
continued on reverse

An oral history project dedicated to documenting the life of the Rebbe, Rabbi Menachem M. Schneerson, 
of righteous memory. The story is one of thousands recorded in the over 1,000 videotaped interviews 
conducted to date. Please share your comments and suggestions. mystory@jemedia.org

An inspiring story for your Shabbos table

HERE’S 
my 

STORY THE SHABBOS  
MEVORCHIM KIDDUSH
MR. CHARLES ROTH

Generously
sponsored

by the

ב“ה

שבת פרשת בשלח, י׳׳א שבט, תשע״ה
Shabbos Parshas Beshalach, January 31, 2015

In the early 1940s, when I was about fifteen or sixteen, 
my family moved from Coney Island to Crown Heights. 
We didn’t move to Crown Heights because it was the 

seat of Chabad-Lubavitch — we were not Lubavitch, so 
that did not attract us at all. As a matter of fact, there 
were very few Lubavitchers in Crown Heights at that 
time, but the Lubavitcher Rebbe — the Previous Rebbe, 
Rabbi Yosef Yitzchak — lived there, and he had just 
established his headquarters at 770 Eastern Parkway. 
Once we were living in the neighborhood, for one reason 
or another, my father took a liking to the Lubavitchers, 
and he began to attend prayer services at 770. At that 
time, I was enrolled in Yeshiva Torah Vodaas, but when I 
heard that a yeshiva for my age group was about to open 
at Lubavitch, I decided that I wanted to enroll.
But my father had misgivings about this. He said, “You’re 
an American kid, you’re not going to succeed in a chasidic 
yeshiva. It’s not like the yeshivas you’re used to — it’s a 
European yeshiva, not an American yeshiva.”
I said, “Well, they speak Yiddish at Torah Vodaas, and 
they’ll speak Yiddish at the Lubavitch yeshiva.”
My father said, “If you want to go, it’s okay with me — 
just be prepared that you may find it unpleasant.” But I 
didn’t find it unpleasant at all.
Meanwhile, my father’s minyan in the Lubavitch shul had 
expanded to include other men who were not chasidim. 
My father came to know these people because they 
would all sit down to make a kiddush together after 
Shabbos prayers. This was not a Lubavitch custom — the 
Lubavitchers went home, but these men stayed behind. 
And that brings me to a story I want to tell about Rabbi 
Yosef Yitzchak, the Previous Rebbe, and also about the 
future Rebbe, who was then the Rebbe’s son-in-law. We 
knew him as Ramash — an acronym for Rabbi Menachem 
Mendel Schneerson.
In the summer of 1945, the Previous Rebbe was 
vacationing in Morristown, New Jersey, and my father 

—because he had a car — was asked to drive some 
chasidim there. When they arrived, my father stayed in 
the car waiting for them to complete their business, but 
the Previous Rebbe asked if he might like to come in.
My father said, “I’m not going to pass up an audience 
with the Rebbe,” and he went in.
When the Previous Rebbe asked him, “What can I do 
for you?” My father took that opportunity to voice a 
complaint. He said, “Please tell your chasidim to stop 
ostracizing us.”
The Rebbe was shocked. “My chasidim do that?! How 
so?”
“Well, after Shabbos prayers we make a kiddush,” my 
father replied. “But your chasidim don’t participate, they 
just go home, and that makes us feel like we’re outsiders.”
When he heard that, the Rebbe laughed and he gave 
my father three dollars. He said, “Tell my chasidim that 
I gave you money for vodka and they’ll make a kiddush 
with you.”



My father put those three dollars to good use — he 
gave one dollar to a chasid, Berel Chaskind, who agreed 
to supply cake for the kiddush for a whole year; he gave 
another to someone else, Shlomo Palmer, who agreed to 
provide vodka for the whole year; and he himself kept the 
third dollar and bought herring for the whole year.

H a v i n g  a r r a n g e d 
everything, my father 
then asked the Ramash 
— the future Rebbe — to 
please say a few words of 
Torah at the kiddush. But 
he refused.  My father 
didn’t let go. He said, “You 
must do it. The Rebbe 
gave us three dollars, and 
he said this will bring us 
cooperation from all the 
chasidim, so you have to 
cooperate too.”

Finally, the Ramash agreed to teach Torah once a month, 
on Shabbos Mevarchim, the Shabbos before the new 
month. 
The first time he did it, he taught a Mishna of Rabbi 
Meir. I think he may have done it in honor of my father 
whose name was Meir. He spoke for two hours without 
stopping. He cried twice during his talk, though we didn’t 
understand why.
And from then on, every Shabbos Mevarchim, he would 
not only teach but would also lead the gathering in song. 
And this became a Chabad custom — to have a Shabbos 
Mevarchim Farbrengen.
Some years later, after the Ramash became the Rebbe, 
he asked me, “Why don’t I see you at the Farbrengens 
anymore?” So I said, “Because I’m more concerned with 
how the Rebbe is going to respond to my l’chaim than I 
am with anything else. And I don’t think that is a good 
reason to go to a Farbrengen.”
I was owning up that, when I did come to the Farbrengens, 
I didn’t come for the Rebbe’s blessings, but to be able to 
brag about what he said to me, because he had a clever 
way of responding to each person.
My admission brought a big smile to his face and he said, 
“It’s nice that you’re being honest and open, but you 
should come to the Farbrengens anyway.”
On another occasion — this was in the mid-1950s when 

I was in my thirties already — he asked me why I hadn’t 
gotten married yet.
“I haven’t found the right lady yet,” I replied. But he must 
have sensed that I was being very choosy and passing 
up many appropriate marriage partners. So he said to 
me, “Getting married is pretty much like learning how to 
swim. You don’t learn how to swim by reading a book on 
swimming — you learn to swim by jumping in the water. 
And that’s how you should go about getting married. If 
you want to get married, don’t think about it too much — 
just find  a lady and do it.”
And I’d just like to say that whenever he gave me 
advice — even though I, personally, was not observant 
— he always made me feel that he was concerned 
about me. He was always caring, and he never 
admonished me in any way or made demands. He was 
just very, very warm to me, and I shall never forget it.           ______________
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A project of:

> �5710 — 1950, thousands of Jews from throughout 
the US and Canada gathered on Eastern Parkway for 
the funeral of the Previous Rebbe. Before interring 
the coffin at Montefiore Cemetery in Queens, the 
Rebbe declared, “…This burial is on condition that 
if we go to Israel, we won’t go without you…” 1  
11 Shevat

> �5719 — 1959, in a private audience with Mr. 
Zalman Jaffe of Manchester, England, the Rebbe 
granted special permission for him to make a copy 
of the audio recording of the six-hour-long Yud 
Shevat Farbrengen of that year, so that the Jewish 
communities in England would be able to relive the 
experience of the Farbrengen, in addition to learning 
from the Rebbe’s teachings. 2 16 Shevat

1. Yemei Bereishis, p. 77     2. Personal diaries of Mr. Zalman Jaffe
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לע“נ ר‘ ישראל יעקב וזוגתו מרת קריינא ע“ה לאקשין
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שטערנא שרה
  On her birthday ט”ו בשבט 


