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Letter From The Editor: 
 

Wow, it has been a while since the last 
magazine. Whilst I do have my own personal 
reasons for the delay in production, I must 
confess that part of the reason was due to 
lack of material. This magazine is a way for 
us mothers to keep “in touch” with each other 
in between retreats. It is a way for us to 
inspire each other with our stories, share our 
glimpses of “yad Hashem,” which Chani 
Benedikt does so beautifully in her article, 
and to provide chizuk to help keep us going in 
our gargantuan task. I need your stories!! 

As I type this the sun is streaming in 
through my window beckoning me to come 
outside to play. Sometimes we are so mired 
with our responsibilities that we forget to 
take some time for ourselves, to have a little 
fun. In “A Special Mother,” Anne Ford points 
out the importance of taking a breather, to 
avoid getting caught in a cycle of depression.  

We can do this by focussing on the 
positives in our life. Miriam Tasgal 
exemplifies it in the way she describes how 
she deals with her son’s severe Cerebral Palsy. 
She reminds us that we are doing Hashem’s 
work and therefore it is important that we 
take care of ourselves just as much as we take 
care of our children.  

And yes, whilst we take care of our 
precious children we wonder how they will 
ever cope without us. But we need to 
remember that although they do need our 
constant help and support, at some point we 
need to give them their independence. We 
need to let them spread their wings so they 
can fly, as Cynthia Carr Falardeau discovers 
in “Letting Go.” 

We learn many lessons from our 
children as Ruchi Eisenbach shows us in her 
article “My Special-Needs sister,” when she 
sees how her daughter feels about her special-
needs sibling. In “The $1.11 Mircale” we learn 
how one child’s innocence and faith in 
wanting to help her brother brings about a 
miracle. She doesn’t wait for some big miracle 
to descend, she simply takes the little bit she 
has and does the best with it.   

But our Father in Heaven can make big 
things happen out of nothing... He doesn’t 
even need $1.11. 

Wishing you all a lovely summer and 
easy, relaxing Yomim Tovim. 
 

Feigi Stein 
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Touched  

by: 

  

 
Wishing Hatzlacha 

 

Dear 'In Touch' 

I was privileged to read a copy of your 'In Touch' 

magazine last week, and wanted to compliment you on 

a colourful, vibrant and professionally produced 

publication, beautifully edited by Feigi Stein. 

Wishing you much Hatzlacha 
 

    Rachel Atkins 
 

Inspired by Emunah 
 

I was very moved by Esty’s mother’s emunah in 

“Lessons from Esty”. Keep up the good work. 
 

    C S 

 

Don’t Judge A Book... 

 

My son b”H does not have a severe physical or developmental disability. 

His challenges are emotional and behavioural, and for that I am truly 

thankful. However, it is really difficult having a child who looks and sounds 

like a regular kid. If he acts out in public, I get “you’re a terrible mother” 

looks and even some nasty comments. I have also been told that my 

situation is not as bad as those of parents who do have a child with severe 

special needs.  

Whilst I don’t dispute that, my child can be just as disruptive to family 

life and because his issues are not “obvious” getting help both from the 

community and from various agencies is a constant uphill struggle.  

So if you know or see a child who looks “normal,” remember not to judge 

a book by its cover, don’t judge the parent and don’t dismiss their situation 

as easier than someone else’s. 

 

     Leah Hochhauser 

 
...with you 

 

Identifying with ‘In Touch’ 
 

I came in from shopping, grabbed my post and dropped into my 

armchair.  Wonderful there was your beautiful magazine!  I 

made a pile of sandwiches a cup of tea and sat down and read 

from cover to cover!! 

 

Tzirele’s article was of special interest to me because we had 

the same problem with our grandson Uri. He was even in 

hospital for a few days wired up to cameras but nothing doing, 

no "faints" as he calls them.  Then luckily he was buying some 

sweets at a kiosk and the security camera caught him having a 

faint!  It was a drop faint and news to the medics. He had a 

pace maker put in, but it has not helped. He is now 28 and 

copes well except he can't hold down a job, because people are 

afraid of the faints. He is very high ability Aspergers (also lives 

in Shekel) and resents his disability and does not like to be with 

other people with more severe problems than him. 

 

The night my husband z"l was niftar, he rang me and said "now 

you will know what it is to be lonely" He finds conversation very 

difficult and suffers because he sees all his cousins chatting 

and he can't join in.  He says "it is like a glass wall in front of 

me holding me back" 

 

I am so thrilled that Bayis Sheli is well on the way!! I can well 

imagine all the special touches! 

 

 

      Chava Lehman 

WRITE TO US 
 

Congratulations L.eah H.on winning 

£10 Shopping Voucher 
 

Send us your letters to the Magazine 

submission address on opposite page and the 

“Touched by” letter will receive a £10 

Shopping Voucher.* 
 
 

*Editors decision is final. 

Letters must be  accompanied by name and 

full contact details to be eligible to win. 

Anonymity may be requested. 
 

WIN!! 
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The ringing of the phone interrupted my quiet 

afternoon. It was my daughters’ principal. She told me that 

everything was okay and I should not worry, but if I have a few 

moments, could I please stop by the school to speak with her 

about one of my girls. We agreed that tomorrow morning 

would work for both of us. 

Even though she reassured me that all was fine, I could 

not help being rather anxious about the meeting. In the back 

of my mind, I wondered if Ruchama’s transition into a 

different building as a brand-new junior-high student wasn’t 

going as well as I had anticipated. My concern was based not 

only on this transition, but also because her older sister with 

special needs went to school in that same building. 

The next morning the 

secretary invited me into the 

principal's office. I walked in slowly, 

wondering what this could be all 

about, and closed the door behind 

me. Rebbetzin Meyers smiled 

warmly and asked if I would like 

something to drink. I politely declined, anxious to begin. 

“Mrs. Eisenbach, I called you in here to discuss 

Ruchama. I felt that it was most appropriate to share this with 

you in person and not on the phone. First of all, I would like 

you to know that Shulamis is doing well this year. Her aide is 

wonderful and we are proud of her achievements. I 

anticipated Ruchama’s arrival into the junior high with a bit of 

apprehension. I was concerned that she should feel 

comfortable with the fact that her sister with special needs is 

also here. I am sure that she worries about her and I have 

done my best to make sure that Ruchama has her space. 

"Several times we noticed Shulamis taking a peek into 

her classroom, but we’ve spoken to her aide and made sure 

that the sisters spend time together only during the lunch 

period. Ruchama needs to get settled in our school and she 

needs to think of herself as a separate entity to her sister. 

“The reason I have called you for a conference actually 

has nothing to do with that. I think that Ruchama has 

beautiful traits and has actually done quite well for herself 

this year. Last week, our language-arts teacher assigned an 

essay to the class. Each girl was asked to pick a quote from 

the list provided and write a brief story of how it applies to her 

life. After the teacher had a chance to look over Ruchama’s 

paper, she felt that she had to share it with me. It was so 

touching — it moved me to tears. I wanted you to read it.” 

She handed me the paper and I began to read: 

"The only thing we have to fear is fear itself." 

When I think about the most important lessons that we 

learn in life, I realize that they are right in front of our eyes. I 

have a sister with special needs who teaches me so much. I 

have learned about others just from observing how people 

behave around her. I think that people are afraid of the things 

they do not know — just because 

they do not know them. If people 

would take the time to get to know 

my older sister, they would realize 

that she is a warm and friendly 

person. 

There are plenty of people with 

special needs who have behavioral problems or don’t know 

how to act in front of others. Some can help it; others cannot. 

My sister has special needs. My family does its best to take 

care of her and help her learn how to behave in front of 

others. They say, “It doesn’t matter how much math or 

science you know — it’s all about having the right social skills 

and being a mensch.” I sleep in the same room as my sister 

and many times, when the lights are off, we talk. I ask her 

about her friends and school. She loves talking about them. 

When she tells me something that happens in school, I try to 

teach her what to say in response. She means well, but she 

doesn’t always have the right words. 

A few weeks ago, I went to a friend’s house on 

Shabbos afternoon. Other girls were also there. When it was 

time to leave, I invited one of the girls to come back to my 

house to play a new board game that we had just gotten. She 

looked at me and said, “I can’t.” 

  

By: Ruchie Eisenbach 

 

I just wish I could feel 

that this is the way 

Hashem made it, so it must 

be a good thing. 
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I asked her why. She said, “I don’t want to because of 

your sister.” 

I felt like crying. The tears started forming in my eyes 

and filling them up. I swallowed to keep them from spilling 

onto my face. I didn’t know what to say. Should I tell her, 

“Don’t worry, it’s okay? She won’t bite? She is part of my 

family and I love her?” There was nothing I could say. I 

couldn’t tell her anything. I walked home alone. 

When I came home, I went straight to my room. I didn’t 

want to tell my mother and father because I didn’t want to 

hurt their feelings either. I thought about what she had said. 

It’s not my fault. Yes, sometimes, many times, it is hard to go 

to school with her, sleep in the same 

room as her, and share everything I 

have with her. But I love her. 

She’s warm, friendly, and 

really cares about me. She worries 

about me when I am sick and tries 

to help me with my homework. She 

even shares everything she has with me. She meets me in 

school after lunch to help me carry my things upstairs 

because she knows that my books are so heavy for me. Her 

carpool gets her home before I arrive on the bus. Every day, 

my sister walks to the bus stop just so that she can carry my 

backpack home for me. 

I think that if this girl would get a chance to know my 

sister, she would like her. She probably doesn’t want to come 

over because she doesn’t know anything about her and is 

afraid. It’s worth taking a chance. People who take the time to 

get to know my special sister, love her. 

 I haven’t found the right words to tell people when 

they say things like this. I wish I could be tough and not care. I 

wish I could just feel that this is the way Hashem made it, so 

it must be a good thing. But I feel bad. I want my friends to 

know that it’s okay to be different. Yes, my family may be a 

little bit different than yours, but it’s fine. We are regular 

people trying to do the best with what we have. My parents 

would feel terrible if they knew that sometimes girls won’t 

come over because they are afraid. I wish that I could come 

up with a way to teach them not to be afraid. 

They are afraid of the unknown. 

I felt a lone tear slide down my cheek as I tried to 

quickly brush it away before the Rebbetzin noticed. 

“Mrs. Eisenbach,” she said, “I think that this paper 

serves as a message for me. I think it’s time to talk to the 

girls, time to give them inspiration and some basic knowledge 

about differences in people. We each 

have some good qualities and we 

each have some that are not as 

good. As Jews, we are required to 

accept each other with joy. Even 

though this might be difficult at 

times, it is something we should 

always strive for … to accept one another unconditionally. 

"Some children come by this more naturally than 

others, but perhaps it is up to us to refine and educate our 

students. Our character traits can always use a good boost 

and maybe this can be our next project for our students. I can 

thank both of your daughters for this privilege.” 

I thanked the Rebbetzin for providing me with a 

personal nachas report and for demonstrating an 

understanding that my daughter was speaking from her heart. 

It seemed to me that this paper was almost a whisper to 

remind us that Hashem wants us not only to take care of one 

another, but to care for one another as well. I left her office 

with great pride and joy in my heart for both my daughters. 

(Reprinted from  aish.com) 

 

Procrastination is the art of keeping up with yesterday 

 

                Don Marquis 
 

 

The most important 

lessons we learn in life, 

are right in front of our 

eyes. 

Do you have a story to share? We want to hear about your 

experiences. 
Contact us by post, phone or email.  

Details can be found on Page 2 
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It's a slow day in a little east Texas town. The sun is beating down, and the streets are 

deserted. Times are tough, everybody is in debt, and everybody lives on credit. 

On this particular day a rich tourist from back east is driving through town. He stops 

at the hotel and lays a $100 bill on the desk saying he wants to inspect the rooms 

upstairs in order to pick one to spend the night. 

As soon as the man walks upstairs, the owner grabs the bill and runs next door to pay 

his debt to the butcher. 

The butcher takes the $100 and runs down the street to retire his debt to the cow 

farmer. 

The cow farmer takes the $100 and heads off to pay his bill at the supplier of feed and 

fuel. 

The guy at the Farmer's Co-op takes the $100 and runs to pay his debt to the local 

barman, who has also been facing hard times and has had to provide drinks on credit. 

The barman rushes over to the hotel reception and pays the overdue rent for the space 

he leases for his bar.   

The hotel proprietor then places the $100 back on the counter so the rich traveller will 

not suspect anything. 

At that moment the traveller comes down the stairs, picks up the $100 bill, states that 

the rooms are not satisfactory, pockets the money, and leaves town. 

No one produced anything. No one earned anything. However, the whole town is now 

out of debt and now looks to the future with a lot more optimism. 

And that, ladies and gentlemen, is how the United States Government is conducting 

business today. 
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Some time ago, my friends and I were having dinner. The topic of success came up and I 

remained silent. I wanted to hear what they had to say. Someone who had been my friend for over 20 

years spoke to the group; however, I knew his words were meant for me. He boldly proclaimed, 'Success 

is all luck....luck...that is all it is!' He then looked at me as if to say, 'You are a lucky man and that is it.' 

 

I didn't say a word, however, I confess that it hurt. He was one of my best friends and although it 

wasn't a direct quote—he was telling me that he didn't respect my success because it was all luck. In 

other words, he could have done the same if he was just as lucky. 

 

I mulled this over for a few days and then let it go. What could I do? 

 

Then about two weeks after that dinner, my truck window broke and I parked in his garage for the 

day to stay out of the rain. I was stuck at his home for six hours. During this six hours, I watched five of 

his friends come over and they all watched the comedy channel and consumed adult beverages for 5 

hours. It was driving me up a wall! I wanted to go for a run, write, read a book, goal set, strategize or 

spend time with someone that I loved. Instead, I wasted 6 hours watching the comedy channel. 

 

I am not suggesting that watching television or the comedy channel is a waste of time. Most 

certainly not. However, it was obvious that this was their daily routine. Then it hit me! Success is not a 

result of luck. It is a result of how you spend your free time! 

 

He and I both work hard, the difference is when my work day is done my free time is productive and 

his is not. 

 

My 6 CD Memory in a Month program was created five years ago in my free time. Every month I get 

checks in the mail because of this program and I will never have to do a single bit of work again for it. 

Five years ago I did the work in my free time. Five years ago my friend was watching the comedy channel 

and today his mailbox is empty. 

 

Success is a result of luck?...No, success is a result of how you spend your free time. 
 

 

 

If you don’t have time to do it right, when will you have time to do it  

over and over 
 

John Wooden 

 

By: Ron White 

FREE 
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When we refer to kedusha, we tend invariably to think of something spiritual, surreal and intangible. It seems way 

above us, Consequently we wonder how it can have any effect on us, and how - or even whether - we can bring it into our daily 

lives. This is because we do not understand the essence of holiness nor how it is absorbed into one’s being. The fact that 

something is intangible does not preclude its ability to suffuse us with its properties and values. 

 

Exposure to Intrinsic Holiness and Purity 

The Midrash in Parashas Toldos relates an incident that took place during the Roman destruction of the Beis 

Hamikdash. 

The Romans knew that destroying the Jewish Temple was a prerequisite to their success in destroying the Jewish 

state. However they needed a guide, since they did not know their way around. They asked a traitorous Jew, Yosef Meshisa, to 

direct them inside the Beis Hamikdash. The Romans told him that as payment for his “noble” work, he could take anything he 

wanted from the spoils of the Beis Hamikdash. Yosef took the golden menorah. 

The Romans, however, refused to let him take it, claiming it was inappropriate for a commoner to have such a thing 

in his house and they told him to go back and take something else. Instead he said “I cannot go back in. Isn’t it enough that  I 

have already angered my God once and defiled His temple? No! I will not return.” The Romans became incensed and tortured 

him until he died.  

What made Yosef Meshisa do teshuva? How did this apostate suddenly change direction and die a martyr’s death? 

The Ponevezher Rav answered that his very entry into the Holy Sanctuary exposed him to kedushas Beis Hamikdash and that 

transformed him. One cannot be in the Beis Hamikdash and encounter holiness without being inspired. There is something 

real about holiness and purity. 

 

We Can Create Our Own Sanctuary 

We can create our own sanctuary when we understand the concept of holiness and make our homes full of it. To us 

as Jews, holiness is a practical, attainable code for everyday life.  

We are mandated קדושים תהיו“  -You shall be holy.” This is an absolute value, not subject to temporary whims and 

emotions. There is no room for self-deception in Judaism. It takes the force of all 613 commandments, together with daily 

injections of Torah and Tefillah to exert a powerful influence on human behaviour.  These, and these alone, can imprint the 

stamp of holiness on the human soul and influence its actions. 

 

Restrictions Keep the Spirit Strong 

Let us endeavour to bring holiness on a deeper level into our marriages. The parasha of Kedoshim discusses 

forbidden marriages and is read on the holiest day of the year. Why on Yom Kippur? Because holiness is only possible where 

there are restrictions and precautions against forbidden marriages. 

When the Torah imposes restrictions and sets limits to our behaviour, these restrictions intensify the soul’s holiness. 

A human being cannot set his own boundaries by simply deciding to avoid sin. That resolve will be broken sooner or later. The 

only way to prevent the evil inclination to break through is by building up the force of positive holiness in our soul and we 

achieve this by abiding to the restrictions that the Torah imposes on us.  

 

Holiness in Marriage 

How does the concept of kedusha bond with the topic of marriage, kiddushin? Kiddushin has two meaning: firstly 

havdala, an expression of separation. The second meaning appears to be the opposite, namely to bond with, to belong solely 

to a specific entity. The two concepts may appear to contradict one another, but in fact they are closely related. Only when we 

separate from, can we bond with, as Chazal tell us that “bonding with someone or something specific necessitates separation 

from all others.” 

When the Torah commands us, “Be holy,” it includes these two connotations simultaneously. We are commanded to 

cleave to Hashem, while separating from those forces that threaten to distance us from Him. 

These two connotations also exist in kiddushin. When the chasan says, הרי את מקודשת לי“  - You are holy to me,” he 

intends for his wife to be bonded exclusively to himself and simultaneously to be prohibited to all others. 

This brings us back to the idea that holiness is created by giving! We set aside our personal pleasure and focus on 

giving pleasure to, and on boosting the ego of the spouse. Hashem provides each married couple with the possibility of 

achieving holiness by bonding with one another, that is giving selflessly to each other. This bond is the strongest relationship 

that one person can form with another. 

Holiness in our homes is the result of giving! We must offer assistance when it matters most, to the one who needs 

us most, and all in the service of our Creator! 

Chavi Wagschal 
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Someday, when my kids are old enough to understand the logic that motivates a parent, I will tell them, as 

my Mean Mom told me: I loved you enough to ask where you were going, with whom, and what time you would be 

home.  

I loved you enough to be silent and let you discover that you new best friend was a creep. 

I loved you enough to stand over you for two hours while you cleaned your room, a job that should have 

taken 15 minutes! 

I loved you enough to let you see anger, disappointment and tears in my eyes. Children must learn that their 

parents aren’t perfect. 

I loved you enough to let you assume the responsibility for your actions even when the penalties were so 

harsh they almost broke my heart. 

But most of all, I loved you enough to say NO when I knew you would hate me for it.  

Those were the most difficult battles of all. I’m glad I won them because in the end you won too. And 

someday, when your children are old enough to understand the logic that motivates parents, you will tell them. 

Was your mom mean? 

I know mine was. We had the meanest mother in the whole world! 

While other kids ate candy for breakfast, we had to have cereal, eggs, and toast. When others had a Pepsi 

and a brownie bar for lunch, we had to eat sandwiches. And can you guess our mother fixed us a dinner that was 

different from what other kids had, too. 

Mother insisted on knowing where we were at all times. You’d think we were convicts in prison. She had to 

know who our friends were, and what we were doing with them. She insisted that if we said we would be gone for 

an hour, we would be gone for an hour or less. 

We were ashamed to admit it, but she had the nerve to break the Child Labour Laws by making us work. We 

had to wash the dishes, make the beds, learn to cook, vacuum the floor, do laundry, empty the trash and all sorts 

of cruel jobs. I think she would like awake at night and think of more things for us to do. 

She always insisted on us telling the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. By the time we were 

teenagers, she could read our minds and had eyes in the back of her head. Then life was really tough! 

Mother wouldn't let our friends just honk the horn when they drove up. The had to come up to the door so 

she could meet them. Because of our mother we missed out on a lot of things other kids experienced. None of us 

has ever been caught shoplifting, vandalizing others’ property or ever arrested for any crime. It was all her fault. 

Now that we have left home, we are all educated, honest adults. We are doing our best to be mean parents 

just like Mom was. 

I think that is what’s wrong with the world today. 

It just doesn’t have enough mean moms! 

 

 

 

“Kind words may be short, but 

their echoes are endless.” 

 

 

Submitted By: Yitel Beneth 

 

 

“You never get a second chance 

to make a good impression” 

 

 

 

 

“Hashem always gives the best 

to those who leave the choice to 

Him” 
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My husband called me aside and in a low firm voice said, “You have to let him go and grow! Stop 

hovering! Let him make his mistakes! Trust that he will select good choices!” I am not sure what annoyed me 

more, an intervention from my own husband, or the fact that he was right! Oh how I hate it when he calls me out 

on the mediation mat! After all, whose side is he on? 

 

Yes, it was another moment of reality. My husband was reeling me in. He was reminding me that I need to 

release my “Mama Bear” claws from our son. Quite simply, I needed to let go! 

 

Two words sum it up: It’s hard! 

 

I feel like I have spent the past ten years advocating for our son’s chance to succeed. We have sacrificed a 

lot personally, professionally and financially. We wanted to secure our son’s right to become independent. 

 

Why is it so difficult? After all, he can talk, participate in “gen-ed” classes, and has friends of his own? 

 

At this point in his development, I imagined that I would be doing back flips. I also envisioned cutting up the 

Autism magnet on my car. All of these activities would be done with great glee! Instead of celebrating his 

acquisition of language, from ages 7 through 10, I am terrified of his confidence and social skills. 

 

Yes, I should be kissing everyone’s toes for their prayers and all the tearful meetings that lead to his 

confidence and learned compliance. So, if it’s all so wonderful, why on earth am I beside myself? It all lies in the 

word “control.” Yes, I have proudly advocated like one crazy Mama Bear! I have been keenly set on a warpath for 

Allowing Your  
Child to be 

Independent and 
Accepting that they 

may  fail: 

You pray, plan, and hope that 

your child can become 

independent, so why is it so 

hard when they want to claim 

it. 

By: Cynthia Carr Falardeau 
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the past 8 years. I am proud of the obstacles and people we have, literally, flattened. It is a battle that I attacked 

with every fibre and financial resource we had. 

 

Here is the BIG question: Now that our son is beginning to test out of the support services -  why am I 

terrified ? I mean, there are physical differences we will always work to overcome, he is missing his right hand and 

forearm. However, the sensory, behavioural and emotional differences are  becoming issues of the past. But, now 

the hardest task is at hand -  letting go; cutting the cord; severing the tie -  WHATEVER! 

 

I know I should bask in his self-confidence  and growing network of friends. However, I am so afraid, I want 

to protect him from every hurt, I know, from my own experiences, that there are lessons in every step and failure. 

Here is what I have learned. I hope it will also  inspire you to let go and give your child the opportunity to become 

independent. 

 

Steps to Independence -  How to make it happen: 
 

1.Encourage them to try new things: 

We have tried every sport. None of them have been successful. You might think that this tactic was a failure, 

but, the truth is that each time our son gained new friends. These children and adults gain compassion for our 

son’s differences. We will be out somewhere and children will run up to our son like he is a rock star and say... “Do 

you remember me?” We have had to work with our son to respond, “Oh! Of course I do!” It’s a social lesson and 

one that teaches validating another person’s feelings. 

 

2. Trust in the fact you have taught them well: 

Another title for this one is—you wanted typical behaviour -  now you have got it -  so count your blessings! 

Recently, our son was dared to pull a girl’s hair and when he did, she smacked him. At first I was beside myself. I 

had the phone on speed dial to the Superintendent of Schools! My husband calmed me down. He pointed out that 

this was typical “kid stuff” and a chance for us to talk about what happened. Lots of deep breaths later, our son 

got it, and so did I. 

 

Lessons Learned from a Mama Bear: 

 
1.Remember what you wished for: 

Look back at your diary or ask your child’s therapist. It goes back to that old saying, “Be careful what you 

wish for! You may just get it!” 

2. Utilize your support networks: 

Reach out to those who know your child best. Teachers, therapists, parents and other students will all 

encourage you and also point out, “Oh, Mrs. Falardeau, Wyatt already does that!” They often see your child’s 

independence before you do. 

 

Allowing the Process to Continue (Despite 

Setbacks): 
 

1.Remember, it’s a process 

  Think back on all of your early mistakes, Was your mother or 

father there to witness all of them? I was one of four children. 

Thankfully, for me, that was not the case, However, for my son. The 

long awaited wonder baby. He has had my husband and I 

documenting his whole life. As hard as it is  - I have to ditch the diary 

and the camera phone. With the support of my networks -  I succumb 

to destiny and allow the cards to fall. 

2. Success in the unplanned moments:  

   It’s hard for me to admit, however, when I let go, I let my child 

live. You see, if he is truly going to be independent. He has to 

experience those spontaneous moments. In an instant, he will 

surprise me, and even better, he will flourish.  

 

 

(Reprinted from: Parentingspecialneeds.org) 
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  One morning, Stan the office caretaker, knocked on the door of his boss’s office. “Hey Boss, you know 

how I’se been workin’ ‘ere for twenny year or so ... yeah ... I fink it time to ... you know ... talk about payin’ me some 

more.” 

 The boss walks over to Stan, puts his arm around his shoulder, in an exaggerated gesture of affected 

congeniality says “Stan my man, of course you deserve a pay rise. We wouldn’t be able to manage without you. 

And believe me Stan when I say that I would love to give you a pay rise. But, Stan, you know times are tough ... in 

this climate we’re lucky that we actually have jobs ... we just don’t have the money now for pay increases. But what 

I can do for you is give you a promotion. From today on you will be known as ‘Manager of Hygiene and Waste 

Management Protocol’ and you will be responsible for the cleanliness of the whole office building, not just this 

floor.” 

 Stan puffs up with pride at his new title and marches out the office his head held a bit higher and his back 

slightly straighter. The boss just chuckles at the fact that he got Stan to do more work for the same amount of 

money. 

 That evening, Stan goes home to his wife bursting with the news of his big promotion ... “so I told the guv’ner 

and he give me this promotion ... I am now in charge of the whole buidin’ ... awww, he’s a good man my guv’ner.” 

Stan’s wife looks at him incredulously “more work... no more money ... what exactly do you get out of it. “Well...” 

Stan’s features take on a quizzical confused look “... I got me a fancy new title...” he tails off suddenly realising 

that the title doesn’t mean that much at all. 

 

 I’m Stan. You’re Stan. We’re all Stan. For twenty years we do as we’re told, listen to our parents and teachers, 

we share our toys, are kind to our friends and neighbours and do our duties as good Jewish daughters. Then we 

get married and we turn to our Boss, stretch out our hand and await our pay day. 

 He puts his arms around our shoulders and tells us, “my child, you know, times are tough, we are in Galus, 

and I have all these Neshomos that I need to still bring down into this world in order to bring the Geulah closer. I 

would love to give you everything your heart desires, but what can I do, this is your destiny.” 

 “Will it be easy at least?” we ask with hope in our voices. 

 “No, this will be the toughest thing you have ever faced. You will have loads of extra work, more 

responsibilities, and every tiny thing you try to do with your child will be an uphill battle.” 

 “How about earthly rewards? Will I be compensated?” 

 “This job does not come with any fiscal compensation. I have arranged for some organisations, and grants but 

you will have to fight for everything you need.” 

 “So what exactly do I get out of this then,” we ask hoping for something, a crumb, anything. 

 “Um, let’s see....you know what I will give you a fancy title.  Everyone you meet will insist on telling you what a 

special person you are, and that you are such a tzadeikas and so amazing!!” 

 Three years down the line, you have just about collapsed onto the floor after yet another gruelling day fighting  

bureaucracy, chasing appointments, arguing with therapists, and cleaning up every single mess imaginable and 

it’s not even lunchtime yet.  

 But still, there’s work to be done and off you go with your metaphorical mop and bucket to face yet more 

challenges...and then you run into someone you haven’t seen in ages, quite possibly since your baby was born and 

she tells you, “wow, you are such a special person.”  

 You just nod and smile, but secretly you’re thinking, “oh yes, fat lot of good that title does me! I don’t need the 

credit or the adulation. I’ll just settle for good old fashioned ordinary, thank you very much!” 

 But, just like Stan, we show up for work day after day, unnoticed, unappreciated and know that one day, 

someone, somewhere will take notice of the unassuming person in the corner holding the mop and bucket. 

 

By: Feigi Stein 
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Father was a hardworking man who delivered bread as a living to support his wife and three children. He 

spent all his evenings after work attending classes, hoping to improve himself so that he could one day find a 

better paying job. Except for Sundays, Father hardly ate a meal together with his family. He worked and studied 

very hard because he wanted to provide his family with the best money could buy. 

 Whenever the family complained that he was not spending enough time with them, he reasoned that he was 

doing all this for them. But he often yearned to spend more time with his family. 

 The day came when the examination results were announced. To his joy, Father passed, and with distinctions 

too! Soon after, he was offered a good job as a senior supervisor which paid handsomely. 

 Like a dream come true, Father could now afford to provide his family with life’s little luxuries like nice 

clothing, fine food and vacation abroad. 

 However, the family still did not get to see father for most of the week. He 

continued to work very hard, hoping to be promoted to the position of manager. In 

fact, to make himself a worthy candidate for the promotion, he enrolled in  

another course with the Open University. Again, whenever the family 

complained that he was not spending enough time with them, he reasoned that 

he was doing all this for them. But he often yearned to spend more time with his 

family. 

 Father’s hard work paid off and he was promoted. Jubilantly, he decided to 

hire a maid to relieve his wife from her domestic tasks. He also felt that their 

three-room flat was no longer big enough, it would be nice for his family to 

be able to enjoy the facilities and comfort of a condominium. Having 

experienced the rewards of his hard work many times before, Father resolved 

to further his studies and work at being promoted again. The family still did not get to see much of him. In fact, 

sometimes Father had to work on Sundays entertaining clients. Again, whenever the family complained that he 

was not spending enough time with them, he reasoned that he was doing all this for them. But he often yearned to 

spend more time with his family. 

 As expected, Father’s hard work paid off again and he bought a beautiful condominium overlooking the coast 

of Singapore. On the first Sunday evening at their new home, Father declared to his family that he decided not to 

take any more courses or pursue any more promotions. From then on he was going to devote more time to his 

family. 

Father did not wake up the next day. 

 

Life is what happens when you are busy making other plans 

                John Lennon 

Author Unknown 
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There are 5 categories of Cerebral Palsy depending on the severity of the disability. And then there is our 

son who is a non existent level 6 and an open miracle.  

 
Between the age of two and four it’s a good time to really face up to reality and when every conceivable 

therapy has been tried an evaluation can be made. Of course nothing is set in stone and Hashem can transform a 

child at any time.  

 
Level 1:  

Children can floor sit with both hands free to manipulate toys. Movements in and out of sitting are 

performed without adult assistance. Children walk as the preferred method of mobility without the need of any 

assistance.  

 
Level 2:  

Children floor sit but may have difficulty with balance when both hands are free to manipulate toys. 

Movement in and out of sitting are performed without adult assistance. Children pull up to stand on a stable 

surface. Children crawl on hands and knees with a reciprocal pattern, cruise holding onto furniture and walk using 

a walking frame.  

 
Level 3:  

Children can maintain floor sitting often in a W sitting between flexed and internally rotated hips and knees. 

They may require adult assistance to assume sitting.  Children creep on their stomach or crawl on their hands and 

knees often without reciprocal leg movements. As their primary method of self  mobility, children may pull to stand 

on a stable surface and cruise short distances. Children may walk short distances indoors using a walker with 

adult assistance for steering.  

 
Level 4:  

Children floor sit when placed, but are unable to maintain alignment and balance without the use of their 

hands for support. Children frequently require adaptive equipment for sitting and standing. Self mobility for short 

distances within a room is achieved through rolling creeping on stomach or crawling on hands and knees without 

reciprocal leg movements.  

 
Level 5:  

Physical impairments restrict voluntary control of movement and the ability to maintain anti gravity head and 

trunk postures. All areas of motor function are limited. Functional limitations in sitting and standing are not fully 

compensated for through the use of adaptive equipment and assistive technology. At level 5 children have no 

means of independent mobility and are transported. Some children achieve self mobility using a power wheelchair 

with extensive adaptations. ( From the Gross motor function classification system for CP by Robert Pallisano and 

Peter  Rosenbaum et al.) 

 
For all the above levels physiotherapy is key to maintaining a strong healthy child. And although it would 

seem little or no progress is being made preventative therapy is just as important. By doing stretches and worrying 

about posture you may save your child many operations in the future.  
 

                 Submitted by Miriam Tasgal 

Positively Coping with Cerebral Palsy 
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Now lets come to my level 6 and life with a 

level 6 child. These children are a gift from Hashem 

and here to teach us not to take anything for 

granted. Such a child has no movement, no hand 

function, no swallow, no digestive system, no stable 

head control (it comes and goes) and can not 

always breath on his own without an oxygen mask. 

Such a child needs regular suctioning and regular 

nebulizers to survive each day. Such a child is on up 

to 30 doses of medications just to stay in relative 

comfort.  

 
Anyone who knows us knows we are fanatical 

about helping our son. He is now coming up to his 

second birthday. Most of his therapies we have now 

learned by heart and can do on our own. Each day 

we have a rigorous routine of physiotherapy 

massage cognitive stimulation, messy play and 

medical needs. Boruch Hashem his sensory 

impairment is under control and he will now go out 

the house without having a seizure. With the help of 

our many eye exercises and chassdie Hashem his 

vision completely returned and with classical music 

his hearing has also recovered. The other good 

news is his love of story books, his giggling. He loves 

Aleph Beis and animal flashcards and I am 

convinced that he is recognizing letters and making 

choices.  

 
BUT, and it’s a big but. He is very ill at level 6 

not a day goes by without calling the community 

nurse not a week goes by when we don’t see the GP 

and not a month goes by without a prolonged stay in 

hospital. Fighting epilepsy is a scary and painful 

journey for any parent and that’s an 

understatement. A child who stops breathing at any 

time is a drain on koach and makes family life very 

difficult. Life as we knew it was over and our home 

now has a room that would fit into any hospital very 

nicely.  

 

 

Miriam’s son has level 6 Cerebral Palsy, which is the highest 

and rarest form of the condition.  

Miriam and her family are reliant on medical professionals on a 

daily basis and yet she faces her challenges head on with 

positivity and trust in Hashem. 

 

MIRIAM’s STORY 

 

 Personal Account of Living With Cerebral Palsy 

Our Priorities 

 

 So what are our priorities.  

 

 Nursing help, buy in the best help you can 

for the well days so that you have strength for the 

bad days. 

 Fight for proper housing Aguda here you 

come!!! 

 Keep your child comfortable and don’t 

push them too hard with therapy they cannot cope 

with. 

 Love your child with your whole heart. 

Cover him with kisses. Your love will keep him/or 

her fighting for life. 

 The Mitzvah of life as an entity in itself 

makes each live day an achievement so pat 

yourself on your back. 

 Remember Hashem gave you this 

Neshama to look after, fight for and protect. We 

are not here to fix what Hashem decided to take 

away. 

 Make time to have fun, we go for long 

walks as a family in the local greenery on a regular 

basis. 

 Try not to cry. Think of the gates to Gan 

Eden that the whole family is going to easily pass 

through. We are not here to live the high life, we 

are in a corridor leading to a palace. Trust me the 

majority of the world is depressed because their 

lives are empty of meaning. 

 Have a special treat for big shocks. I have 

special chocolates that I treat myself to after every 

time my son stops breathing. I make a point of 

having one hour to myself every day. 

 
Mostly I wish you all the strength to keep 

sane and however you do your Cerebral Palsy 

journey your doing it right, so well done.   
 

 

   

 

 

Having a son with severe Cerebral Palsy means that Miriam 

has had to adjust her priorities, not only for her son but for 

herself and the rest of her family. 

Here she has some bits of advice and tips that help keep her 

going through the tough times. 
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You are a 

mother when... 

 Compiled By: F. Stein  

1 
You hide in the bathroom to be alone. 

2 
You count the sprinkles on each 

cupcake to make sure they all 

have the same amount 

3 
You hope ketchup is a vegetable 

since it is the only one your child 

eats. 4 
You find yourself cutting your 

husband’s sandwiches into cute 

shapes. 

9 

5 
You donate to charities in the hope 

that your child won’t suffer from 

that condition. 6 
You hear your mother’s voice coming 

out of your mouth when you say, 

“NOT in your good clothes!” 

7 
You use your own saliva to 

clean your child’s face. 

8 
You say at least once a day “I’m not cut 

out for this job,” but you know you 

wouldn’t trade it for anything. 
You hire a babysitter because you 

haven’t been out with your husband 

for ages, and then spend half the 

night checking on the kids. 10 
You stop criticizing the way your 

mother raised you. 

TOP 

10  

 

Sometimes you don’t have to be schlepping your kids around with you 

for it to be obvious you are a Mother.  

Here are some signs that will give away your maternal status. 

 

 

“Don’t judge each day by the 

harvest you reap but by the 

seeds that you plant.” 

 

Robert Louis Stevenson  

 

“Your present circumstances 

don’t determine where you can 

go; they merely determine 

where you start.” 

 

Nido Qubein   

 

“The glow of one warm thought 

is to me worth more than 

money.” 

 

Thomas Jefferson  
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THE LEADS TRUST 
 

 The LEADS Trust was founded by Rabbi Michael Bernstein, a qualified 

teacher with more than 30 years experience in Jewish schools, and the father of a 

child with Down’s Syndrome. 

 Originally established in May 2001, it only became ‘live’ in May 2006 when it 

received a substantial private donation. It is governed by a board of five Trustees. 

 The objective of LEADS is to promote the speech, Language & Educational 

Achievements of Jewish children and young persons with Down’s Syndrome 

throughout England. To achieve this overall objective, LEADS’ ambition is to provide four services. The first would provide 

specialised training for all personnel involved with the educational, social and physical development of children with Down’s 

Syndrome. The second would provide an awareness programme for governors of schools, headteachers, teachers, parents 

and the general public. The third service would offer guidance to the parents of children with Down’s Syndrome in order to 

help them play a more positive role in furthering their children’s development. The fourth service would relate to the provis ion 

of specialised direct speech and language therapy. 

 Once all 4 services are fully functional, they would be referred to as the LEADS ‘TAPS Programme’ with ‘T’ standing for 

training, ‘A’ for awareness, ‘P’ for parents and ‘S’ for speech and language therapy. 

 Speech and Language therapy for children with Down’s Syndrome is a fundamental requirement. However, too often the 

level of support is inadequate, or the format of the sessions inappropriate. In these sessions, the therapy may fail to address 

the key problems facing these children and, therefore, will not aid the development for their speech and language. 

 The Leads Trust decided, therefore, to give priority to the launching of its Speech and Language support service to 

enable Jewish children with Down’s Syndrome, residing anywhere in the United Kingdom, to receive adequate and appropriate 

speech and language therapy. 

 Today, LEADS continues to adhere to its original principle that it will not 

launch any of its other 3 projects until such time as it can be assured that it is 

receiving adequate ongoing funding to secure the future of Project ‘S’. 

 Anyone who wishes to further our work by making a contribution may do 

so by either making direct contact with the LEADS Trust or by texting LEAD44 

followed by either £5 or £10 to 70070. 

 

 

READER’S FORUM 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have 

Your 

SAY.... 

Last issue we asked: 
Tips for keeping your kids 
entertained when you just 

need a few minutes to 
breathe. 

Here are a few tips I do for when I 

need a moment. 

1. Eat something. Sometimes you 

get so busy you forget to eat 

and this can make stress 

worse. 

2. Use your neighbours and 

friends. Arrange for your kids to 

play with others and then you 

can return the favour for when 

your friend needs it. 

3. Keep a favourite toy for your 

child and only take it out on 

certain occasions. He will be so 

happy with the toy it will keep 

him distracted whilst you pull 

yourself together. 

 

Submitted anonymously 

If you need a few minutes to breathe, do whatever it takes to get 

those minutes. Give your child that packet of crisps he has been 

whining for, let him play with the pots and pans or sit him down in 

front of Uncle Moishy, Barney, Mr Tumble or other entertainer.  

Don’t feel guilty about these indulgences, after all those few precious 

minutes might just be what you need to get through the day. 

Name withheld by request 

Topic for next issue: 
Tips for keeping your kids safe on 

Shabbos and Yom Tov. 
Send in your tips and advice to the magazine submissions 

address on Page 2 
 

Please send in your ideas for future topics 

      HELPING CHILDREN WITH  

DOWN’S SYNDROME 

Contact Information 
The Leads Trust 

84 Leadale Road 

London, N15 6BH 

Tel.: 020 88005919   Fax: 020 8802 3586 

Email: leads@metronet.co.uk 

Registered Charity Number: 1090946 
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We must not fall into the trap of thinking that concern for ourselves somehow takes away or lessens our concern 

for our children. We mothers of children with LD have enough concern and worry to blanket the world. Surely, we can spare a 

little for ourselves!  

 Sometimes the pressures build and have no outlet, but they cannot stay bottled up forever. They eventually come out, 

but in ways that are not productive and can actually harm our family. Some of the mothers I have talked to are overwhelmed. 

They can no longer cope with the uncertainty and frustrations brought about by a diagnosis of their child’s LD.  

 One mother I met, Marianne, certainly had experience with this. She has two sons, Peter and Andrew. The older one, 

Peter, was diagnosed with dyslexia and ADHD when he was ten years old. She told me the pressures of dealing with her son’s 

LD caused her to have what she called “a bit of a nervous breakdown.”  

 “You really have to work to keep balance in your life,” Marianne told me. “For me, that means not always focusing on my 

son. If I always focus on him, I can get myself into an obsessive state.” Exercise is a key to many women’s ability to handle the 

stress of LD. Meditation is another. Mothers who would never dream of meditating or taking up yoga now swear by it as the 

antidote to the pressures brought on by LD. Others talk to a therapist. Some of you might click your tongue and say, 

“Meditation? Yoga? Therapy? I could never focus so much on myself!”  

 Think of it this way: by focusing on your own needs, you create the ability to focus much more strongly and effectively on 

everyone else’s needs. In the cause of ensuring your child is getting the best help possible, taking care of yourself should be 

considered as important and necessary as attending a school meeting or taking your child to a paediatrician. You cannot be 

helpful if you are continually overwhelmed by the million and one emotions that come flooding over you, especially in the early 

days of a child’s diagnosis. 

 When another of our Special Mothers, Helen, felt overwhelmed by her son’s diagnosis and lack of progress, she started 

seeing a therapist. “I was completely consumed by my son’s LD,” she said. “I couldn’t make decisions — none!” 

 “Decisions about your son?” I asked. 

 “I couldn’t make any decisions. Little, everyday decisions. And I was so preoccupied that I would go to bed at night, sleep 

for a couple of hours, and then wake up and be up all night worrying about things that did not need to be worried about.”  

 “Why do you think you did it?” I asked. 

 “I felt so powerless about the things that were happening at the school. I felt such a lack of control that I was grasping at  

things that I could control. But then I would get up and go through the day and nothing was getting accomplished, so the cycle 

started all over again. Most of this happened when my son moved to a new school in first grade. In his kindergarten he’d been  

getting counselling and I felt he was moving toward something, but nothing was happening in the new school. I felt helpless. I 

was consumed by the fact that nothing was getting done and there was nothing I could do about it.”  

 “And your reaction was to obsess about things you might be able to control,” I said. 

 “Yes. Looking back on it now, I think that’s what it was. But at the time, I just thought I was losing my mind. I knew it was  

insane to act the way I was acting. It was completely irrational. I was up at night, all night, worrying about things that I normally 

couldn’t care less about. I was miserable, and at one point I thought I was miserable because of my marriage, though that 

wasn’t really the problem at all. I didn’t know what the problem was, but I knew I had to do something. I couldn’t live like that. 

I went to a therapist who introduced me to meditation, and I joined a meditation class. At first I thought, ‘Oh, this is ridiculous.’ 

That was just not me. But I decided to try it. I was amazed by how much it cleared my mind.”  

 “I realized I needed to change something because I was miserable, and to some extent it was affecting my marriage 

because I was consumed with it. This is something that might be helpful to someone going through it now. When I found out 

about my son's dyslexia, I talked to a neighbour who also had a son with LD and she casually said, ‘You should be careful 

because these things can really affect a marriage.’ At the time I thought, ‘What is she talking about?’ I thought she was a l ittle 

crazy, and I thought, ‘How could it possibly affect a marriage?’ But that little remark really helped me later on when I 

remembered what she said. It also helped that my husband saw the whole picture before I did. At first he was in denial about 

our son’s LD, but then he moved right into accepting it. He didn’t go through the middle part like I did. But he also had the  

luxury of putting it all on me. He would say, ‘All right, you figure out what’s best,’ and that was nice because he trusted me to 

do it.”  

 Marianne said, “I make the majority of the decisions, too. It’s not that my husband doesn’t want to be involved, but he 

 

 

By: Anne Ford 
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works all day. I work all day, too, but I work from home. My husband trusts my judgment.”  

 “That is a huge thing, a positive thing,” Helen said. “At the same time, it can bring on a lot of stress. It makes you feel 

that, ultimately, you are responsible. And sometimes I think, ‘Oh, my God, what if I ruin him!?’”  

 I turned to Marianne and said, “Earlier you described what you went through as having a bit of a nervous breakdown. 

How did that happen and what did you experience?” 

 “I think it happened because I was newly married, my son Peter was my first child, and I wanted everything to be perfect. 

I burnt myself out. I was a stay-at-home mom, so I always made dinner at five o’clock and had the house looking perfect, 

spotless. All of Peter’s food was organic at home and all his baby food was homemade. I joined a Mommy and Me play group. I 

read every book I could find about early childhood. I started to watch other people’s children so I could compare. I tried to  be 

perfect, and part of that was because I was fighting the secret thought that my child wasn’t perfect. So if I tried hard enough 

to be perfect, no one would know that he wasn’t. They would think that because I’m the mom who has all the playdates, and 

I’m the mom whose house is always clean, and I’m the mom who makes the dinners. As a result, I burnt myself out.”  

 “You couldn’t keep up the facade,” I said. 

 “No. And that’s exactly what it was, a facade. I was always angry with my husband. He was working two jobs because we 

were newly married, with a new house and a baby, and he was stressed—but I was mad at him because he didn’t understand 

and because he wasn’t home. But he was working two jobs! I couldn’t appreciate that, because I had this kid who wouldn’t 

stop crying. It perpetuated itself and finally I just couldn’t do it anymore. I just shut down. One day I woke up and I realized I 

didn’t want to get out of bed and do that anymore. I never felt like I wanted to hurt myself or hurt anybody—I just didn’t want to 

participate in my life. I opted out. I stayed in bed. The house fell apart. The laundry didn’t get done. My husband became 

frustrated and angry, and that was certainly understandable. That was my job. He couldn’t work two jobs and then cook and 

clean and take care of the kids. He got angrier and angrier.” 

 “Who took care of your son?” I asked. 

 “I did. But that was all I was doing. I was going through the motions. I was the perfect mom for two years, and then I had 

my second child, Andrew—and that’s when it really started to decline. Having the second baby was just the final straw. I 

realized I just couldn’t be this fake, perfect person. I’d thought if I tried hard enough, Peter would get better, but he just never 

did, and I thought, ‘Am I going to be like this forever?’ It was an overwhelming idea.”  

 “Did your husband help?” 

 “Yes, but there was a point when he couldn’t help, because he was angry, too, and he was hurt, too. And he was scared! 

He had two little children, and his wife wasn’t there mentally. He would say to me, ‘Listen, you have responsibilities. You have 

a job, and you can’t lay down on the job.’ Eventually I started on the path toward recovery, but it was a slow process. It was at 

this point in my life that I first decided to start focusing on what would make me happy as opposed to what made me 

unhappy. Therapy played a part, and I went back to work part-time. It sounds odd, but working outside the home was good for 

me. I didn’t feel like a failure in the professional world, and that sense of well-being carried over at home. I stopped being so 

self-critical and, with the support of my husband, things improved to the point where I could take on even more than I ever 

could have before.”  

 You have just heard from two women who tell harrowing tales of their lives spinning out of control. It’s important 

for you to know that today Helen and Marianne are accomplished professionals, reliable and level-headed, without a hint of 

what one of them called the “temporary insanity” that once brought them to their knees. The symptoms they describe — 

inability to get out of bed, trouble making decisions, losing interest in everyday activities — are classic symptoms of 

depression. If you feel any of these things, do not hesitate to ask for help. It does not matter how strong you are, or how even-

keeled. LD can blindside you and lead you into places and beliefs and thought patterns you never imagined possible. Do not 

shrug your shoulders and sigh and resign yourself to this new debilitating way of life.  

 Everyone in the LD world knows of at least one parent who obsesses about her child’s LD or the school or a particular 

teacher to the exclusion of all other topics of conversation. We can see how it gnaws at her. We hear the bitterness in her 

voice. We know instinctively that her behaviour and obsessions cannot possibly be healthy for her family or her child. We 

imagine the teacher cringing when she sees this person’s face at the door, once again coming in to harangue and accuse. And 

most of all, we think, “Thank heavens I’m not like that.”  

 It’s good to be thankful, but don’t be surprised if you find yourself in a similar predicament someday. Sometimes we are 

not aware of it until later. Step back, get some balance in your life, ask yourself, “Am I handling this well? Am I handling it at 

all?” If you feel you are not, but see no way out of the obsessive spiral, make an appointment to speak with a professional. If 

you are reluctant to do that, talk to a friend or sympathetic family member. 

 

 Don’t keep it to yourself. Find help.  You need it. You deserve it.   

Reprinted from www.ncld.org 
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.הוא האלוקים בשמים ממעל ועל הארץ מתחת אין עוד‘ כי ה  
 

What can we say! We are all born into this world and have to accept what is given to us בשמחה. 

 come into this world. We see a נשמות tell us that we actually agree on our portion in life before our מפרשים

potter banging and moulding his clay into shape, so too Hashem does to us. He moulds us into the 

people we are. 

Very often we clearly see the Yad Hashem, but sometimes we do not. When our son Moshe was 

born weighing only 800 grams, he was transferred from Great Ormond Street Hospital to Queen 

Elizabeth’s Hospital at about six weeks old due to a hernia problem. At that point he was off the 

breathing machines. Walking down every Shabbos to see him was not an easy job, but week in, week 

out, we went. There was no Ezra U’Marpeh in those days. 

One Shabbos as we arrived, Moshe looked okay. But a minute later he became cyanotic (he turned 

blue). He had stopped breathing on an apnoea mattress, which should have alarmed if the breathing 

stopped. But NO alarm was sounded. There were no staff around to witness this and I had to alert the 

staff who immediately re-intubated him. Boruch Hashem we were there at the right time. He was okay 

after that, but it alerted us to the fact that he needed help with his breathing and the doctors decided to 

perform a tracheotomy. Had we not walked down on Shabbos, who knows what could have happened. 

Hashem, in his great wisdom saved our child. 

One has to give thanks to Hashem in every situation one finds oneself in. We never know what the 

final outcome will be, what it all means. 

After the story of the עשרי הרגי מלכות the  מלאכים questioned Hashem and asked whether this was the 

reward for Torah? Hashem replied to them, “if you ask any more questions I will bring the world back to 

 say that מפרשים Would Hashem really have destroyed the world because of a few questions? The.תוהו ובוהו

in order for the מלאכים to understand why this had to happen He would have to take them back to the 

beginning to show them the whole history. 

May we all merit to allow our נסיונות to be a נס, a banner and to bring a קדוש ה‘  to the world, to show 

the greatness of Hashem, even when it isn’t always obvious to us. 

 
 

 

 

 
 

“Faith is taking the first step 

even when you don’t see the full 

staircase.” 
 

Martin Luther King, Jr 

 

 

“G-d didn’t make a mistake 

when He made you. You need to 

see yourself as G-d sees you.” 

 

Joel Osteen 

 
 

“To one who has faith, no 

explanation is necessary. To 

one without faith, no 

explanation is possible.” 

 

Thomas Aquinas 

By: Chani 

Benedikt 
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Operator:          'Ridge Hall, computer assistance; may I help you?'  
Caller:               'Yes, well, I'm having trouble with WordPerfect.'  
Operator:          'What sort of trouble??'  
Caller:               'Well, I was just typing along, and all of a sudden the words went away.'  
Operator:          'Went away?'  
Caller:               'They disappeared.'  
Operator:          'Hmm So what does your screen look like now?'  
Caller:               'Nothing.'  
Operator:          'Nothing??'  
Caller:               'It's blank; it won't accept anything when I type.'  
Operator:          'Are you still in WordPerfect, or did you get out??'  
Caller:               'How do I tell?'  
Operator:          'Can you see the C: prompt on the screen??'  
Caller:               'What's a sea-prompt?'  
Operator:          'Never mind, can you move your cursor around the screen?'  
Caller:               'There isn't any cursor: I told you, it won't accept anything I type.'  
Operator:          'Does your monitor have a power indicator??'  
Caller:               'What's a monitor?'  
Operator:          'It's the thing with the screen on it that looks like a TV. Does it have a little light that tells you 
    when it's on??'  
Caller:                'I don't know.'  
Operator:           'Well, then look on the back of the monitor and find where the power cord goes into it. Can 
    you see that??'  
Caller:               'Yes, I think so.'  
Operator:          'Great. Follow the cord to the plug, and tell me if it's plugged into the wall.  
Caller:               'Yes, it is.'  
Operator:          'When you were behind the monitor, did you notice that there were two cables plugged into 
    the back of it, not just one??'  
Caller:                'No.'  
Operator:           'Well, there are. I need you to look back there again and find the other cable.'  
Caller:                'Okay, here it is.'  
Operator:           'Follow it for me, and tell me if it's plugged securely into the back of your computer.'  
Caller:                'I can't reach.'  
Operator:           'Uh huh. Well, can you see if it is??'  
Caller:                'No.'  
Operator:           'Even if you maybe put your knee on something and lean way over??'  
Caller:                'Oh, it's not because I don't have the right angle - it's because it's dark.'  
Operator:           'Dark??'  
Caller:                'Yes - the office light is off, and the only light I have is coming in from the window.  
Operator:     'Well, turn on the office light then.'  
Caller:                'I can't.'  
Operator:           'No? Why not??'  
Caller:                'Because there's a power failure.'  
Operator:      'A power......... A power failure? Aha, Okay, we've got it licked now.  
      Do you still have the boxes and manuals and packing stuff your computer came in??'  
Caller:                'Well, yes, I keep them in the closet.'  
Operator:           'Good. Go get them, and unplug your system and pack it up just like it was when you got it. 
    Then take it back to the store you bought it from.'  
Caller:                 'Really? Is it that bad?'  
Operator:            'Yes, I'm afraid it is.'  
Caller:                 'Well, all right then, I suppose. What do I tell them??'  
Operator:            'Tell them you're too stupid to own a computer!!  

 

This is a true story from the Word Perfect Helpline, which was transcribed from a recording monitoring the 
customer care department. Needless to say the Help Desk employee was fired; however, he/she is currently 
suing the Word Perfect organization for 'Termination without Cause'.  
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 Tess was a precocious eight year old when she heard her Mom and Dad talking about her little brother, 

Andrew. All she knew was that he was very sick and they were completely out of money. They were moving to an 

apartment complex next month because Daddy didn’t have the money for the doctor bills and our house. Only a 

very costly surgery could save him now and it was looking like there was no-one to loan them the money. She 

heard Daddy say to her tearful Mother with whispered desperation, “Only a miracle can save him now.” 

 Tess went to her bedroom and pulled a glass jelly jar from its hiding place in the closet. She poured all the 

change out on the floor and counted it carefully. Three times, even. The total had to be exactly perfect. No chance 

here for mistakes. Carefully placing the coins back in the jar and twisting on the cap, she slipped out the back door 

and made her way 6 blocks to Rexall’s Drug Store with the big red Indian Chief sign above the door. She waited 

patiently for the pharmacist to give her some attention but he was too busy at this moment. Tess twisted her feet 

to make a scuffing noise. Nothing. She cleared her throat with the most disgusting sound she could muster. No 

good. 

 Finally she took a quarter from her jar and banged it on the glass counter. That did it! 

 “And what do you want?” the pharmacist asked in an annoyed tone of voice. “I’m talking to my brother from 

Chicago whom I haven’t seen in ages,” he said without waiting for a reply to his question. 

 “Well, I want to talk to you about my brother,” Tess answered back in the same annoyed tone. “He’s really, 

really sick… and I want to buy a miracle.” 

 “I beg your pardon?” said the pharmacist. 

 “His name is Andrew and he has something bad growing inside his head and my Daddy says only a miracle 

can save him now. So how much does a miracle cost?” 

 “We don’t sell miracles here, little girl. I’m sorry but I can’t help you,” the pharmacist said, softening a little. 

“Listen, I have the money to pay for it. If it isn’t enough, I will get the rest. Just tell me how much it costs.” 

 The pharmacist’s brother was a well dressed man. He stooped down and asked the little girl, “What kind of a 

miracle does you brother need?” 

 “I don’t know,” Tess replied with her eyes welling up. “I just know he’s really sick and Mommy says he needs 

an operation. But my Daddy can’t pay for it, so I want to use my money.” 

 “How much do you have?” asked the man from Chicago. “One dollar and eleven cents,” Tess answered barely 

audibly. “And it’s all the money I have, but I can get some more if I need to. 

 “Well, what a coincidence,” smiled the man. “A dollar and eleven cents – the exact price of a miracle for little 

brothers.” He took her money in one hand and with the other hand he grasped her mitten and said, “Take me to 

where you live. I want to see your brother and meet your parents. Let’s see if I have the kind of miracle you need.” 

 That well dressed man was Dr. Carlton Armstrong, a surgeon, specialising in neuro-surgery. The operation was 

completed without charge and it wasn’t long until Andrew was home again and doing well. Mom and Dad were 

happily talking about the chain of events that had led them to this place. 

 “That surgery,” her Mom whispered. “was a real miracle. I wonder how much it would have cost?” 

 Tess smiled. She knew exactly how much a miracle cost… one dollar and eleven cents … plus the faith of a 

little child. 
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  During our vacation in a remote coastal beach town, it seems as if my son is on his own vacation as well. Normally wound so 

tight, and unable to accept changes to his routine, he has unexpectedly left behind the issues that make school life a struggle, and those that 

make finding and keeping friends so hard. He plays with his sister, catches tadpoles and befriends a stray dog.  

 For these few days, our lives are determined by sand and sea, by changing tides and the hunt for water creatures. Pale sand-coloured 

salamanders delight us as they evade capture. Crabs retreat into the crevices of a rock, and a whole trout washes out of the sea with the waves. 

 Here on the quiet beach, our family finds solitude and togetherness. We find each other in the absence of others. 

 It is not until we return home on the third day that the heaviness descends again. This heaviness is the weight of his moods and his anger, 

resulting in our constant need to anticipate his reactions and plan everything according to his needs. “We didn’t need him to be anything other 

than who he is,” I explain to my husband in response to his silent query, as we rush past each other in the early morning bustle of getting 

dressed (“Don’t wear that! It doesn’t match”), and finding lost shoes (“Well, where did you put them last night?”) and arriving on time (“If you 

don’t hurry, we’ll be late for school”). 

 When my son is finally dressed and hurried out the door, I dream of building a school on the beach, a school filled with sand crabs and 

salamanders, and a blackboard in the sand. A school that the waves will wash clean each night, and erase all our struggles by morning. 

 When my daughter was born, I learned that parenting requires everything you have. From my son, I learned that parenting sometimes 

requires even more than that. 

 On a morning when I wake up with a migraine, blood pounding like drumbeats in my head, my daughter recognizes that Mommy is having 

a bad day. At nine years old, she is resilient and emotionally flexible enough to recognize the need to play quietly and tread carefully. She takes 

her cues from me and recognizes my need to be alone now. Yet my son simply cannot handle the smallest edge in my voice, or this inexplicable 

deviation from our routine. 

 By the time I emerge from my room, he has taken refuge under the dining room table, impossibly wounded by my request that he leave 

the room. It takes a long time to coax him to come out. This type of parenting requires walking a tightrope. It requires perfect self-control and 

vigilance against the small slips of anger and impatience that accompany even the best parenting. It requires abundant giving with delayed 

returns. It also requires frequent retreats into the quiet and hidden places that lurk on the outskirts of our civilized world. The healing power of 

nature is miraculous. A child so needy is freed from restraint; doubt and fear are abandoned in the pursuit of sea creatures. 

 After all the times I have been forced to lead him into places that terrified him to enter, like crowded and noisy classrooms, and testing 

rooms both innocent and strange, it is a blessing to follow his lead over rocks and dunes. We hunt with abandon for all those creatures that 

scuttle and crawl and slither and swim. In everything we find, we marvel over a unique and perfect life force. 

For my son, who loves these creatures, it is enough for him that such creatures exist, even though they remain aloof to his existence. It is 

enough to love without his love being received or acknowledged. 

 I struggle to learn this lesson as I follow him through the dunes. For me, love has always been the beginning of a conversation. Yet this is 

exactly the challenge of loving this boy—to love him without needing a response. I want to love him as he himself loves, with a love that is not a 

question, but rather an immovable rock capable of withstanding the onslaught of high waves, shifting sands and unanswered questions. 

DAYS AT THE BEACH 

 

Tzippora Price 

 

Relating To My Son On His Terms/**/7 

By: Tzippora Price 
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It is truly a 

wondrous thing 

that mothers of 

special needs 

children can 

find it within 

themselves to 

see beyond 

their daily 

struggles and 

learn to laugh at 

themselves and 

with others. It is not 

despite their difficulties that 

they find the humour; it is precisely 

because of it. They learn not to sweat the small 

stuff and see the hilarity in those situations 

which to others might seem 

insurmountable. They laugh because 

that’s what helps them survive. 

The theme for this year’s In 

Touch retreat at the Normandie 

Hotel in Bournemouth was “Don’t 

crack up, crack a joke” and there 

was a definite sense of joy and 

happiness throughout the four day 

convention. A hilarious introductory 

game allowed the mothers to shed their 

overwhelming responsibilities, let loose 

and really “crack up” in enjoyment. A creative 

scrapbooking class, run by Feigi Stein, allowed for 

the mothers to take a breather from the day to day 

routine and indulge their inner artisans to produce mini 

albums to display their smiling families, and just to give 

their minds something else to think about, the mothers 

were entertained by the mind-boggling performance of 

Mark Cairns, psychological mind-reader extraordinaire. 

This year the mothers were once again privileged to 

welcome Rebbetzin Faigy Twerski as their special guest 

speaker. With her usual calm and engrossing manner of 

speaking, Rebbetzin Twerski captivated the mothers’ 

attention as she addressed them. Each one of her 

workshops provided additional inspiration for the mothers 

to hold on to and take away with them and apply to their 

daily lives. 

In addition, Toby Waltzer and Sue Lachman ran a 

series of Innate Health sessions which educated the 

mothers and gave them an insight into the workings of 

the mind and how this has an effect on their physical and 

emotional wellbeing. 

Looking at the faces of the mothers throughout the 

convention, one would never believe what it is they deal 

with on a daily basis. Not a single mind crack was visible 

and the only perceptible crack was the smile displayed on 

the face of every single mother. There was a sense of 

freedom, liberation and luxurious independence that 

permeated the group. Everyone relaxed into the 

atmosphere as the sounds of laughter reverberated 

throughout. 

For four glorious days every year the mothers can 

shirk the shackles of their responsibilities. Without this 

break the armour or resilience that the parents of special 

needs kids don every day, would rust, chink and crack 

until it was irreparable. In Touch provides the oil 

and polish to keep the protective covering 

intact. It also behoves to thank the 

seemingly unstoppable Mr and Mrs 

Engel, managers of Normandie Hotel, 

who were relentless in ensuring that 

the mothers’ every whim and need 

was met with grace, elegance and 

panache. 

The In Touch convention is not simply 

about luxurious pampering, 

sumptuous meals and inspirational 

workshops. By giving the mothers 

something to look forward to, something to 

smile about, a reason to laugh, In Touch 

provides the mind a freedom to breathe and avoids it 

getting bogged down with the weight 

of the daily brunt. A single 

light hearted 

moment lifts a 

lot of weight; 

four days of it 

is absolute 

luxurious 

liberation. 

 

By: Feigi Stein 
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Waves crashing on the sands, 

Foaming, 
Tumultuous, 
My emotions 
Where am I? 

 
Breakers at the shore, 

Raging, 
Thunderous 
My thoughts 
What am I? 

 
Surf swelling on the coast, 

Violent, 
Frantic, 

My passions 
Who am I? 

 
Water lapping at my feet, 

Gentle, 
Rippling, 

My contemplation 
I understand 

 
I am adrift, 

He is my bulwark 
I am afloat, 

He is my anchor 
I am at sea, 

He is my bedrock 
He is my infinity 

I am with Him 
I am but a pebble 

He is with me 
And I am humbled 

 

 

By: F. Stein 

The Bournemouth convention is not only a time to rest, relax, recuperate and gain chizuk, it also provides time for 

quiet contemplation and introspection.  

Whilst taking a walk along the sea front, I sat down and thought about the world, my place in it, and saw the 

power of the sea, and recognised that I am but a mere droplet, amongst millions of droplets, each one important, 

each one has its place and all controlled by just One... Hashem. 
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 Over 50 couples 

came together in 

January for Shabbos in 

Eastbourne for the 

sixth In Touch 

annual convention 

for parents of 

children with 

disabilities. This 

year's guest speaker, 

Rabbi Shraga Feivel 

Zimmerman, the 

Gateshead Rov, was 

visibly moved by the palpable 

emotion of the special Shabbos. 

 Sharing critical halachos and hashkafos relating to the 

challenges of bringing up special children, Rav Zimmerman 

formed a warm and deep bond with the couples who came to 

share their experiences, and confided that he had come to 

give chizuk, but was leaving inspired by the people he had 

met, the stories he had heard, and the example of emunah 

and bitachon displayed by so many families faced with daily 

adversity. 

 In his keynote address at the Melave Malka, Rav 

Zimmerman highlighted the strains that raising children with 

disabilities can place upon couples’ shalom bayis. Drawing on 

Chazal, he stressed the essential foundations for building and 

maintaining shalom bayis that apply to everyone, but which 

can be even more pertinent where there is greater stress than 

in most families. These include preserving unwavering loyalty 

to each other, avoiding blame, sharing burdens, and 

appreciating one’s partner’s positive qualities. 

 The convention has become a highlight in the year of 

families struggling with the demands of looking after children 

with physical and learning disabilities. Once again, the 

participants enjoyed inspirational talks by Rabbi Boruch 

Rabinowitz from New York. Rabbi Rabinowitz has come to 

every one of the In Touch conventions. His wisdom and 

experience is shaped by his close relationships with Rav 

Avrohom Pam zt”l and yblch”t Rav Moshe Shapiro shlita. His 

warm, lively, style of speaking, skilfully blending humour, 

empathy and deep emotion, touched the hearts of everyone.  

 Illustrating his talks with moving and sometimes heart-

wrenching anecdotes — from his own life as the father of a 

son with Down Syndrome and from the experiences of some 

of the hundreds of families whom he has counselled and 

supported — Rabbi Rabinowitz this year emphasised the 

importance of not neglecting the emotional needs and 

sensitivities of non-disabled children in the “special family”. 

He shared many stories of successes, and of seeing the hand 

of Hashem guiding parents along paths of extraordinary 

spiritual and emotional growth. 

 The convention gives parents a rare chance to come 

together with others who share the same questions, practical 

challenges and spiritual nisyonos, and to speak openly and 

without fear or embarrassment about the dilemmas and 

emotional ordeals that they confront almost daily. The annual 

event is organised with breathtaking attention to detail by the 

families that lead In Touch, ensuring that everyone feels cared 

for and – for once – cosseted and pampered, without having 

to worry about their children.  

 Free to enjoy elevating seudos together, walk along the 

sea front, sleep, schmooze, learn and share advice, couples 

can reflect on their own situations, realise that they are not 

alone, and gain renewed energy for fulfilling their role as 

parents. The change from normal life – where Shabbos can 

sometimes be the most physically tiring and challenging day 

of the week as special children demand unbroken attention 

around the clock – together with the opportunity to snatch a 

weekend for vital personal physical and spiritual renewal, 

gives parents a chance to reflect on the blessings that special 

children bring to the lives of their families and everyone 

around them.  

 Participants came to Eastbourne this year from London, 

Manchester, Gateshead, Europe, and even one couple from 

South Africa. They included several “veteran” In Touch 

couples, but they were joined by many first-timers and new 

parents, each sharing their own unique perspectives and 

insights.  

 An emotionally charged question and answer session on 

Friday night and Motzoei Shabbos explored hashkafic 

perspectives and advice on how to help older disabled 

children accept and adjust to their disabilities, among other 

topics. On Motzoei Shabbos, Rav Zimmerman fielded halachic 

shailos on subjects as varied and difficult as whether to 

undertake genetic testing to see whether siblings of disabled 

children might also carry defective genes; when parents 

should consider giving up a disabled child for adoption; and 

how to balance the needs of the disabled child against those 

of non-disabled siblings. 

 The sumptuous seudos, with food by Reich Caterers and 

uplifting zemiros and divrei Torah, each had its own unique 

ruach. The atmosphere at the Melave Malka was especially 

elevated, with a powerful and infectious sense of simcha, 

achdus and mutual affection as the two 

rabbonim led a long and lively 

rekida.  

 After a delicious 

breakfast and closing 

session on Sunday 

morning, the 

participants went 

home recharged and 

ready to resume their 

roles as parents with 

fresh energy, 

determination and 

appreciation. 

  

 In Touch Shabbos Retreat 

By: Rabbi Yitzchak Freeeman 
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To my beloved sister Bruchi 
 

I will never forget  that day 
When in that woven cradle you lay 

A new child was born 
Bruchi.... 

 
At first I held on to you, feeling so scared and torn 

Extremely forlorn 
But I had no time to mourn 

As your utter purity and innocence to me did dawn 
Bruchi... 

 
That first flashing smile 

Caused me to remain upbeat for a while 
Oh, all of your precious antics wouldn't even fit 

into a file 
Bruchi... 

 
Brocho, which literally means your name 

A day, or even a minute without you would never be 
the same 

In our community you truly possess loads of fame 
Bruchi.... 

 
Oh Bruchi, whom we for sure 

All adore 
For only being in your presence,  

makes everyone ask for more 
Bruchi.... 

 
From your sister who forever adores you 

 
Suri 
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Q: What gets 
wetter as it dries? 
A: A towel. 

Q: What type of 

cheese is made 

backwards? 

A: Edam. 

Q: What has a neck 

but no head? 

A: A bottle 

with kids 

FUN FACTS 
 

 A Duck’s quack doesn’t echo, and no 

one knows why. 

“i am” is the shortest complete 

sentence in the English language 

Honey is the only food that doesn’t spoil 

 

HALF A FACE OR PROFILE? 


