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The Chernobyl Rebbe’s 

Strange Rejection of a 

Devoted Chasid – Reb Berel 
By Rabbi Tuvia Bolton 

 

 Some 250 years ago in the Ukrainian city of T'shish'nik lived a 

devoted Chassid by the name of Reb Berel who was a follower of the great Tzadik, 

Rebbe Mordechai of Chernobyl, zt”l, (1770-1837.) 

 

 
The burial place of the great Tzadik, Rebbe Mordechai Twersky of Chernobyl 
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 Reb Berel was a successful man. He owned a large house and was respected 

by the entire community for his good heart and good deeds so it was 

understandable that whenever his Rebbe Mordechai came to T'shish'nik he stayed 

by his house. 

 Indeed, Reb Berel’s whole life was centered around Rebbe Mordechai. The 

Rebbe was his friend, his inspiration, his teacher, his leader and his very soul. The 

Rebbe's teachings, his motions, his advice, his eyes, that is what kept Reb Berel 

happy and optimistic in the midst of the misery, tragedy and oppression 

surrounding the Jews from every side. He and his family waited for those visits 

impatiently. 

 So we can imagine Reb Berel's joy when he heard that in one week's time 

the Rebbe would be arriving in T'shish'nik for a week's stay!! 

Reb Berel and his family spent an entire week cleaning and polishing every corner 

of the house, preparing food, books, a quiet place; like the Rebbe liked. And sure 

enough, as every year, the big day came! The Rebbe's personal secretary came to 

Reb Berel's house to see if everything was ready. 

 But this time the secretary had a strange look on his face; something other 

than the usual enthusiasm and joy. 

 "Listen, Reb Berel" the secretary said seriously as he took him to a table in 

the corner and sat down opposite him. 

 "Is something wrong?" Reb Berel asked, a look of bewilderment replacing 

the smile on his face. 

 "Well, it's like this" the secretary said leaning forward earnestly. "The Rebbe 

said he's not staying by your house." 

 "What!?" gasped Reb Berel, tears forming in his eyes "Why? What 

happened? Is everything...?" 

 "Everything is all right" said the secretary "But the Rebbe said that he's not 

staying here and he never wants to see your face again unless you bring him two 

thousand rubles."  

 Reb Berel's mouth fell open and his eyes widened in horror as his head 

shook 'no' in disbelief.  

 The secretary continued as he began standing up. "The Rebbe says that he 

doesn't want you to attend his meals, to be in the Synagogue when he prays or even 

to watch him walk in the streets, nothing. In fact, he said he never wants to see you 

again, ever! Unless you bring the money." 

 With this the Rebbe’s secretary shook poor Reb Beryl’s hand, who was 

sitting there like a stunned cow whispering to himself "two thousand", shrugged 

his shoulders as to say he wished he could help, and left. 
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 Reb Berel was swooning. He meekly called to his wife and when she came 

running into the room and heard the news she held her head in her hands and fell, 

almost fainted, into the seat opposite him. 

 Two thousand rubles was a fortune!! 

 After a short reckoning they realized that even if they sold everything 

including their house and took out loans they would barely reach one third the 

amount. Usually they would go to the Rebbe with their problems! But now!! OY!! 

Why had the Tzadik left them? Why was he being so severe? What had they done 

wrong? They searched and searched their deeds of the past month, the past year, 

the past ten years for as far back as they could remember but they couldn't figure it 

out. 

 Their only recourse was prayer. 

 They both grabbed books of Psalms and began pouring out their souls, 

reading and rereading aloud most of that night and the entire next day, then the 

next day and the next, over and over again; weeping and pleading with broken 

hearts to HaShem that He have mercy and send them the money. 

 But the week ended and nothing happened; No money, no Tzadik and no 

hope. The Rebbe had visited and left the town and they were alone. 

 Then, just as they thought it couldn't be worse, it did! A week later an entire 

battalion of over one hundred barbaric Russian soldiers returning from some sort 

of raid swept into town and took over the houses; twenty soldiers were assigned to 

Berel's house. He had to vacate his house as well as provide them food and lodging 

on punishment of death. 

 In just moments, before his eyes, his sparkling home became a shambles. 

The soldiers wasted no time in eating everything they could, breaking anything 

they wanted to and laying down to sleep anywhere they desired. Reb Berel and his 

wife had to sleep in the hay loft in the barn. But they thanked G-d that things 

weren't worse at least the soldiers left them alive! 

 Then, suddenly in the middle of the night Berel was awakened by the sound 

of trumpets. He peered out the window of the loft to see soldiers running out of all 

the houses on the block including his, with all their gear. It was a call to order. 

Berel hoped they weren't going to be given orders to kill everyone. He began 

reading Psalms again. But the soldiers all mounted their horses and rode off like a 

huge horde of locusts just as they had entered. 

 Reb Berel and his wife dragged themselves back into their house, it looked 

like a hurricane hit the place but they thanked G-d that the invaders had left. They 

went to their room to sleep in their own beds when suddenly Berel's wife noticed 

that from under Berel's bed protruded a wide, low wooden crate. But they were too 

tired to do anything about it. They left it for the morning and went to sleep. 
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 The next morning they woke up, pulled out the crate and opened it to see 

that IT WAS FILLED WITH GOLDEN COINS! 

 Meanwhile, the next night, miles away, the soldiers realized that one of their 

chests was missing and dispatched fifty men to search first the road they had taken 

from T'shish'nik and then ransack the town if necessary. In no time they were back 

in T'shish'nik tearing apart every house one at a time. 

 But for some reason they kept skipping over Berel's house. So after a few 

hours of futility they concluded that either they made a mistake in calculation or 

had lost it somewhere else and returned to their commander empty handed. But all 

this was completely unknown to Berel; he slept through the whole thing. 

 He held on to the crate for another few months waiting for someone to claim 

it and when they didn't come he decided to ask the Rebbe what to do. The crate had 

no markings on it, no names and he certainly had no idea where the soldiers were; 

maybe it was his. 

 He took two thousand rubles of the money, only a small portion of it, and 

traveled to the city of Chernobyl. 

 He arrived with trepidation and immediately got an audience and when he 

entered the Rebbe's room the Rebbe was smiling. 

 "The money is yours". He said. "All of it. And you can keep this two 

thousand also. 

 "But, but I thought" Berel stammered. "I thought you wanted two thousand 

rubles. See? Here's the money." 

 "No, Berel" answered the Rebbe "I saw that a fortune was waiting for you 

but you were missing two things to receive it; humility and prayer. 

 The fact that you hosted me every year in T'shish'kin gave you a bit of false 

haughtiness. And the fact that you always succeeded in business made you feel you 

didn’t really need G-d. These two things prevented the blessing from reaching you. 

 So the money they left is really yours. You just had to be willing to humble 

yourself and rely on the Creator to get it." 

 Needless to say Reb Berel gave almost all of what he had to charity and 

continued giving for the rest of his long and generous life. 

 

 Reprinted from the Parshas Shemos 5778 email of Yeshiva Ohr Tmimim in 

Kfar Chabad, Israel. Adapted from a story from Shmuot V'sipurim by Rabbi R.N. 

HaCohen, page 251) 
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The Apter Rav 

And the Innkeeper 

 
Title page of the Apter Rav’s classic sefer “Oheiv Yisroel” 

 

 Rav Reuven Melamed notes that when one distances himself from relying on 

other people, it will strengthen him to become accustomed to relying on Hashem. 

This is why one should ‘walk modestly with Hashem’, because if one acts 

righteously in public, people will view him as if he is ‘cloaked in holiness’ and 

they will rush to support him.  

 When one has so much support from others, he will come to rely on it and it 

will cause him to lose his trust in Hashem. Therefore, one should walk modestly 

and perform righteous deeds in private. Similarly, Rav Moshe Sternbuch writes 

that one should not rely on nobles or people of authority, rather, only trust in 

Hashem.  

 There was once a simple innkeeper who lived near the Apter Rav 

[Rabbi Avraham Yehoshua Heschel, zt”l, 1770-1837), and word began to spread 

that every Brachah (blessing) this man gave, would be fulfilled, and he started 

getting the reputation that he was a miracle worker. Some people were worried that 

he was using evil forces to have this power, and the Apter Rav decided to 

investigate.  
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 The Rebbe went to the inn disguised as a peasant, and sat at a corner table all 

day to observe the innkeeper. However, he saw that this was quite an ordinary 

person, with nothing that was outstanding about his behavior.  

 He thought maybe this man was one of the hidden Tzadikim and stayed up 

all night to learn Torah and serve Hashem, but at night, the innkeeper went to bed 

and would fall asleep right away. In the morning the man would wake up, and after 

Davening, he would get right back to work. There was no sign of anything 

extraordinary about him, but at the same time, there was no sign of him practicing 

anything evil either. T 

 he only thing that stood out to him was that he would never let any of his 

employees handle the money transactions, as he was strict to only take care of this 

himself.  

 Finally, the Apter Rav called the innkeeper aside and said to him, “I am the 

Apter Rav, and I would like you to tell me how you have the power to Bentch 

people.”  

 The man was hesitant at first, but then he said, “It’s not a secret, I can tell 

you. All my life, I’ve always kept one thing, and that is, I have always had an 

enormous amount of trust in Hashem with everything, and because of that, I never 

worry about anything. I’ve been through many difficult situations, but I trusted in 

Hashem, and He has always helped me.  

 “One time I lost all my money, and I had nothing left with which to run the 

inn. My wife begged me to go to the city and find a partner who would invest in 

the business, and we would share the profits.  

 “I rejected her suggestion. However, after a few days of watching the family 

suffer from hunger, I couldn’t withstand their crying any longer, and I told her that 

I would go and look for a partner.  

 “As I walked to town, I spoke to Hashem. I said, ‘Ribono Shel Olam! I 

always trust in You and I am not worried about earning money, because I know 

that You will always provide, as You have always provided. I am out looking for a 

partner, but I do not wish to have a human partner. I’d rather partner with You, 

Hashem! Ribono Shel Olam, would You go into a partnership with me? I promise 

You, whatever profits there are, I will divide them equally between us!’  

 “I returned home, secure in my trust in Hashem, and told my wife that I had 

found an excellent Partner with lots of money to invest. Since then I have had great 

success in my inn, and blessing has come on all that I have. I keep two accounts 

and divide all the profits with my Partner, and about once a month, I give 

Hashem’s half to support Talmidei Chachamim and the poor, and I will not trust 

anyone to handle the money. It seems that the Brachah that I have also affects 

other people, and that I why I am happy to give out Brachos.” 
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  When the Apter Rav heard this, he stood up and kissed the man on his head. 

He told him, “May there be many more like you in Klal Yisroel! With such trust in 

Hashem, it is not a surprise that your Brachos are fulfilled, and I too would like to 

ask you for a Brachah!” 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Vayechi 5778 email of Torah U’Tefilah: A Collection 

of Inspiring Insights compiled by Rabbi Yehuda Winzelberg. 

 

The Yochevet and  

Miriam of the Holocaust 
 

 There’s a story that happened during the Holocaust that’s a modern day 

similarity to what Yochevet and Miriam did during the decree in Egypt. Two 

women, Tzila Orlean and her young Bet Yaakov student Tillie Rinderly took 

positions in Auschwitz within the camp administration with the hope that they 

might help the Jewish inmates.  

 These two women walked the tightrope of life and death on a daily basis. 

Tzila was a brilliant woman who even earned the respect of the Nazi murderers as 

she was the nucleus who inspired all the inmates around her. She preached chesed 

and loving kindness to others.  

 She and Tillie would advise various methods and strategies for rescuing 

fellow inmates right from under Dr. Mengele’s nose. Having no fear, they did what 

had to be done, regardless of mortal danger to themselves.  

 Tillie who was barely 18, would go from one barracks to the next during the 

night, bringing much needed supplies and medicine from the infirmary. Back and 

forth she would bring water to the fever stricken and sugar to the typhus victims 

lying half dead on the floor.  

 These woman were part of an elite group of Jews whose fear of Heaven 

dictated their every movement. They feared nothing and no one, because they 

answered to a Higher Authority....Hashem! 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Shemot 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the 

Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes. 
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Rav Moshe Feinstein’s Definition 

Of Meaningful Tzedakah 
 

 
 

 One day Rav Moshe Feinstein was in a rush to give a Shiur and a man 

stopped him to ask him for some Tzedakah. As he was reaching into his pocket to 

give the needy man some money, Rav Moshe spoke to the man. He stayed and 

listened to his problems for the next ten minutes or so.  

 When his students questioned the Rabbi about the extra time he spent with 

the man after he gave him the Tzedakah, even though it meant being late for the 

Shiur, he replied, "The time that I spent listening to the man’s plight was of more 

value to him than the money I gave him".  

 We have to understand and learn from our Gedoliim that as Jews, we are 

obligated to have an extra sense of compassion for our Jewish brethren and we 

must help them by shouldering their burdens in addition to merely helping them 

with money.  

 As Rabbi Diamond always taught us, we all have the same DNA as 

Avraham, Yitzhok and Yaakov: the DNA of Hesed and compassion which Moshe 

also felt when he saw his fellow Israelites suffering as slaves under the wrath of 

Pharoah in Egypt. 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Shemot 5778 email of Jack E. Rahmey with the 

Guidance and Teachings of Rabbi Amram Sananes. 
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A Mother’s Warmth 
By Rabbanit Yemima Mizrachi 

 

1.  

Rav Yitzchak Kaduri, zt”l 

 

 As I was once giving a lecture to a group of women on the yaartzeit of Rav 

Yitzchak Kaduri, zt”l (1902-2006), I asked if anyone knew a story about him. 

Within moments, his granddaughter stood up in front of the audience and shared 

the following incident: 

 Every Motzei Shabbat, my family used to gather together for a Melaveh 

Malkah while people from all walks of life would come to my grandfather and 

request a blessing. On one occasion, a woman expecting a child walked in looking 

distressed. 

 “What is wrong?” asked my grandfather. “The doctors told me,” said the 

woman amid tears, “that I am may be carrying a child with a severe medical 

condition. I am very nervous and don’t know what to do! I am not sure if I am 

going to be able to handle it. I already have a large family and little children at 

home.” Listening to the words of the woman, my grandfather told her, “Listen to 

me. All you have to do is give birth. Once you have done so, just bring your baby 

to me. I have plenty of granddaughters who will help you take care of your child.” 

 “Are you serious, HaRav Kaduri?” perked up the woman. “Yes. Just give 

birth to this neshama and my family will help ensure that it is cared for.” Lifting a 

heavy burden off the heart and mind of this woman, she returned home somewhat 

relieved. 

 Three months later as my family once again sat around the table with my 

grandfather, a woman walked in carrying a baby. “HaRav Kaduri,” said the 

woman, “do you remember me? I greatly appreciate your offer to help take care of 

my child, but I think I will be able to do so myself. Here is my baby. He is, thank 

G-d, healthy.” 
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 My grandfather smiled and told her, “All a child needs is to feel that his 

mother loves him. When I told you that all you needed to do is bring this neshama 

into the world and I could help you raise him, you went home and started thinking, 

‘If Hashem has given this child to me, I will have the strength to love and care for 

him exactly the way he is.’ 

 “And now,” concluded Rav Kaduri, “your baby is happy and healthy. It 

indeed felt your warmth and care and developed into a wonderfully healthy 

newborn.” 

 It is a mother with her softness and gentleness that puts her child at ease 

and opens his heart. That is all a child needs to feel at home: the tender love and 

warmth of his mother. 

 

Reprinted from the Parashat Veyechi 5778 email of Torahanytime.com 
 

The 70-Year-Old 

Baal Teshuvah 
 

 
Rav Yosef Kahaneman, zt”l 

 

 An irreligious, seventy-year-old man came to a baal teshuvah yeshiva in 

Yerushalayim and said he wants to join the yeshiva. Reb Eliyahu Feivelson Shlita, 

the rosh yeshivah, asked him why he chose to do teshuvah at this old age.  

 The seventy-year-old man explained, "When I was a young child, my father 

of blessed memory perished by the hands of the cursed Germans. My mother also 

suffered the horrors of the war. She came with me to Eretz Yisrael, leaving behind 

her all vestiges of religion.  

 “We settled in Tel Aviv. My mother sent me to an orphanage, run under the 

auspices of the Ponevezher Rav [Rabbi Yosef Kahaneman, 1886-1969) zt'l. She 

didn’trealize that it was a religious orphanage. When she came to visit me, she 
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discovered that the orphanage is run according to halachah, and that they raise the 

children in the path of Torah and yiras shamayim. She immediately took me out of 

the orphanage, and I was raised 

in her apartment in Tel Aviv. That was the end of my religious career. 

 "From time to time, the Ponovezher Rav would visit the children of his 

orphanage. When he saw that I wasn't there, he asked about me, and was told that I 

was living with my mother in Tel Aviv. He took a taxi to our house, and 

introduced himself as the head of the orphanage. My mother told him the story of 

her life, what she went through in the war, and the reasons she decided to abandon 

Yiddishkeit.  

 “When the Ponovezher Rav saw that he couldn’t convince my mother to let 

me return to the orphanage, he just sat there and cried for ten minutes. Then he said 

goodbye, and returned to Bnei Brak. This happened in 1956. Now its year ז"תשע  , 

sixty-one years later, yet the tears of Rav Kahanmen didn’t give me respite all 

these years. The time has finally come when I am ready to do teshuvah…” 

 Every mother and father should pray and cry for their children – and for 

themselves as well – because no tear is in vain. Every cry is heard by our Father in 

heaven. And even if someone cried and prayed for many years, to no avail, he 

shouldn’t give up, because in the end, the tefillos and the tears will bear fruit. 

 

Reprinted from the Parshas Shemos 5778 email of Torah Wellsprings: Collected 

Thoughts from Rabbi Elimelech Biderman. 

 

Saved From the Monastery 
By Asharon Baltazar 

 

 When Rabbi Schneur Zalman was still a young student under the tutelage of 

the famed Maggid of Mezerich, he boarded at a house owned by a local widow. 

One day, the young scholar arrived home to find his landlady on the floor wailing 

hysterically. Her only son, she sobbed, had decided to convert to Christianity, and 

was being held in a locked room in a monastery. 

 “Don’t worry,” Rabbi Schneur Zalman comforted her, “with G-d’s help, we 

will bring your son back.” 

 Bringing this woman’s plight to the Maggid would be difficult. The Maggid 

stayed locked in his room throughout most of the day which enabled him to quietly 

contemplate Torah. And outside his door stood his wary attendant, who was adept 

at keeping people away when the master wished to be alone. 

http://www.chabad.org/search/keyword_cdo/kid/22307/jewish/Baltazar-Asharon.htm
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 “Listen to what I say,” Rabbi Schneur Zalman said to the widow. 

“Tomorrow, Friday afternoon, while the attendant is away from the door for his 

pre-Shabbat bath, I will be able to open the door for you. Do not waste a second. 

Run inside and inform the Maggid of your dilemma.” 

 

 

Rabbi Schneur Zalman [of Liadi], zt”l, 1745-1812 

 

 The next day, Rabbi Schneur Zalman took advantage of the attendant’s 

absence to open the door for the distraught widow. Inside, the Maggid, who was 

occupied with his spiritual preparations for the holy day of Shabbat, did not expect 

a strange woman to burst into his room, weeping uncontrollably. But the poor 

woman was so shattered that she stood silently at the door, unable to emit a single 

word. Apparently seeing no use for the interruption, the Maggid waved his hand, 

signaling her to leave. The woman emerged from the brief audience shattered and 

bitterly disappointed with herself. 

 But Rabbi Schneur Zalman was confident that the Maggid knew of the 

widow’s misery down to the last detail. Righteous people, after all, are not bound 

by the conventional ways of learning information. 

 After the widow left, the Maggid did not make any mention of her or the 

purpose of her visit. But when the attendant returned from the bathhouse, the 

Maggid suddenly instructed all of his students to enter his room to welcome the 

Shabbat together. Despite the unusual nature of the request, the group heeded the 

Maggid’s words. 

 Immediately after prayers, the attendant rushed to set the table for the 

evening meal. Generally lengthy and peppered with mystical Torah insights, the 

Shabbat meal was eaten in a hurry, again leaving the students wondering at their 

master’s unusual behavior. Grace After Meals was recited promptly after the meal. 
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 All this time, the Maggid maintained deep concentration and spoke with a 

booming and forceful tone, a marked departure from the unassuming voice the 

students usually heard. Torah insights, the likes of which were never heard before, 

were expounded upon, his holy words interspersed with the occasional call to 

“listen, my brothers, to the Torah’s sweetness.” 

 

 
The outside walls of the Monastery in Mezerich 

 

 Of all the students, only Rabbi Schneur Zalman knew the reason for the 

unusual change in routine. He sensed that from the moment the widow left the 

Maggid’s office, the Maggid busied himself with reigniting her son’s soul. 

 Then a mighty wind began to roar outside, steadily picking up speed. By this 

point, the Maggid’s face was shining like a glowing torch. The students listened 

with growing trepidation to the wind that howled violently around them. 

Boom! 

 Something thudded against one of the walls of the house and the students, 

concerned that the roof would collapse from the wind, bolted out of their seats. 

Unperturbed, the Maggid stopped his discourse and turned to his attendant: 

“Quickly take him to the nearby inn,” he ordered. 

 The attendant hurried out the door and immediately stopped in his tracks. 

Lying on the ground outside the house was the widow’s son, softly weeping. The 

attendant did not waste a second and proceeded to whisk the son away to the inn. 

 After the attendant left, the Maggid’s serious demeanor, which had persisted 

throughout the entire evening, transitioned to joy, and he finished the discourse on 
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a euphoric note. The Maggid then retired to his room, and Rabbi Schneur Zalman 

headed for the inn, curious to learn what led to the son’s seemingly impossible 

release from the second floor of the monastery. 

 Rabbi Schneur Zalman found the young man sitting on the bed and reading 

the weekly Torah portion with large tears streaming down his face. 

 “How did you escape?” Rabbi Schneur Zalman asked gently. 

 The widow’s son paused his tearful reading and began to tell his story. 

 “The beginning of my escape started two hours before nightfall. I was lying 

on my bed in a small cell on the monastery’s second floor, determined to follow 

through with my choice. No amount of convincing would have made me change 

my mind. But then I had an overwhelming bout of longing for the G-d of my 

people, an urgent need to leave and reestablish my connection with the Jewish 

faith. 

 “I bolted from my bed and quickly strode to the cell door, intending to break 

it down. But the door remained steadfastly bolted from the outside. Discouraged, I 

collapsed back on my bed for about half an hour. But the pangs of yearning and 

love toward Judaism continued to intensify until I sensed my materialistic desires 

give away. This is how a dead person must feel, I thought; none of the things that 

had mattered so much to me seemed to have any consequence anymore. 

 “Lying there in bed, becoming more restless by the moment, I understood 

that this love could not have developed from myself. G-d was actively trying to 

protect my Jewish soul from self-destruction. 

 “Again, I unsuccessfully struggled to break down the door. There was no 

way out. I slumped on the bed, tears streaking my cheeks, and began to deliberate 

with myself. If G-d allowed me to experience this indescribable arousal of G-dly 

love, I had no doubt that He would surely come to my aid. I had to continue to try. 

 “I walked over to the cell’s small window. I pushed it and, to my relief, it 

swung open. However, peering over the precarious ledge in the failing light, I was 

greeted by the sight of the hard flagstones far below. To jump from this height 

would leave all of my bones shattered, and even the prospect of a Jewish funeral 

was nonexistent. I was unsure what to do next. 

 “I rethought my decision several times, and made my way to the window, 

only to be discouraged again and again by the sheer drop. 

 “Darkness had already set in when I suddenly felt my legs dash across the 

room, leap onto the windowsill and carry me through the open window. I landed 

miraculously intact, aside from some minor pain in my feet. Despite this, my 

excitement was short lived. During my brief stay in the monastery, I had learned of 

the vicious dogs who guarded the premises. Chained away during the day, the dogs 

were set loose on the monastery grounds at night. Even if I managed to fend them 
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off, their barking could easily alert the priests, who would surely take me back, and 

who knew what they would do to me then? 

 “G-d will help, I thought, and fearlessly strode towards the pack of dogs. 

They bounded towards me excitedly and circled around me eagerly, as though 

reuniting with one of their masters. Thankfully, they also kept silent, and I was 

able to slink cautiously across the monastery grounds. But then my heart fell. A 

towering stone wall separated me from my freedom. Topped with sharp spikes and 

the height of two men, the wall surrounded the monastery, its smooth surface 

providing no grip. It was impossible to scale. 

 “Raising my eyes once more, I pleadingly explained to G-d that I had tried 

everything that was humanly possible to escape, risking my life in the process. 

Now, standing beside the wall, I had nothing more to do. 

 “I was answered in the most incredible way. A strong gale immediately 

swept me off my feet and lifted me into the air. I was tossed over the unpassable 

wall and into the sky, tumbling over the countryside until I landed right beside the 

Maggid's house.” 

 Displaying a zeal and aptitude that he had never known before, the young 

man applied himself to Torah study and the performance of good deeds for the rest 

of his days. 

 Years later, when Rabbi Schneur Zalman would have his own followers, he 

would recount this story on numerous occasions (noting that the young man’s 

change of heart happened right around the time the Maggid began his devotions), 

testifying to the Maggid’s greatness. (From Sippurim Nora’im, by Reb Yaakov 

Kadanir, p. 38.) 

 

Reprinted from the website of Chabad.Org 

 


