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The Conspirac
was Uncovere

AS TOLD BY

BENNY COHEN
(Brooklyn, NY)

Ten years ago, my marketing company landed a six-
month project with a cell phone company, and we hired
a team of 30 marketing professionals to help us fulfill the
contract. After six months, the company decided not to
renew the contract, so we notified the hired team that their
services were no longer needed.

Since this is standard industry practice, we were
shocked when the team sued us for tens of millions of

dollars, claiming we fired them due to discrimination.
There was no truth to their claim, and we understood they
were lying to force us to settle, which would win them a
lot of money but put our company out of business.

One morning, I approached a successful businessman
who had recently had a similar problem and asked for
his advice. “Benny, you must settle with them,” he said
emphatically. “Once they start with you, you will never
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hear the end of it. Make them an offer and be done with
it!”

While I appreciated his honesty, his answer only made
me more nervous and uncertain about the future.

After Shacharis, another wealthy businessman
approached me and said, “Benny, I overheard you speak-
ing about a lawsuit. Do you have time tomorrow? I'd like
to take you somewhere.”

Ireadily agreed, and the next morning, at the appointed
time, he picked me up in his car and drove with me to
the Ohel. I had never been there before, and he explained
what I needed to do. First, he told me to write the entire
problem on a white paper. When I finished writing all the
details, he explained that even though I am a Kohen, I
was allowed to walk along the pathway to the Ohel since
it was properly fenced to allow Kohanim to pass through.

We lit a candle in the Ohel antechamber and then
entered and read some Tehillim. I read my note, ripped
it up into many pieces, and threw it into the space with
many torn papers, exactly as I had been told. When we
were done, I returned to my office and did not think much
of the unusual trip.

Two weeks later, one of the marketing professionals
who was part of the team suing our company, walked into
my office and asked to speak with me.

“Benny, I have been very uneasy and nervous for the
last two weeks,” he said. “You were such a good boss, and
I feel terrible about what we are doing to you. I can’t sleep
for nights already!”

“What happened?” I asked.

“One of the women on our team convinced us to sue
you. She explained how successful these lawsuits could
be, since the defendants typically agree to settle for huge

amounts to save them from going to court. If we would
just claim you fired us because of discrimination, we
could walk away with huge payouts.”

While I was elated to hear his confession, I was unsure
how it would play out against the claims of the other 29
plaintiffs.

“Benny, I recorded all these meetings, and I can give
you all the recordings!” the man concluded.

To my shock, he pulled out his phone and started
playing snippets of their meetings, where you can hear
this woman encouraging her colleagues to lie to make
money off me! “It works every time; they always settle,”
she said in the recordings.

Immediately, I sent the recordings to our lawyer, and
at the next court hearing, our lawyer requested a meeting
in the judge’s chambers and played the recording for the
judge. The judge was furious when he discovered such
blatant corruption.

The case was immediately dropped, and our company
survived its greatest crisis yet, with the help of Hashem—
weeks after my first visit to the Ohel.

Since then, I go to the Rebbe at the Ohel all the time,
whenever I have a problem or whenever I have good
news to share. I know the Rebbe answered us then and
continues to answer us now.
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