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Letter From The Editor:
In the previous issue I mentioned that I was
jubilantly looking forward to summertime and I
even mocked any potential pessimists who
would bemoan the “British Summer.” Well !
Congratulations, you got one over on me! The
only evidence I’ve seen of summer so far is the
date on my calendar. Every morning I wake up
and fantasize about escaping somewhere hot ...
like Israel. Oddly enough, my Israeli relatives
are sitting in front of their air conditioners,
panting in the heat and wishing they were
here ... in the rain! The way we experience
things really depends on our point of view. This
notion served as the seed for my article Perks of
Job. Even the toughest jobs have their inherent
perks, and it just takes a moment of reflection
for us to appreciate them. Judith Sedgeman
espouses the importance of reflection; taking a
few minutes in every day to pause and
appreciate the little things in life. Small,
seemingly insignificant things can have a
significant impact. Tzirele Gluck brings forth
this point in her personal story. What started
off as an innocuous doctor’s appointment ended
up being a cause for excitement because of a
singular well-timed event.
I was recently given a personal guided tour of
the almost complete Bayis Sheli. With the
building work in its final phases, Leah Stern
takes us back to its foundations in her emotional
account of how it all began. Her fierce
determination and enduring love for her child
made her dreams a reality. Such is the power of
a mother’s love. Just like the protagonist in the
“It Couldn’t be Done” poem , Leah drowned out
the negativities to bring forth the positives and
make them shine.
So no matter what the weather is on the outside,
we must harness our positive energies and use
those to brighten our days.
Wishing you a happy, healthy and sunny
Summer - inside and out.
Feigi Stein

WE WANT TO HEAR FROM YOU!!!
Do you have any:
Feedback, Stories, Letters, Articles, Tips etc?
Send your magazine submissions to:
Feigi Stein, 25a Schonfeld Square, London, N16 0QQ
Tel: 020 8809 5341
Note our NEW email address specifically dedicated to
magazine submissions

Email: editor.intouch@gmail.com
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For any questions, information and/or advice
about In Touch or In Touch events contact:




Toby Waltzer: 59 Heathland Road,
London, N16 5PQ
Tzirele Gluck: 44 Chardmore Road,
London, N16 6JH
Simi Bard: 10 Elm Park Avenue, London,
N15 6AT
Tel: 020 8211 7872, 020 8806 8033
or 020 8800 5404

Email: intouchgroup@gmail.com

...with you
Dear Tzirele, Toby & Simi
The In Touch convention teaches me how people can give away their lives, put
their whole heart and soul to reach out to people in situations like ourselves. To be
such givers models for us what it means not to have a selfish bone in one’s body.
It’s a huge Chizuk to be amongst people with the same situation. People who have
already been struggling for years and you see them carrying on, not just existing,
but becoming better people; sensitive people, living with the Aibishter.

ed
Touch
by:

Listening to Shiurim when one is on holiday makes for a more relaxing atmosphere
and therefore has a much deeper impact because we are able to digest it better.
Wishing you much Hatzlocho
C.S.

Early Diagnosis?

Perfect Timing

A girl in my class (Year 9) is currently learning ‘Aleph Beis.’ Really?
Yes. She has special needs. When the class learnt it she didn't
understand. It’s not like she seemed okay in other areas, so how
come it took so long to diagnose her. Why wasn’t it picked up sooner?
I wonder...

Your letter with details of the In Touch
Convention was like a Malach coming through
the letter box.
I was going through a stressful time and felt
like I had to get away when suddenly the post
came. I feel like things are much easier when I
have this to look forward to.
It’s amazing how you work so hard all year
organizing this for us. Thank you!
I had been wanting to meet Rebbetzin Lubin
for a long time and I was very excited to see
that she would be the guest speaker. She
certainly was the highlight of the convention.
Wishing you much Hatzlocho.

Year 9 Girl in YHS

No More Guilt
I used to feel guilty leaving my husband when I went to In Touch
Conventions but now that you have arranged for the couples
weekend I no longer feel guilty.
May you go from strength to strength.
Leah Rothschild

Name withheld by request.

Fledglings
Dear Parents
To all of you whose child(ren) keep switching lights on and off,
especially on Shabbos and Yom Tov, I have just come across an
excellent product in the Fledglings brochure. Their phone number is
0845 458 1124. You can call this number to request a catalogue or
visit their website www.fledglings.org.uk. The item is a light switch
and plug socket cover and comes in both single (product code
GC0012) and double (product code GC0013) and they cost £6 and
£8.50 respectively.
Fledglings provides product solutions for children with special needs
and they will help you find anything.
Other items I have found useful from them were larger size popper
vests, suction plates and cutlery, drinking cups and feeding aprons
with full sleeves and full length and they wash beautifully.
Yittel Beneth
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WRITE TO US

WIN!

Congratulations C. S. 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.

By: Tzirele Gluck
If you happened to be at the Whittington Hospital on Wednesday 24 May 2012 at around 11.30am you
may have noticed a woman holding her disabled son’s hand in the corridors dancing a jig. Well almost. With her
mobile phone at her ear she was gesticulating excitedly and she seemed to be very thrilled about something.
For the uninitiated, the procedure works like this:
Lots of electrodes are glued onto the head, making the
me was Moishy, my seventeen year old son. We had just child look like he is communicating with aliens. Whilst the
child is at rest or sleeping, a computer attached to these
finished his bi-annual check up with his doctor at the
wires measures the activity going on in the brain and can
outpatient department. So why the big excitement?
give a picture about any abnormal activity, resulting in fits.
Well...let me start at the beginning.
The key words here being “at rest or asleep”. Moishy was
When Moishy was born he had ‘right sided
not going to stand for any of this nonsense and he
unilateral hydrocephalus and cystic periventricular
screamed and pulled until we had
leukomalacia’ or in layman’s
to give up.
terms, Cerebral Palsy. Due to the
Another
failed
A few years later, when the
activity going on inside his brain, he
examination
did
not
give
doctor
felt he would be more
was also diagnosed with Epilepsy.
accommodating
we tried again.
us a clearer picture of
From birth Moishy had seizures.
This
time,
I
prepared
him. I had
They didn’t fit any “standard” type
his fits.
already learnt that talking to him
of seizures, such as grand mal or
about what was going to happen
absences. They were different. We
made him feel more secure so I described the entire
called them fits. These fits happened sporadically, they
process to him. I showed him pictures of a little boy with
could happen twice a day or once in six weeks, and they
‘strings’ on his head, and he seemed to be more
would present in an interesting way. He would become
very pale, he would appear anxious, his heart would race comfortable with the procedure. He even boasted to
whoever would listen that he was going to have strings on
at an abnormal rate and he would pace up and down,
his head and when he finished he would get his coveted
seeming to be in a world of his own. Although he was
prize - a new tape for his tape recorder. We entered the
conscious and aware of his surroundings, it was almost
like there was an invisible wall between us and he needed examination room and he happily sat down on the
armchair provided for the test. The technician prepared
us to leave him alone while he worked his way through
all she needed to do and then came over to Moishy to
the fit. If I would try to engage him in conversation, he
would wave me away and perhaps answer my concerned show him the strings. He fingered them and talked
nineteen to the dozen about the prize he would eventually
questions with a grunt. After about 45 seconds, the ‘fit’
receive. She placed her hand on his head to remove his
seemed to pass and he would slowly ‘come back to life’,
kuppel, and that’s where all my careful planning went
usually giving us a deep sigh of relief and a smile, which
awry. He flung out his arms and started screaming and
indicated that Boruch Hashem the fit had passed.
His fits puzzled me and try as I might to describe shouting. He wanted his kuppel back and he wanted it
right now. Silly me! When I broke the event down into tiny
them to his Doctor, he always shook his head and
pieces to enable him to process it , I stupidly forgot to
couldn’t tell me exactly what he thought was happening.
mention this minor, yet important detail, that in order to
Medication was prescribed to help control these fits and
stick the strings on his head one needs to remove any
although they continue , they increase when I
head covering first. To anyone else this would have been
inadvertently forget to give him his medication, which
Boruch Hashem happens extremely rarely, so I do believe expected but to someone like Moishy, who does not
understand the world he inhabits, every detail needs to be
that the medication he is on is correct. It would be nice
spelled out in order for him to make sense of his daily life.
though, to know what sort of fits he was having. At a
young age Moishy was scheduled to have an EEG (which So another failed examination did not give us a clearer
picture of his fits and the doctor had to go by what he
measures the activity in the brain), and anyone who
thought was the correct medication.
knows what this examination entails would understand
About a year ago, Moishy’s paediatrician retired and
why kids and especially disabled ones would not allow
another doctor was allocated to him. Of course, at our
themselves to go through with this.
initial visit, I needed to make him aware of Moishy’s

That woman was me and the young man with
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difficulties and challenges due to his condition. This
too much noise because I was almost afraid that any
doctor was very intrigued by Moishy’s fits and asked me
sound may shock the fit into stopping, but the Doctor with
to try and capture his fit on video camera and then email his glasses on his nose, was busy scribbling in the huge
him the clip. He would try to analyze what type of fit
file that lay open in front of him. I checked Moishy again
Moishy was having and subsequently try and match it up and saw that he was most definitely having a fit so I called
with the correct medication.
the Doctor’s name and when he looked up I pointed to
Over the next six months Moishy had a number of
Moishy and put my finger to my lips so that we did not
fits, but we never managed to capture them. Trying to
disturb the scene. The Doctor moved over to a better
capture his fits on camera turned into a comedy of errors. vantage point where he could observe Moishy going
Either the camera was not in the room where he was
through the motions of a fit. He took the opportunity to
having the fit, or the battery was flat, or by the time we
take his pulse and he also tried to have a conversation
managed to get the camera into position he was almost
with him. When the fit was over, the doctor remarked that
out of his fit, resulting in 5 seconds of movement which
I had described the fit to a tee and he now felt he knew
didn’t give a very clear picture. It was exasperating ,
what was happening to Moishy during a fit. Although he
seeing him have a fit and knowing that it wasn’t being
described it to me, he used many complex medical
recorded. But seeing that Moishy’s fits were very
terms , so I am still quite clueless about it, but I felt this
unpredictable there was little I could do.
huge boulder fall off my shoulder—a relief that someone
The night before his recent appointment, Moishy had in the medical field had finally seen Moishy having a fit.
a classic fit right in the bathroom. He was very anxious
Moishy had in fact been on the correct medication,
and was trying to pace in the two by two room. I worried
though his dosage was increased at this point.
that he may hurt himself if I left him alone, so I reluctantly
The Doctor finished the appointment, and I left his
left the camera which was lying tantalizingly nearby in my room dancing on air. Moishy had had a fit right under his
bedroom whilst I frustratingly kept my eye on Moishy as I doctor’s nose. This was a chance in a million. I was on
waited for his fit to pass.
high. I was so grateful to the Ribono Shel Oilom for this
The next day at the appointment, I told the doctor
unexpected turn of events. I wanted to sing to the world,
that Moishy had had a fit the night
to whoever would hear me ‘Moishy
As the doctor wrote his had a fit... Moishy had a fit.’ To the
before and he wanted me to
describe it in the tiniest detail so
copious notes, I realized uninitiated and to the ‘normal’
that he could once again try and
people around me this would have
that something was
understand exactly what was going
seemed odd, nay, cruel. After all,
happening. Moishy was what kind of mother goes dancing
on in Moishy’s head.
He tried to get me to agree to
in the corridors of a hospital that
having a fit!
another EEG but I knew that this
her son has had an epileptic fit?
was something that Moishy would struggle with and with
I immediately phoned family and friends to share the
him being older now, and taller than me, there was no
great news and all those who know me and my son
way I could manage him. We discussed all the other
celebrated this very small yet significant turn in Moishy’s
relevant things we needed to talk about and while the
life.
Doctor wrote down his copious notes, Moishy and I sat
So yes, if you did happen to witness a woman
quietly nearby. While observing the Doctor, I sensed,
dancing a jig in the Whittington Hospital, it was because
rather than saw, movement on my left side and as I
she was celebrating her son having a fit at just the right
turned towards Moishy, I realized that something was
moment.
happening before my eyes. Moishy was beginning to have
a fit. I tried to get the Doctor’s attention without making

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

Hard work spotlights the character of people: some turn up their
sleeves, some turn up their noses and some don't turn up at all.
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: You begin wearing maternity clothes as soon as you find out you are pregnant.
: You wear your regular clothes for as long as possible.
: Your maternity clothes ARE your regular clothes.
: You pre-wash your newborn's clothes, colour-coordinate them, and fold them neatly in the baby's little bureau.
: You check to make sure that the clothes are clean and discard only the ones with the darkest stains.
: Boys can wear pink, can't they?
: At the first sign of distress--a whimper, a frown--you pick up the baby.
: You pick the baby up when her wails threaten to wake your firstborn.
: You teach your 3-year-old how to rewind the mechanical swing.
: You have a fancy silver dummy holder and colour-coordinate the dummies to your baby’s clothes.
: You carry a spare dummy in your handbag in case your baby spits his out and loses it.
: You have approximately 27 dummies dotted around the house for those inevitable dummy emergencies.
: You marvel at the fact that your baby only wakes up every four hours.
: You are grateful if you get four hours of sleep at night.
: Sleep? What’s that?
: You change your baby's nappy every hour, whether they need it or not.
: You change their nappy every 2 to 3 hours, if needed.
: You try to change their nappy before others start to complain about the smell or you see it sagging to their knees.
: The first time you leave your baby with a sitter, you call home 5 times.
: Just before you walk out the door, you remember to leave a number where you can be reached.
: You leave instructions for the sitter to call only if she sees blood.
: You spend a good bit of every day just gazing at the baby.
: You spend a bit of every day watching to be sure your older child isn't squeezing, poking, or hitting the baby.
: You spend a little bit of every day hiding from the children.
: When your first child swallows a coin, you rush the child to the hospital and demand x-rays.
: When your second child swallows a coin, you carefully watch for coin to pass.
: When your third child swallows a coin you deduct it from his allowance.
6

IN TOUCH/ SUMMER 2012

From: Ezriel Aronson & His Mother

To All In Touch Parents
I would like to tell you a bit about myself. Some of you
know my mother, at least Toby and Tzirele does. Those that
know her well know she has a special needs son. That’s not
true I am not special needs, but I do have a special mom.
I was diagnosed with Asperger’s when I was younger.
Before that nobody knew what I had and my mother never
gave up. All thanks to my mother I today have succeeded in
life.
I live in Israel today. I work in an organization called
Shekel managing their cultural, sports, social and leisure
activities.
SHEKEL - Leisure (also called the Si'im Program)
develops and operates a variety of cultural, sports, social and
leisure activities for over a 1000 people with special needs
from various sectors of society. SHEKEL - Leisure realizes
SHEKEL's mission by enabling self-fulfillment, integration and
complete involvement in the community of people with
special needs. SHEKEL - Leisure excels in developing unique
and innovative programs - in theater, galleries,
communications, etc. In addition, which by the way is one of
the groups I joined and made me realize my potential to be an
actor, SHEKEL - Leisure organizes events in order to include
people with special needs in events for the general public and
expose their talents to the media in order to change people's
opinions about this population.
I manage the TV course "Shekel Extraordinary TV
Program” and I found out I have such love to the world of
filming, producing, interviewing and acting. What this program
does is make movies that are shown on television to express
and show the talents of people with disabilities. Dance I
already had thanks to my mum who is a great dancer and
showed me how to dance . Recently I opened up my own
Production company and I make my own movies.
I also live in one of Shekel’s apartments. Over the
years SHEKEL has established an impressive network
of 80 rented apartments all over Jerusalem and in Petah
Tikva in which approximately 250 adults with intellectual and
functional disabilities live. Living in the community and not in
hostels or other institutions allows people with special needs
to feel more pride and more capable than they would
have had they lived in a completely sheltered community.
The organization have assessed me and given me
jobs I never would have thought I will be given the opportunity
like being the chairman of the international film festival,
independence, sense of pride etc. They have helped me a lot
and I have progressed a lot, but most of it comes from my
mother’s push to make me succeed and help me in life.
The reason I’m writing this is to say never ever ever
give up. My mothers perseverance was my gain. I hope you
have as much nachos from your kids as my mother has from
me.
Good luck
Ezriel Yehoshua Aronson
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An open letter to Ezriel from his mother,
in response to the letter he has written to “InTouch”
Ezriel Yehoshua …you and I have a special bond.
The term “unconditional love” has become cheap from
overuse. Yet that very term at its purest defines our
relationship – you for me and me for you. It was the tool for
my growth and our growth as a family.
Remember all those years of challenge? Ezriel, you
are cleverer than me, so you probably know that I use the
word “challenge” because it sounds ever so respectable covering everything, we could never ever write about. You
know what I really mean by “challenge” is those hours,
days, years, of … um … er … challenge. Yet we all held on
that rope of love and laughter, through our tears as we
swung in chaotic circles. Yes, we hung on tight, sometimes
feeling so overwhelmed and alone, desperately searching
for practical help and support.
The year you turned 17 was an important year in
both our lives. That year I met our precious Tzirele and Toby
and through them found my In Touch family. I had finally
found the support I had craved for all those years. As for you
Ezriel, that year you went to Eretz Yisroel. That was where
we were advised you would find the practical help you
needed.
The following five/six years were oh such fun! We
really went places. From placement to placement - eight in
all, in an effort to find you a suitable setting. A setting that
would be happy to keep you long-term and wouldn’t throw
you out (ever so politely of course), and a setting you
wouldn’t run away from, explaining to me, with not a little
frustration, … “Mummy, I’m not going back. I’m NOT special
needs!”
When we’d finally been through every possible
option, Daas Torah told us to put you in this wonderful place
“Shekel”. Yes, it’s a wonderful place where you are growing
in leaps and bounds. Their expectation of each young adult
is sky high. They are tough. Each challenge they set you is
followed up with severe consequences, yet their care and
concern for you is unparalleled.
Over the years that you have been there, you have
grown so much Ezriel. Each time you come home, my
respect for you grows. I honestly feel dwarfed by your
superhuman efforts, especially in terms of anger control.
We can learn from you Ezriel.
I davven that Shekel will open a frum section,
which they would if only they had the finances to cover. I
davven that your dreams and aspirations will then change,
for you have so much potential Ezriel.
At this stage your dream is to make it to Hollywood.
I’ve different dreams for you and I know that my dreams will
come true. You see, I believe in miracles – הקב"הin His חסד
has sent me big miracles in my life. The greatest miracle,
and the one I am most grateful, is the new me that has
evolved because of the many … um … er … well, I guess I’d
call it “challenges”, in my life.
Yes Ezriel, you and me, we’re both growing together.

By: Chavi Wagschal

The Gemara in Bava Basra 10b describes Olam HaBa as a reversal of this world. “Those who are above will be
below and those who are below will be above.”
Rabbi Dessler explained the Gemara with a unique interpretation. He described two boys coming to yeshiva. One is a
genius. He marries the Rosh Yeshiva’s daughter and eventually becomes the Rosh Yeshiva himself. Though recognized as a
great scholar, he never had to exert himself, because of his great natural gifts. The second boy is blessed with no special
intellectual gifts, but is a phenomenal masmid.
The World of Truth is for souls, Rabbi Dessler explained. The reward there is knowledge of Torah according to the
effort invested in the attainment of Torah in this world. All gifts that a person is born with - even intellectual gifts - are
connected to the body, and the body has no part in the reward of the next world. Thus, anything a person accomplishes in this
world solely by virtue of his natural endowments confers no reward in the World to Come. There the masmid is on top and the
genius may be nearer the bottom.

Criterion for Success
Can we appreciate a person for who he is in essence and not just for what he does in the public eye? Is a front seat in
the World of Truth restricted to those who were admired and acknowledged by all in this world, as having contributed to
mankind? If the main emphasis is on both learning Torah and developing healthy character traits, what chance does the less
academic person have? How can we imbue ourselves with loftier goals, if at the start we are behind for all kinds of reasons?
If we are realistic, we appreciate that all sorts of challenges can be an obstacle in one’s marriage, chinuch plans, and
general motivation towards spiritual heights. Thus the criterion for achievement in life must lie beyond the ephemeral
existence we refer to as Olam HaZeh. We know, too, that only Hashem knows the true extent of these challenges and whether
we are rising to them appropriately.
Thus, for the true believer, there must be a different set of values “up there,” for otherwise how can man be expected
to accept his lot in life and feel that he has an equal chance of being a “front-bencher?”
We must surmise that man’s ability to acquire the things which really count in life rests in his own hands. Every man,
woman and child, without exception has the same opportunity to attain the highest spiritual levels, both in this world and in
the eternal world.
Let us define this further: the true purpose man’s creation is to earn his eternity through his own efforts. Great men
were those who maximized their full potential by combining their intellect, effort, drive, interest and strength in the service of
Hashem. Modestly endowed individuals achieved equal greatness by fully utilizing all of the human assets they were given.
We must internalize this: what comes forth from man without effort and which is wholly the product of his natural gifts
and abilities has little value in the eyes of Hashem.

A Special Nature
You may well ask, why so much honour is granted to those in our Torah society who have superior intellect or status.
We must understand that the honour paid to our great leaders, our talmidei chachamim, is of a special nature. Their
special gifts of personal resources, with which they were endowed at birth, have lifted them to towering heights. Such stature
warrants reverence, awe, and respect, for it represents the majesty of the Torah’s greatness.
However, in the World to Come, where the temporary roles on plays in life in the Olam HaZeh are stripped away, and
the earthly need for honour and formality to bolster Torah authority is no longer necessary, the shoemaker tzaddik or the
woodcutter tzaddik will have a place in Gan Eden equivalent to Moshe Rabbeinu.
No matter where we come from or whatever limitations we have, we all have an equal opportunity for a front seat in
the World of Truth. At the same time, we may not judge others, but must realize that only Hashem knows the inner heart of
every man. Everyone must be accorded respect, with special deference reserved for the Aybishter’s emissaries, those who
lead and guide by interpreting the Dvar Hashem in individual and communal matters.

A Conceivable Assumption

Human assets may serve as the best tools for the acquisition of material possessions in this world. They may offer us
the most valuable tools with which to reach the top of the professional hierarchy. Yet they may impede the realization of
man’s true purpose in life, on which his Olam HaBa will be earned.
Countless men and women are sidetracked in life and fail to attain their higher purpose because of the special,
choice set of human assets. Specifically because they are beautiful, intellectually endowed or wealthy, they may fail to meet
the challenges of life.
So a mediocre set of human assets may be a gift in itself - we are less trapped by the lures of success and can
dedicate ourselves to living our lives the best way possible, in service of Hashem.
Thus “little people” can be bigger than “big” people!
Reprinted from Chavi Wagschal’s book “You Can Make the Difference”
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By: Yocheved Gottesman
Electric. That’s the word that comes to mind when I think of the exhilarated dancing, the lively singing, the sheer joy
pulsating through the air.
Magic. The mosaic of headgear blending together in a wondrous blur of colour, the smiles lighting up features that
differ slightly from ours and wheelchair-bound children swaying rhythmically to the music.

I will never forget the first time I attended a  שמחת בית השואבהat שיח סוד, a special needs institution in  ירושלים.
It was the second night of Chol Hamoed. On the spacious, fenced rooftop of ’שיח סודs main building, a full band along
with professional singer Avrumie Rosenbaum were keying up the crowd with their lively music and singing. The sky was a velvety
canopy studded with winking stars, the air refreshingly cool – like only a Yerushalayim evening can be in autumn. I stood there,
craning my neck over the partition to catch a glimpse of genuine joy in action.
I watched as a charming young man with Down’s syndrome proudly held a mike on stage and sang a duet with
Rosenbaum, whose hand was draped warmly over his shoulder. I observed two avreichim grasping the hands of a bachur with
autism who was giggling in glee as they whirled round and round with him. I looked on as a vibrant young man pushed a
wheelchair back and forth in the middle of the circle; the boy sitting in the wheelchair had a thousand-watt smile lighting up his
face, his pain and suffering dissolved in the jubilancy of the moment. They were in their element, these special souls, their
innermost sparks flaring up to the surface.
Shtreimels weaving in and out between bend-down hats and knitted kippot – a magnificent kaleidoscope of colour, a
stunning tapestry of achdus… Boys, fathers and grandfathers, of all ages and stages and all levels of intelligence, joining hands
in a unified circle as they revel in  שמחת של מצוה... Bouncing, curly peyos, short ones tucked behind the ears; bright brown eyes,
unfocused blue ones… they are all one. We are all one.
At that  שמחת בית השואבהon ’שיח סודs expansive rooftop, I was awed by the absence of barriers; I marveled at how
harmony transcended differences. I realized that there were actually no differences, for we are all the children of Hashem. Those
with bigger bank accounts, those with less money; those with higher IQ scores, those with learning disabilities, those with an
extra chromosome embedded into their genes , those with a seemingly impenetrable wall surrounding their psyche, those who
are locked into crippled bodies; they are all precious children of our Father, equal heirs to our priceless heirloom – the Torah.
The awesome uplift and unmitigated simchah that engulfed me on that second night of Chol Hamoed Sukkos, quite a number of
years ago, left a mark so powerful that I’m drawn back there, year after year.
It’s become tradition by now, one of the highlights of my Yom Tov. Each year, amidst the hectic flurry of Sukkos
preparations, I make sure to mark down the date of ’שיח סודs  שמחת בית השואבה. Now, Baruch Hashem, I have a family of children
to take along and they too have learned to appreciate this unique event – not just the lively music and dancing. They see what
true  שמחת בית השואבהis all about, they’re filled with genuine pride in being part of Hashem’s Chosen Nation and they learn that
those who may seem different than us are not that different after all.

No one has the right to consume happiness without producing it.
Helen Keller
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By: F Stein & L Stern

“ALL our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to
pursue them.” These immortal words were uttered by Walt Disney he of Mickey Mouse fame (who incidentally was afraid of mice).
Walt Disney had dreams. He dreamed of transforming the
entertainment industry and indeed he pioneered the world of
animation. He dreamed of a clean and organized amusement park
and his dream came true when in 1955 Disneyland Park first
opened its doors. Today Disney World, Florida is one of the most
popular travel destinations; a place full of magic, whimsy and
optimism, known as “the happiest place on earth.”
Half a century later and halfway across the world, someone else
was dreaming. She was dreaming of a clean and organized Residential
and Respite Home for disabled and special-needs children.
Approximately 10 years ago, Leah Stern sent her precious little,
severely disabled daughter, Yitty, to Eretz Yisroel. The decision was the
toughest decision she ever had to make and she fought valiantly
against it, until circumstances left her without any choice. Ever since
she gave her daughter that first kiss goodbye, Leah has been
dreaming of bringing her beautiful baby back home. Armed with the
greatest motivation there is; a mother’s enduring love, Leah set to
work with one mission: setting up a home where Yitty could live, thrive
and be loved.
Of course, this was no minor project and progress was slow. It
was not until Leah had an actual dream, the kind that occurs during
REM sleep (not the metaphorical kind) that the project really got off
the ground.
Leah: It was a Motzei Shabbos when I had a dream that Yitty,
my  טייערע נשמה‘לעwas standing up and speaking. My sweet little girl,
who cannot see, hear, walk or talk, stood up and said “why can’t my
mummy be with me like all other mummies?” The next day, Sunday, I
was out shopping and when I returned home, my husband, in
complete panic, informed me that we had just received a call that Yitty
had collapsed. It seems that a mother’s bond to her child remains
unbroken even from thousands of miles away, and my subconscious
had given me some sort of warning that Yitty needed me. We were
told that there was nothing more that could be done for her and that it
was no point in us even going over to Israel. Of course, we could not
bear the thought of abandoning our little  שעפעלעwhen she needed us
most, so we took the next available flight to Israel.
Yitty was in surgery when we arrived at the hospital and we
spent an anxious few hours waiting to hear from the doctors about her
condition. Finally, Yitty was wheeled out of the surgical theatre. As she
lay there unconscious I held her hand, gave her a little kiss and
whispered “mummy’s here.” It was just then that Yitty flickered her
eyes open. Such is the power of a mother’s emotional bond.
Yitty spent the next few months in hospital and it was a period
that was extremely traumatic for me and my entire family. Yitty is able
to express emotion by smiling and giggling when she is happy. My
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special little angel never cries, only when she is in pain. Over those few months, Yitty was crying from the
constant pain. I sat next to her bed, washing her lips and trying to calm her down. Her pain was my pain
and her tears mingled with mine. Across the ocean, my other children were desperately missing their
mummy and they kept on calling me from London begging me to come home. How could I leave Yitty now
when she was in so much pain but how could I ignore the pleas of my other kinderlech who wanted to see
their mummy? I felt like I was straddling two worlds and I felt like my heart was tearing in two.
Some time later, the mother of Yitty’s host family  ב“הgave birth. This meant that Yitty was
temporarily placed with an alternative family. It was Succos time and we were in Eretz Yisroel for Yom
Tov. When I went to visit Yitty, I instinctively felt that something was wrong. She was not her usual happy
self and she did not react to me with her adorable smile and giggles. It was only the next day, when I met
her teacher that I was informed that Yitty had not been going to school for a few weeks. This, coupled
with my unshakable unease compelled me to pay another unscheduled visit to Yitty’s current host family.
Upon my arrival, I discovered that the parents were not in and a young girl was left to take care of Yitty
plus another 3 or 4 disabled children (who I had not seen on my previous visit). I practically had to force
my way into the house and to my complete horror discovered that Yitty was still in the same clothes as
the previous day and she was lying on the bed alone, abandoned and neglected. I was mortified and
removed Yitty from that home right then and there. By now, her regular host family were able to take Yitty
back to her familiar surroundings. This episode really drove home to me the fact that I had very little
control over what was happening to Yitty and this knowledge felt like shards of glass piercing my heart.
I knew then that what I was doing was incredibly important and I continued with my project with
renewed vigour. I had entertained the notion of bringing Yitty back home, but each time I thought I had
the strength and was ready for this gargantuan task, something came up that made that option
impossible. After a few such events, I realised that I was getting a clear message from Hashem that I
should not bring Yitty back home but that I should create a new home for her and others like her. And this
is the story of how Bayis Sheli came to fruition.
Six years later, Bayis Sheli, is no longer a dream, but a reality. Like Walt Disney, Leah Stern had a
dream, courageously pursued it and has created, with the help of a committee of like-minded people, a
veritable Disney World for disabled and special needs children.
Although on a smaller scale, Bayis Sheli is no less magical than Disney World. This “Fairy Castle”
has the capacity to house up to 24 residents either long term or for short-term respite care. The spacious
dormitories are fully fitted with all the equipment necessary for the utmost care of each resident in the
most dignified manner. Bayis Sheli will have its own “Animal Kingdom” in the form of a petting zoo that
will help develop the children’s emotional and social wellbeing. The state-of-the-art sensory room will be
the children’s very own “Magic Kingdom” as they explore the latest in light and sound sensory technology.
Children with varying degrees of disability and special needs will enjoy a “Sea World” adventure in the
hydrotherapy pool and amuse themselves in a multi-storey soft play area.
Bayis Sheli is a revolutionary concept of quality and luxurious care for the disabled in
England. This magical place will allow parents to be able to look to the future with optimism
and for the special  נשמותamongst us, this will be their “happiest place on earth”.
And best of all, Yitty Stern will finally be back where she belongs:
in the comforting folds of her family and her mummy’s arms.

“The trouble with family is that
children grow out of childhood,
but parents never grow out of
parenthood”
Evan Esar
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“Children keep a family
together, especially when one
can’t get a babysitter”

“Home is not where you live,
but where they understand you”
Unknown

Frederick Shepperd

Feigi Stein

I

f impossible could take human form it would be a little over a metre tall, weigh about 20
kilos and answer to the name of Meilech. He would be seen with his usual hangers-on – personifications of frustration and
exhaustion, leaving the embodiment of sheer surrender languishing on the couch in an ibuprofen induced haze.
Being a parent is a tough job; being the parent of a special needs child is like comparing a tricycle to a B52 bomber
(jet powered war plane). The first will bump into things, leave tyre tracks, make a little mess and possibly cause some
accidents; the second will roar into your life without so much as a minute’s preparation and leave complete destruction in its
wake. And they each come with a comparable list of expenses and maintenance.
Meilech’s disabilities and I don’t get along too well. I don’t like them very much and judging by what they do to my
thoroughly frazzled nerves, the feeling is entirely mutual. Spina Bifida and I argue a lot, and boy does he win many of those
fights, but once in a while, I come out triumphant; like when Meilech started walking against all odds. Every so often,
Meilech’s disabilities and I form a sort of truce – a ceasefire if you will, and we try to look on the bright side ... just so that we
don’t end up killing each other.
So, Master Disability and I have sat down and formulated a proposal of sorts to maintain somewhat of a reluctant
peace between us. Master Disability capitulates that he has given me a really tough job, but, as he is very wont to remind me,
every job has its perks and this job is no different.
1.
If I am being particularly recalcitrant, impetuous, irresponsible or just downright moody, I simply utter the
magic words, “I have Meilech,” and all my sins are forgiven. The way I see it, my child came with a discount so
therefore many of my behaviours and actions should be discounted.
2.
When I am not indulging in the afore-mentioned behaviours, people tend to nominate me for sainthood. I am
not overly fond of being glorified as some sort of heroine (I hardly picked this job as much as it was thrust
upon me), but getting glowing praise never hurt anyone and the occasional pat on the back is sometimes just
what the doctor ordered.
3.
Having a child in a wheelchair has got me pointed stares and those trademark pitying looks that we’ve all
come to know and abhor, but it also gets me to the front of the line. Queues in shops, airports, funfairs and
many other public places, have parted like the Red Sea to let me, and my entire extended family, in front as we
march forward pushing Meilech’s wheelchair like some sort of victory flag.
4.
Before we can actually be motioned to the front of the line, we first need to get to the back, which requires
some form of transportation. The special-needs package deal includes our trusty Mobility car and you get to
park it in prime disability spaces. Deviant supermarket trolleys with minds of their own, only have to be
navigated about four feet instead of zigzagging all the way to the back of the car park. Plus it gives me some
kind of perverse gratification to whip out our Blue Badge just as an overzealous traffic warden is about to write
us up for parking on a double yellow line (we take our little amusements where we can get them).
5.
My vocabulary has increased exponentially. I have learned many new medical terms, I have reason to employ
more acronyms than NASA and I practically have an entire thesaurus of words to describe my frustration,
annoyance, disgruntlement, vexation, aggravation, irritation, perplexity ... you get the idea. I’ve also learned a
whole bunch of naughty words. We do try to utter these expletives silently, but we have been known to vent our
exasperations in front of Meilech; after all he’s hardly likely to repeat them. I’m not sure how we would react if
his first words were “will you two incompetent idiots just shut up for one minute,” but it would probably be
somewhere between complete mortification and popping the champagne corks.
6.
Having a non-verbal child means that I am not constantly deflecting the continuous whine of “Mummy I want
this,” or “I really really neeeeeed to have that.” Meilech’s happy just schlepping around his Vtech laptop
wherever he goes and the fact that it’s broken is an advantage – after all, that means he can chuck it in the
bath with no consequence. I also don’t have to worry that he’ll decide that he will only wear orange trousers
with a red T-shirt and green socks ....
7.
... and even if he did one day decide that that’s what he wants to wear, I wouldn’t care. I don’t sweat the small
stuff. It doesn’t bother me when a drink spills all over my clean floor or when a stray red sock makes all my
whites pink. And I really really don't care that the next door neighbour’s uncle had an argument with his mother
-in-law. I am much too busy not taking things for granted and celebrating the teeny tiny milestones in
Meilech’s life; like when he learned to take his pyjama top off or agreed to taste a new food.
8.
I don’t have to worry about ridiculous politically correct terms like “handicapable” or “differently-abled”. I can
say loud and proud that my child is not normal and I’m actually okay with it.
This list has helped Master Disability and me to call an uneasy suspension to our hostilities. If you’re going to survive
the tumultuous journey of disability, developmental delays and behavioural disorders, try formulating a negotiation of your
own with your resident foe; trust me, it works.
So yes, whilst we do have extraordinary jobs, we have extraordinary perks to compensate. And the best perk of all ...
our extraordinary children.
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this. I'm going to say something, swallow hard and wait to see
if they tell me it's none of my business.
find the most incredible people and stories in
"Ask him about his childhood," I said as I continued
restaurants. Scattered all around me are families having
eating.
dinner, friends catching up with the latest news, business
"What? Pardon me? Were you talking to us, sir?" the
meetings and people like me just there to relax. And of
woman
asked.
course, there’s great conversation.
"Yes. It's really not my business, I know. But do you
Except in the booth across from me. Silence.
realize
what
he has to offer you? Can you even begin to
When I first sat down, there two men were sitting
understand
what
this man has seen in his lifetime? He most
together quietly. One man appeared to be in his thirties. He
likely
has
answers
to problems you haven't even discovered
was dressed in some old work clothes and still wearing his
as
problems
in
your
life. He's a gold mine. Talk to him about
baseball cap. The other man I would guess was about 80. He
his
childhood.
Ask
him
what the snows were like back then.
had the most incredible face. The lines and creases gave him
He'll
have
a
million
stories
to share. He's not talking because
character. His white hair was messy from wearing a stocking
no
one
is
asking,"
I
told
them.
cap he held on top of the table and he wore one of those red
Just then he came walking around the corner.
plaid shirt jackets that you might see on a construction
After a long silence the young girl said, "Paw Paw.
worker.
When
you
were a kid were the snows this bad?"
"Boy, I really worked up a hunger today, Pop. All that
"Gees,
honey. This is nothing like the snows I had
shovelling and sweeping the snow will do that," the younger
when
I
was
a
kid.
Did I ever tell you about the snow storm that
man said.
covered
my
house?"
he asked.
"Yeah, this is somethin'," replied the old man.
"No,
Pop.
I
don't
think I ever heard that one myself,"
Silence followed for the longest time.
said
the
younger
man.
Suddenly I heard the young man say, "Here they
Now for the next twenty minutes the old man was in
come," as he pointed toward the doorway. He almost looked
his
glory.
At one point he even stood up to show them how
relieved. Somebody who would join in and help get this
high
the
one
snow drift was. Throughout the entire meal
conversation going. It appeared to me that the two people
everyone
chimed
in with more questions. They laughed and
who joined them were a mother and teenage grandchild. The
he
lit
up
like
he
was
on stage and the play he was acting in
woman sat next to the younger man and Pop stood up to let
was
his
life
story.
the grandchild slide in place.
Just as I was about to leave I heard the old man say,
"Hello, Dad. Good to see you!" she said as she sat
"You
have
no idea what this has meant to me. All these years I
down.
never
thought
you were even interested in what I had to say."
"Yep!" the old man replied.
"Oh.....
well, I guess we just didn't think you wanted to
Silence. Even longer gaps than before.
talk,"
the
woman
said.
"I feel real good," the old man said proudly.
"Well
nobody
bothered to ask me anything. I just
"Oh, you look good Dad," the younger man said. Then
figured
I
was
boring
or
somethin'. It's been a tough life you
one by one the others agreed.
know.
Ever
since
Ma
Ma
died I really had nothing to say." He
Silence.
paused
for
a
moment.
I
could
see him nervously wringing his
Grandpa excused himself. "Gotta go to the bathroom.
rough
life
worn
hands
together.
It happens a lot when you're old," he said.
"You see, her and I were like a song. I made the
As soon as he was out of sight, the younger man said,
music
and
she...she was the words," he said.
"I don't know what to say to him. We just sit here looking
Like
tough guys of his time are supposed to do, he
around. He never talks."
held
back
any
visible emotion, sniffled and wiping his eye he
"I know what you mean. What do you say?" the
said,
"No
sense
talkin' if you ain't got the words."
woman added.
As
I
turned
to walk away I looked across the table. I
"He's old. What do you talk about with an old man?"
saw
the
young
girl
wave
and smile at me as she put her arm
the kid joined in.
around
Paw
Paw's
shoulders.
Oh, no. Here I go. I can't just sit here and listen to
She didn't have to say a word.

I

A best friend is someone who loves you
when you forget to love yourself.
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We usually take swallowing for granted but it is a very complicated process that involves around 50 pairs of
muscles and many nerves.
Dysphagia is the medical term for difficulty with swallowing. Some people with dysphagia have problems swallowing
certain foods or liquids, while other cannot swallow at all.

Causes of Dysphagia

Dysphagia can have many causes: Neurological, congenital and developmental or obstruction.
Neurological: - Damage to the nervous system can interfere with the nerves responsible for controlling swallowing. This
can lead to dysphagia. Some neurological causes of dysphagia include: stroke, Parkinson’s disease, multiple sclerosis and
motor neurone disease.
Congenital and Developmental: - Children who are born with developmental or congenital conditions such as cerebral
palsy may develop dysphagia. Children with learning disabilities who find learning, understanding and communicating difficult
may also develop dysphagia. Ironically, if your child has difficulty with his communication, it may be as a result of dysphagia
and with management of the condition his speech may improve.
Obstruction: - Health conditions that cause an obstruction in the throat or a narrowing of the oesophagus can make
swallowing difficult. Some causes of obstruction and narrowing include gastro-oesophageal reflux or infections such as
tuberculosis or thrush which lead to inflammation of the oesophagus.

Symptoms

Symptoms of Dysphagia include:

Needing several attempts to swallow

Pain when swallowing

Feeling of food sticking in throat or chest

Frequent coughing and spluttering during or immediately after eating or drinking

Bringing food back up, sometimes through the nose

Unexplained weight loss

Developing repeated and frequent chest infections

Diagnosing Dysphagia

There are several tests available to diagnose dysphagia but one of the most effective ways of diagnosing dysphagia is
the Barium swallow test. The test involves swallowing some barium solution. As the barium moves down into the digestive
system a series of X-rays will help assess swallowing ability and identify where the problems are occurring. Once the cause of
the dysphagia has been determined further tests will be carried out by an ENT specialist, a speech therapist, a neurologist
and/or a gastroenterologist.
The aim of diagnosing dysphagia is to:

Determine whether it is due to a problem with the mouth or throat, or the oesophagus.

Assess how the ability to swallow has been affected

Maintain levels of food and fluids to avoid malnutrition and dehydration

Minimise risks associated with dysphagia such as choking, poor nutrition and chest infections

Treatment

Treatment for dysphagia will depend on the cause and the type of dysphagia.
High (oropharyngeal) dysphagia is where the swallowing difficulties originate in the mouth or throat. The three main
treatments for high dysphagia is swallowing therapy, dietary changes or a feeding tube.
Low (oesophageal) dysphagia is where swallowing difficulties are due to problems in the oesophagus. This type of
dysphagia can be treated with medication such as proton pump inhibitors which are used to treat indigestion and may
improve symptoms caused by narrowing or scarring of the oesophagus.
For congential dysphagia, treatment will once again depend on the cause. If the child has a problem with movement
and co-ordination, a speech and language therapist will help teach the child how to swallow and they may adjust the type of
food they eat. If the child is born with a cleft palate or narrow oesophagus, this is usually treated with surgery. Dysphagia
caused by reflux can be treated with special thickened feeds and/or medication.
Credits: www.nhs.co.uk
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DEBBIE’S STORY

Managing Dysphagia at
Mealtimes

Personal Account of Living With Dysphagia

Debbie* is 19 years old and she suffers from Dysphagia. Here is
her personal account of what caused her Dysphagia and the
effect it has had on her life.
Just one small moment changed Debbie’s life forever and her
story teaches us to appreciate the things we take for granted.

Depending on the cause of Dysphagia, many successful
treatments are available. Treatment may not cure the
condition but it will improve the person’s ability to eat and
drink safely.
Below are a few tips to assist people suffering from Dysphagia
and their carers at mealtimes.

When I was nine years old I had a sleepover with my
best friend. My mother had made me some mozzarella sticks
to share with my friend. Whilst we were eating the sticks a
piece of cheese got stuck in my throat. My friend’s mother
tried to do the Heimlich manoeuvre but the cheese was so far
down my throat that it didn’t help. In a panic I shoved my hand
down my throat, grabbed the piece of cheese and passed out.
When I came to I found myself being carried off in an
ambulance to hospital where it was discovered that in my
attempt to stop myself from choking, I had accidentally ripped
my oesophagus. Although I had surgery to repair most of the
damage, my oesophagus was never fully repaired and I have
permanent scarring. This episode caused me to develop
severe oesophageal dysphagia.
I live mainly on a liquid diet. I can eat puddings and
sauces and other very soft foods, which I need to chew for a
really long time before swallowing. Because I cannot control
my swallowing properly, I cannot drink fluids because I end up
coughing and spluttering. This means that all my fluids need to
be thickened with a special powder. They say that the powder
is tasteless, but you try drinking a cup of water that looks like
cloudy jelly! It’s not pleasant at all.
Aside from my dysphagia I am an outgoing and sociable
person. I enjoy spending time with my friends and very often
join them when they go out to eat. However, rather than have
a choking or coughing episode in the restaurant I will avoid
eating and perhaps just lick some sauce with my fingers.
I have tried eating softer foods, like fish, but I am tired
of having to chew my food so much until it liquefies enough for
me to be able to swallow it. If I haven’t chewed it for long
enough I find myself starting to choke and then I need to rush
to the bathroom, red in the face, to spit it out. If it was
swallowed already I sometimes end up throwing up. Some
people who have seen me rushing to the bathroom think that I
am anorexic.
I love eating chocolate because it melts in your mouth
without losing its flavour. People are actually jealous of me
that I can eat so much chocolate without gaining weight. If only
they knew what I have had to give up!
I have given up all hope of ever being able to eat
normally. All I wish for is that I will be able to one day sit down
at the dinner table with my family and enjoy a meal.

Posture and Positioning

*Name has been changed
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Ensure the person is sitting up as straight as this
makes swallowing easier.

The person should be comfortable with their head
slightly forward when eating.

If food gets stuck, encourage the person to stand up,
stretch the top half of their body and walk around.
Stretching may help food slip down into the stomach.



Avoid eating a big meal approximately two to three
hours before going to bed to avoid reflux.

Eating Environment






Where possible allow the person to feed themselves.
An Occupational Therapist can advise on a range of
adaptive equipment if required.
Ensure that food and fluids are within easy reach.
Make sure there is plenty time to eat so the person is
not rushed.
If the person appears tired allow for short rests, they
may be able to start again.

Food and Drink Modification
Food texture is often an important part of dysphagia
management. Depending on the severity of the condition
food may need to be chopped or blended.
Some general principles for texture modified foods include:

Make sure that the food looks appetising

Serve food at correct temperature to maximise taste

Ensure a variety of foods from all food groups

Cut food into small mouthfuls

Encourage intake of fluids (thickened if
recommended by Speech Therapist)

Feeding Someone
If you need to feed someone, here are some tips that will
assist you in feeding.

Sit in front of the person so they can see you.

Let them see the food before you start feeding.

Place food in the middle of the mouth in the front of
the tongue and push tongue down to prevent the tongue
getting in the way of swallowing.

Ensure the mouth is empty before offering next bite.

Credits: www.nestlehealthscience.com.au
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Ways to Turn your
“stay”cation into a
vacation
By: F. Stein & M. Hartman
So you’ve decided not to go away on holiday this year. Perhaps
you’ve gone off the idea of hauling your kitchen sink cross country or
chances are it has something to do with the great British weather. But
don’t worry you can still give your house that special holiday feel.

Buy a funny smelling air-freshener for that
distinctive holiday-house smell.
Spread sand around your house and
in your shoes and leave wet
swimming costumes lying around.

5
7

Put all your washing in dustbin
bags and leave for two weeks
before tackling it.

9

Squash all your children into
two bedrooms using mattresses
and sleeping bags.

Make a family outing by driving 45
minutes to a “new” supermarket.
Leave the biscuit crumbs and empty
crisp packets consumed on the
journey in your car for two weeks.

2

4
6

8

Use only one sink, two pots and
a couple of utensils. Everything
else should be disposable.

All your food should be frozen
and double wrapped before
warming it in the microwave.
Make toasted cheese sandwiches
with the iron because you didn’t think
to bring a sandwich toaster on
holiday.

Go to a walk-in centre where you are not
registered and try to get a prescription for
the medicine you “forgot” to bring with.

10

Buy postcards and send them to
your relatives saying “wish you were
here.”

The entire In Touch family
wishes a hearty  מזל טובto
“Nothing hurts more than that
moment during an argument
when you realize you’re wrong”
Unknown
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Pessy Stern תח“י
our dedicated babysitter at the
In Touch Shabbos Retreat, for
her forthcoming חתונה.

“The sole purpose of a child’s
middle name is so that he can
tell when he’s in trouble”
Unknown

Have

READERS’ FORUM

Your

Last issue we asked:

If your special child is able
to go to shul how do you
teach him appropriate shul
behaviour?

SAY....

These tips are not necessarily about
teaching a child how to behave but
rather tips for parents to cope.
1.
Be ready to leave at a
moment’s notice. If you child
starts misbehaving you should
be prepared to take him home,
even if it is in the middle of
davening.
2.
If your child is sensitive to
certain types of clothes, don’t
force him into a fancy suit.
Nobody cares if he comes to
Shul in casual clothes, but they
will care if his discomfort
causes him to behave
inappropriately.

I have a daughter with Aspergers. When I take her to shul on Simchas
Torah I provide her with a stash of nush, which she makes sure to
distribute fairly.

Submitted anonymously

Please send in your ideas for future topics

We don’t stay for more than 1 and a half to 2 hours, but she enjoys
this important job and it makes others happy too.
Name withheld by request

Topic for next issue:

How do you deal with temper
tantrums in public especially with
older children?

Send in your tips and advice to the magazine submissions
address on Page 2

From Judith Sedgeman’s ‘Peace of Mind Matters’
Submitted By: Sue Lachman

A

few days ago, I was privileged to lead the “Reflection” section of a board retreat. Two
things were clear. First, people love having an opportunity to reflect; as soon as you talk about it, you can feel a quiet
settling down, like a happy sigh. Second, intuitively, given that opportunity, people step outside the “business” room
and create a space for themselves where there is serene beauty, whether it be outside, or by a window, or even sitting
near a painting. Reflection comes naturally to us and we ease into it effortlessly.
So it is puzzling why we commit so little to it. In the chaotic bustle of everyday life, reflection is the opportunity to
catch your breath, clear your head, find quiet, remember what is important, see things fresh. It’s not a big deal; it’s an
ordinary human experience, common to everyone. Children are readily drawn to that state. It’s as though we are born
“knowing” how to take care of ourselves psychologically, and then we busy ourselves out of it and forget what we know.
(An example. I was strolling through our neighborhood with my grandson one time when he was about 7. He
stopped and stood, looking idly at a colorful plot of wildflowers. I asked him, “What are you looking at?” He said,
“Nothing. I’m just looking at pretty to see what I see. I don’t know what I’ll see yet.” That’s reflection.) .
Inevitably, after even a brief time of reflection, people return to the business at hand refreshed, inspired, with new
and deeper ideas to share. The tone is elevated; the work is more meaningful. The connection is deeper.
It is sometimes easier to recognize something simple and profound by remembering what it is not. The opposite of
reflection is reaction, jumping into a whirlwind of thoughts, taking things personally, ratcheting up the tension, giving in
to an urgency to be right at all costs, looking outside for people or circumstances to blame or judge for your own
mistakes or muddle, roiling at the centre of the drama, losing perspective — ultimately being exhausted by the effort to
handle everything and figure it out. There’s a lot of reaction in the world today, and way too little reflection.
Imagine what it would be like if we all stopped once in a while as our days went by, looked idly at the nothing-inparticular of beauty, and waited to see what we would see. Would we have a little less upset, a little more peace?
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By: Chana Feige Lieber

I

giving his own organs a chance to rest and recover. A small
operation is made on the child’s neck, and 2 tubes are
t all began with a simple fever in the morning.
inserted, one of them into the heart’s main artery. The tubes
Camidoc’s diagnosis in the evening was the usual “it’s a
virus.” Less than 12 hours later Avrumi was in intensive care are connected to a massive detailed machine the size of a
fridge with as many as 23 plugs. The ECMO machine pumps
fighting for his life.
I now share with you moments of that most challenging the blood from his body round the machine circuit and the
oxygenated blood goes back into his body through the other
time.
tube. The machine also does the lung function. Many risks
Wednesday 27 June
6:30 am. I hear strange sounds … I see Avrumi lying on are involved in running this treatment. It takes hours to set up
the floor breathing rapidly and very short of breath. His tummy and finally Avrumi is transferred to CCC (Cardiac Critical Care).
is swollen and he is white around the lips. I rush to A&E… I’m He lies motionless, with no chest movement as the ECMO is
doing all the work for him. He is completely sedated. The CCC
asked “what’s his date of birth? … your postocde? … I don’t
ward is crowded and cramped and we are advised not to stay
know …. Panic takes over my memory.
with him overnight. We have an endless stream of visitors
Finally he is in resuscitation room, placed on oxygen,
bringing us all the food we are unable to eat. Friends spend
bloods taken—the works.. Diagnosis: pneumonia and
hours trying to sort out all the thermos flasks, sandwiches,
septicemia. Avrumi’s gone into septic
bananas, kokosh cake, drinks, coffee,
shock.
sugar cubes all in loads and loads of
“Mom please leave the room
carrier bags.
whilst we stabilize Avraham”. My
Anxiety and worry increase………
husband arrives, both of us pacing
Avrumi
looks like a balloon. Even his
nervously up and down the corridors
lips
and
tongue are swollen. Eco tests
with heaps of tissues in hand. We find
show
that
heart valve is blocked and
a Tehillim and start beseeching
his
heart
is
not contracting. All over
Hashem …. After an excruciating wait
the
world
people
are rallying for a
we now know that Avrumi has been
ישועה
.
Segulas
are
being
sedated, paralyzed and placed on a
undertaken,
a
whole
camp is saying
respirator and is being transferred to
Asher
Yotzar
with
Kavono,
family is
Great Ormond Street Hospital.
grouping
together
to
take
Challoh
on
My husband, myself, Avrumi
Friday,
neighbours
are
making
Tehilim
and 2 medics travel by ambulance
Some of Avrumi’s many visitors
groups, classmates are dividing
with lights, sirens, Tefilloh on our lips
Tehilim
between
them,
mezuzos
are changed at home,
and fear in our hearts. We’re taken to the parents room
contiuous
minyanim
at
the
Shotzer
Tzion and cousins in Eretz
whilst Avrumi is being stabilized in ICU.
Yisroel
running
to
Kevorim……….
its
giving us all so much
Then we hear those terrifying words “your son is very
Chizuk………We
are
not
alone………
ישראל
מי כעמך.
sick. His heart, lungs, kidney and liver have failed. He is on
Avrumi
remains
stable.
Sedation
is
reduced, he is
maximum life support, his blood pressure and oxygen levels
making
some
movements
but
seems
distressed.
Nurse thinks
are very low. Call your family … your Rabbi … the next 24
we
are
talking
and
touching
him
too
much.
We
try
our best.
hours are touch and go.”
For
the
first
time
we
go
home
to
sleep
but
just
as
we
are
I’m asked if I want to “spend time” with Avrumi. What
about
to
go
to
bed
we
get
a
call
that
a
clot
has
been
found
in
does this mean? Do they want me to say goodbye? He’s in a
the
tubes
of
the
machine
and
the
pump
needs
changing
…
room with 10 people working on him, machines...monitors…
tubes … IV lines. He doesn’t look like my little Avrumi. I speak there goes our sleep. A new minyan for Tehillim is arranged.
Avrumi is showing some signs of life and is nodding yes
to him, tell him how much I love him and that the Aibishter will
or
no
to
our questions. It’s a relief that we can ask him if he’s
make him better. I lose control…. Nurse asks me if I have
in
pain
and
try to explain what’s happening. He remains
other children. Indignantly I reply that every child is like my
stable
whilst
two nurses are constantly monitoring and
only one.
checking
the
ECMO tubes. My state of mind swings from
We meet with the doctors. Prognosis even worse than
intense
sobbing
to detached joking.
before. I beseech and cry to Hashem and we know that He
Our
family
at home are not forgotten either. Friends,
has a plan for us. But I cannot prevent horrible thoughts from
family
and
neighbours
are wonderful, sending in food and
creeping into my mind. I fear the worst and feel terribly guilty
cake
and
assisting
us
in
being able to focus on our child in
about it. Where is my faith? Why am I crumbling… my heart is
need.
Cards
and
text
messages
are also giving us tremendous
tearing! My lively, cheeky, yummy Avrumi reduced from a lively
support.
active child to a hardly live one.
Tuesday 03 - Sunday 08 July
Thursday 28 June—Monday 02 July
‘
ה
חסדי
.
There’s
some air entry in his lungs and heart is
As a last resort ECMO treatment is recommended.
beginning
to
work.
With
continuous improvement the doctors
ECMO is a machine that works for the child’s heart and lungs,
are considering removing ECMO by the weekend. Avrumi’s
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mouth is full of blisters and ulcers. I can’t bear to see his pain.
Doctors are positive but remind us that the way up is a bumpy
one. Nevertheless we are trusting and are ready for the ride.
Setbacks begin. Blood pressure rises …. Oxygen level
drops. He has to be sedated and paralyzed again. Sedation
wears off and it happens again. X-ray shows his lungs back to
square one. Doctors say that these things are to be expected
but for me its a constant roller coaster of nausea, anxiety,
headache, exhaustion, tears etc…….
It happens to be Avrumi’s English birthday! - The staff
can’t understand why we are not celebrating, where’s the
cake, balloons? etc. They are prepared with cards and
birthday stickers on his bandages.
Its time to take the children who have been staying
with bubby home. The older ones seem worried and tearful, I
tell them its ok to cry, I also cry when I feel upset. The
younger ones are quite subdued and a bit too well behaved.
Back in the hospital, Avrumi is making slow but steady
improvement ב“ה.
Until………………..
Wednesday 11 July
I call the hospital at 6am, they are about to begin
weaning him of the ECMO in 1 hour, I say a Tefilloh and go
back to bed.
I arrived at the hospital at 10am. Nurse comes
towards me shouting congratulations! “Avrumi is responding
well and is coping on his own, We’re
about to remove the tubes
completely.” הודו לד' כי טוב כי לעולם
חסדו.
Avrumi is lying completely
paralyzed with loads of medics
around him. I’m asked to leave the
room whilst they proceed. We say
some Tehilim and pace the well worn
corridor. After about 2 hours we’re
called. What a pleasure to see
Avrumi without all those tubes. I
don’t know whether to laugh or cry.
Such mixed emotions. Avrumi has
temperature throughout the day
“Nurse” Avrumi at
which they expected. Otherwise the
staff are really happy with his progress.
I come home elated and thankful to the רבש"ע.
A Parcel arrived at the door. A wrapped up gift and
note. A set of for  חמשיםfor Avrumi’s 5th Yiddish birthday
tomorrow, accompanied by a beautiful note/poem.
………….12 midnight. The phone rings. Doctor informs
me that they observed a widening of the pupils in his eyes,
which is alarming, and they are taking him now for a CT brain
scan. In 1 hour they will know the result. I get the runs. I call
at 1.30. Scan shows signs of small brain haemorrhages. Not
devastating but not great news either. We toss and turn for
the rest of the night.
Thursday 12 July
Mazel Tov! What a way to celebrate a !חומש סעודה
I arrive to hospital and Avrumi is on the way to CT scan
again for his chest. I wait outside scan room for a long time
feeling very nervous. Finally Avrumi is being transferred to
PICU which is far more comfortable and roomy, but I feel very
lost. I am extremely tired and anxious and don’t feel like
speaking to anyone. At 3.30 the doctor wants to speak to us.
He explains the results of the brain and chest scans, and does
his duty in scaring us with the worst case scenarios of
possible brain damage and operations that Avrumi “may”
need. My husband is strong and doesn’t believe a word they
say, but I don’t feel able to hold things together any longer.
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Avrumi is off the respirator and breathing on his own
with oxygen assistance. His mouth sores can now heal.
Avrumi croaks his first words “( ”עס טיט מיך ווייI am in pain)
Sunday 15 July
Avrumi transferred to Royal London ICU. It’s quiet and
spacious. Avrumi is awake but not very responsive. He calls
me “Mummy” and recognizes all the other children from a
photograph. His brain is functioning ב“ה.
Avrumi is tired and sleepy. He’s sweating and
hallucinating. Lots of tests, scans and x-rays and  ב“הresults
are excellent. Doctors want to take MRI but I’m unsure as it
will involve general anesthetic and intubation and I feel he is
too weak.
Monday 23 - Tuesday 30 July
Today I can say that Avrumi had תחיית המתים. He’s
smiling, talking, painting and trying to sit on his own.
Avrumi is transferred from ICU to a regular ward.
Avrumi continues to make good progress, learning to
support himself, sitting, standing and walking. He still tires
easily and he is having daily physio and occupational therapy.
Avrumi is a lot more wakeful and beginning to drive us
round the bend, and we’re delighted to bend backwards to his
lordship! He wants me to face him and look at him constantly
– with pleasure dear.
Wedneday 31 July
Today is Yom Tov!! Avrumi may go home for a night
on trial and return for therapy in the
morning. We bring home 4 big sacks
from hospital full of presents, books
tapes and food. The house is flying,
but who cares, Avrumi is  ב“הhome.
He sleeps in our room and I keep
checking him every 5 minutes. Avrumi
sleeps well whilst I’m up all night
watching him breathe.
I call in to report that Avrumi has had a
comfortable night. Nurse surprisingly
says “wonderful! Avrumi may now stay
home for ever and ever.
Shabbos - Two Weeks Later
his “workstation” Avrumi has his חומש סעודה. It is a
grand style affair, the kids were super
excited and everyone wants to join in. It is very emotional and
overwhelming and Avrumi really enjoyes the attention.
Thursday 29 August
Avrumi, my husband and I just returned from a relaxing
few days in Bournemouth and I am now ready to continue my
very normal household routine. Boredom has never been
more welcome! Long may it last!!
Epilogue: Five Years Later
We have  ב“הmoved on. We, as parents, have changed
our outlook and our personalities as a direct result of that
challenging period. Upon reflection, It seems ironic, but I
sometimes wish – yes I wish, I could be there again. Not in
reality but with the rich experiences. Never before, or since,
have I felt that strong connection to Hashem that I was  זוכהto
have then. Nothing in the world mattered to me –  הכל הבל.
We always have a direct line to Him, but then I felt it in a more
tangible way. True, I also felt torn and shattered, but my
memories of that time are of love, tears, closeness and of
course gratitude.
And when our dear Avrumi keeps us on our toes with
his challenging behavior and is bouncing off the walls at
midnight, and I’m desperate for some peace and quiet, I just
remind myself of my sincere wish back then for a live child –
NO MATTER WHAT!

HELPING HANDS
Community Services

C

amp Simcha exists in order to improve the quality
of life for Jewish children in the UK who have any form of life
threatening illness. We are able to support families with a
wide range of services throughout the year where they have a
child fitting into any of the following categories:

Chronic conditions requiring significant hospital
treatments, compromising quality of life for the
child or other members of the family.

Conditions where there is a progressive pattern
of decline likely to result in threat to life during
childhood or young adulthood.

One-off complex surgery such as transplants,
tumours, etc. where we may support the family
until the child is no longer seriously affected.

Life threatening conditions resulting from
adverse incidents at birth.
We can offer practical and emotional support including

24/7 support from one of our specially trained
and experienced family liaison officers.

Hospital transportation.

Specialist respite support

Food

Sibling support

Therapy referral services
We provide the children with Powerful Positive
Experiences such as:

Regular visits from one of our amazing young
Big Brother and Sister Volunteers

Regular outings and parties

Special treats

Holiday play schemes

Residential retreats
For ALL the family we provide Family Retreats—a three
day mini-break to meet many other families in a fun, relaxing
and supportive environment.
All our services are provided free of charge to families
from across the spectrum of Jewish practice and affiliation. If
you are not sure if your child qualifies for our support, please
do not hesitate to call me, Neville Goldschneider, in the
strictest confidence, at the details below:

Contact Information:
Neville Goldschneider
Tel: 020 8202 9297
www: campsimcha.org.uk
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C

hesed of London is a voluntary Heimishe
transport service to hospitals. Our drivers generously give
their time to drive patients and their families to and from
hospitals, if they fit any of the following criteria.

Serious medical conditions which require
frequent and/or regular hospital
appointments.

Families of patients who undertake shifts so
as not to leave the patient alone.

Parents of premature babies who require
frequent trips to and from hospital.

Disabled children who for any reason find it
difficult to travel by public transport. Note:
The Chesed of London service is exclusively
for hospital appointments, NOT for therapist
visits and such like.
If you know that you are going to require in-patient
treatment that will necessitate several days stay ,or if a
member of your family has been in hospital for 2 or more
days, you may contact Chesed and register that you may
require the use of Chesed’s services. Our operators will
not ask for any private information, only that which is
pertinent to establish your eligibility to use the service. By
registering your information, booking a car is just a matter
of making a phone call.
When you call Chesed for a car you will need to
provide the following information:




Pick-up and drop-off addresses or hospital.
Time needed.

The operator will then send a message via our
paging system to all our drivers, many of whom do several
Chesed jobs a week and some even two or three a day.
Our drivers are very enthusiastic and it doesn’t take long
before one of them will respond to your call.
If you are booking a car for an appointment it is
beneficial for you to call well in advance so that we can do
our very best to get you there on time.

Contact Information:
Chesed of London
Tel: 020 8806 1000

It was the year 2012 and the Lord came unto Noah, who was now living in the United States and said:
Once again the earth has become wicked. I want you to build another Ark and save 2 of every living
thing along with a few good humans.” He gave Noah the blueprints, saying: “You have six months to
build the Ark before I will start the unending rain for 40 days and 40 nights.”
Six months passed. The skies began to cloud up and rain began to fall. The Lord saw that Noah was
sitting in his front yard, weeping. There was no Ark.
“Noah!” He roared, “I’m about to start the rain! Where is the Ark?”
“Please forgive me,” begged Noah. “I did my best, but there were big problems.”
“First I had to get a building permit for the Ark Construction Project, and your plans didn’t meet code,
so I had to hire an engineer to redraw the plans. Then I got into a big fight over whether or not the Ark
needed a fire sprinkler system. My neighbours objected claiming that I was violating zoning by
building that Ark in my front yard and exceeding the height limitations. We had to go to the
Development Appeal Board for a decision.”
“Then the Department for Transportation demanded a bond be posted for the future costs of moving
power lines and other overhead obstructions to clear the passage for the Ark’s move to the sea. I told
them that the sea would be coming to us, but they would hear nothing of it.”
“Getting the wood was another problem. There’s a ban on cutting tress to save the spotted owl. I tried
to convince the environmentalists that I needed the wood to save the owls, but it was a no go.”
“When I started gathering animals, I was sued by an animal rights group. They insisted I was confining
wild animals against their will. They argued that the accommodations were too restrictive and it was
cruel and inhumane to put so many animals in a confined space.”
“The Environment Protection Agency ruled that I couldn’t build the Ark until they’d conducted an
environmental impact study on your proposed flood and the Army Corps of Engineers wanted a map
of the proposed new flood plain. I sent them a globe.”
“I’m trying to resolve a complaint with the Human Rights Commission on how many minorities I’m
supposed to hire for my building crew and the Trade Unions say I can’t use my sons. They insist I hire
only union workers with Ark building experience.”
“To make matters worse, the IRS has seized all my assets claiming that I’m trying to leave the country
illegally with endangered species.”
“So forgive me Lord, but it would take at least 10 years for me to finish the Ark.”
Suddenly the skies cleared, the sun began to shine and a rainbow stretched across the sky. Noah
looked up in wonder and asked, “you mean you’re not going to destroy the world?”
“No,” said the Lord, “I don’t have to. The Government beat me to it.”
21

IN TOUCH/ SUMMER 2012

coaches, a superb, mother and daughter team, Mrs Rivka Reh
and Mrs Ruthie Stern.
The mothers learned a lot from them on how to
24 mothers of special needs children from Antwerp were
implement
lasting growth and change in any area of our multi
treated to a three day retreat at the Belgian seaside town of
faceted
lives.
During the entire stay the licensed coaches
Koksijde. The convention turned out to be a perfect blend of
were
available
and approachable for private consultations. As
inspiration, rejuvenation and restful relaxation. For 3 days we
intended,
inspiration
and support was offered and accepted
got a chance to be completely taken care of, instead of
by
each
participant.
One
amazing mother of a child with
constantly, and devotedly taking care of others, who are so
Cerebral
Palsy,
shyly
shared
a personal story with a powerful
heavily dependant on us.
message.
This
woman
steadily
observed a well known foreign
We travelled with a chartered bus from Antwerp,
therapist
attempting
to
teach
her
son to walk. The act of
directly to Villa Altol, an hotel owned for many years by the
walking
goes
against
how
this
particular
little boy’s mind is
Centrale, the Belgian Jewish benevolent organization. This
programmed
and
is
not
what
it
feels
comfortable
being
facility is currently managed and fully catered by the gracious
engaged
in.
Therefore
he
was
crying
miserably,
managing
to
hosts, Mr & Mrs Mendelovits.
walk
some
steps,
although
it
was
not
painful.
The Antwerp branch of In Touch was founded 6 years
The therapist continued to push and encourage him,
ago by Mrs Etty Grunfeld and Mrs Sari Spira, two exceptionally
while
repeating
the words “WALK! IT’S FOR YOUR OWN GOOD.
kind mothers who are very dedicated to the cause. Their
IT’S
FOR
YOUR
SAKE!”
This mother took these words to heart,
talents certainly contribute a lot to the
and
decided
to apply them to her own
professionalism and success of In
challenges
and struggles. Some
Touch Antwerp.
hardships
go against what our
At the first get
material
minds here on
together a mere 5 years
earth
are conditioned
ago, only 7 women
to
feel
comfortable
felt comfortable
with.
It is then we
and brave
should
hear
enough to
Hashem
attend. In
telling us,
contrast, this
“DO IT! IT’S
year, 24
FOR YOUR
mothers
OWN GOOD.
participated.
IT’S
FOR
This is a
YOUR
SAKE!”
significant
Each
night,
statement of In
after eating a
Touch Antwerp’s
delicious
and
progress in
generously
served
conveying its
supper and after the
message of sensitive
serious
workshop, there
support.
were different types of light
 ב''הdue to the intense
entertainment. A funny sketch was
effort and creative planning of
performed, a competitive building game
activities by the two leaders, this year’s Belgian
involving 2  פסוקיםof  אשת חילwas played, an engrossing
retreat exceeded all expectations.
Jewish women’s film was enjoyed, and a hopeful film about
Upon arrival, the tables in the spacious sunny lobby,
were beautifully set with an assortment of tempting Kleinblatt the life of Temple Grandin, an accomplished woman with
autism, was shown.
pastries and artful, fresh fruit arrangements.
Fortunately, the notoriously rainy, North Sea weather
The uplifting theme of the convention was חכמת נשים
let up for those 2 days. We were able to enjoy, relaxing (and a
בנתה ביתה. A light and friendly tone was immediately set, via
lot of talking) at the beautiful seashore during the free
a cute and original game involving little houses built of wood
afternoon hours.
which also served as well stocked welcome packages. Each
Before returning to our real lives at home a lavish hot
person then had to figure out her own private room number
and cold dairy buffet was offered, and building blocks
through an individual photo pasted on the door of the model
souvenirs were distributed. At the good bye meal, which by
house. Appropriate reading material full of  חיזוקand food for
then was one cohesive group, each mother had an
thought, such as issues of Sparks and In Touch magazines
opportunity to relate a short message about what the retreat
were provided on each night table.
meant to her. Besides expressing admiration and gratitude,
It was interesting and especially gratifying to
some also mentioned how humbled and stunned they were
experience the inclusive accepting atmosphere between the
when they realized what others endure with a seemingly,
ladies, that is so typical of the Heimishe Kehilla of Antwerp.
upbeat and smiling attitude. Privately they were under the
There were mothers from all walks of life, different ages and
impression that their own challenges were the most difficult!
stages, ranging from a very sweet and engaging grandmother
One lady spoke for many, when she declared that at an
to mothers of young babies.
In Touch event, she finally does not feel singled out in a sad
All the ladies were spoiled and pampered by a choice
way, but on the contrary, she feels “privileged” to belong. All
of high calibre nourishment for the mind body and soul. The
of the women gained renewed  כחand positive energy to
theme of building a home and of building people was mainly
continue doing their tasks uniquely handed out from above!
realized through a 3 day intensive workshop, which was
taught and led by professional and compassionate local life

On Monday 30 April to Wednesday evening, 02 May,
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It was wet, cold, windy and rainy... In fact it

was the perfect weather for a trip to Woburn Safari
Park where the main attraction, driving through the
animal kingdom, meant that we remained safely
ensconced in the warm comfort of our vehicles. The
animals, unlike most of our children, were
surprisingly co-operative as the three coach, sixty
car, In Touch procession snaked its way through the
park. The tigers paced, the lions roared and the
monkeys ... well... they monkeyed around,
entertaining us by climbing on cars and snatching
food from our hands. The kids thought their parents
rapture at the simians antics slightly odd; after all
when they perpetrate similar behaviours they are
met with anything but amusement.
After getting up close and personal with the
jungle animals (well as close as the window of a
vehicle allows), we disembarked the coach to explore
the rest of the park. In an unprecedented act of
collusion the dark clouds parted and the rain abated
so that we could enjoy a relatively dry outdoor
experience.
The swan shaped paddle boats were a popular
attraction with young and old alike. For 10 blissful
minutes, the grown ups were able to take a back
seat whilst the kids did the driving for a change.
The bird and sea lion shows kept the audience
captivated as the friendly keepers and obedient
animals demonstrated various tricks and capers
(perhaps we should hire these proficient keepers to
teach our animals ...er ... kids a thing or two).
After seeing the animals in action, it was time
for the children to engage in some rough and tumble in
either the soft play area or in the outdoor wooded
playground (or both, depending on how tired Mummy or
Daddy was).
As all the exhausted humans made their way
back to the coaches for the journey home, the skies
opened and washed away all traces of our presence at
the park. However, the effects of the In Touch Chol
Hamoed outings leave permanent footprints (or paw
prints) in the place it matters most.
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By: F Stein

You’ve just packed away the last of your Pesach dishes, the house is suddenly quiet and you’re

tripping over the two leftover boxes of matzos (an annual event which completely escapes your memory
when you buy matzos for the next year). It’s anticlimactic and you’re once again facing the daily quagmire
of life; a road so well travelled that you’ve practically carved a groove. Then you receive the long-awaited
letter from In Touch announcing the Eleventh Annual Convention promising “changes ahead”. It acts as
the proverbial speed bump, only without the negative connotations, to jolt you out of the humdrum
monotony.
The theme of “Changes” was well represented throughout the convention. Our tables at
mealtimes held quotes such as “don’t let the world change your smile; let your smile change the world”
and “you change your life by changing your heart.” Mood rings that (supposedly) change colour according
to one’s mood were handed out with the advice of “change your ‘tude, not your mood.” The rings were a
useful tool for figuring out which people were safe to be around (and whom to avoid!) It hardly seems
coincidental that most of our rings displayed blue/green colours indicating that we were relaxed, stress free and happy.
We also got to change places with our children and feel what it is like to be (enter desired age
here) again. Our usual suppertime mantra of “don’t play with your food,” was completely ignored as we
built spaghetti towers (Leaning Tower of Pisa ... ach ... that’s nothing ... you should check out our
construction ... the Italians have nothing on us!) We also experienced some of the various therapies our
children are forced ... ahem ... encouraged to do. Art therapy in the form of painting by numbers proved
to be colourful in more ways than one (language not included) and a trip to Splashdown Waterpark,
where we let our troubles whoosh down the giant waterslide, was a lesson in physiotherapy. A lively game
of Jenga allowed our mental blocks to come tumbling down. Just as in life, we were only allowed to
remove the unnecessary blocks and still leave the main infrastructure intact.
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The Bead Bar event proved to be very popular.
Threading small beads on to ribbon or string provided an
insight into what occupational therapy
actually entails (poor kids), and many
mothers appreciated a solution to the
“what present do I bring home for my kids”
problem. Organisers take note! Next time
we need something for the boys too!
The highlight of the convention was
the presence of Rebbetzin Rochel Lubin of
Lakewood. She kept us spellbound with
tale after tale of her own family’s triumph over
adversity. Her unshakeable Emunah throughout
her husband’s illness and beyond imbued us
with a tremendous Chizuk and invigorated us to
continue on our destined
journeys.
Rebbetzin Lubin endorsed
our theme by reminding us of the
importance of replenishing our
personal kochos. If one’s energy
sources are depleted, one has
nothing to give to others. Even a
simple change in routine can be
enough to top up the energy
bank for a while.
Of course, no In Touch
convention is complete without
all our whims being met. Three
delicious meals a day served by the
Normandie’s attentive and obliging
wait staff; luxurious pampering
sessions and great company
ensured that we could relax and
unwind in complete comfort.
So although we may
sometimes find ourselves stuck in
a rut so deep it might as well be a
ditch, In Touch is always there
with their trusty piggy banks in
hand to put our severely
overdrawn energy banks firmly
back in the black.

In Touch wishes to thank
Tikva of North London
for their generous
contribution
towards
funding the
convention..
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Why me?
It’s so hard can’t you see
Embarrassing moments every day
Why me is what I would say
Day after day would go by
It’s so hard, oh why?
Then when I felt all alone
I went hard just like a stone
Kids United came along
And lifted my soul with song
Just like me
Others there would be
With situations the same
I had no more shame
‘Why me’ is not there any longer
Because Kids United made me stronger
The question I no longer ask
Because Hashem has given me this task
So the question ‘Why Me’
Has turned into ‘thank you for giving me.’
By Malki Weiss
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Why me?” one could ask, to which I would answer, “because
you’re the best candidate”. Only you – and nobody else – could do as
great a job of being the sibling of that special needs child as you can.
And that’s why ‘ הgave you – only you – the enormous gift of having
him as a brother. See it as a gift. A gift straight out of ‘’הs treasury.
Guard it. Take good care of it, because it’s a gift from ‘ ה- the מלך מלכי
.המלאכים
“Why me?” Don’t see him as a bother, but rather see him as a
treasure entrusted to you for safekeeping. ‘ הonly gave him to you
because He wanted to give you the great  זכותof looking after His
precious treasure for Him.
He’s a treasure. That’s why it’s you! Because you are the only
one capable of bringing out the best in that child and the only one
who has the capacity of guarding such a magnificent treasure. The
magnificent treasure of having a special needs sibling.
The baby is crying but nobody heard
Shua thinks that he is a bird
Simcha’le has missed his appointment at the doctor
Shoshana hasn’t finished her supper but there’s nobody around
to help her
The house is a tip but what can I do
Because Mordechai is looking for his Shabbos shoe
Shulamis is desperately waiting to be fed
But Shlomo still hasn’t gone to bed
Binyomin was waiting for about an hour to be picked up from
school
And there’s a form that needs to be returned to Shul
Dovid needs money for his school trip
Oy Yossi, why do you need to show us now that backwards flip
Someone is knocking on the front door
And Miri is telling me how her jumper tore
Everyone is asking for help
But all I really want to do is give a loud yelp
Why is it always me that everyone asks
To solve the problem that come along their paths
Aren’t Mordechai and Dovid old enough to lend a hand
In this absolutely crazy land
None of my friends have a sibling with special needs
And none of them feel like they are thigh high in the reeds
No one else’s brother has Down’s syndrome
Nor do they come back to a doctor’s waiting room in their home
Why is it always me with all of the problems
I ask you, why is it me
Why me?
WHY ME??
By: Ruchama Freeman

By: Edgar Guest

Somebody said that it couldn't be done,
But, he with a chuckle replied
That “maybe it couldn't” but he would be one
Who wouldn't say so till he’d tried
So he buckled right in with the trace of a grin
On his face. If he worried he hid it.
He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn't be done, as he did it.
Somebody scoffed: “oh, you’ll never do that;
At least no one we know has done it”;
But he took off his coat and he took off his
hat,
And the first thing we knew he’d begun it.
With a lift of his chin and a bit of a grin,
Without any doubting or quiddit,
He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done, and he did it.
There are thousands to tell you it cannot be
done,
There are thousands to prophesy failure;
There are thousands to point out to you, one
by one,
The dangers that wait to assail you.
But just buckle right in with a bit of a grin,
Just take off your coat and go to it;
Just start to sing as you tackle the thing
That cannot be done, and you’ll do it.
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