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OUR PLACE
By Rabbi Yochonon Donn

Y
ossi overcame any feelings of guilt
that might have troubled him by
escaping from reality and trying out

the next-generation drugs, going from one
to the next. He graduated from
experimenting with them to becoming a
steady user and, as he found out one
evening, an addicted overuser.  He came
home one night after trying out a new
narcotic feeling woozy. He plopped down
on his mother’s empty bed and told his
father, “Ta, I feel like I’m going to die.”

His father, suspecting nothing untoward,
called Hatzolah. Yossi was taken to the
hospital, diagnosed as having ingested rat
poison, and released. He hadn’t realized that
the new drug was laced with rat poison.

That incident did not stop Yossi from
continuing to pursue his downward spiral
into the world of addiction which kept his
mind in a haze and prevented him from
sinking into a sea of despair. His hardships
in school, his stifling relationship with his
parents, and his personal confusion over the
abuse that went untreated, all contributed to

his current situation.
Word got back to Yossi’s parents that

their son was smoking — a thing they
sensed was not done by yeshivah boys.
Yossi’s father was a frightening figure even
in normal times, and to him these were not
normal times; his son was doing something
that other boys were not. Yossi’s mother
fretted and shared her anxiety with her
friends and neighbors.

By the time Yossi was thirteen, neighbors
were whispering about his addictions, his
choice of clothes, friends and language, and
his apparent inability to remain in a
yeshivah. They told his parents, and
fireworks erupted. Yossi’s father exploded
with rage and his mother panicked. He was
bundled off to a drug rehabilitation center in
Switzerland for three months, where he was
initiated into the depths of the underworld.

Cut off from Yiddishkeit during that
period, Yossi did not go back to keeping
halachah when he returned to the United
States. Instead, he re-emerged on the face of
Brooklyn’s sultry streets a new person, one

The Untold Story of

Y ossi Milgrom’s* problems started when he was very young.  He smoked his first
cigarette when he was barely nine years old, but Yossi traces his troubles back to even

earlier times: the trauma he experienced when he was abused by various adults in his life
starting from the age of five.

fSmoking was just the first step in his experimentation with addictive substances and his
dependence on them grew stronger by the day.  Yossi lost the will — and ability — to
accomplish anything in life. He was flipped from one yeshivah to the next — four in all. And
that was in the span of just one year.   

T he article you are about to read
contains some shocking and

discomfiting insights and information,
based  primarily on the voices of the boys
and girls who call Our Place their home. 

The worst thing for a parent to watch
is a son or daughter slipping off the way
of life on which they were nurtured,
passed down from generation to
generation all the way back to Har Sinai.
Bachurim or girls who leave the familiar
world behind and begin consuming
alcohol, taking drugs — or worse — is a
painful nightmare for any parent.

What is less understood is that it is a
nightmare for the youths as well.

There are very few who really get to
see the depths of the souls of these
youths. The ones who do come to know
them are able to do so because they
approach these youths in a non-
judgmental way. Without condoning their
actions, they offer these youths a haven
of acceptance. 

These organizations operate away
from the limelight. They do not do
fundraising, don’t engage in publicity and,
until now, have not been spotlighted in the
media.

(cont. on page 31)
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for whom life mattered so little that he was
ready to forfeit his own for the sake of a
little, momentary pleasure.

Such thoughts were going through
Yossi’s mind as he was standing and
smoking outside a nursing home owned by
his uncle, when he met Tzvi Glancz, the man
who saved him from that fate.

  

On a recent visit to the unpretentious
nerve center of Our Place on Avenue M in
Flatbush, I met the staff behind Our Place’s
reputation as “the last line of defense before
they go off Yiddishkeit,” as it was described
to me.

Ordinarily, Our Place , established fifteen
years ago by Rabbi Yitzchok Mitnick — who
has since left to establish his own yeshivah
— and Rabbi Tzvi Glancz, is off-limits to  the
public. Even kids who have left yeshivah
but are deemed by Our Place’s Rabbanim to
be in danger of becoming worse from the
environment there are not allowed to step

into the building. 
The furtiveness surrounding Our Place’s

operation extends to the exterior of the
building that is its main venue. The signs on
the door offer no clue as to what really takes
place in the vast bowels of its interior. A
placard outside the building invites visitors
who need help with matters ranging from
their immigration status to health-care and
schooling.

But someone who is authorized to enter
its doors and go into its basement should be
prepared to encounter anything.

I make my way through the crowd of
boys hanging out outside and head
downstairs.

Blaring music emanates from one of the
small side rooms, where Our Place’s band
practices. Boys are milling about watching
TV — only sports, I am told — playing ping
pong or pool, or just talking. Mounds of
empty pizza boxes decorate one corner of
the room, and there is a workout center on
the right, occupying almost half the hall.

I walk toward the room from where the

(cont. from page 30)

In an exclusive interview with
Hamodia, one such organization, Our
Place, lifted that veil ever so slightly for
the sake of its financial survival.

There is more to this topic than
meets the eye. This firsthand report of a
visit to Our Place does not claim to
answer many of the troubling questions
the article raises, nor to address the
problems and their roots from others’
perspectives. 

Hamodia has chosen to focus on this
heartwrenching subject, which has
often been swept under the proverbial
rug, after extensive consultations with
Gedolim as well as leading personalities
intimately involved with straying youth.

This topic has been covered before;
in the November 1999 issue of the
Jewish Observer, the monthly journal of
thought and opinion published by
Agudath Israel of America, a cover
feature on the phenomenon of kids-at-
risk appeared. The lead article, titled
“Children on the Fringe ... and Beyond,”
and other, similar articles in the same
publication, still reverberate within our
community, as they should.
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(L-R) Dovid Glancz, Sony Perlman, Dovid
Silverman, and Moish Binik.

The nondescript entrance to Our Place.
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An Our Place counselor at the drums in the music room.
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Dovid Glancz and Moish Binik in the
workout room.
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The pool room.
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