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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 

Letter From The Editor: 
 

  This issue of the magazine is 
coming to you later than its scheduled date. The 
reason for that is because I went through a very 
tough time emotionally recently and I knew 
that I was in no frame of mind to produce 
anything up to the standards that I have set for 
myself and to which you have become 
accustomed. I decided against producing a 
mediocre publication and instead delayed the 
publishing date. I do hope that you, my readers, 
my fellow travellers on this bumpy journey, will 
forgive the delay. 

On the subject of moods, Chavi Wagschall’s 
article “Coming To Grips With Our Moods,” 
provides inspiration on those days when we’re 
feeling low. We are bound to have ups and 
downs and we can use our moods as an 
opportunity to learn and grow. 

Sometimes life will throw you a curveball 
and you may  not know how to handle it, in 
which case, perhaps it might be a good idea to 
step back, and “See What Happens.” 

Of course, when we find ourselves in the 
quagmire of a depressive state and we feel that 
there is no way out, we can always turn to 
Hashem. As Rabbi Kamionka told us at the 
annual Melave Malka, there is no greater 
Tefilla than that of a broken heart. Chani 
Benedikt expounds on this in her articles, “The 
Power of Tehillim,” and  in “Lessons From Esty,” 
Esty’s mother tells us how she has developed a 
closer relationship with Hashem through her 
daughter. 

I hope that we can all learn to make room 
in our lives for big stones rather than just 
“Pebbles and Sand,” and  when we learn to 
accept that Hashem is the one who runs the 
world, we may, like Toby Waltzer, find our very 
own “Happily Ever After.” 

Wishing you all a happy, healthy and 
uplifting Winter. 
 

Feigi Stein 

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 

DISCLAIMER:  We do not promote or 

endorse any specific methods, treatments, 
clinics and/or therapies mentioned in any of 
the articles. They are intended as   
information only. Always seek professional 
advice before trying anything  new. 
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Touched  

by: 

 
 

Rain, Rain, Do Not Go Away 
 
Dear Grumblers; 

In reply to your request for feedback, I think that you should be more 

appreciative of our weather. The last few years we’ve had glorious 

weather b”H and all one saw in the streets was big complaints about 

the drought. Then when the rain comes and washes away the 

drought, we complain about the rain. 

Seeing the rain during the day makes us appreciate the Gishmei 

Brocha and it gives us a wonderful feeling that one is watching the 

run from under our roof and we can appreciate that we have shelter. 

The editor did acknowledge that in Eretz Yisroel they are suffering a 

big heat wave. The truth is that they are afraid to use their air 

conditioners due to high energy bills and the Electric Company is 

worried that they are running out of electricity reserves. 

In the USA, thy often have blackouts which leaves people without air 

conditioning in the sweltering heat.  

We should appreciate that the rain washes away the live pritzos as 

R’Chaim Wosner said after a rainy summer that “we had a good 

summer b”H. 

Let us see the bottle as half-full and not half-empty. 

 
    A Reader 

 

Kids Page? 
 

Where is the kids page? We missed it last issue? Can we have it 

back please? 
 

Suri  and Shimon Lazer Hochhauser (ages 11 and 8) 

 

 

Just received  the latest magazine and devoured it immediately. Feigi, you 

are amazing. It is so good. 

We all know that when one has a special child all barriers fall away, 

suddenly we are all one family, no matter what religious level we are on. 

Sometimes, I feel it would be wonderful if every member of Klal Yisroel had a 

special child, wouldn't it be lovely if we could all be united for once? Imagine if 

everyone you met would greet you. Imagine how nice it would be if when you greet 

someone you would be answered with a smile rather than being ignored or looked 

down upon. 

Special children are an ice breaker. You start talking to the child and 

conversation with the parent will follow. If only we could learn to talk to each other 

without the assistance of the special child. 
 

 

 

Yehudis Barron 

WRITE TO US 
 

Congratulations Yehudis Barron 

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. 

 

Strawberry Slush 
 

Ever since Feigi became editor of the magazine 

it has a happy, positive look within and without. 

You talk time and again about making 

lemonade out of lemons... Sorry to disagree, 

but some of you make strawberry slush from 

lemons. 

Tzirele’s “Right Fit” and Feigi’s “Perks of the 

Job” are two examples. Your outlook is as 

refreshing as strawberry slush on a hot day 

and as warm as hot chocolate on a cold night. 

The articles “Parenthood” and “Ways to turn 

your stay-cation into a vacation” had me in a 

“fit” of laughter and “perked” me up. 

Beneath the laughter I find real life gems and I 

try to collect them for safekeeping. 

I am richer thanks to you. 

      

 Gitit Rottenberg 

  

...with you 

WIN!
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Sixteen years ago, my family was living in 

San Diego. A woman from Israel, who was attending 

a conference in San Diego, needed a place for 

Shabbat and we were happy to have her stay with 

us. She shared an amazing story with me. “I went to 

New York first to meet with my family. My sister 

asked me, ‘did you know we have a 45 year old 

brother?’ I was shocked, since no one had ever 

mentioned him to us before. 

My sister had learned that he 

had been placed in a home 

immediately after his birth 

because he was severely 

mentally disabled.” 

 This woman, whom I 

had just met, began pouring out to me, a stranger, 

her family’s hidden story.  “The family Rabbi and 

the community pushed my parents to get rid of their 

child and told them, ‘ don’t look back’.” With anger 

and tears, she told me, “That’s what my family did. 

And now 45 years later, my sister somehow found 

out.” 

 She went on to say that she and her sister 

had gone together to meet their newly discovered 

brother. She felt she had been cheated out of 

knowing him and could not understand how her 

parents could throw away their son. 

 “My parents are such fine, good, G-d fearing 

and loving people, how could this atrocity have 

happened?” 

 After listening to her, I shared my story.   

 “My sister died before my parents could 

make the same tragic mistake.  In the 1960s a 

special needs child was seen as something 

disgusting, rather than a blessing, for the 

community as well as the family. Her birth and the 

reaction from their family and community to her 

birth sent my parents into a deep, severe 

depression. They almost died when my sister died, 

my father felt abandoned in his pain.  Everyone had 

so visibly rejected my sister, he 

felt he could not trust anyone 

to share his loss and pain.” 

 I trembled as I remembered 

this painful story. “He got into 

his car and started to drive at 

a deadly pace, not thinking of 

any destination. My father thank G-d was pulled 

over for speeding.   It was a stranger, a state 

trooper in whose arms he cried, and who comforted 

him in his time of great pain.” 

 We shared the pain of missing siblings who, 

although they were severely disabled, would have 

enriched our lives. 

 Shortly after having this heart to heart 

discussion, a new ordeal began as my pregnancy 

tests came back.  My gynaecologist and specialists 

from children’s hospital in San Diego suspected 

that the fetus I was carrying might be a severely 

disabled child who would not live long, or that I 

might miscarry.  

 We continued with our plans to move to 

Israel, where he was born on his due date several 

 

DOING THE BEST WE CAN .... 
 

... WITH THE TOOLS WE HAVE 

By: Doreen Winters 

 

In the 1960s a special 

needs child was seen as 

something disgusting, 

rather than a blessing 

for the family. 
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months after we arrived.  He was healthy and 

beautiful, thank G-d.  I understood that if I had not 

maintained my strong beliefs, and had listened to 

the doctors and experts, I would have given up this 

amazing gift from G-d.   

 A friend of mine shared with me that during 

her seventh pregnancy she became fearful.  She 

had heard that women over 40 have a higher 

incidence of having a child with physical or mental 

disabilities.  She went to Hadassah Ein Kerem in 

Jerusalem for tests to see if there were any signs 

present.   

 The specialist who was 

to perform the test asked her, 

“So if it has Down Syndrome, 

or any other handicap, do you 

plan to abort?”   

 She answered the 

esteemed doctor, “I just want to prepare myself if I 

am carrying a special needs child.”  The Doctor, 

who did not appear to be religious said, “You think 

you can prepare yourself for a test from G-d?  You 

think if you know what you are carrying the test will 

be easier?  Some couples would choose not to 

keep the baby G-d was planning to give them; do 

you think He will not test them in a different way?” 

Thoughtfully, he added, “And maybe it would be a 

more difficult challenge. We must accept what G-d 

gives us and be grateful it’s not what we really 

deserve.”  

 My friend took the test anyway and enjoyed 

her last months of pregnancy knowing she was 

carrying what looked like a healthy baby. She 

thankfully had many more children - without 

needing any more special assessments. She felt 

that that one time was worth all the money she 

paid. Yet she understands, “Childbirth is a 

partnership with G-d. He gives you what He feels 

you need in your life, so why try to second guess on 

a journey you are going to share with such a great 

Partner?” 

 At present I am working as a Social Worker 

at Seeach Sod in Jerusalem.  It was started 45 

years ago by, Rav Lavie, who 

has a son with Downs 

Syndrome and saw the need 

in his community for a 

program for special needs . He 

started a seed that has 

blossomed into more than I 

am sure he had ever dreamed possible.       I 

feel with every story I hear and every challenge I am 

personally given I am growing and learning. The 

main thing I have learned from all this, we are all 

just doing the best we can with the tools we have.  I 

don’t want to hold on to old pains, I want to deal 

with them, grow and move on.  I don’t want to be an 

angry resentful person.  It is said that to be grateful 

is equal to performing all the mitzvahs in the Torah.  

That is my personal goal to be grateful and to be 

accepting of others.  To try to give the benefit of the 

doubt for one may never know what story another 

person may have to tell that made them the way 

they are today.  

 

Always remember that you are unique.  

Just like everyone else 
 

                Margaret Mead  

 

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 

 

I don’t want to hold on 

to old pains, I want to 

deal with, grow and 

move on. 
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IN PRISON... you spend the majority of your time in an 8x10 cell.  

AT WORK... you spend most of your time in a 6x8 cubicle.  

IN PRISON... you get three meals a day.  

AT WORK... you only get a break for one meal and you have to pay for it.  

IN PRISON... you get time off for good behaviour.  

AT WORK... you get rewarded for good behaviour with more work.  

IN PRISON... a guard locks and unlocks all the doors for you.  

AT WORK... you carry around a security card and unlock all the doors yourself.  

IN PRISON... you can watch TV and play games.  

AT WORK... you get fired for watching TV and playing games.  

IN PRISON... you get your own toilet.  

AT WORK... you have to share.  

IN PRISON... they allow your family and friends to visit.  

AT WORK... you cannot even speak to your family and friends.  

IN PRISON... all expenses are paid by taxpayers with no work required  

AT WORK... you pay all the expenses to go to work and then they deduct taxes to pay 

         for prisoners.  

IN PRISON... you spend most of your life looking through bars from the inside wanting to get 

          out.  

AT WORK... you spend most of your time wanting to get out and go inside bars.  

IN PRISON... there are wardens who are often sadistic.  

AT WORK... they are called managers. 

 

PRISON  
VERSUS  

WORK 
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A few years ago, my sister and I were the first ones down the tunnel to board our flight for Norfolk, Virginia. Just 

as we were about to board the plane, a mechanic emerged from inside the aircraft and blocked the door with his arms. He 

turned to the flight attended and hurriedly stated, "We got problems!" 

I thought to myself, "Why did I have to be the one to hear that? Why couldn't I have been at the back of the line? I 

didn't need to know that!" Very soon, we were back in the terminal waiting and then ultimately back on the plane. I 

attempted to put my secret knowledge out of my head and waited for the pilot to give us an explanation. Pilots take courses 

to ease passengers' minds, right? They know what to say to calm nerves. 

Unfortunately, I don't think this pilot took that course. Soon his voice boomed throughout the plane, "Sorry for that 

delay ladies and gentlemen. We had to power on the plane. But, we have a generator on the ground right now and we are 

going to jumpstart the engines. Once we get them going, we will get up in the air and head to Norfolk and see what 

happens." 

Click. 

That was it. That was all he said. See what happens? We are going to get up in the air and see what happens? 

Couldn't we have just a little better plan than that worked out? 

At this point, all I could do was nervously laugh. One woman started yelling, "Oh no! We are going to crash!" There 

were sighs of desperation and nervous laughter spreading throughout the cabin like a tidal wave (And we hadn't even taken 

off yet). Thirty minutes passed and we were still sitting there - then came the voice of death (I mean, the pilot) over the 

intercom again, "Ladies and gentlemen, I know you are frustrated - so are we - we know you are hot, we only have one 

engine going right now and it is working double time." 

Click. 

There were moans as it seemed we had all boarded the vessel of doom. It seemed that without question we were all 

seated in an aluminum casket seat buckled next to strangers. After all, the pilot said he was frustrated. He told us our one 

engine was working double time and his elaborate plan was to get up in the air and see what happens! Then we did. We got 

up in the air and what happened? Nothing - other than thrust and lift. We arrived in Norfolk and no sooner had the wheels 

touched the tarmac a round of applause burst out as everyone simultaneously exhaled throughout the airplane. 

Although, I do sincerely like to have a better plan than 'see what happens' worked out when flying - it really isn't such 

a bad life strategy. All too often, I will watch people chase their goals and are frozen with inaction because they don't have 

all the necessary pieces or guaranteed results. When in reality - they will never have all the pieces. Success will never be 

guaranteed. The best thing that you can do is just get up in the air and see what happens. Adjustments can be made in the 

air or should I say in the middle of the process. 

If your effort is to build a business then listen closely, "Get up in the air and see what happens!" Don't give yourself all 

the reasons why you can't. Do not wait until you have everything you need - you never will! 

If your mission is to start a friendship, say "hello", get up in the air and see what happens! Don't stress over what you 

will talk about - wing it with mid air adjustments. The results could be enormous. Do not allow yourself to stay on the runway 

because you feel the flight is doomed. The only doomed flight of friendship is the one that stays on the runway. 

If your goal is to learn a new skill, "Get up in the air and see what happens!" It might not be as challenging as you 

thought. You might be smarter than you thought. It could be fun! 

When traveling, I hope that my pilot has a more detailed plan than, "We will see what happens."  

Although in life it isn't such a bad strategy. 

 

The best thing about the future is that it comes only one day at a time 
 

Abraham Lincoln 

 

By: Ron White 
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In Tefillas Ma’ariv, we pray that Hashem remove the Satan from in front of us and from behind us. What does this 

mean? The evil inclination in front us is the temptation to sin, while the yetzer hara behind us refers to the damage the sin 

causes after we have already fallen prey to its blandishments. It tells us we are not worthy and may as well give up” 

How many of us give in to despair as a result of a relatively minor infraction that is blown up out of all proportion? 

Was our judgment of the incident rational? How many of us get out of bed on the wrong side? We find it hard to daven. Guilt 

overtakes us and we sink into a downward spiral. Despair sets in and we wonder, “Why bother?” 

Gloomy or Cheerful 
Sometimes things go well and, likewise, sometimes things go less well. This affects our moods. Life is like that, and 

we must see it as the normal pattern, using the better times for the proper purpose and learning to handle our lows 

appropriately. 

There are days when everything seems to be going wrong and we feel low or moody. This can last a day, several days, 

or even longer. That’s life - and we must learn how to cope with and conduct ourselves on these days.  

During ימי האהבה, a person loves his service of Hashem and enthuses about Torah and Tefillah. In the ימי השנאה,  a 

person can, if one dares say this, resent his “obligations to His Creator.” This does not mean that a person feels that Hashem 

does not love him, but is rather a reflection of his inner feelings. 

It is vital that we view the ups and downs of daily life as normal. Just as nature alters, so a person changes. As 

humans, we experience a constant variation in our moods. When we realize this, our assessment of our situation differs.  

Hold on! Don’t Despair 
We have established that our highs and lows are normal. The challenge remains to learn how to deal effectively with 

our lows, so that we do not fall into extreme sadness or despair. 

The solution lies in holding onto the little we can and not forgoing everything in an act of despondency. Anything in 

our service of Hashem is better than nothing. However, if we let go of everything just because we cannot do something to 

perfection, we risk losing the ground under our feet; we will then find it painfully hard to reclimb the ladder.  

When we feel we are going downhill, we can draw consolation and stimulus from the knowledge that every blessing, 

prayer or act of faith in a time of pain or difficulty is worth more than the equivalent in a time of comfort or ease. Thus, during 

a low, a single bracha can have tremendous ramifications. A person can experience real growth through a temporary downfall, 

if he accepts it for what it is and does his best in those circumstances. 

Avoiding Resolutions During a Down Period 
We must acknowledge our present situation and make allowances for it, learning a little less or changing the subject 

matter to an easier topic. We need to admit our lapse or weakness, in the knowledge that it shows strength to seek help - not 

the opposite as many think. There is a danger of having an “all or nothing” approach. There is great value in 40% or even 30% 

regarding our service of Hashem. Any percentage is better than nothing at all. If this is true in the corporeal and visible world, 

it is even more so in the world of spirituality. We must aim for percentages at all times and at all costs, it is essential that we 

do the best we can. 

It is important to avoid making decisions when you are feeling down. Low moods automatically affect our ability to be 

impartial and objective. When feeling low we should tell the family and then everyone, ourselves included, can easily justify 

any irrational responses, demanding less of ourselves and of those around us.  

A Signal to Grow 
Rabbi Dr. Abraham Twerski shlita, related the following at a conference. 

We are a culture that seeks to be free of stress, of any kind of discomfort. There are some people who consider 

lobsters a delicacy and they ought to be very happy that lobsters don’t have their own physicians. Why?  

A lobster is encased in a hard, rigid shell and that shell does not expand, so how does a small lobster grow into a big 

one? What actually occurs is that the lobster grows and grows and reaches a point where it becomes so uncomfortable that it 

retreats underwater, sheds its shell and forms a new one. This process repeats itself numerous times until it reaches its 

maximum growth, by which time lobster lovers usually have what to eat. What is the stimulus for the lobster’s growth? The 

feelings of stress and pressure, which cause the lobster to decide that it must to something in order to grow! 

What would happen if the lobster had access to a physician? It would go to a doctor and tell him how uncomfortable it 

feels and in all likelihood the doctor would give him a Valium. The lobster, having taken the Valium, would not shed its shell, 

and would remain a tiny lobster and lobster lovers wouldn't have anything to eat. 

Let us remember that, just as with lobsters, pain and distress are a stimulus for growth. So, too, when we feel low 

and have pain or aggravation, we should stop and think ... “perhaps this is a signal for me to grow!” 

 

 

Reprinted from Chavi Wagschal’s book “You Can Make the Difference” 

By: Chavi Wagschal 
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I visited a homeopath today. Now some of you will read that and think ‘so what’. You obviously don’t know 

me. My mantra is, if you don’t feel well, self treat it and if after 4 weeks you’re still ill visit a doctor, a real scientific 

doctor. So here’s my story. 

About six months ago I started coughing. At first it was just an annoyance, but over time my cough turned 

into a real nuisance. I was coughing by day, at night, in shul, on the bus and at shiurim. The amount of water I’ve 

been offered is enough to sink the Titanic. So I took myself to the doctor where in between splutters I managed to 

tell her my problem. I was lucky in as much that my symptoms didn’t magically disappear when I walked into the 

surgery. They were very well behaved and I gave some beautiful coughs as she checked my lungs with the freezing 

stethoscope. They should really warm them up beforehand. 

My chest was pronounced clear of any unusual noises, but doc doled out some antibiotic anyway, ‘’because, 

you’re diabetic and overweight and you know just in case’’, I dutifully swallowed the bright coloured pills, pretty 

enough to entice any self respecting toddler, but no joy, my cough had taken up permanent residence. So it was 

back to the doctor, when by some miracle I got through to the surgery first time and managed to get an 

appointment with my own named doctor for the same day. She had another listen to my chest and decided that a 

chest x-ray was in order. So off I toddled to the local hospital and had my picture taken. The radiologists mumbled 

in hushed voices, and then told me to go home. When I asked what they saw they said. ‘’go back to your GP in a 

week’’ in that annoying superior tone which means, ‘what do you know anyway’. A week later I was back and the 

result was Inflammatory  Changes.  No I don’t know what that means either, and the doctor was a bit vague as 

well. Inflammatory changes is probably in the dictionary right next to virus. Nevertheless a second chest x ray was 

suggested for 6 weeks later. She gave me some more sweeties and a steroid inhaler and gave me an appointment 

to come back after the second x-ray 

 I had my second chest x-ray, the result of which was as vague as the first. This time a CT scan and referral 

to a pulmonary specialist were advised.  In the meantime my cough was getting progressively worse, and was now 

being accompanied by extreme shortness of breath on the slightest exertion. It became so bad that I had to call 

Hatzola on 3 occasions and given oxygen. Twice I was taken to A and E where by the time I was seen I was B’’H 

fully recovered. I was told although the episodes are scary – Oh Really!!!! – they can’t really do anything and I just 

need to wait to see the lung people. Which is where the homeopath comes in. 

I’ve become so desperate that I asked  a friend of mine to recommend a complementary therapist and she 

was more than willing to do so thinking that she finally had me on her side. I called the number and arranged an 

appointment for that same morning. 

I duly arrived at the stated time and was asked a  whole bunch of questions from the day I was born until the 

present day. Now I can barely remember what I did 5 minutes ago so trying to recall 40 years worth of stuff was a 

real adventure for the few brain cells that hadn’t been jolted loose by my persistent cough. She listened carefully 

and nodded in all the right places, even making sympathetic clucking noises at the traumatic bits. She then 

examined my nails and asked to see my tongue. I felt a right twit sitting there like a panting dog, with my tongue 

hanging out and the homeopath squinting intently at it. 

Now I apologize in advance to any sworn believers in complementary medicine, but  she spoke a whole load 

of mumbo jumbo. Apparently a spasm has invaded my body, and if I just stop eating all carbohydrate (except for a 

tiny bit of wholemeal rice), all fruit except berries, and eat an egg and a spoonful of cinammon every day all my 

symptoms will go away. I also have to completely give up chocolate, can't have beans on toast 'cos of the 

carbohydrate  and need to stop taking all my prescribed medications, even the ones for migraines which used to 

be so bad I was passing out. 

When I mentioned the inflammatory changes on the x-ray, she answered like a politician AND she took £60 

for the privilege. She gave me some sugar pills to take. Apparently one of them contains opium - I asked her for 

lots of those -, but as they're diluted in about a million parts water they won't do any good anyway. She wants me 

to come back in a month, but I think I'll pass. 

Luckily my sense of humour remains intact, and as I sit here with a huge piece of carbohydrate, fat and 

chocolate laden cake, I will store this day in my drawer of weird memories 

By: Leah Hochhauser 
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It’s a day before  ערב יום כיפור and I am sitting down trying to keep my three and a half year old entertained. I am in 

a hospital room because that’s where Hashem wants me to be now. I used to shudder at the word ‘hospital.’ My older children 

were accustomed to the idea that little Esty always had to be admitted to hospital on Thursday which meant staying over 

Shabbos. 

Esty  has a low immune system which causes her many infections with little strength to fight them. Boruch Hashem we 

live in a sophisticated world with much modern technology to keep Esty going and to protect her from getting these nasty 

infections. 

Esty was born very underweight and was kept in the Special Care Unit for the first five weeks of her life. Once she grew 

a little older, after we kept monitoring her weight we realized that her development was delayed and far from age appropriate. 

So started the therapy sessions and our dining room was converted into a therapy room. 

Boruch Hashem her development is improving every day and she is building up on her language to enable us to 

understand her and for her to be able to express herself.  

We all adore Esty. She really keeps us all smiling through the many hardships. Esty has taught us so much; she has 

opened up a whole new word for us. We feel so connected to Hashem and we understand that nothing ever happens if 

Hashem doesn't wish it so. Yes, it’s been a growing process climbing up the ladder and at times it has seemed really hard but  

we’ve grown and we feel Hashem walking with us hand in hand. We daven and we know that Hashem really hears us and 

loves us. Esty wakes up every morning with a big smile on her face; she’s so happy to be alive. Life isn't easy for Esty but she’s 

full of Simcha which radiates from her to all the people who come into contact with her. 

Esty loves to watch me light the Shabbos candles and covers her eyes with her little hands, she loves to kiss the מזוזה 

and answers  אמן when she hears a ברכה. Esty enhances our Shabbos table by singing her beautiful זמירות without any real 

words in her high pitched voice. 

I thank Hashem for giving us Esty and ask him to please continue taking care of us all and that we should be זוכה to 

hear the שופר של משיח when we will truly see Hashem’s hidden light and understand His wondrous ways of running this 

world. 

A special thank you to In Touch for your wonderful organization. In conjunction with Kids United you enable us to share 

our feelings and experiences with people who truly understand us through experiences of their own and to unite together to 

bring נחת רוח to Hashem. 

By: Esty’s Mother 

A child can teach an adult three things: 
 

1. To be happy for 
no reason. 

 

2. To always be 
busy with 

something 

 

3. To know how to 
demand with all 

his might that 
which he desires. 

Paulo Coelho 
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   With the right motivation Josh can do anything and so we never set limits to our expectations for him.   Whether it is 

hiking or a simple walk, bowling or cinema, contributing to Salford Social Services Autism Awareness sessions, writing articles, 

websites or the narration for DVD’s. 

  Hash-m has blessed Josh with a unique, multi-faceted mind that even those close to him cannot begin to fathom. The same 

can be said in relation to his physical wellbeing. Our ability to understand his complex bowel condition is similarly constrained. This is 

one of the main burdens he has to bear. Another is anxiety….. Imagine you climbed onto the roof of the tallest skyscraper in town 

and walked over to the edge. Stand there with your feet together and your toes hanging over the skyscraper. There are sixty floors 

worth of empty space hanging under those toes!  Think about the surge of anxiety which would send your stomach into a tight knot. 

How long would you stand there before running to safety? This is how Josh feels most of the time but with no place of refuge. 

  Over recent months Josh has become effectively housebound and unable to function beyond the comfort of his bedroom. He 

seems to only desire solitude and the smallest interaction is a big effort. 

  Perhaps the most frustrating thing of all is watching Josh deteriorate knowing that we have very little control over this. We 

desperately searched for ways to help yet everything we have tried has been of no benefit. 

  We have been acutely aware that although this ordeal comes from Hashem, it is only for the best and before the Macoh 

Hashem creates the cure.  We have learnt that we are only responsible for the effort we make …the outcome is beyond our control. 

 

  The following anecdotes report our efforts to turn this potentially difficult situation into something productive. 

 

Have you heard the adage ‘when the going gets tough, the tough gets going’?   It means, respond 
to the challenge and grow from it. In the following article we will endeavour to describe how the 

‘going’ got tough for Joshua and how we got ‘going’. 

 

Dr Harris: Josh’s Mother 
 

Josh’s suffering pains me and I feel driven to ‘’fix’’ his situation . I have yet 

to internalize the lesson that I am impotent to fix anything and that only 

Hashem can orchestrate events. Who is to say that my image of a life of worth 

is correct? Maybe Josh’s rich life of thought is more fulfilling than any other 

activity I might offer. Perhaps the task is for me to be accepting and to request 

of Hashem not his refuah sheleima, but that everything that happens to him is 

for his ultimate best. 

I try to maintain a moving and stimulating workplace for Joshua’s team of 6 

PA’s ( 3 of whom contribute below),  and this has led to several worthwhile 

projects including this article, a book of testimonials from people who have 

been changed by their contact with Josh, a DVD and a pending website 

update. Today, Josh was splendid in his contribution to a presentation on 

autism awareness. He was composed, articulate and compelling. It was hard to 

reconcile the Josh who accomplished this with the struggling young man 

coping with pain and frustration of this morning. This inspires me, gives me 

hope and reinforces my resolve always to reach for the sky. 

Ruby: PA - 3rd Year 

  Being Josh is very hard. 

  One time he asked me to leave 

with a wry face and as I was 

closing the door he started to 

smile.  I was leaving the room, I 

suddenly re- opened the door 

and saw the smile wane. With a 

stern face he said ‘go out’.  It 

was great  that he was able to 

express what he wanted and I 

was able to comply. It made me 

happy. 

These difficult recent months for Josh were my first 

here, so although I was very pained to watch him 

struggle with his challenges it was a great learning 

curve, getting to understand Josh’s various phases 

and how to best help accordingly. The biggest lesson 

I have learnt is Josh’s positivity and belief that 

things can change. No matter how challenging a 

day might be, we never know what opportunities are 

waiting around the corner, because with Josh every 

day really is a brand new day! 

Avrohom Yitzchok: PA - 3 Months 

The strength of character that I see from Josh I 

find hard to express but I am in awe. I can only 

advocate and help Josh in any way I possibly 

can. The positivity and creative energy that 

Josh’s parents have regardless is something 

that I am privileged to be a part of and it is 

extremely infectious. During the times that 

Josh wishes for no outside intervention I can 

still be useful to him in many ways such as 

bettering my own abilities. So far I have 

completed a first aid course, a mini emotional 

freedom technique course and have booked 

courses in facilitated communication and 

person centred planning. Additionally I am 

working on a book of testimonials and this very 

article for Josh.  

Yitzchok: PA - 3 Months 

Since writing the above, Boruch Hashem, Josh has had more good days. We can’t attribute this to 
anything we have done but are grateful and optimistic. Rabbi Akiva was inspired to see the persistent drip 

of water penetrate stone. So too may ongoing prayer and effort bore through Autism. 

By: Blima Harris 
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I’m not afraid of flying. Not at all. The fact that I’m hurtling through space in a giant metal tube at 

500 miles per hour doesn’t bother me. Nor does the fact that there is literally no escape. Those doors are 

vacuumed closed. Not that I’ve ever tried to open them. I know better than that. After all, do I really want 

to exchange being trapped in a glorified sardine can for a 6 x 8 cell, and for a lot longer than 4 hours? 

No, I’m not afraid of flying, but I do hate it. It’s the people, my fellow weary passengers. Squash 500 

people in a pressurised container with less space per capita than that afforded to the average battery hen 

and it won’t be long before they are all clucking like crazy. And their combined odours will be no 

improvement than that of a hen house.  

I like flying on my own. I take the smallest suitcase I can get away with, and my handbag is my only 

hand luggage. I don’t have to worry about schlepping dummies, pampers, spare clothes or any special 

foods. All I need is my book, my music, my passport, a pen and I’m set. With the chaos that is my life, 

sitting on a plane for a few hours with nobody to disturb me is a luxury I can ill afford to pass up. 

Until the rest of the passengers make their way on board and I know, I just know that I’m going to be 

surrounded by a veritable mish-mash of infuriating travellers. Firstly there are those whose hand luggage 

is the size of a small country and since I have no hand baggage they are going to use my overhead 

compartment to house their Lichtenstein sized suitcase. And of course, they will be removing their very 

urgent items at least once every twenty minutes throughout the journey, giving me the pleasure of 

desperately holding my breath as they shove their pungent shower resistant bodies right into my nostrils. 

I will, no doubt, be seated next to Fidgety Traveller. You know, the person who cannot sit still for 

more than three minutes; getting up to walk around or going to the bathroom. Of course, he will need to 

do this just as the cabin crew have served the meal and now the simple act of getting up from my plane 

seat requires the gymnastic capability of an Olympic gold medallist. This feat is only made worse by the 

fact that the person in front of me insists on keeping their seat in permanent recline mode, even during 

meal times, and the screaming toddler behind me kicking the back of my seat in tempo with his sobs. 

Well, nightmare travellers everywhere, I have recently had a wake-up call. 

We went to Israel for Succoss and we had an amazing time. Except for the tiny fact that Meilech 

didn’t sleep the entire time we were there. He loved every minute and decided that he wasn’t going to 

snooze a single minute of it away. By the time we made our bleary-eyed, early morning flight back to 

London, I was just about ready to fall down from exhaustion. And Meilech, not having slept for two weeks, 

was just at the right level of cranky to give our journey that extra special traumatic touch. 

When I travel, I need to sit in the aisle seat, you know, just in case we need to escape in a hurry. My 

husband likes the window seat. And here’s the fun part: I get on the plane, sit down and don’t move until 

the captain announces, “Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Heathrow.” My other half, whilst not a fully 

fledged Fidgety Traveller, likes to get up during the flight from time to time. It is contradictions like these 

that change the flavour of my life from vanilla to hot with extra chilli. Some days I just wish for bland. 

So there we were; a fine example of irksome passengers. We had the Fidgety Traveller and an angry 

kid who insisted on kicking the seat in front of him. And me, so tired, and unable to fall asleep despite my 

best efforts, that I was just about ready to lie down on the floor and throw a tantrum. Instead I walked 

around like a half-crazed zombie my eyes glaring green at any snoozing passenger. 

And then I realised: We were the passengers I complain about. The ones who make my solo flights 

so irritating; the ones I moan about once I’ve landed. We have now become someone else’s grievance, 

someone else’s nightmare travel story, an anecdote at someone’s family gathering. 

And I’m not sure if I should feel shame or revel in the sense of some self-righteous justification. 

 

 

By: Feigi Stein 
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One day, an old professor of the School of Public Management in France, was invited to lecture on the topic of 

“Efficient Time Management” in front of a group of 15 executive managers representing the largest, most successful 

companies in America. The lecture was one in a series of 5 lectures conducted in one day, and the old professor was given 1 

hour to lecture. 

Standing in front of this group of elite managers, who were willing to write down every word that would come out of the 

famous professor’s mouth, the professor slowly met eyes with each manager, one by one, and finally said, “we are going to 

conduct an experiment”. 

From under the table that stood between the professor and the listeners, the professor pulled out a big glass jar and 

gently placed it in front of him. Next, he pulled out from under the table a bag of stones, each the size of a tennis ball, and 

placed the stones one by one in the jar. He did so until there was no room to add another stone in the jar. Lifting his gaze to 

the managers, the professor asked, “Is the jar full?” The managers replied, “Yes”. 

The professor paused for a moment, and replied, “Really?” 

Once again, he reached under the table and pulled out a bag full of pebbles. Carefully, the professor poured the 

pebbles in and slightly rattled the jar, allowing the pebbles to slip through the larger stones, until they settled at the bottom. 

Again, the professor lifted his gaze to his audience and asked, “Is the jar full?” 

At this point, the managers began to understand his intentions. One replied, “apparently not!” 

“Correct”, replied the old professor, now pulling out a bag of sand from under the table. Cautiously, the professor 

poured the sand into the jar. The sand filled up the spaces between the stones and the pebbles. 

Yet again, the professor asked, “Is the jar full?” 

Without hesitation, the entire group of students replied in unison, “NO!” 

“Correct”, replied the professor. And as was expected by the students, the professor reached for the pitcher of water 

that was on the table, and poured water in the jar until it was absolutely full. The professor now lifted his gaze once again and 

asked, “What great truth can we surmise from this experiment?” 

With his thoughts on the lecture topic, one manager quickly replied, “We learn that as full as our schedules may 

appear, if we only increase our effort, it is always possible to add more meetings and tasks.” 

“No”, replied the professor. The great truth that we can conclude from this experiment is: 

If we don’t put all the larger stones in the jar first, we will never be able to fit all of them later. 

The auditorium fell silent, as every manager processed the significance of the professor’s words in their entirety. 

The old professor continued, “What are the large stones in your life? Health? Family? Friends? Your goals? Doing what 

you love? Fighting for a cause? Taking time for yourself?” 

What we must remember is that it is most important to include the lager stones in our lives, because if we don’t do so, 

we are likely to miss out on life altogether. If we give priority to the smaller things in life (pebbles & sand), our lives will be 

filled up with less important things, leaving little or no time for the things in our lives that are most important to us. Because of 

this, never forget to ask yourself.  

 What are the Large Stones in your Life? 

And once you identify them, be sure to put them first in your “Jar of Life”. 

With a warm wave of his hand, the professor bid farewell to the managers, and slowly walked out of the room. 

Take care of the large stones first – the things that REALLY matter. Set your priorities. The rest are just pebbles and 

sand. If you put the sand or the pebbles into the jar first, there will be no room left for the stones. 

The same goes for your life. If you spend all your energy and time on the small stuff, you will never have room for things 

that are truly most important. 

Pay attention to the things that are critical in your life. Take time to play with your children. Take your partner out for 

dinner. Take time to have a chat with your loved ones. There will always be time to go to work, clean the house and give a 

dinner party.  
Sometimes the less important things in life can distract us, filling up our time and keeping us away from what really 

matters. I encourage you to take a moment and ask yourself, is your jar of life full of sand & pebbles or is filled with large 

stones. 

 

 

Time is wasted not in hours, but in minutes 

                Unknown  

Author Unknown 
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Hypotonia is a medical term that describes decreased muscle tone.  

Healthy  muscles are never fully relaxed. They retain a certain amount of stiffness (muscle tone that can be felt as 

resistance to movement). For example a person relies on their muscle tone in their back and neck to maintain their posture 

when standing or sitting up. 

Hypotonia is not the same as muscle weakness, although it can still be difficult to use the affected muscles. Depending 

on the cause, weakness may sometimes develop in association with hypotonia. 

Newborn and young children with severe hypotonia are often described as being “floppy” or like a “rag doll.” 

Causes of Hypotonia 
Hypotonia is a symptom that can be a feature of various underlying health conditions, many of which are inherited. 

There are two types of hypotonia (decreased muscle tone) that can occur due to problems related to the motor nerves. 

 Central Hypotonia - decreased muscle tone that occurs due to disrupted nerve signals in the brain or spinal cord. 

 Peripheral Hypotonia - decreased muscle tone that can occur as a result of nerve damage between the spinal 

cord and the muscle, or due to disruption in the communication between the end of the nerve and the surface of 

the muscle, or abnormalities in the muscles themselves. 

Hypotonia that is present at birth or shortly thereafter can be caused by: 

 Brain and spinal cord injury, including bleeding into the brain. 

 Cerebral Palsy: Several non-progressive neurological problems that are present at birth and affect a child’s 

movement and co-ordination. 

 Serious infections such as meningitis and encephalitis. 

 Genetic and chromosomal disorders such as Down’s Syndrome, Prader-Willi Syndrome and Tay Sachs disease. 

Symptoms 
Hypotonia that is present at birth usually becomes noticeable by the time a child is six months old. Signs include: 

 Little or no control of their neck muscles so their head tends to flop. 

 They feel limp when you hold them. 

 Unable to place any weight on their leg or shoulder muscles. 

 Arms and legs hang straight down from their sides rather than bending at the elbows, hips and knees. 

 May find sucking and swallowing difficult and may have a weak cry. 

Children with hypotonia may take longer to reach developmental milestones such as sitting up, crawling, walking, talking and 

feeding themselves. 

Diagnosing Hypotonia 
If Hypotonia is suspected in a baby they will be referred to a specialist who will ask a number of questions including 

whether there have been any problems since birth such as seizures or if any other family members have had similar 

problems.  

Following an assessment, a full examination will be carried out. Some tests that may be recommended include a CT 

scan, MRI, EEG (a test that records brain activity) and an EMG (where the electrical activity of a muscle is recorded using 

small needle electrodes that are inserted into the muscle fibres. The specialist may recommend a muscle biopsy where a 

small sample of muscle is taken and examined and genetic testing. 

 Treatment 
The recommended treatment plan for Hypotonia will depend on the underlying cause. 

Hypotonia that is caused by a baby being born prematurely will usually improve as the baby gets older or if it is caused 

by an infection the symptoms may disappear if the infection can be successfully treated. 

If it is not possible to treat the underlying cause of hypotonia the two main treatments will be physiotherapy and 

occupational therapy. 

Physiotherapy  provides a series of exercises and tasks that will help to improve posture and co-ordination to 

compensate for low muscle tone and it will strengthem the muscles around the joints of the arms and legs so they provide 

more support and stability. 

Occupational therapy teaches skills that are needed to carry out day to day activities such as improving hand and finger 

skills requires for dressing and feeding. 

 

                  Credits: www.nhs.co.uk 

 



15     IN TOUCH/ WINTER 2012 

 

  

My name is Jenny and I am twenty years old. I am an 

artist, an athlete, a student and I have hypotonia. 

When I was under a year old my parents noticed that I 

slept with my limbs flopped out rather then curled towards my 

body. I was also unable to hold my head up. I started walking 

when I was 17 months old. 

When I started school my teachers noticed my poor 

pencil grip and my inability to hold my head up for long 

periods. When I was 7 years old my teacher began criticizing 

my poor posture and forced me to sit straight. My inability to 

sit up led to a mistaken diagnosis of ADD and I was forced into 

psychiatric evaluation. Through this ordeal it was discoverd 

that I had hypotonia. 

I started physiotherapy. I did not find the sessions too 

challenging or strenuous, but the results were excellent. My 

parents encouraged me to start playing hockey in the hope 

that it would develop my leg muscles. My teacher was not 

supportive of me and encouraged my classmates to make fun 

of my disorder as she decided it was not a legitimate 

condition. As a result of this I stopped physiotherapy but I 

continued with my hockey. 

My parents also enrolled me into jazz dance classes in 

the hope that it would improve my grace and make me less 

clumsy. 

At age 12 my eyes began to weaken and got my first 

pair of glasses. My handwriting was still awful and I was often 

chastised for it. I also found it difficult to carry my school 

backpack and I need several days of rest after intense hockey 

practice or games. 

I am now 20 years old and attend university. I have 

given up hockey to pursue competitive dance. Hypotonia 

makes me more flexible but I have trouble holding some 

positions and the energy required is very tiring. I work out at 

the gym, I manage to write my exams by  hand and although I 

am usually allowed extra time I have never had to take 

advantage of it. 

I do not consider myself flawed because of my 

hypotonia. I am simply different. I manage to participate in 

many activities and can enjoy a social life with most of peers 

although I do tire much faster. Although my fine motor skills 

are fairly poor, my brain activity and mental activity is 

exemplary.  

*Name has been changed 

 

Jenny* is twenty years old and she had Hypotonia. She says 

that she often sees parents of infants or children why hypotonia 

who have a lot of questions. She wants to prove that people with 

hypotonia do grow up to be happy and “normal,” for the most 

part. 

 

JENNY’s STORY 

 

 Personal Account of Living With Hypotonia 

Handling Hypotonia 

 

 When holding a hypotonic baby in the palm of 

your hand they will just lay like a wet noodle. You can pull on 

their arms and look for head lag, a baby with hypotonia will 

not be able to bring its head off the ground. 

Simply watching them in their bassinet or cot will give 

you a hint as they will lay spread eagled with arms 

outstretched rather than curled up as babies usually do. 

Handling a hypotonic baby is different than handling a 

regular baby. Here are a few ways to make it easier. 

Swaddling 
Swaddling your baby in a blanket will help keep their 

arms and legs midline and it will help them sleep better. 

There are many swaddling blankets available, some with 

Velcro, to help make swaddling easier and keep the baby 

cosy. 

Extra Support to the Baby’s Head 
Provide extra support to the baby’s head and remind 

people who hold your baby to do the same. People are 

aware of doing this with a newborn but it is especially 

important with a hypotonic baby because of the head lag. 

Watch those Armpits 
When holding the baby up, try to avoid holding 

underneath the armpits as the child will slip through and you 

will put extra stress on those joints. Hold around the rib cage 

just beneath the armpits where you can get a firm grasp. 

You should creep your fingers up to the back of the neck to 

offer head support. 

Pay Attention to Limbs 
Make sure you do not get the baby’s arms or legs 

caught in odd positions, as it is easy to overstretch their 

joints. Be aware of their limbs as they can end up in odd 

places without you noticing. 

Sidelining 
Laying your child in a side lying position will help them 

bring their hands and legs midline and can help them play 

with toys and interact more with their environment. 

Tummy Time 
The most important position your child should work 

on is tummy time. Do this as often as possible. They can lay 

flat on their belly you can use a pillow to prop them up a bit. 

This position will help them build head control which is 

needed before moving on to the next developmental steps. 

 

 

   

 

Credits: www.noahsdad.com 

 

Handling babies with hypotonia can be a bit difficult, however 

it does make for a really snuggly baby. 

Hypotonic babies will need a lot of physiotherapy, but here are 

some tips on handling a hypotonic baby as well as positions 

you can use. 
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 Diet tips 

 Compiled By: F. Stein  

1 
If no-one sees you eat it, it has no  

calories. 2 
If you drink a diet coke with 

chocolate, the diet coke cancels 

out the calories in the chocolate. 

3 
Broken biscuit pieces don’t count 

because the process of breakage 

causes calorie leakage. 4 
If you eat food off someone 

else’s plate, it doesn’t count. 

9 

5 
If you eat standing up all the 

calories go to your feet and get 

walked off. 6 
 When you eat with someone else 

calories do not count if you do not 

eat more than they do. 

7 
Licking the spoon or the bowl 

has no calories if you are in the 

process of preparing something. 8 
Party foods like crisps and sweets do not 

have additional calories because they are 

part of the entertainment experience. 
Foods consumed for medicinal 

purposes have no calories. This 

includes chocolate for energy and 

cheesecake as a de-stresser.  10 
If you fatten up everyone around 

you, you will look thinner. 

TOP 

10  

 

With the temperatures dropping outside, you’ll feel more inclined to 

stay indoors where it’s warm and there’s good food. 

Here are a few tips to help you .keep those calories in check. 

 

 

“The mind is like an umbrella - 

it only works when it is open.” 

 

Sir James Jeans 

 

 

“Worry does not empty 

tomorrow of it’s sorrow; it 

empties today of its strength.” 

 

Corrie then Boon (Dutch protector of Jews 

during WWII) 

 

“Experience is what you get 

when you don’t get what you 

want.” 

 

Unknown 
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I have recently gone through the rather long process of becoming a fully fledged foster carer. I went through 

the process with Hackney and we passed panel last June. 

Since passing panel there have been no children at our house as the social services have said that there is no 

need in our community for respite foster carers for children with special needs. On investigating further this is either 

because it is not specifically mentioned in their care package or, if they do not have a care package, they may not 

know that they need to ask for it. The parents need to ask for ‘short breaks’ rather than respite. 

Hackney is supposed to liaise with Barnet and Haringey who both said that they work differently and also have 

nobody with special needs who needs respite care and if there was, they go to places such as Buckets and Spades 

etc, which may be for more severe needs and therefore parents can have fewer days there due to the expense. Both 

Barnet and Hackney  have been open to 'thinking creatively' but I was told by my social worker that this would take 

time. 

The requests for short breaks has to come from parents who need to mention that Hackney have us on their 

register as a short break carer and then the other Boroughs need to go from there. Unfortunately, this requires more 

work and perseverance on the parents’ part, but once it is established it can easily be repeated as and when needed. 

It seems a huge shame that Hackney has gone through the whole expensive process with me only to be told 

that there is nobody at the moment who needs it. I feel that it must be a huge relief for parents to know that they had 

some days each year, either spaced out or in one block where their child would be cared for and they would be able to 

go away, or even just take a break to recharge.  

 

READER’S FORUM 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have 

Your 

SAY.... 

Last issue we asked: 
How do you deal with 

temper tantrums in public 
especially with older 

children? 

These are a couple of ideas that have 

worked for me for my son. 

1. Distraction. Have things handy 

that you child likes to play with. 

2. Try to analyse the situation. If 

your child has sensory issues 

there may be something in his 

surroundings that is upsetting 

him. Be aware of his 

environment. 

3. Be sympathetic. Show your 

child that you understand his 

frustrations and your efforts to 

calm him will seem more 

genuine. 

4. If all else fails, move away from 

the situation. 

 

Submitted anonymously 

For my son with Autism I make sure that when he is having a temper 

tantrum that his safety is paramount. I remove him to a safe place 

where he cannot bang his head on any hard surfaces. 

Also it is very important to remain calm. My son will pick up on my 

facial expressions and if he sees I am anxious it will only make his 

tantrum worse. 

Name withheld by request 

Topic for next issue: 
Tips for keeping your kids 

entertained when you just need a 
few minutes to breathe. 

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

 

Please send in your ideas for future topics 

 

For more information contact Ruth Yellon on: 07970 101 352 

RUTH YELLON:  FOSTER CARER 
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I grew up in paradise.  

The youngest child in a loving and affluent home, there was little beyond my reach. My father, a Holocaust survivor, lived 

to make us happy; whether it was nosh, toys, or going to camp, I never had to beg or invest effort to get my way. This method 

became my default mode; if I wanted it, it was as good as mine.  
Before formal chessed organizations existed, my mother taught us to help and respect every person, regardless of 

appearance or situation. Despite her busy schedule, she used to visit dysfunctional homes to feed and bathe the kids, check 

their hair for lice, and kiss them to sleep. It was a common occurrence for me to give my bed to a sudden guest. Every Yiddishe 

neshamah was precious to Hashem and was therefore precious to us. I carried that fundamental lesson into my new life, when 

at the age of seventeen, I became a glowing bride. My husband, at eighteen, was kind, ehrlich, and just as clueless as I. We grew 

up together and were soon proud parents of a darling baby girl. 

Three more precious babies followed. Of course I had my little struggles; growing kids, normal aches and pains, school 

issues... but overall, life was swathed in a rose-colored glow.  

Then Naftoli was born. Everything had gone smoothly and the baby looked completely normal but when I first saw him, I 

felt something was wrong. I had this eerie feeling of are you mine? Stop being ridiculous, I told myself firmly, he’s the same baby 

who was born two minutes ago, no one left or entered the room since then, but the feeling persisted. I just didn’t feel 

comfortable with him. 

Naftoli screamed and screamed. He was a pretty baby, but behaved horrendously. He fed terribly, vomited constantly, and 

bawled non-stop. Throughout that trying year, as I ran to doctors, that same thought of are you mine? wracked my brain.  

When Naftoli was nine months old, I was in Eretz Yisrael for Yom Tov with my in-laws. I was busy, as usual, with my 

howling baby, when my mother-in-law walked into the room. 

"Toby," she said gently, "I think you should have Naftoli checked out. He isn’t developing the way he should."  

I was livid. How dare she imply that there was something wrong with my child? But as emotions overwhelmed me, I knew 

that I was so devastated only because I felt she was right. Something was wrong with Naftoli. At nine months, he still didn’t roll 

over, he was very floppy, didn’t reach out for toys, and could only hold his head up with effort.   

Back home, the pediatrician took us seriously. Too seriously. After he examined Naftoli, I looked him in the eye and asked, 

"What is your diagnosis?" 

He smiled gently. In an even and fatherly tone, he said, "It can be one of three conditions. Option one, he has hypotonia, 

which means that he has very low muscle tone, and it will take him longer to develop than other children, but he will get there. 

But I doubt this is Naftoli's case. The second thing it may be is a medical issue like a metabolic disorder. Or he may have a 

permanent developmental condition that you'll have to learn to live with. I'll send him for tests and scans so we can get a clear 

diagnosis." He looked softly at my ashen face. "He's a beautiful baby, you can enjoy him," he said. 

I left his office, crushed. I only heard option three. In my mind, I saw myself ten years down the road, pushing a severely 

disabled child in a wheelchair. My husband heard option one. He imagined that after a few months of costly therapies, Naftoli 

would join his siblings as one of the gang.  

Until I got the test results, I was totally depressed. I didn’t eat or look after myself or my family. It was as if I was locked in 

a black capsule, just me and my imperfect baby. Hashem, I thought, if I was meant to have a disabled child, shouldn’t it have 

been my first? How will I take care of the rest of my family if I have to spend all my time and energy on Naftoli?  Meanwhile, the 

test results came back inconclusive.  

Somehow, I emerged from the darkness and embarked on an exhaustive therapy mission. I discovered that in addition to 

his developmental issues, Naftoli had severe sensory integration dysfunction. His senses overwhelmed him, and so he 

screamed, to find a way out of his burning skin. I followed the exercise regimens that were prescribed by his therapists diligently. 

It was a full time occupation but Naftoli slowly showed some developmental progress. 

It was a lonely and painful time. I remember wheeling him in his carriage at age two when a woman commented, "He 

looks so long and lanky; quite ready for walking, I would think." She said it casually, but I was wounded. I felt so isolated thinking 

I was the only frum woman experiencing this. On one visit to a government-run disability center, I was delighted to notice Tzirele 

Gluck, another frum woman. She, however, was devastated to meet me, and moved to a corner with her son, Moishy, whose CP 

caused his awkward movements and developmental disabilities. Despite her initial embarrassment, we became close friends.  

Soon after, Mrs Riky Rumpler (who set up Side by Side, a special needs school) called us and said, "Look at how you two 

support each other. You must set up a support group for mothers! Please do it!" 

In 1999, Tzirele and I started a support group, In Touch, for six families (now over 300 across UK) of special needs 

children. Naftoli and I had come a long way. 
When my next baby was born, I felt so hopeful; a new child would make me feel whole again. One day, as I chatted to a 

friend, she asked, "Are you nervous about your next child?" 

 

By: Toby Waltzer 
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I stared at her. "Nervous? Not at all! Hashem wouldn't put me through it again. Anyway, if there is something wrong with 

my baby, I'll know straightaway. I know what to expect." In my heart, I was still the spoiled darling. My plans had been messed up 

once, but life could still be good.  

Yanky was born screaming heartily. A blonde, striking baby with perfect features, he seemed perfectly fine, but our 

pediatrician was concerned. Yanky cried incessantly and seemed too floppy. We went through the same tests; again, there was 

no clear diagnosis, but something was amiss.  

A fresh tsunami crashed through my world. I was bitter, angry, and confused. Hashem only gave people nisyonos that they 

could cope with, but I so clearly could not handle this! What was going on here?  

My wonderful husband had no problem accepting that this child, too, was mentally disabled. "Hashem is perfect. 

Everything He does is perfect, we simply don’t see the whole picture. This is our tafkid. We'll cope, life will go on." While I 

recognized that his words and attitude were true, they irritated me. Didn’t he care? Obviously, I thought, as the mother, I felt the 

pain more deeply.  

Somehow, I managed to include my new baby in Naftoli’s intensive sensory and physiotherapy sessions. Life revolved 

around home visits by therapists, visiting sensory units, and practising the exercises at home. Every day, I would stroke them 

gently with a special brush, encourage them to taste different flavors and textures, and spread chocolate around their mouths to 

get their tongues moving while they tried to taste the chocolate. 
Daily life, while definitely very challenging, was bearable. Naftoli and Yanky attended special needs schools, running In 

Touch sustained me (planning the monthly programs, annual conventions, magazines, and extra trips really stimulated me), and 

my beloved new baby daughter was a balm to my heart and spirit. 
Then my mother was niftar. My greatest cheerleader, my closest confidante, and the one who loved me the most - I was 

totally crushed by my loss. Soon after she was niftar, my father, weak and sick, moved in with us. Chaos reigned. In one jumbled 

abode resided one sick grandfather, one depressed mother, and two mentally disabled pre-teens. It wasn’t a happy combination 

and I wasn’t functioning. Yanky was extremely challenging. At age ten, he was physically and verbally aggressive, and I, in my 

fragile emotional state, felt like I was alone in the crashing ocean, in a dinghy boat. And I was capsizing.  

I was vulnerable and sad and desperately craved stability, but my home resounded with wild threats and bangs and 

furniture being hurled across the room or down the stairs. I was walking on eggshells. Sometimes Yanky was so docile and 

sweet, and then, like an unexpected tidal wave, his mood would crash and the tantrums would begin. I couldn’t take it anymore.  

With the support of loyal friends and family, I investigated foster care. But the local Social Services were dreadful; they 

didn’t want to fund his foster care. 

"Why are you picking on Yanky?" they said, "you can definitely cope, and if not, it's not like you can insist on Jewish 

placement."  

On the advice of our esteemed Vizhnitzer Rebbe, we travelled to Eretz Yisrael with Yanky to arrange foster care there. My 

friend, Tami Carmel, researched possible homes for him before our arrival so that I could interview families upon our arrival in 

Yerushalayim. Baruch Hashem, I “clicked” with the second family on the list and I knew that Yanky would be truly happy there. 

Interestingly, it was more than the family's warmth and spacious accommodations that drew me; it was even trivialities like the 

elevator and the electric gate at the front entrance, two things that Yanky was obsessed with. It would be a good home for him. 

Still, I left Eretz Yisrael with a vacuum in my heart. My beautiful, challenging son was no longer under my daily care. A 

stranger would greet him in the morning and prepare his breakfast and lunch. Yanky was going to face a new family, house, and 

school and I would not be there to soothe his battered spirit.  

My depression intensified. Although I ran In Touch actively, I was emotionally battered. Rebbetzin Feige Twerski was our 

guest speaker at that year's annual convention. I said to her, "I know I organized this convention and people think I'm thriving, 

but inside, I'm dying." 

Shortly after that, my dear father was niftar. My abyss deepened and medication was not helping me. Although my heart 

was not fully involved, I still made some of the arrangements for In Touch, and I therefore called Rebbetzin Twerski to invite her 

to our next convention. She was excited to hear from me. "Toby, I was just thinking of you!" she exclaimed. "I've just been to an 

Innate Health conference – it was phenomenal! You must take this course, and now you don’t even have to come to America. I 

met Terry Rubinstein here, she's an Innate Health facilitator in London, and she's wonderful. Go see her." 

I was skeptical that attitude training could fight my depression. My days were consumed with grieving for my parents, 

dealing with an increasingly difficult Naftoli, and feeling guilt and longing for Yanky (aside from “regular” challenges with our 

other children), but still, I made an appointment to meet Terry.  
I met Terry for two and a half hours. She exuded tranquillity and presence of heart and mind. I don’t remember what we 

talked about in that time, but it was as if she sprinkled condensed sunshine over my hopeless mind and replaced it with energy. 

I came home on a high and went back a few more times, each time emerging emotionally stronger. The whole world suddenly 

seemed brighter and I felt much better about myself. 

In time, I learned that my thoughts create my reality. Happy thoughts would create a happy reality, and I was the driver 

behind the thoughts wheel, not my circumstances.  I wished I could broadcast my revelation through the streets. I wanted to 

shout, "People, wake up! You could be enjoying life and happy. Understand the nature of thought; it will change your life!" 

I signed up for a four-day intensive course with Rabbi Chaim Levine in Seattle. From there, I embarked on my own journey 

of further learning and then guiding people to find the light and power within themselves and understand their thoughts. What a 

wonderful journey it has turned out to be! I have watched amazing changes in people's perspective on life, because Innate 

Health has the power to help every person, no matter their circumstances. The size and strength of the issues people face is 

irrelevant, because new thinking creates an alternate, better reality and thus a healthier, happier life. 

Yes, my picture-perfect youth took decidedly un-picturesque detours. Hitches still arise each day: nothing in my 

circumstances has changed, but everything in my reality has. I feel like Hashem has slipped me the secret of life and I am, 

baruch Hashem, experiencing an incredibly high level of overall well-being. It isn’t a fad attitude diet either; it has sustained me 

for over three years and I have shared this understanding with hundreds of others. And that, for me, is a happily-ever-after.  
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ה‘קול ברמה נשמע נהי בכי תמרורים רחל מבכה על בני  
 

A mother cries for her children especially when they are in pain. And it all helps. The Tefillos of a mother are never 

wasted. 

My daughter was born in 1984 on חול המועד פסח. She was immediately taken from me and put in an incubator 

because her temperature was below normal. 

Eventually we were sent home. A few weeks later I noticed that my daughter’s head was rolling, her temperature 

was sky high and she was very still. I wasn’t too worried, but I called the doctor anyway. Dr Rubner sent me straight to 

hospital with a possibility of meningitis.  

After eight days of tests in intensive care, Boruch Hashem the tests showed no meningitis, but a reflux from the 

bladder to the kidneys. The kidneys weren’t flushing out as they should be. Infections had crept in and my daughter was 

now put on long term antibiotics.  

A radium scan showed that one kidney was much smaller than the other and that it had been damaged. For the 

next two to three years we were regular patients at Great Ormond Street Hospital to ensure that there was no further 

kidney damage. 

Unfortunately the antibiotics did not solve the problem completely. One kidney was almost completely 

dysfunctional. By daughter was living with just one kidney. 

It was touch and go and we were put on the list for immediate surgery. 

By that time she was four years old. She needed to have the tubes from her bladder to her kidney reimplanted. 

Boruch Hashem the operation was successful but she still had to take regular antibiotics until she was sixteen years 

old. She also had to have regular hospital visits to ensure that no further damage had occurred. 

After this all my children had to be regularly screened up until they were sixteen years old to make sure that none 

of them suffered from the same condition. Testing did show that a couple of my other children did have the same 

problem but Boruch Hashem it was well controlled and no surgery or medication was required. 

Today my daughter is Boruch Hashem married and is raising healthy children of her own. 

 

I ask myself what helped us through? If one looks at the first פסוק  in פרשת שמות it says, 

 ואלה שמות בני ישראל הבאים
And the Yidden went down to Mitzrayim 

 

If you take the סופי תיבות, the end letters and reshuffle them, it spells תהילם. This is what helps us all in our 

Golus and it is what will continue to help us עד ביאת גואל צדק במהרה בימינו אמן. 
 

 

 

 

 

“Our doubts are traitors, and 

make us lose the good we oft 

might win, by fearing to 

attempt.” 
 

William Shakespeare 

 

“The purpose of life is a life of 

purpose.” 

 

John O’Keeffe 

 

 
 

“The less people speak of their 

greatness, the more we think of 

it.” 

 

Lord Bacon 

 

By: Chani Benedikt 
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Dear Sir,  
 
I am writing to thank you for bouncing my cheque with which I endeavoured to pay my plumber last month. By 

my calculations some three nanoseconds must have elapsed between his presenting the cheque and the arrival in 
my account of the funds needed to honour it. I refer, of course, to the automatic monthly deposit of my entire salary, 
an arrangement which, I admit, has only been in place for eight years. 

You are to be commended for seizing that brief window of opportunity, and also for debiting my account £50 
by way of penalty for the inconvenience I caused to your bank. My thankfulness springs from the manner in which 
this incident has caused me to rethink my errant financial ways.  

You have set me on the path of fiscal righteousness. No more will our relationship be blighted by these 
unpleasant incidents, for I am restructuring my affairs in 2003, taking as my model the procedures, attitudes and 
conduct of your very bank. I can think of no greater compliment and I know you will be excited and proud to hear it. 
To this end, please be advised about the following changes: 

I have noticed that whereas I personally attend to your telephone calls and letters, when I try to contact you, I 
am confronted by the impersonal, ever-changing, pre-recorded, faceless entity which your bank has become. From 
now on I, like you, choose only to deal with a flesh-and-blood person.  

My mortgage and loan repayments will, therefore and hereafter, no longer be automatic, but will arrive at 
your bank, by cheque, addressed personally and confidentially to an employee at your branch whom you must 
nominate. You will be aware that it is an offence under the Postal Act for any other person to open such an envelope. 
Please find attached an Application Contact Status which I require your chosen employee to complete. I am sorry it 
runs to eight pages, but in order that I know as much about him or her as your bank knows about me, there is no 
alternative. Please note that all copies of his or her medical history must be countersigned by a Notary Public, and 
the mandatory details of his/her financial situation (income, debts, assets and liabilities) must be accompanied by 
documented proof. In due course, I will issue your employee with a PIN number which he/she must quote in dealings 
with me. I regret that it cannot be shorter than 28 digits but, again, I have modelled it on the number of button 
presses required to access my account balance on your phone bank service. 

As they say, imitation is the sincerest form of flattery. Let me level the playing field even further by 
introducing you to my new telephone system, which you will notice, is very much like yours. My authorized contact 
at your bank, the only person with whom I will have any dealings, may call me at any time and will be answered by an 
automated voice service:  

 
1. To make an appointment to see me.  
2. To query a missing payment.  
3. To transfer the call to my living room in case I am there. 
4. To transfer the call to my bedroom in case I am sleeping.  
5. To transfer the call to my toilet in case I am attending to nature. 
6. To transfer the call to my mobile phone if I am not at home.  
7. To leave a message on my computer, a password to access my computer is required. Password will be 

communicated at a later date to the authorized contact. 
8. To return to the main menu and to listen to options 1 through 9.  
9. To make a general complaint or inquiry. The contact will then be put you on hold, pending the attention of 

my automated answering service. While this may on occasion involve a lengthy wait, uplifting music will play for the 
duration of the call.  

 
On a more serious note, we come to the matter of cost. As your bank has often pointed out, the ongoing drive 

for greater efficiency comes at a cost which you have always been quick to pass on to me. Let me repay your kindness 
by passing some costs back. First, there is a matter of advertising material you send me. This I will read for a fee of 
£20 per page. Inquiries from the authorized contact will be billed at £5 per minute of my time spent in response. Any 
debits to my account, as, for example, in the matter of the penalty for the dishonoured cheque, will be passed back 
to you. My new phone service runs at 75p a minute. You will be well advised to keep your inquiries brief and to the 
point. Regrettably, but again following your example, I must also levy an establishment fee to cover the setting up of 
this new arrangement. 

Wishing you a happy, if ever-so-slightly less prosperous, New Year!  
 

Your Humble Client, 

 

 

Below is an actual letter sent to a UK Bank. The Bank Manager thought it amusing enough to have it 
published in the Guardian (National British Newspaper). 
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One day, a poor boy who was selling goods from door to door to pay his way through school, 

found he had only one thin dime left, and he was hungry. He decided he would ask for a meal at the next 

house. However, he lost his nerve when a lovely young woman opened the door. Instead of a meal he 

asked for a drink of water. She thought he looked hungry so brought him a large glass of milk. He drank 

it slowly, and then asked, “How much do I owe you?” “You don’t owe me anything,” she replied. “Mother 

has taught us never to accept pay for a kindness.” He said, “Then I thank you from my heart.” 

As Howard Kelly left that house, he not only felt stronger physically, but his faith in God and man 

was strong also. He had been ready to give up and quit. 

Years later that young woman became critically ill. The local doctors were baffled. They finally sent 

her to the big city, where they called in specialists to study her rare disease. Dr. Howard Kelly was called 

in for the consultation. When he heard the name of the town she came from, a strange light filled his 

eyes. Immediately he rose and went down the hall of the hospital to her room. Dressed in his doctor’s 

gown he went in to see her. He recognized her at once. He went back to the consultation room 

determined to do his best to save her life. From that day he gave special attention to the case. 

After a long struggle, the battle was won. Dr. Kelly requested the business office to pass the final 

bill to him for approval. He looked at it, then wrote something on the edge and the bill was sent to her 

room. She feared to open it, for she was sure it would take the rest of her life to pay for it all. Finally she 

looked, and something caught her attention on the side of the bill. She began to read 

the following words: 

“Paid in full with one glass of milk” 

Signed, Dr. Howard Kelly. 

 

 
 

“Feeling gratitude and not 

expressing it is like wrapping a 

present and not giving it.” 

 

William Arthur Ward 

 

 

“Gratitude is when memory is 

stored in the heart and not in 

the mind” 

 

Lionel Hampton 
 

“When it comes to life the 

critical thing is whether you 

take things for granted or take 

them with gratitude” 
 

Gilbert K Chesterton 

 

http://academictips.org/blogs/a-glass-of-milk-paid-in-full/#
http://academictips.org/blogs/a-glass-of-milk-paid-in-full/#
http://academictips.org/blogs/a-glass-of-milk-paid-in-full/#
http://academictips.org/blogs/a-glass-of-milk-paid-in-full/#
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Odds Farm was anything but odd! The new venue was the ideal outing for families of In Touch this past 

Chol Hamoed. There was a lovely mixture of fun, play & education for kids of all ages - n a safe environment! 

Staff were extremely accommodating and understanding especially with the more challenging visitors, and 

they bent over backwards to please all the participants. 

Children and adults alike enjoyed their close encounters with the sheep, goat and rabbits. The less brave 

shrank back as the animals pushed forward to feed from the children's hands. And even they, with support from 

the staff, eventually plucked up the courage to give the animals to eat. 

Everyone loved the Giant Indoor Playbarn where they whooshed down fast slides, scrambled through nets & 

tunnels and much more! 

The go kart track let them burn off extra energy and for the younger tots, there were pedal karts and electric 

tractors. 

 A tractor-trailer ride gave everyone the opportunity to view the length and breadth of the farm from their high 

perches as they bumped across the uneven grounds. 

The sheep race had some interesting contestants, and the cheers of the crowd gave these animals the 

impetus to participate in the race. With an especially built mini race track complete with jumps and bends, eager 

sheep and miniature jockeys, Sheep Racing was an event not to miss. Plus, everyone who guessed the winning 

sheep took home a medal. 

Families were delighted to meet up with each other once again and the cold yet crisp weather allowed them 

to enjoy their lunches at the many picnic tables scattered across the farm. 

The cosy In Touch succah once again served the needs of the men and boys who attended the farm. 

Observing the jam-packed, double-decker bus filled with tired yet happy faces was testimony to the 

wonderful time everyone had spent with family and friends. 
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 Motzei Shabbos פרשת חיי שרה saw Satmar Hall decorated in a 

resplendent purple and silver colour scheme, reminiscent of royalty and 

luxury. This year, instead of laying tables for ten, there was just one big table 

in the centre, generating a feeling of unity, oneness and achdus. We were all 

there together, as one, to participate at In Touch’s annual Melave Malka. 

 This year we were honoured to welcome our special guest speaker 

Rabbi Avrohom Pesach Kamionka. Rabbi Kamionka’s words came from the 

heart and touched the hearts of all the participants. 

 Rabbi Kamionka began by saying that the Tefillos that come from a 

broken heart carry more weight in שמים. When we are going through a 

particularly challenging time, and we feel broken, then is the time to raise our 

eyes heavenwards and beseech to Hashem. 

 When Rochel tells Yaakov that she has no children, Yaakov asks her, 

“what do you want from me? I have children, you don’t.” This seems like a 

harsh answer, but what Yaakov was saying to Rochel was, “you don’t have 

children, so your Tefillos, from your broken heart, will shoot up much faster than mine. You should daven to Hashem because 

my Tefillos will not be as heartfelt as yours.” 

 Rabbi Kaminonka illustrated this point with an inspiring story.  

 There was a man living in קרית ספר  with eight children in a tiny apartment. His 

wife was due to have another baby and he could just not see how he could possibly 

manage to fit in yet another child when every inch of floor space was already occupied. 

Not knowing what to do, he talks to his ראש כולל who suggested he go to the כותל and pour 

his heart out to the One who has all the solutions. As he stood by the כותל tears streaming 

down his face, he was approached by a French yid asking why he was so sad. The man 

doesn’t reply and continues turning his Tefillos heavenward. When he was finished the 

French yid once again asks him, “tell me why you are so sad, perhaps I can help.” 

The man pours his woes to this strange French yid and after listening to the story, 

the French man says, “you know, I was actually looking for a big flat in קרית ספר . Could you 

possibly help me find one?” 

Of course, the man was more than willing to help a fellow yid and he agreed, taking 

him round to look at various flats. At one point, whilst looking at a beautiful large 

apartment, the French yid turns to the man and asks him, “so is this the kind of flat you 

are looking for your family?” The man nods his head. The Frenchman turns to this poor 

yid, a man he didn’t really know and tells him, “I am moved by your story and your 

heartfelt Tefillos. I am buying this flat and I want you and your family to live in it, rent 

free.” 

The man was very excited and thankful. He went back to the כותל to thank Hashem 

for the miracle and made a סעודת הודעה. 

When all his friends at the כולל heard his story, they all rushed to the כותל. 

Apparently, at the כותל one can get beautiful free apartments and they all wanted 

to be the beneficiaries of such a miracle. Of course, none of his friends were 

fortunate enough to stumble across a benevolent French man. When they went 

to the ראש כולל asking why, the ראש כולל   said, because that man went to the כותל 

to daven to Hashem. You are all going to daven to a French man. 

 Rabbi Kamionka finished off by saying that everyone has their own צרות, 

their own brand of troubles But we should remember that when it comes to a 

tough time, a minute where we think we can’t cope, we should take advantage of 

the moment, turn directly to Hashem and pour our troubles out to him. He can 

handle them when we can’t. 

 The Melave Malka was further enhanced by the musical accomplishments 

of B.S. Gluck. 

 On a cold winter’s night, the In Touch Melave Malka is the perfect remedy 

to warm a person’s mind, body and soul. 

 

Rabbi Avrohom Pesach Kamionka 

speaks at the Melave Malka  

One table, one family 

A selection of the participants 

In Touch P
resents

.... 

חיי שרה
 פרשת 

By: F Stein 
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It was a dull, miserable October evening 

and I had just experienced the day from hell. 

Three consecutive appointments in different parts 

of town, contending with nightmarish traffic and 

the usual annoyances that are part and parcel of 

public transport. In short, I was feeling fed up and 

irritable. 

Until I walked through the doors of the 

Sanctuary Spa in Covent Garden. As soon as I 

stepped through the entrance, the scent of 

aromatherapy oils lingering in the air, a sense of 

calm and relaxation washed over me. The trials 

and tribulations of the outside world melted away 

as I changed into my fluffy robe. 

Sitting in the jacuzzi, the bubbles 

massaging my body, was a luxurious experience. 

It’s not often that I get to close my eyes and let 

my thoughts drift away and clear the cobwebs of 

my mind. 

I had booked a body treatment and lying on 

the table, the massage therapists hands working 

her magic, I forgot about the myriad details that 

make up my life and for the first time in ages I felt 

like I was finally being looked after in a way we all 

need to be taken care of. 

I then joined the other In Touch mothers for 

a snack. Even though the drinks were half frozen, 

none of us cared. We were all far too relaxed to 

let a small matter of iced milk bother us. After 

eating far too much, I made my way home, feeling 

a whole lot better. 

With a choice of an evening session or a 

morning session at the Spa, it gave the mothers 

an opportunity to find a time that suited them 

best. Whilst the morning session was more 

heavily attended, I enjoyed the small gathering of 

attendees in the evening. It was cosy, relaxing 

and intimate. A small conglomeration of women 

sharing similar experiences, who for one evening 

could let those daily dramas fade away and just 

be regular women on an evening out. 

It felt wonderful being normal, even if it was 

just for a few hours. 
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 A few weeks ago I went on a day trip to Auschwitz-Birkenau. I’d seen the pictures of the infamous Arbeit 
Macht Frei gates, I’d seen images of hair shorn from victims, shoes and luggage. I thought I was prepared. I 

was not. The rooms housing the hair, footwear and baggage seem to go on for days, they seem endless, 
and yet, as our tour guide informed us, what we see is only from the last couple of months of the Holocaust.  

I stood staring at the suitcases, where innocent and unknowing victims packed their life belongings 
thinking they were being relocated to a better life. These unsuspecting individuals marked their luggage 
with their names and dates of birth. Small suitcases of little children lie scattered behind a glass cage, the 

only testament to a life that once was. 
But, it was Franz Engel’s suitcase that moved me the most. Franz Engel’s date of birth indicated that he 

would have been around my age when his neshomo went up in smoke. It struck me right to the core. My 
age. It sent shivers down my spine. 

As I was sitting  in the airport waiting for my flight back, I wrote this poem in memory of Franz Engel and 
the six million. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Today I went to Auschwitz 
In 1944 Franz Engel went to Auschwitz. 

 

I packed a bag and labelled it with my information 
Franz Engel packed his suitcase and clearly labelled it. 

 

Before I left I kissed my family and told them I’d see them soon 
Franz Engel was separated from his family forever. 

 

I boarded a plane with a group of people I didn’t know and with whom I would 
share a common experience 

Franz Engel boarded a train with a bunch of people he didn’t know and with whom 
he would share a common fate. 

 

When I saw the barbed wire a shiver went down my spine 
When Franz Engel saw the barbed wire he must have been terrified. 

 

I shed a tear and said Kaddish at the site of the gas chamber 
Franz Engel entered the gas chamber with a prayer on his lips. 

 

I went to Auschwitz 
Franz Engel went to Auschwitz. 

 

Only I came home. 

ONLY I CAME HOME 
By: Feigi Stein 

For more information on joining a day trip to the Auschwitz-Birkenau Concentration Camps, 
contact Kahan Travel on 020 8802 1177 or visit www.kahantravel.co.uk. 
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Have you ever watched kids 
on a merry-go-round 
Or listened to the rain 

slapping on the ground? 
 

Ever followed a butterfly's erratic flight 
Or gazed at the sun into the fading night? 

 

You better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 

Time is short 
The music won't last 

 

Do you run through each day on the fly 
When you ask "How are you?" 

do you hear the reply? 
 

When the day is done, 
do you lie in your bed 

With the next hundred chores 
running through your head? 

 

You'd better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 

Time is short 
The music won't last 

 

Ever told your child, 
We'll do it tomorrow 

And in your haste, not see his 
sorrow? 

 

Ever lost touch, 
Let a good friendship die 

'Cause you never had time 
to call and say "Hi"? 

 

You'd better slow down 
Don't dance so fast 

Time is short 
The music won't last . 

 

When you run so fast to get somewhere 
You miss half the fun of getting there. 

When you worry and hurry through your day, 
It is like an unopened gift.... 

Thrown away... 
 

Life is not a race. 
Do take it slower 

Hear the music 
Before the song is over.  
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Q: What has to be 
broken before you 
can use it 
A: An egg 

Q: What holds 

water but is full 

of holes? 

A: A sponge. 

Q: What do you get if 

you cross a parrot 

and a centipede? 

A: A walkie-talkie 

with kids 

FUN FACTS 
 

 IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO SNEEZE WITH YOUR EYES 

OPEN. 

THE STRONGEST MUSCLE IN THE HUMAN BODY 

IS THE TONGUE 

A FOUR YEAR OLD ASKS ON AVERAGE 437 

QUESTIONS A DAY. Most of them are just 
“why?” 

 


