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  There was nothing my mother a”h disliked more 
than machlokes. It bothered her to no end if people 
fought with their relatives, and she would do every-
thing in her ability to restore peace amongst them. 

More than once my mother actually got in-
volved to try and make shalom, only to be met with 
the strong responses of “with all due respect, please 
stay out.” She could not understand how siblings 
could come to such machlokes that they would stop 
talking to each other. This was beyond her compre-
hension and she expressed that often. 

It is no wonder then, that ybl”c my father took 
upon himself a holy mission of bringing shalom 
between two such siblings, in her merit. With im-
measurable Siyata DiShmaya, herculean efforts, 
months of immense agmas nefesh and frustration, my 
parents brought shalom after a ten-year machlokes - 
my beloved father here, and ybl”c my beloved mother 
pulling strings above… 

The zechus is unparalleled, and as children we 
stand in awe and pride. 

Our Parsha tells us the incredible story of the re-
union of the Shevatim as Yosef reveals himself to his 
eleven brothers. Right before he does so, he asks that no 
Egyptian should be present. The simple explanation for 
his reasoning is that his brothers should not be ashamed 
in front of the others who were present.  

Rav Avigdor Miller zt”l offers a whole different 
approach. The moment of Yosef’s revelation would be the 
moment of the ultimate reunion. At this very auspicious 
time, the brothers that had been separated for 22 years 
would once again reunite in loving harmony. This 
moment of unity was so very great that the Shechinah 
would reside amongst them. Considering this, Yosef 
needed to ask the non-Jews to leave the room, as they 
could not be present in a place where the Shechinah would 
dwell. 

Rav Miller adds that this magnificent moment is 
really experienced on some level by all of us on Yom 
Kippur night. At that moment (or a few hours prior) all 
Jews turn towards their friends and ask forgiveness from 
the other for any wrong that they might have done. At 
that very special time, there is a reunion amongst Yidden 
everywhere and it causes the Shechinah to come and dwell 

amongst them.  
In Shaarei Orah Vol. 2, Rav Miller speaks at length 

about the great severity of machlokes and how imperative 
unity amongst our people is. He points out that we see 
how terribly disturbed Moshe was when the rebellion of 
Korach began and how his reaction to the incident was 
even more severe than his reaction to the story of the 
Meraglim! Rav Miller explains that the reason for this is 
because Korach was causing machlokes and dissension 
within Klal Yisrael, and that is really the worst thing. For 
when there is disharmony, the Shechinah will leave their 
midst.    

The end of Mishnayos concludes with these power-
ful words:  

Hash

em did not find a vessel for blessing except for peace.
We cannot underestimate the immeasurable value 

of peace and the indescribable zechus of those who love it 
and seek to promote it. The ones who are causing unity 
amongst our brethren are also allowing the berachos to 
come upon us. 

If we are honest with ourselves we would realize 
good and well how much we struggle in this area, even if 
we don’t like to admit it. We naturally look differently at 
Jews from a different sect than the ones we identify with 
and we are quick to see their faults. We do not feel the 
same towards every Jew, even if we wish we could say 
that we do. It is a lifetime of work to get to that point, but 
we have to start immediately! We have to begin by trying 
to reach out to all types of Jews, whatever they might be 
wearing: To say a kind word while passing him in the 
street or to look for a quality in a Jew who looks very 
different than you. 

My mother a”h would openly express her glee 
and exhilaration when seeing a celebration that 
included a mixture of every type of Jew. The true 
achdus that was visible gave her the greatest sense of 
satisfaction. She was a person who loved shalom.  

Let us learn from all of the above to try and fulfill 
that great dictum that we say each and every day: 
 

Be’ezras Hashem, may we merit all the eternal re-
ward that is given to such a person, Besiyata DiShmaya. 

 
 


