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My husband and I come from Chareidi homes, in Bnei Brak.
Until five years ago, I had a quiet, peaceful life. Hashem gave
me everything I could possibly need. I grew up with loving
and supportive parents, I was accepted socially, money was not
lacking and I did well in school. I had everything I wanted.
I never left home without making sure I looked my best. I spent
a lot of time venturing after modern and exquisite clothing, and
my wardrobe, rich and varied, was made up of designer labels.
The saleswomen from the different shopping malls knew me
well. I thought that this pursuit of materiality would give me
great satisfaction.
My story begins from the time I was studying in seminary.
I was always among the first to wear the latest fashions. My
style of dress was really pushing the confines of the dress code,
and my teachers would very often point this out. I think that I
received more remarks than anyone else. What was odd, was
that I’d sometimes wear a long skirt, seemingly being the most
tzanua, and yet it would still be frowned upon.
As we know, we live in a generation of great confusion and the
truth is not clear. To my regret, I did not know then that a woman
should be tzanua in her essence, and that ‘kol kvuda bas melech
pnima’. I thought, therefore, that it was fine for me to stand out
and to look good everywhere I went.
After seminary, I got married. I very much wanted a wig, but
because of my husband’s and mother’s opposition to it, I covered
my hair with headscarves. The front of my hair, the breadth of
two fingers, I kept exposed. The rest of my dress was of course,
short, close fitting, loud and colorful, and completely not tzanua.
I was naturally drawn towards beauty and aesthetics and so
I decided to become a makeup artist. I signed up with one of
the best schools, invested a fortune, and much time and energy
in order to succeed. I thought that this would bring me much
happiness.
While studying, I was accepted to work in a chain store of the
makeup company from where I was training. This was despite
the fact that I didn’t yet know how to professionally apply
makeup. (This is how much the yetzer hara “helps” us to fall...).
The store was in the center of a mall, and the whole atmosphere
was not one of Torah and mitzvos, to say the least, as all of the
staff, employees and customers were not Torah-minded. This
meant terrible pritzus, and all that it entailed…
In addition to all this, I would spend hours going around to
different stores for the latest makeup products, involving endless
spending. I admit, that all this caused me to wallow deeper and
deeper in tum’ah. (Today, looking back, I can’t believe that this
was what I was occupied with).
Everything that I would earn would strangely disappear,
because working in that which is ossur, has no blessing. At the

time, I hadn’t yet understood that applying makeup to women
meant placing a stumbling-block causing others to sin.
B’chasdei Hashem, I became pregnant. Everything was normal
and without any problems, until my fifth month. Every time that
I would go to work and walk into the store, the fetus would start
‘’acting up”. It was as if it was hinting to me, “Imma, I don’t
feel good when you are here...it bothers me very much…please
Imma, don’t go in here!” And the truth was, that when I would
leave, the fetus would relax again. This would continue, until…
and here I am coming to the strange and mysterious part of my
story.
One night, I had a dream. In my dream, I saw a woman who I had
never seen before, her hair completely covered in a headscarf, a
tichel, in a way that not one of her hairs could be seen. She
looked towards me and said, “I used to wear a headscarf that
didn’t cover all of my hair, and now I need to come back to
the world in order to fix this fault!” With her hand, she showed
me clearly until where her hair had been showing. It was about
2-3 cm. inwards from her hairline. “I am not able to enter into
Gan Eden… I am going back now into this world only in
order to rectify this.”
With that, she completed her words and disappeared.
I understood this as a strong sign from Shamayim in order
to strengthen me to cover all of my hair. Indeed, I took it upon
myself to cover all of my hair according to halacha. A few days
later, I completely forgot about my dream.
It was on erev Rosh Hashana, about a week after the dream,
when I suddenly started feeling all kinds of unpleasant sensations.
I decided to go to the health clinic, and upon being examined, it
was apparent that I was in the beginning stages of labor.
My husband and I didn’t know how to accept this. “What do
you mean going into labor? We’re only in our second trimester.
How can that be?!” But these were the facts!
The strangest thing was that I had a medical exam just two days
before, and everything was normal.
We cried, we were scared and very worried. We were rushed
to “Tel Hashomer” Hospital, where I was given all kinds of
medications in order to stop the premature birth. However, it
was unsuccessful. Hashem wanted it otherwise.
In my 25th week of pregnancy, I gave birth to a baby girl,
weighing a mere 750 grams. It was the night of Rosh Hashana
5770 at 10:25 p.m. Upon delivery, she needed immediate
CPR followed by artificial respiration, and was given various
injections and treatments. She was brought to the neonatal ICU,
where we visited her the following day.
Looking through her incubator, we were astonished to see
life at such a small size. She was receiving about 13 different
injections, while on a respirator and connected to other medical

equipment. We had no way of being able to touch her, except for
once, through the incubator after thoroughly cleaning our hands.
After a few days of ups and downs, we were informed of a
change for the worse in her condition. Her weight went down to
620 grams. We sought counsel with a rabbi, and decided to give
her a name.
We spoke to her, prayed for her, completed books of Tehillim
on her behalf, and sat by her side for hours every day, but her
condition did not improve. It deteriorated. She began swelling
and turned blue from a stomach infection.
On Friday, they were preparing us for the worst, but we didn’t
want to believe it and we continued to daven.
That day, the baby was restless and was clearly suffering. It
was difficult for us to watch this, without being able to help her.
We had no choice though, but to return home and get ready for
Shabbos. Our cell phones were turned off and the suspense was
terrible.
On Motzei Shabbos, we rushed to the hospital and saw that
her condition had further deteriorated. We were greatly pained
by this, but aside from tefilla, there was nothing else that we
could do. We remained until midnight, parting with hope that
she would quickly get better.
When we came home, we did chesbon nefesh. Immediately,
we started cutting up clothing that was immodest and took upon
ourselves to switch to kosher cell phones.
Two hours later we received a call from the hospital, informing
us that her condition was not good and that we should come in.
Arriving quickly, we noticed upon approaching the ICU that
her oxygen tank was on the outside. We preferred to ignore this
…
We entered the room. Above every infant there are about 4
screens monitoring their condition, and we saw that the screens
above our baby were turned off. Our hearts began to throb.
Approaching the incubator, we saw that our baby was covered
up in a white sheet except for her face, lying motionless and
disconnected from all of her medical equipment … and it still
didn’t register. We asked the doctor, “What …? What happened?”
He looked at us with a sorrowful expression, saying, ‘’Nothing
more could be done … she passed away.”
“What??? How can that be???” We broke down in tears. “No!
It can’t be! We don’t believe it!”
The sudden awareness of our baby’s death completely broke
us. We were not prepared for it. Emotionally, it was very difficult
for us to absorb. I was only 19 and had already gone through the
birth and death of a baby…it was a test, a nisayon, that was not
at all an easy one.
We went into the parent’s waiting room crying, dumfounded.
A few doctors from the staff came to comfort and strengthen us,
followed by our immediate family, and we all cried together.
To this day, the doctors don’t know the cause of the premature
birth, as much as they sought a medical explanation.
A few days after my daughter’s passing, I thought about all that
I had been through in the past few days and about the strange
dream that I had dreamt. The connection between the chain of
events was very clear to me; a woman who I had never known
appeared to me in a dream, telling me that she is coming back to
this world only to rectify her exposing the front of her hair from
her head covering. This was a fault of my own. Then, one week
later I gave birth to a baby girl, specifically, not to a boy, and of
all days, she was born on Rosh Hashana. She remained alive,
suffering throughout the AseresYimai Teshuva, a time known for
it’s great strength and power for fixing all of our sins until Yom
Kippur, and then, she died.

What else could it mean? I had no doubt that the neshama of
that woman was brought down into the baby I had born. I also
understood that she was sent to me specifically from Shamayim
to warn me not to keep doing the same aveira as she had done.
After the incident, as aforementioned, we switched to a kosher
phone, and aside from cutting up my not tzanua skirts, I started
wearing more tzanua headscarves, and we were more careful
in a few other matters. However, this newfound resolve didn’t
hold up for long. A few months later I came back to work at the
same makeup store. In such an atmosphere though, it was very
hard, of course, to not get swept away by the nature of the work.
Regretfully, we returned to our former state. (As we know, the
yetzer hara doesn’t give up so easily…).
Hashem had compassion on us and wanted to draw us closer
to Him. He gave us a gift, a baby boy, exactly one year later,
followed by another boy a year after that. However, we didn’t
fully appreciate all of this goodness surrounding us and it hadn’t
aroused us to teshuva.
Some time after that, I received an almost irresistible job offer
with great pay and comfortable hours. Accepting the position
without thinking twice, I found myself working in a business
alongside male employees. I felt that it lowered me in ruchnius
and I knew that it was ossur, but I was blinded because of the
money. Ever so slowly I began to lose the natural sense of shame
inherent in every Bas Yisrael, in every Jewish woman, and I
hadn’t even thought of how I was causing others to sin.
Before Rosh Hashana 5773 I was feeling an aching emptiness
from my work. I had no spiritual fulfillment. I simply wanted to
get closer to Hashem. I knew that I was causing others to sin and
that what I was doing was wrong, but still, it was difficult for me.
I asked for blessings from a few rebbetzins that I should become
stronger in tznius, but I continued in my usual way.
That Tzom Gedaliya, my husband started feeling unwell,
feeling even worse towards the end of the fast, with terrible
stomach pain, weakness, shivering and tremors in his whole
body. A few days later his condition deteriorated, needing
antibiotics. He lost weight, would sweat excessively while he
slept, and his conditioned worsened so, that he received a heter
from a Rav not to fast on Yom Kippur.
Sometime after Simchas Torah, he had a blood test to have
it further checked out. In the afternoon of that same day, he
received a call from the doctor, telling him: “Come immediately
to the clinic!”
My father took him to the clinic, and upon arrival, the doctor
began to stutter, saying: “Look, you have a blood disease.”
“What do you mean a blood disease?” he asked, not
understanding.
It was hard for him to speak, but finally he said: “I must
inform you … that you have leukemia. This explains all of your
symptoms. You must get treatment as quickly as possible! Every
minute counts!”
They drove quickly to ‘Tel Hashomer’, where he was
immediately hospitalized.
That evening, I had gone shopping for more clothing. During
my spree, I phoned my husband. He didn’t know what to tell me.
I hadn’t even known that he went to see the doctor; how could
he tell me the bitter news of his diagnosis? Not capable of doing
so, he simply said, “Sarah, call your father. I can’t speak right
now…I’ll see you later!”
He sounded strange on the phone, so unlike his usual self. I
called my father, and he told me everything in detail.
Stunned, I felt as if my whole world was collapsing. How
could this be? We were such a young couple to have this befall

us. In my heart though, I knew very well that all this was because
of my wrongdoings and that now we were beginning to pay for
everything.
One of the clear signs of this, was that just yesterday, the day
before his hospitalization, I was told that I was fired. Seemingly,
it was great work, smooth and problem free, and now all of the
sudden I was fired for no apparent reason. My son had started
suffering from severe asthma for the past several months, in
addition to other blows and financial losses incurred during that
time. And now, upon my husband getting the machala …I said
to myself, “Sarah, enough already! I got the message. Hashem
is showing you in the clearest way possible that He doesn’t
like what you are doing and how you are dressing! Hashem is
having mercy on you; He doesn’t want you and your husband
to continue spiraling downwards more and more chas v’shalom,
He wants you to change your ways as quickly as possible.”
I hurried over to the hospital, with the understanding resonating
in my heart that only mesirus nefesh, my absolute resolve in
tznius, would bring our yeshua.
Afterwards, I returned home to take a few things with me to
the hospital. Once again, I stood in front of my closet .This time
though, I really took out everything that I had; all of my tight
fitting skirts, my short and colorful loud skirts, all of my tight
fitting, modern shirts and tunics, everything custom made that
cost great sums of money, and, in addition, the clothing that I had
just spent an exorbitant amount of money on and had bought just
that day. I simply tore everything up. Without thinking twice! I
felt whole with what I had just done. I understood that the cost
of what I had spent on those clothing, as high as it was, was
nothing, nonexistent, compared to the heavy price that we were
now paying. I understood that I had been investing in something
false and superficial.
I found a long skirt and a shirt that was a little roomy, and that
was how I arrived at the hospital.
My husband had a bone marrow test, in which a needle the
length of 10 cm. is inserted into the pelvis bone to draw bone
marrow. It caused excruciating pain, lasting for two weeks.
At that same time we sent an urgent request for a blessing
from Rav Kanievsky, and during the treatment we received his
reply: Everything that we are going through now is a kapara
to atone for all that we had done! Afterwards, my husband was
released. He was given all kinds of medication and pills in order
to prevent the machala.
In the following days, we started strengthening ourselves in the
matter of tznius; we read material on it, and learned halachos,
delving deeply into it. It was simply shameful that a chareidi
couple had to learn the halachos of tznius like a child learning
the Aleph Beis. One of the booklets that influenced me the most
was: “Divrei Chizuk B’Kiyum Mitzvat Tzniut Bat Yisrael.” I felt
as if it was written just for me. It presented the proper way of
how to be tzanua as well as how to more easily and lovingly
withstand the nisyonos with which our generation is being tested.
With Hashems help and with many tefilos, I started wearing
button down shirts, closing the top button with my husband’s
encouragement. Can I say that it was easy? Absolutely not! (All
beginnings are hard…). I felt suffocated and closed in. I felt self
conscious, and there were times when I opened up the button
and put in a pin.
With makeup as well, I would apply and remove it, smudge
and blot out. It was very hard for me. I was told that I looked
pale. I would fight with myself, thinking innocently that perhaps
light, gentle makeup was modest, but here too, my husband
came to my aid and explained that even light makeup can cause
a stumbling block because it enhances and beautifies. The proof

of this, was that without it, I felt less beautiful and attractive.
Perfume was especially difficult for me; I couldn’t give it up,
but on the other hand, it presents a nisayon even for someone
who is careful guarding his eyes. This is because one can not
hold his breath and stop inhaling what is in the air at every
moment.
What gave me strength to withstand the tests was my will to
be pleasing, to find grace in Hashem’s eyes, more than in anyone
else’s. In the merit of this, Hashem granted me happiness and
fulfillment and I felt closer to Him.
One Friday night after the meal, my husband suddenly began to
have a very strong, rapid pulse. He tried to drink and to breathe
deeply, but nothing helped. For the first time, he felt what it was
to tremble from fear.
He ran to the clinic, alone, where a gentile doctor was on duty.
The doctor immediately did an E.K.G. to check the condition
of his heart, only he wasn’t able to read it because his heart was
pumping so wildly. All of his muscles were tensed, and his entire
body shook.
The doctor was unsuccessful in summoning an ambulance.
He left the clinic at once with my husband in order to drive
him to the hospital, unbeknownst to me. To my husband’s great
embarrassment, people strolling in the streets were watching as
he went in to the car … but he had no choice.
I was very worried. I beseeched my husband not to leave me
alone and to quickly return. Suddenly, there were knocks at the
door. I was sure that it was my husband. Opening the door, there
stood a woman who informed me that he was taken to the hospital.
Tears streamed down from my eyes. What was happening with
him? What was his condition? I was overwhelmed, not knowing
what to do. Should I go or stay at home? Say Tehilim? Wait for
him? I began saying Tehilim. It was 12:00 at night.
I found myself waking up my children, putting them in their
coats, and bringing them down in their stroller, in the rain. I
began running, not sure to where. Should I bring them over to
someone to watch them? Maybe to the hospital? To my mother?
Anything but to be alone.
That same Friday night, my mother decided for some reason to
finish the whole book of Tehilim. She was the only one awake at
such a late hour. Having no choice, I yelled, calling to her from
the street amidst the rain, “Imma…! Imma!” Miraculously, she
heard me!
I would not have been able to knock on their door, because
they had another inner door and no one would have been able
to hear me. I put the children down to sleep and we ran to the
hospital. He was hospitalized there until his release that Sunday
afternoon.
We are not immune forever. The yetzer hara came yet again
into the picture. I was speaking with a friend of mine, who was
quite modern, and she said to me, “What is the problem? You’re
allowed to also be pretty! You don’t need to exaggerate like
that…to close the top button of your collar… it’s not called for.”
I consulted with my husband, wanting to know what he had to
say about it. He said, “Look Sarah, I wouldn’t start with it. You
are leaving an opening for the yetzer hara…why get entangled?”
I didn’t listen to him, though clearly, he was right. I went
and bought a tailored, tight fitting blazer jacket. I went into a
store selling specially designed, exquisite headscarves, each
one costing more than 200 shekels. Every headscarf was unlike
another and made only once. Headscarves with a huge, prominent
flower, with all kinds of decorations, stones and fine fabric… I
had seen “chareidi” women wearing such headscarves, looking
like top models. I bought a few of them.

I thought it was fine to be tzanua and pretty…
My husband said, “Do you see? When you become lax with
one thing, the descent starts spreading in other things as well.
What did I tell you?”
We had many discussions on the subject. In the end, I wore the
tichels only once or twice and returned the jacket to the store.
I admit it. It was hard for me to overcome this struggle. It took
me a long time to understand this. He would tell me, “Sarah, I
am the one who has the machala…I know what Hashem wants!
I know that Hashem doesn’t like this!”
The yetzer hara doesn’t give up, piling upon you reams of
difficulties and tests, sometimes even having your own relatives,
friends and neighbors oppose you, just to confuse you and to
throw you off balance.
With many tfilos, I changed my entire style of appearance. I
progressed slowly but surely, out of happiness and love towards
the mitzvah of tznius. Baruch Hashem, I now wear looser fitting,
longer and closed up clothing, and quiet, modest headscarves
trying to stand out as least as possible. I have also altogether
stopped wearing perfume and makeup.
My husband said a sentence which strengthened as well as very
much moved me: “It was worth being sick with the machala,
only to have you dress tzanua!”
Of course, there were highs and lows. I would ask my husband,
“How can it be that there are tzadeiket women who dress not
in accordance with halacha? That there are important rabbaniot
who are not so careful?”
He explained that you can’t find validation from this, because
we can clearly see how wives and daughters of esteemed rabbis
dress in a way completely contradictory to their husbands’
views, known and publicized in their books and shiurim”. (See
Beit Yosef, Y.D., 228).
And so we would spend many hours discussing every issue
at length. My husband would come home from kollel, and we
would talk about: the problem with wearing loud colors, tricot
and lycra material, tight fitting clothing, wearing makeup and
perfume, why it is desirable to wear a long skirt being that opaque
socks are not adequate and why a wig is not permissible. We
continued studying from books on halacha as well as listening
to lectures. We discovered that this was the truth! Everything
that I mentioned and much more, addressed in detail in books of
halacha, are by all means forbidden.
My husband has said, that every moment that he is outside
on the street, he has nisyonos encountering immodest chareidi
women and girls. Should he take off his glasses? That would
be difficult and dangerous for him, as he has a very high
number (13). Despite this, he tries to take them off whenever
he can. However, when he does wear them, he has difficulty
safeguarding what he sees. This is because when he lowers his
eyes while walking outside, he sees the exposed legs of women
wearing sheer stockings the color of their legs. This has a very
negative impact on him, as with all avrechim and young men
who are trying to safeguard their eyes. Women need to know
that stockings, even if they are opaque, can not be in place of a
long skirt because by nature they are close fitting and reveal the
shape of her leg. How much more so if they are skin colored,
enhancing the attractiveness of her leg.
I had always thought, “Really, seeing a woman in tight fitting
clothing can cause a man to have impure thoughts? Seeing
her legs can elicit improper thoughts? What great impact can

perfume have? Then he said to me something that I will never
forget. He said, “Sarah, I want you to understand, that just
as a man will never be able to know what it is like to go
through labor and birth, a woman will never, ever be able
to understand a man and his struggle with aroused, impure
thoughts!” This was the sentence that brought an end to all of
my questions. Because we women will never understand how a
man’s head works. This is reality. A man was created differently,
and we can’t change them. We as women have the obligation of
guarding ourselves so that they should not falter because of us.
We can’t claim that they should safeguard their eyes while we
dress attractively and fashionably, because the very first thing
that Hashem commanded us, was “Heyi tznua, be modest.”
When I was learning to be a makeup artist, I would work in
it during the day and study in the evening. I would return tired
from work and lacked the strength to then go to classes at night.
If I were to miss two classes out of the twenty seven, I would
not be eligible to receive my certificate. Therefore, my husband
would convince me to go. Barely being able to rest, I’d need to
already set out to my studies. He would convince me to apply
makeup to brides and women for events, causing others to sin.
All this was “mesirus nefesh”, expending great effort in matters
of tum’ah, for the sake of money and prestige.
To counter this, we are now doing the exact opposite. We
completely left the makeup business. We decided that if Hashem
loves tznius, then we will go with it all the way, as we should.
And, no going back! Because “There is nothing more beautiful
than modesty” (Midrash Tanchuma, Ki Sisa, 31).
Today, Baruch Hashem, we are seeing good results. My
husband’s machala is merely dormant, as if it never was. He
takes pills every day and once in three months has to be tested.
Usually he feels strong and healthy, with no weakness or pain.
As for myself, Baruch Hashem, I am no longer connected to
all of that vanity. I have been filled and fulfilled from love for
the mitzvah of tznius, because ‘acharei hapeulos nimshachim
halevavos’. I am a living example of this. My mother laughs and
remarks, “In my wildest dreams I would never have imagined
seeing you dress today the way you now do.” B’chasdei
Hashem, I am now completely tzanua, I study from books, listen
to lectures, and am filled with happiness and a sense of never
ending satisfaction and completion. It’s amazing how much
happiness is easily in our reach, yet we look for it elsewhere.
What a shame.
We have only to thank the Borei Olam, for the zechus He
gave us to fix ourselves and to help rectify such a holy and
pure neshama. Our whole story can be alluded to, or contained,
essentially, in one word (changing the order of the letters):
tinok, tikun, nituk. Meaning, our ‘tinok’, our baby, brought us to
‘tikun’, to rectifying our deeds, and to ‘nituk’, to disconnect and
sever ourselves from the tum’ah of the “chareidi” fashion sold
today in stores.
Our hope is that every woman should take it upon herself,
without any leniency in this, to completely cover all of her hair
with a tzanua, quiet headscarf, and of course, that her whole
outside appearance should change to a tzanua, quiet, look. Why
wake up only after ordeals and yissurim if it can all be prevented
from the start?
I was asked to write my personal story, but as for the highest
joy and happiness that I am now filled with today, no words can
describe!
B’hatzlacha to all.
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