop the leather there from disappearing. It seems that no matter who we put to guard the place…Well it gets stolen and Well the guard himself takes leather. Do you understand? Instead of guarding from thieves they themselves steal the leather!"


The Yiddish speaking judge took over. "And this makes a lot of trouble for us. Do you understand. So, well, we see that you are a man of principle Comrade Gurevitz! If you are willing to risk your entire life for your principles, so probably, maybe, that is, hopefully you won't be so interested in stealing leather. Do you understand? We are willing to take the chance."


Gurevitz shook his head in agreement. "I never stole anything in my life" He said.


The judges all laughed "Hah hah!! Never? Haaa Haaa! Never stole?! That is what all the previous guards said also! Ha haaa! That is what everyone here in this prison says! Haa!! But you are different, we SAW what you did. Now what do you say? With this new job you can keep your Shabbos too. Just make sure you keep the leather safe!"


Sure enough, for his remaining several years in Siberia he not only never had any problems with keeping Shabbat but was also able to learn and observe the Torah and even help others to do so as well from his position as guard of the leather bank.

Reprinted from the Parashat Behar-Bechukosai 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in Kfar Chabad, Israel.
The Tribulations of Ohr HaChayim Hakadosh
By Rabbi Bentzion Shafier
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The Ohr HaChayim Hakadosh, Chacham Chayim ben Attar zt’’l, devoted his life to Torah study and writing his commentaries, but he also earned a living as a weaver, who specialized in gold thread, with unparalleled workmanship. He spent most of his day in the pursuit of Torah and Kabbalah, but for the few hours that he did devote to his trade, he earned enough money to support his family, as well as see to the needs of many poor Torah scholars in his city. 

Eventually, he became the rabbi of a city in Morocco called Sali. It was his custom every Friday, to slaughter an animal in honor of the Shabbos meal, and after providing for his family, he would distribute meat from the animal he slaughtered to poor Torah scholars in the city. 

It happened that one Friday, a number of animals were slaughtered by the local shochet in town, however, they were all found to be treife (unfit), with the sole exception of the Ohr HaChayim’s animal. As he was giving a portion to a poor Talmid Chacham, a rich member of the community, who had not been able to purchase meat due to the shortage, demanded that the poor scholar sell him his meat for Shabbos. 

On being refused, the man started cursing and abusing the Talmid Chacham. All those present, including the Ohr HaChayim himself, were stunned into silence, after seeing the outburst of the wealthy and influential community leader. They obviously did not wish to get involved. 

That night, the Ohr HaChayim had a dream in which he was chastised for standing idly by while a Talmid Chacham was being abused. As a result, he was ordered by Heavenly decree to go into exile (golus) as an atonement. The Ohr HaChayim accepted his fate and with the conclusion of Shabbos, took up his walking staff and began wandering along the coast of Morocco. He walked for the next six days, stopping in old dusty synagogues to pray and often to sleep for the night. He ate little and studied much Torah. 

By the following Friday - the day before the weekly Torah portion of Bechukosai was to be read - he sat down in a random Beis Medrash and wrote down Chiddushei Torah. That day, the Ohr HaChayim composed 42 comments on the first words of the parsha, "תלכו בחקתי אם " - “If you will walk in My statutes and keep My commandments.” 

Till today, one who studies the commentary of the Ohr HaChayim on the first posuk of this parsha is awestruck at the prolific proficiency with which he transcribed his holy thoughts. Friday night, after Kabolas Shabbos, one of the locals kindly invited the unknown visitor to stay with him over Shabbos. R’ Chayim kept his identity secret. 

After the meal, the host and his guest went to visit the local Chacham, who had a reputation as a Kabbalist, who recited Torah that was being discussed in Heaven. The Chacham announced that he was going to say 14 explanations on the first posuk that was now being said in Heaven in the name of the Ohr HaChayim Hakadosh, Rabbeinu Chaim ben Attar. Suddenly from the back of the room, a voice was heard. “Chaim ibn Attar,” shouted the unknown visitor without the title rabbi! 

The local Rav did not look pleased at the slight to the honor of the great Ohr HaChayim, but carried on not wanting to make a fuss. The next day, the same thing happened after lunch. The Chacham recited another 14 explanations being discussed in heaven in the name of Rabbeinu Chaim ben Attar, and once again, the stranger shouted, “Chayim ibn Attar.” 

It happened a third time at the seudah shlishit and this time, the Chacham as well as the local townspeople, had lost their patience with the visitor. They took him and put him in a community lockup. Suddenly, and without warning, a powerful storm arose, the likes of which had never been seen in that place. The lights went out and the buildings rocked. The people were terrified - they had never seen such a ferocious wind. 

The Chacham recognized that something was amiss and proceeded to make a "חלום שאלת " (inquiry of heaven in the form of a dream). The answer came back. Over Shabbos, the souls of those in Gehinnom are released to spend Shabbos in heaven. Unfortunately, now that Shabbos is over, these tortured souls cannot return to their place as the holy Ohr HaChayim is locked in your jail! 

The rabbi realized what had happened and who their illustrious guest is, and quickly released the great Tzaddik. The Ohr HaChayim was then informed that his exile was over as he had suffered the same abuse that he had witnessed in silences.
Reprinted from the Parashat Behar-Behukotai 5778 email of ONEG SHABBAT (London, U.K.) Originally published in TheShmuz.com
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