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M. Schneerson, of righteous memory. The story is one of thousands recorded in over 1,500 
videotaped interviews conducted to date. While we have done our utmost to authenticate 
these stories, they reflect the listener’s recollection and interpretation of the Rebbe’s words.

THE DAY I  
GOT OVER IT 
 

Editor’s Note
In our work to record the testimony of individuals’ experiences 
with the Rebbe, we often encounter those who tell us that their 
encounter was so personal and so private that it cannot be 
shared. 
While we always try to persuade them that it is exactly such 
personal stories that are incredibly relevant, too many decide 
to keep their stories to themselves.
We are especially thankful to Mrs. A. for sharing her story with 
us. Though it was difficult for her to relive this part of her life, 
she graciously agreed to do so on the condition that her identity 
not be revealed. 
We hope that others who have withheld their stories thus far 
will be encouraged to emulate her example.

*

One beautiful sunny day not too long ago, I was 
taking a ride with a friend of mine — a single 
woman in her thirties — when, for a reason 

that I cannot explain, I decided to share with her a 
very personal story from my life involving the Rebbe, 
a story which I have not told to others. When I 
finished talking, she pulled the car over, put her head 
in her hands and started to sob. 
When she calmed down a bit, she asked me, “Why 
did you decide to tell me this particular story now?” 
“I don’t know,” I said. “I was just moved to speak.”
“You have no idea what you just did for me,” she 
continued. “My situation is very similar to what yours 
had been. I, too, have been carrying angry feelings 
for a long time, and I think this is what has prevented 
me from getting married until now. Hearing what the 
Rebbe told you has helped me immeasurably.”
Indeed, just a few months after our conversation, 
she became engaged. And that happy outcome has 
convinced me that it would be worthwhile to share 
my story with others and perhaps lift their burdens 

also.
This is my story: 
When I was a little girl — only about four years of age 
— my parents divorced. They had married in Europe 
after the war not knowing each other very well, and 
only later, after they started a family, did they realize 
that they had quite different views on life.
A great source of friction between them was deciding 
where to live. It had been my father’s dream to live 
in Israel, while my mother wanted to join her large 
family in America. So they split up, and I grew up with 
my mother in America, hearing very negative things 
about my father and harboring angry feelings against 
him. In those days, divorce was highly unusual and 
I didn’t know any kids (other than my brother) who 
had divorced parents, so it hurt terribly to be the only 
one in my neighborhood who came from a broken 
home. 
I was always making up stories and trying to invent 
excuses to explain my father’s absence. When my 
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In 1963, while serving as a member of the Kiryat 
Ono Regional Council, I came to the United States 
on a mission to raise funds for the development of 

our town.
The history of Kiryat Ono dates back to the late 1930s 
when it was just a small settlement, but in the early 
1950s a refugee absorption camp was established 
near Kiryat Ono for Jews emigrating from Iraq, 
Romania, Yemen and North Africa. Eventually the 
camp and the town merged, becoming a city largely 
through the efforts of the Regional Council which 
led a building and development effort. However, if 
our goals of establishing institutions that would 
serve our community were to be met, a great deal of 
money was needed.
Once in the United States, I traveled to Los 
Angeles where I met a few representatives of 
the Landsmanshaftn – social organizations of 
Jewish emigrants from European countries. They 
contributed to the Jewish settlers in Israel, whose 
situation in those early years was difficult and who 

subsisted largely on donations from Jews living 
abroad. Afterwards, I went to New York, and I 
asked to meet with the Lubavitcher Rebbe, as per 
instructions from Mr. Yaakov Cohen, the head of the 
Regional Council. The purpose of the meeting was 
to request the Rebbe’s assistance in establishing a 
religious school in Kiryat Ono.
My family was not Torah observant, but my younger 
son had decided to become religious; he started 
wearing a yarmulke and keeping kosher, and he even 
expressed a desire to study in a Torah day school. 
But at that time, there wasn’t even a real synagogue 
in Kiryat Ono and prayer services would be held in 
an apartment repurposed as a shul, and certainly 
there was no yeshivah. This was the situation despite 
the fact that many of the residents were religious or 
traditional, and they would surely have utilized such 
services if we had the funds to provide them.
Mr. Cohen asked me to meet the Rebbe to ask for 
his help with this matter. He had a relationship 
with Lubavitch dating back to his close friendship 
with the Rebbe’s brother, the late Reb Yisroel Aryeh 
Leib Schneerson. They met years earlier when they 
worked together in the Bloomstein book store in Tel 
Aviv, and they had kept up a connection until Reb 
Yisroel Aryeh Leib’s passing ten years prior. 
After I explained to the Rebbe’s secretariat the 
reason that I was requesting a meeting, an audience 
was scheduled for me at midnight. I came to Chabad 
Headquarters and was brought into the Rebbe’s 
study after being told that the meeting could last no 
longer than ten minutes. 
The Rebbe greeted me warmly and asked which 
language I preferred to converse in — English, 
Hebrew or Yiddish — and I chose Yiddish. The Rebbe 
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friends would ask where he was, I’d reply, “Oh, he’ll 
be coming back for Pesach.” When it was Pesach 
time, and they’d ask whether he came home yet, I 
would say that he’d be coming for Sukkot.
And it wasn’t just the kids who were asking questions. 
Whenever I made a new friend and was invited over, 
inevitably her parents would want to know about my 
parents. Typically, the father would ask, “And which 
synagogue does your dad attend?” I’d quickly figure 
out a synagogue far away from my friend’s home. If 
they lived near Kingston Avenue, I’d say he prayed 
at a synagogue on Troy. If they were near Albany 
Avenue, I’d name some other place.
All this was very difficult for me to handle, and my 
resentment towards him grew and grew.
Finally, when I was about ten or eleven, the questions 
stopped, because by then everyone knew the truth, 
but my angry feelings never left me.
In 1963, at age eighteen, I became engaged. As I was 
planning my wedding, I told my mother that I didn’t 
want to include my father’s name on the invitations. 
But when I discussed the matter with my relatives 
— who also had bitter feelings towards my father — 
they felt that this was nevertheless a mistake. I was 
firm in my opinion, but I decided to ask the Rebbe 
about it when my fiancé and I went to get a blessing 
from him.
The Rebbe gave us a beautiful blessing. And then I 
poured out my heart to him, explaining why I felt so 
angry towards my father and what I wanted to do. 
“Why should my father have the honor of having his 
name on my invitation when he had left us alone and 
has done nothing to raise me?” I demanded.
The Rebbe looked at me kindly and said simply: “A 
child is not allowed to a judge a parent.”
That short sentence changed my life. I walked out 
of the Rebbe’s study feeling fifty pounds lighter, 
because that big boulder of hatred was lifted from 
my shoulders. And I think the reason his words had 
such an effect on me was because I knew that he 
understood my situation completely, so I trusted 
him.
All the years of anger and of hostility towards my 
father flew out the window. I suddenly realized that 
my parents’ split was something that happened 
between them and had nothing to do with me. And 

I included my father’s name on the invitations. Once 
the Rebbe had spoken, there was no question that 
this is what I should do.
In such a simple and yet direct way, the Rebbe 
reminded me that I was obligated to honor my father 
as the Torah commands. By reminding me of this, the 
Rebbe showed me how I could begin my married life 
without the burden of hatred which I was carrying 
around with me, and which was hurting me more 
than anyone else. At last, I was free.
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By the Pershin Brothers

> �5740 — 1980, the Rebbe announced an initiative to 
organize groups of seniors to study Torah together. 
The Rebbe named the new organization Kolel Tiferes 
Zekainim Levi Yitzchak in memory of his father, Rabbi 
Levi Yitzchak Schneerson. Among the many specific 
instructions for the project, the Rebbe suggested 
placing a charity box on the table during study, that 
the sessions either precede or follow one of the daily 
prayers, that the members receive payment, and that 
one of the subjects studied in all branches across the 
world should be the weekly Torah portion. The Rebbe 
also pledged to support the initiative with funds that 
had been raised in his father’s memory. 1

1. Sichot Kodesh 5740 vol. 3 page 883, 894

began by asking me a number of questions about 
my personal history. I told him in brief about my 
experiences in the concentration camps during the 
Second World War, and how I was one of the leaders 
of the illegal immigration ship, SS Exodus. Then he 
questioned me 
about my current 
occupation and 
what I was doing 
in the United 
States. As we 
spoke, I felt that 
he was sincerely 
interested in 
hearing about 
me. Although a 
secretary came 
into the room to 
hurry me out, the 
Rebbe continued to speak with me for a half hour.
Most of all, he wanted to hear about Kiryat Ono. I 
told him about the large number of immigrants who 
had been absorbed into the town — mainly Torah 
observant Jews from Muslim countries, who were in 
need of religious institutions which we were sorely 
lacking. 
The Rebbe asked me how much money we needed 
to raise. Although I didn’t know the exact amount, 
I guessed that to build a Torah school it would take 
about twenty-five thousand dollars, which was a 
considerable amount in those days. To my surprise, 
the Rebbe said that he would donate the entire sum, 
but he set a couple of conditions — one was that 
the local rabbi agreed, and another was that a proper 
contract would be drawn up by a lawyer, ensuring 
that the building would, in fact, be used for the 
intended purpose and that it wouldn’t be used for 
any activities that desecrated Shabbat.
I told the Rebbe that the conditions were acceptable 
to me, but I was just a messenger in this matter and 
not authorized to approve these things.
After I returned, I gave Mr. Cohen a full report of the 
meeting and turned the matter over to him. I know 
that later he traveled to the USA and personally met 
with the Rebbe regarding this issue. Ultimately, it 
was decided that a Torah day school would be built 
and that it would be dedicated in memory of the 

Rebbe’s brother, Reb Yisroel Aryeh Leib.
As a follow up, the Rebbe appointed Rabbi Shmuel 
Chefer as his representative to oversee the fulfillment 
of his conditions. Rabbi Chefer was the administrator 
of schools in Kfar Chabad and his family was close 
to the Rebbe’s brother, so he was the right person 
for the job. The Rebbe also asked that Rabbi Chefer 
participate in the laying of the cornerstone for the 
building. Many senior Israeli officials attended that 
ceremony, including the president of Israel at that 
time, Mr. Zalman Shazar, and the Minister of Internal 
Affairs, Mr. Chaim Moshe Schapira. 
The event took place on Lag B’Omer, 1964, a year 
after my meeting with the Rebbe, and the Rebbe sent 
a special congratulatory letter, which read in part: 
“May it be G-d’s will — and this is the main thing 
— that the laying of the cornerstone for the Talmud 
Torah building be in a good and auspicious time 
… and that in this building Jewish children will be 
educated according to the instruction of our eternal 
and holy Torah.”
Indeed, for very many years that building has served 
as a synagogue and a yeshivah where students came 
to study Torah. ______________
Mr. Milek Kremer has served as a council member and as a vice 
chairman of the Kiryat Ono Regional Council. He was interviewed in 
his home in Raanana in December of 2012.
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>  5714 — 1954, in a letter, the Rebbe encouraged Mr. 
Zalman Shazar, who later became the president of 
Israel, on his participation in a research project on the 
writings and teaching of the Alter Rebbe. The Rebbe 
pointed out that Shazar has a special connection to 
the Alter Rebbe as he bears the Alter Rebbe’s name. 1  
14 Iyar
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In loving memory of
Leah Feiga Bas Meyer

By her children, Simcha and Shellee Pollard, Bruce and 
Jennifer Pollard, Gary and Chris Pollard


