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“So
“So what
what do
do you
you do
do when
when you
you
get
get angry?”
angry?”
II was
was on
on aa date
date with
with Suri,
Suri, my
my
future
future wife,
wife, and
and her
her question
question
made
made me
me very
very uncomfortable.
uncomfortable.

“You’re
“You’renot
notallowed
allowedto
toask
askthat
thatquestion,”
question,”IIreplied
repliedjokingly.
jokingly.
“Why
“Whynot?”
not?”
“I
“Iguess
guessyou’re
you’reallowed
allowedto
toask
askthe
thequestion,”
question,”IIamended.
amended.“I
“I
just
justdidn’t
didn’twant
wantyou
youto.
to.Very
Veryfew
fewpeople
peopleknow
knowthis,
this,but
butIIhappen
happen
to
tohave
havequite
quiteaatemper.
temper.Mostly
Mostlyititcomes
comesout
outwith
withmy
myyounger
younger
brother,
brother,who
whomakes
makesme
mecrazy.
crazy.But
Butit’s
it’ssomething
somethingthat
thatI’m
I’maware
awareof
of
and
andworking
workingon.”
on.”
Suri
Surismiled.
smiled.“It’s
“It’sokay,”
okay,”she
shesaid.
said.“I
“Ican
canhandle
handleanything,
anything,really,
really,
as
aslong
longas
asit’s
it’sout
outin
inthe
theopen.
open.The
Theonly
onlything
thingIIwouldn’t
wouldn’tbe
beable
ableto
to
handle
handleis
islying.”
lying.”
It
Itwas
wasaarelief,
relief,then,
then,that
thatshe
shehad
hadasked
askedabout
aboutmy
mytemper.
temper.IIwas
was
hoping
hopingthat
thatshe’d
she’dnever
neveractually
actuallysee
seeme
melose
loseit,
it,but
butififshe
shedid,
did,she
she
couldn’t
couldn’taccuse
accuseme
meof
ofhaving
havinglied
liedto
toher.
her.
For
Foraamoment,
moment,IIthought
thoughtabout
aboutthe
theother
otherissue
issueIIwas
wasgrappling
grappling
with.
with.No
Noneed
needto
tomention
mentionthat,
that,IIassured
assuredmyself.
myself.Now
Nowthat
thatI’m
I’m
getting
gettingmarried,
married,it’s
it’sover.
over.
II WAS
WAS A
A SHY
SHY KID,
KID,the
thetype
typethat
thatfroze
frozeup
upwhen
whencalled
calledon
onby
by
aarebbi
rebbiand
andsat
satat
atthe
thelunch
lunchtable
tablesilently,
silently,wishing
wishingIIcould
couldjoin
join
the
thebanter.
banter.Early
Earlyin
inmy
myteenage
teenageyears,
years,IIwas
wasplaying
playingaagame
gameon
on
the
thefamily
familycomputer,
computer,when
whenIIstumbled
stumbledacross
acrosssomething
somethingcalled
calledaa
chat
chatroom.
room.IIhad
hadnever
neverheard
heardof
ofaachat
chatroom
roombefore,
before,but
butIIquickly
quickly
discovered
discoveredthat
thatin
inthis
thisanonymous
anonymousenvironment,
environment,IIcould
couldescape
escape
my
myself-conscious
self-consciousself
selfand
androle-play
role-playthe
theperson
personIIcouldn’t
couldn’tbe
bein
in
real
reallife:
life:cool,
cool,macho,
macho,interesting.
interesting.Together
Togetherwith
withmy
mychat
chatbuddies,
buddies,
I’d
I’dweave
weavefantasies
fantasiesin
inwhich
whichIIwas
wasaacowboy,
cowboy,aatruck
truckdriver,
driver,an
an
athlete,
athlete,aamovie
moviestar.
star.
The
Thechats
chatsstarted
startedoff
offinnocuously
innocuouslyenough,
enough,but
butititwasn’t
wasn’tlong
long
before
beforethey
theyturned
turnedinappropriate.
inappropriate.IIwas
washorrified,
horrified,but
butintensely
intensely
curious,
curious,and
andmy
mycuriosity
curiositypropelled
propelledme
meto
tokeep
keepcoming
comingback
back
for
formore.
more.One
Onething
thingled
ledto
toanother,
another,until
untileventually
eventuallyIIbecame
becameaa
regular
regularpatron
patronof
ofcyber-filth
cyber-filthhaunts.
haunts.
By
Bythe
thetime
timeIIflew
flewoff
offto
toIsrael
Israelfor
foryeshivah,
yeshivah,IIfelt
feltas
asthough
thoughII
was
wasleading
leadingaadouble
doublelife.
life.On
Onthe
theface
faceof
ofit,
it,IIwas
wasaareserved
reservedbut
but
otherwise
otherwisetypical
typicalyeshivah
yeshivahbochur
bochurwho
whospent
spenthis
hisdays
dayslearning
learning
Gemara.
Gemara.Only
OnlyIIknew
knewthat
thatseveral
severaltimes
timesaaweek,
week,IIwas
wasescaping
escaping
into
intoaaworld
worldof
ofprurient
prurientfantasy.
fantasy.This
Thiswas
wasbefore
beforethe
thedays
daysof
of
smartphones,
smartphones,but
butmagazines
magazinesand
andmovies
movieswere
werereadily
readilyavailable
available—
—
ififyou
youknew
knewwhere
whereto
tolook.
look.
IIwas
washoping
hopingthat
thatbeing
beingin
inIsrael
Israelwould
wouldallow
allowme
meto
togrow
growand
and
move
movepast
pastmy
myproblem.
problem.IIdid
didgrow
growin
inIsrael,
Israel,making
makingconsiderable
considerable
strides
stridesin
inmy
mylearning
learningand
andruchniyus,
ruchniyus,and
andthe
theproblem
problemdid
didget
get
better.
better.But
Butititdidn’t
didn’tgo
goaway
awayentirely.
entirely.IIwas
wasoptimistic,
optimistic,however.
however.
Like
Likethe
theguys
guyswho
whosmoked,
smoked,IIwas
wassure
surethat
thatafter
afterIIgot
gotmarried,
married,I’d
I’d
never
neversuccumb
succumbto
totemptation
temptationagain.
again.My
Mytemper,
temper,now
nowthat
thatwas
was
something
somethingto
toworry
worryabout.
about.
Marriage
Marriagegave
gaveme
meaabrief
briefrespite
respitefrom
fromthe
theschmutz
schmutzproblem
problem—
—

long enough for me to convince myself that it was over, and long
enough for me to blame Suri, in my mind, when it resurfaced. The
anger problem, on the other hand, all but disappeared. Not that
I didn’t have plenty of opportunities for anger, but for the most
part, I was able to control myself.
When we were married for about a year, Suri gave birth to our
oldest son — six weeks early. At around the same time, I was laid
off from my job in commercial real estate.
I had a preemie baby who needed special care. I had no money,
and nothing to do. Suri was irritable, and preoccupied with the
baby. My life wasn’t a fun place to be.
At around this time, a friend named Nachi offered me the
opportunity to start a business with him. Having nothing else to
do, I agreed. Nachi and I borrowed some startup capital, and we
began spending long days in and out of the office we rented. One
day, when Nachi wasn’t in the office, I logged on to one of my old
chat room haunts. I wasn’t actually planning to chat with anyone,
I was just curious how the technology had advanced since I had
last visited.
The new interface was confusing at first. But it took me only a
few minutes to get my bearings and figure out how to access my
old account.
The next thing I knew, it was two hours later, and Suri was
calling to find out when I was coming home. I quickly shut down
the browser and erased the history, utterly disgusted with myself
and vowing that it would never, ever happen again.
That promise did not last long. In a shockingly short time, I was
back in the same place I had been before leaving to Eretz Yisrael
as a bochur, going online several times a week, sometimes for
hours at a time.
I would stay late at the office, telling Suri that starting up a
business took a lot of hard work, but neglecting to mention that
much of the time was spent online doing other things. Sometimes
I’d go into the office on Sundays just to access the sites that sucked
me in, with the excuse that I had work to do.
Several times, Suri noticed that I was not myself, and she asked
me what was bothering me. “Nothing’s wrong,” I would insist.
“Did I do something wrong?”
“No!”
Suri would accuse me of not being in touch with my feelings, but
I would scoff at the notion. “I’m not a woman,” I would say. “Guys
don’t talk about their feelings.”
At the same time, I was trying desperately to grow as a person
and as a Jew. In addition to my daily learning seder, I began
studying mussar in a committed way, and I even started giving a
halachah shiur in my shul. As the years passed, my shiur grew, as
did my standing in the community. People would come to me to
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WHEN I WROTE THE STORY “Broken
but Whole,” I knew I was inviting a letter
such as this one:
The LifeLines story this week was
indeed sad and true to life. However, I
struggle to understand the relevance of
the woman’s (chassidish) background
inserted in the beginning of the story.
Surely any mental illness can affect all
sectors of society and all can fall prey to
marrying a spouse without being aware of
the illness and/or implications.
Furthermore, by describing the woefully
inadequate advisor, Miriam, as being a
choshuve person in that community, you
again managed to portray an image of
an untrained “chassidish” self-professed
therapist causing even more damage
in the name of being “special.” Thus an
underlying derision of chassidim once
again tainting your pages.
I have found this thread running
through your publication, where you
view the general Jewish population as
“chassidim, and then everybody else,” as
if they were a different species altogether
and looked upon with disdain.
All people could be anything despite
and regardless of their family or
particular community. What, pray tell, is
the difference?

I am sad to note that this does not
fit well with a magazine professing to
promote achdus in Klal Yisrael.
B. Burns, New York
I don’t like to perpetuate stereotypes,
and I actually agonized over whether
to mention that the protagonist was
chassidish.
I wanted to omit this piece of
information. Yet I didn’t want to sow
unnecessary fear among readers by
implying that anyone could get stuck
in a similar situation. I thought it was
important to clarify that a chassan with
such an obvious degree of dysfunction
could only be considered “eligible” in an
arranged marriage, where he’d meet the
kallah only briefly before finalizing the
shidduch.
Thankfully, by now I have quite a
network of LifeLines friends, who span
the gamut of human experiences. The
protagonist of “Listening Ear” (Issue
520) works at a helpline for people in
crisis, and is married to a man with
Asperger’s.
I called her up and posed the question
to her. “Could this story have happened
in a non-chassidish setting?”
“Absolutely not,” she replied. “Zalman
could never have hidden such a severe

ask sh’eilos, and would even ask my advice on personal matters. I
did my best to guide them correctly, all the while imagining how
differently they’d view me if they only knew the truth.
Life continued this way for close to ten years. On the outside, I
was becoming more learned, more choshuv, more serious about
life and Yiddishkeit. I desperately wanted to identify with that
side of me and escape the inner rot that was tearing me apart.
But deep down, I knew I was a rasha merusha, evil to the core,
and a hypocrite to boot. My marriage reflected this dichotomy:
On the face of it, Suri and I were functioning well and keeping
up the façade of a stable home. But between us, there was no real
closeness. I wasn’t having fits of rage, so she couldn’t accuse me of
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condition on a date.”
“So,” I pressed on hesitantly, “how
did you end up marrying a man with
Asperger’s? You’re not chassidish!”
“My husband is a lot more high
functioning,” she explained. “Zalman’s
case is extreme.”
In the end, I decided to mention that
the couple was chassidish, but only in
passing. It was the truth, after all. And
it was also true, and significant, that
the advisor “Miriam” belonged to that
community, because that respected
insider status gave Miriam credibility in
the protagonist’s eyes, which is why she
followed such terrible advice so blindly.
Do the above decisions point to an
anti-chassidish bias? I don’t think so. I’ve
printed many stories that highlight the
flaws of the litvish/yeshivish shidduch
system, and no one complained then of
any bias.
Litvish-style dating hasn’t proven
to be superior to chassidish-style
matchmaking, which is undeniably
closer to the traditional Jewish model.
Every system has its inherent flaws,
however, and acknowledging those
flaws is about being realistic, not about
destroying achdus.

—C. Saphir

mistreatingher,
her,but
butthe
theundercurrent
undercurrentof
ofdiscontent
discontentrarely
rarelywent
went
mistreating
away.
away.
Whatalarmed
alarmedme
memost
mostabout
aboutmy
myproblem
problemwas
wasthat
thatsights
sightsthat
that
What
hadgiven
givenme
meaathrill
thrillin
inthe
thepast
pastno
nolonger
longerseemed
seemedinteresting,
interesting,and
and
had
inorder
orderto
toachieve
achievethat
thatsame
sameexcitement,
excitement,IInow
nowhad
hadto
toseek
seekout
out
in
moreand
andmore
moreextreme
extremedisplays.
displays.IIwas
waswatching
watchingdebased
debasedand
andeven
even
more
violentmaterial,
material,and
andwhen
whenititwas
wasover,
over,IIwas
wasutterly
utterlydisgusted
disgustedwith
with
violent
myself.Yet
Yetwithin
withinaafew
fewdays,
days,I’d
I’dgo
goright
rightback
backfor
formore.
more.
myself.
That’snot
notto
tosay
saythere
therewasn’t
wasn’tany
anyprogress.
progress.There
Therewere
weretimes
times
That’s
whenIIwent
wentweeks,
weeks,even
evenmonths,
months,without
withoutstumbling.
stumbling.In
Infact,
fact,my
my
when
yearhad
hadaapredictable
predictablerhythm
rhythmto
toit.
it.Each
EachElul,
Elul,IIwould
wouldresolve
resolveto
to
year
overcomethis
thischallenge
challengeonce
onceand
andfor
forall.
all.I’d
I’dstay
staystrong
strongthrough
through
overcome

Rosh
RoshHashanah
Hashanahand
andYom
YomKippur,
Kippur,pleading
pleadingwith
withHashem
Hashemto
toforgive
forgive
me
mefor
formy
mysins
sinsand
andtaking
takingon
onall
allsorts
sortsof
ofkabbalos
kabbalosto
toprevent
prevent
further
furtherslips.
slips.
Around
AroundSuccos,
Succos,I’d
I’dhave
havemy
myfirst
firstfall.
fall.I’d
I’dbe
bedevastated,
devastated,and
and
institute
institutesafeguards
safeguardsto
toensure
ensureititwould
wouldnever
neverhappen
happenagain.
again.I’d
I’d
beef
beefup
upthe
thefilters
filterson
onmy
mycomputer,
computer,learn
learnaadouble
doublemussar
mussarseder,
seder,
and
andpenalize
penalizemyself
myselfin
invarious
variousways.
ways.Once,
Once,IIwent
wentan
anentire
entireyear
year
without
withouteating
eatingmeat,
meat,except
excepton
onYom
YomTov.
Tov.
I’d
I’dstay
staystrong
strongfor
foranother
anotherfew
fewweeks,
weeks,maybe
maybeeven
evenuntil
until
Chanukah,
Chanukah,but
butthen
thenthere
therewould
wouldbe
beaaspree
spreeof
offailures,
failures,in
inwhich
which
I’d
I’dfind
findways
waysto
tocircumvent
circumventor
oreliminate
eliminatethe
thefilters
filterson
onmy
myoffice
office
computer,
computer,or
orfind
findaanew
newdevice
devicewith
withInternet
Internetconnectivity.
connectivity.At
Atsome
some
point
pointduring
duringthe
thewinter,
winter,after
afterfighting
fightingwith
withmyself
myselfunsuccessfully
unsuccessfully
for
forweeks,
weeks,I’d
I’ddespair
despairof
ofever
everbeating
beatingthe
theproblem.
problem.Then,
Then,the
the
floodgates
floodgateswould
wouldopen,
open,and
andthe
theyetzer
yetzerhara
harawould
wouldtotally
totallyengulf
engulf
me.
me.Feeling
Feelinghelpless
helplessagainst
againstthe
thetemptation,
temptation,I’d
I’dsuccumb
succumbtime
timeafter
after
time,
time,hating
hatingmyself
myselffor
fornot
noteven
evenputting
puttingup
upaafight.
fight.
I’d
I’dhave
haveaabit
bitof
ofaareprieve
reprievefrom
fromPesach
Pesachuntil
untilShavuos,
Shavuos,using
usingthe
the
inspiration
inspirationof
ofthe
theYamim
YamimTovim
Tovimand
andSefiras
SefirasHa’omer
Ha’omerto
touplift
upliftme.
me.
But
Butonce
oncethe
thesummer
summerstarted,
started,IIwas
wasback
backto
tomy
myold
oldhabits,
habits,and
andonly
only
when
whenRosh
RoshChodesh
ChodeshElul
Elulcame
camearound
aroundwould
wouldIIbe
beable
ableto
tomuster
muster
the
thestrength
strengthto
todo
dobattle
battleagain.
again.
Between
Betweenall
allthis,
this,IIwas
waslearning
learningwith
withmy
mykids,
kids,going
goingto
toshul
shulthree
three
times
timesaaday,
day,and
andcontinuing
continuingto
togive
givemy
myshiur.
shiur.
When
Whenmy
mybusiness
businessstarted
startedto
tofalter,
falter,IIblamed
blamedititon
onNachi,
Nachi,II
blamed
blamedititon
onthe
thelousy
lousyeconomy,
economy,IIblamed
blamedititon
onthe
thecompetition.
competition.
The
Thefact
factthat
thatIIwas
waswasting
wastingtwo
twoor
orthree
threehours
hoursonline
onlinemost
mostdays
days—
—
aaquarter
quarterof
ofmy
mytime
timeat
atthe
theoffice
office—
—had
hadnothing
nothingto
todo
dowith
withour
our
financial
financialwoes,
woes,IIassured
assuredmyself.
myself.When
WhenNachi
Nachiblasted
blastedme
mefor
for
ignoring
ignoringclients’
clients’calls
callsand
andmissing
missingimportant
importantmeetings,
meetings,IIblew
blewup
up
and
andtold
toldhim
himto
tostuff
stuffit.
it.
IIalso
alsoconvinced
convincedmyself
myselfthat
thatmy
myshalom
shalombayis
bayisissues
issueshad
hadnothing
nothing
to
todo
dowith
withme
meor
ormy
myproblem.
problem.If
IfSuri
Suriwould
wouldhave
havebeen
beenaabetter
betterwife
wife
and
andnagged
naggedme
meless,
less,IIwould
wouldhave
havebeen
beennicer
nicerto
toher.
her.
Things
Thingscame
cameto
toaahead
headwhen
whenIIdecided
decidedto
tomake
makeaasiyum
siyumon
onBava
Bava
Kamma
Kammain
inmy
myshul.
shul.IIordered
orderedaacatered
cateredbreakfast
breakfastfor
foraaSunday
Sunday
morning.
morning.But
ButIImiscalculated
miscalculatedhow
howlong
longititwould
wouldtake
takeme
meto
tofinish,
finish,
and
andaafew
fewdays
daysbefore
beforethe
thesiyum,
siyum,IIwas
wasstill
stillaalong
longway
wayfrom
fromthe
thelast
last
daf.
daf.IIwas
wasso
sonervous,
nervous,IIcouldn’t
couldn’tbuckle
buckledown
downto
tolearn.
learn.All
AllIIcould
coulddo
do
was
waslose
losemyself
myselfon
onthe
thecomputer
computerand
andnumb
numbmy
mymind
mindto
tothe
thepublic
public
humiliation
humiliationIIwas
wasabout
aboutto
toexperience.
experience.
On
OnSunday
Sundaymorning,
morning,IIcame
cameto
toshul
shulto
tofind
findthe
thetables
tablesset
setup
upand
and
the
thewaiters
waitersputting
puttingout
outplatters.
platters.IIgot
gotup
upin
infront
frontof
ofthe
theshul
shuland
and
made
madethe
thesiyum,
siyum,as
asthough
thoughIIhad
hadactually
actuallyfinished
finishedthe
themasechta.
masechta.
After
Afterthat,
that,IIfielded
fieldedmazel
mazeltovs
tovsfrom
frommy
myrav,
rav,my
myfriends,
friends,my
myshiur
shiur
attendees,
attendees,my
myown
ownsons.
sons.And
AndIIwanted
wantedthe
theearth
earthto
toopen
openup
upand
and
swallow
swallowthe
thevile
vilecreature
creaturethat
thatIIwas.
was.
IIcould
couldnot
notbelieve
believehow
howlow
lowIIhad
hadsunk
sunk—
—to
topretend
pretendIIhad
had

24
24Iyar
Iyar5776
5776||June
June1,1,2016
2016

finished a masechta, when in fact I hadn’t finished it because I was
spending hours every day immersed in filth.
After the siyum, I turned my face heavenward and said,
“Hashem, I can’t do this anymore. You take over.”
A couple of weeks later, I was reading the news on a Jewish site,
when I noticed an ad for Guard Your Eyes (GYE), an organization
that helps people with shemiras einayim and related problems.
When I clicked on to their website, I found articles and forums
addressing my problem, and discovered that there was a whole
network of people experiencing the same struggle.
So excited was I by this discovery that I signed up for the GYE
90-day chart, and then immediately went home and told Suri that
I had found a solution to my problem.
“What problem?” she asked.
“Well,” I began sheepishly, “I’ve had this problem for years, but
I was too embarrassed to admit it to you. But now, it’s history!
There’s this website called Guard Your Eyes, and it’s going to help
me beat this thing.”
I had thought, in my naïveté, that Suri would be understanding
and supportive. Quite the contrary. She was absolutely devastated
by my revelation, and oscillated between quiet fury and mournful
weeping.
Two days later, I found myself standing, against my will, in
the office of my rav. He gave me some chizuk, and tried to put
me at ease by telling me that he’d heard worse things. But Suri
wasn’t satisfied with that. The next thing I knew, she made an
appointment for me with a therapist who specialized in addictions.
Having been forced into therapy, my main goal was to convince
the therapist, and Suri, that I was really fine. So I white-knuckled
it through the next few months, fighting the yetzer hara with
every ounce of energy I had. Another goal of mine was to convince
the therapist that Suri was the problem, not me. “I slip once in a
while,” I told him, “but it’s really under control. The real issue is
that my wife is so moody.”
I was sober for six months, which was longer than I had gone
since my bar mitzvah. I had made it onto the GYE “Wall of Honor”
twice over, once for each 90 days, so I was unquestionably cured.
But after six months of sobriety, I felt suicidal. The constant
struggle wiped me of every last bit of strength and vitality, and I felt
that I’d rather be dead.
Nor was my recovery helping my marriage. I had learned, in the
interim, that for a wife, a bombshell-style revelation of this sort was
a trauma on par with being violently attacked. I should have been
in recovery for a significant amount of time before telling her, and
the revelation should have been made gently, in the presence of a
therapist who could have given her emotional first-aid on the spot.
Now, instead of being able to count on Suri’s support and
encouragement, I had to continue facing her grief and anger.
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On top of that, I had to deal with her mistrust — she no longer
believed anything I said.
Eventually, I fell back into my old behaviors. But this time, I was
smarter than to tell anyone about it. Not Suri, not my rav, not my
therapist. Once again, I felt totally isolated in my struggle, except
that now, I was also lying about it straight-out.
All this time, I was receiving the GYE daily e-mail. Sometimes I
read it, sometimes I didn’t. There was this fellow Dov who described
his long journey to sobriety, and what intrigued me about his
account was that he seemed to be at peace with himself. Here I
was, fighting with myself every hour of my life not to succumb to
temptation, while he had the same problem, and yet he sounded as
though he was actually enjoying his life.
My curiosity piqued, I decided to sign up for GYE’s 12-step phone
conferences, which were just starting a new cycle at the time. The
four-afternoon-a-week phone conferences were a life changer.
Suddenly, I was not alone in my challenge — I was among people
who could understand my struggle and respect me for it. And the
people on the calls were not a bunch of bums or losers. They were
businessmen and professionals, mechanchim and kollel yungeleit,
serious people who spanned the religious spectrum. We called
ourselves “the chevrah.”
In addition to the support and camaraderie of the chevrah, several
of whom became cherished personal friends, I was now acquiring
tools for true, lasting recovery, not the white-knuckle “dry drunk”
sobriety I had managed to achieve previously.
Through the phone conferences and the 12-step work they
required, I learned to identify my maladaptive coping mechanisms
and replace them with healthy ones. One healthy coping mechanism
I learned was to listen to my body and my emotions. For years, I had
been completely out of touch with what was going on inside me, and
when I was angry, sad, stressed, tired, or even hungry, I had turned
to schmutz for relief. But the schmutz only made me feel worse
about myself, so I then had to resort to my one and only coping
mechanism: schmutz. This was the vicious cycle of addiction.
Now, when I’m hungry, I eat. When I’m tired, I take a nap. When
I’m stressed, I use relaxation techniques. When I’m sad or angry, I
write down my feelings or share them with a caring friend. In the
past, I thought friends were for schmoozing with about news and
politics. Now, thanks to the chevrah, I have real friends, friends who
can be there for me when I’m down or weak and feeling vulnerable
to temptation.
Another coping tool is the ability to face myself and my character
defects. When I find myself becoming resentful of the people
around me, I try to figure out what I’m doing that’s contributing to
the dynamic and rectify it. I also turn to Hashem for help regularly,
acknowledging that alone, I am powerless against the yetzer hara.
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Actually, in retrospect, the first step I took toward healing was
on the day of my pseudo-siyum, when I turned to Hashem and
acknowledged my powerlessness. Until then, I had been in denial,
thinking that this was a religious problem rather than an emotional
disease known as addiction.
Addicts don’t have control over their addiction. But by taking
control of other areas of our life in which we do have power, we
can develop the tools that will enable us to fight the addiction as
well. Because our real problem is the pain in our lives that makes
us vulnerable to addiction. Addiction is the self-medication for the
problem, not the problem itself.
I am fortunate that Suri was willing to stick with me through
this journey. She had to go for her own therapy and utilize GYE’s
resources for spouses to deal with her pain and find her way out
of codependency, and there were a number of rocky years before
we were able to rebuild a relationship based on honesty, trust, and
friendship. But all in all, her awareness of my problem turned out to
be a blessing in disguise, because it spurred me to finally get the help
I needed.
Just as an alcoholic can never trust himself around liquor, a
person like me can never trust himself around temptation. I had
to tell the IT guy at work about my problem and ask him to make
it impossible for me to get around the Internet filter. And I have
to keep doing the 12-step work and participating in the phone
conferences, knowing that the potential to escape into schmutz is
always latent, even though I have been sober for years already. But
I have the comfort and confidence of knowing that as I long as I stay
connected and continue working on myself, the addiction will not
have control over me.
Let me be clear — lust addiction is not an Internet problem. It’s
a disease that existed before the Internet, and exists even among
people who have no access to Internet. But the Internet, with its
accessibility and anonymity, has done such a good job of spreading
the germs of the disease that today, it has become an epidemic, one
that spares no sector of frum society. And because it’s a disease that
breeds in isolation, the shame and guilt that prevent people from
seeking help only cause the disease to spread further.
But the same Ribbono shel Olam Who created the disease also
created a remedy. My chevrah and I are living proof. —
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