
6. 

 

 And that same night, as the rabbi sat and studied, he nodded off in the midst of his 

repetition over his Gemara. Suddenly he awoke and shuddered deeply. He had seen in his 

dream that from the heavens it had been decreed that he would wander in search of a great 

many errant souls — and his spirit quickened in fear... 

 In the morning the rabbi interpreted his dream as best he could and sat fasting the 

entire day.  

 But on the second night too he saw the same thing. And not merely that, but this time 

there appears in addition a vision most terrifying and dreadful: it seems to him he sees the 

Shekhina, as it were, in the form of a beautiful woman, wrapped in black garments with no 

jewelry upon her, her finery stripped from her, her eyes flowing with tears, and she shakes 

her head at him... 

 The rabbi awoke dazed and once again interpreted his dream as best he could and 

again sat fasting until nightfall, and after he’d eaten a bit and returned to his studies, 

immediately a deep sleep fell upon him — and behold, the gates of heaven are open before 

him. All the chambers of the firmament were filled with souls upon souls. There are those 

among them floating among pure mists, and those sitting in corners as black clouds loom 

over them. There are souls twinkling between the stars, immersing themselves in 

moonbeams. And amongst all these are moored and wondering souls, groping their way 

onward, some here and some there, as if pursuing their mates and pointing each other out 



with surpassing anguish... and suddenly the rabbi feels fire searing his face — two eyes, fixed 

on him, fire consuming fire... Ben-Uri stands before him, staring at him, his voice boring into 

his very heart: “Why did you banish me as I took my place in Hashem’s domain?”  

 And his voice continued: “My work I shall not lay aside until you restore me and my 

ark unto our place, to Jerusalem, the place of my heavenly abode”...the rabbi awoke in great 

distress and knew it had been decreed. He collected himself, donned his clothes and took up 

his walking stick, slung his bundle over his back and, on the doorstep of the house, called out 

to the rebbetzin:  

 “My daughter, do not look for me, I have incurred the penalty of Exile in order to 

restore moored souls....” 

 He kissed the mezuzah and quickly slipped away. 

 They sought him and found him not... 

 

                            

 

 And it’s said he wanders still! 

 Once an emissary returned from the lands of the Exile and recounted that he had seen 

him with his own eyes, that very rabbi. How? There was a time the emissary had lingered 

awake long into the night in some holy place in Lithuania and nodded off during his studies. 

Suddenly he heard a great scream, and when his eyes opened, behold, he saw the rabbi 

standing over a young man and pulling him away. The emissary trembled and let out a cry: 



“Rabbi, are you here?!” He hadn’t managed to finish speaking before the rabbi disappeared. 

The young man immediately informed him of his transgression. For now, at the hour when 

no man could be found in the house of study, he had been occupying himself with painting a 

mizrach: “This mizrach,” explained the emissary, “was truly a glorious work of craftsmanship” 

— and when the young man was deeply immersed in his painting — behold, suddenly there 

stood before him an old man who began to pull him away, whispering into his ear: “Come, 

come, and let us go up to Jerusalem!”... 

 And ever since many say that the rabbi wanders to and fro throughout the empty 

world, G-d forbid. And many emissaries testify that they themselves have seen him. And they 

would often tell of his many dreadful and miraculous deeds. Reb Nissim, may his memory be 

for a blessing, who was dispatched from a kollel in Holland and traveled a few years through 

the lands of Germany, would say: “By the holy service! With my own eyes I saw him sailing 

on the great sea upon a red cloth holding an infant to his breast....and even though it was 

dusk then I could swear on the Torah that I saw him, it was him — him, and none other. But 

who the infant was I don’t know...” 

 And nowadays it’s said that the same old man wanders to and fro through the Holy 

Land itself. The great sages doubt the matter, and there are even those who mock it. But the 

schoolchildren say that sometimes an old man meets them in the evenings, approaches them 

and peers into their eyes then goes his way.... 

 And whoever knows the tale that we’ve told above says: that old man is none other 

than the same rabbi...and G-d has his explanations. 


