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WE WANT TO HEAR FROM YOU!!! 
 

Do you have any: 

Feedback, Stories, Letters, Articles, Tips  etc? 
 

Send your submissions to: 

+ Toby: 59 Heathland Road, London, N16 5PQ  

+ Tzirele: 44 Chardmore Road, London, N16 6JH 

+Feigi: 25a Schonfeld Square, London, N16 0QQ 

Tel: 020 8211 7872 or 020 8806 8033 

Email: intouchgroup@gmail.com 

Letter From The Editor: 
 

Summer is my favourite season. Flowers are 
blossoming, everything seems so much 
brighter, and there’s a sense of hope and 
rejuvenation. I therefore take pleasure in 
introducing to you the new format of the In 
Touch Magazine. As we take the time, this 
season, to stop and smell the roses, we can 
appreciate the beauty that blooms from a 
stem of thorns.  
Being the parent of a special needs child 
means that we often have lots of balls in the 
air and every so often we just need to take a 
break. With In Touch’s tenth annual 
convention recently behind us we’ve felt the 
freedom of  a vacation. In this issue you will 
find some hilarious tips for taking a 
“vacation” from parenting and a few simple 
rules to ensure that a semblance of sanity 
remains intact. 
Fun and frivolities aside, the Summer leads 
us into the month of Elul; a time for davening 
and being closer to Hashem. We may 
sometimes feel that our tears go unanswered, 
but as Chavi Wagschal expounds in her 
article, no tear is ever shed in vain. 
So with a Tefillah on my lips, I wish you all a 
happy healthy summer and enriching Yomim 
Tovim. 

Feigi Stein 

Message from Directors: 
 

Dear Readers 
We are delighted to inform you that we 
have handed the reins of publishing the 
newsletter into the capable hands of 
Feigi Stein. 
She has proven herself by her dedication, 
professionalism, attention to detail and 
expertise and we are delighted to take a 
back seat, knowing that Feigi has taken 
over. We will still continue to contribute 
and have our say when necessary. 
We take this opportunity to thank our 
many donors, funders and friends, 
especially The Children's Centre at 
Tyssen for their continued support 
through out the year. 
Wishing you and your families a happy 
holiday with lots of fun and of course 
lots of sunshine. 
Best wishes and enjoy. 
 

 Toby, Tzirele and Simi 
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Touched  

by: 

  

 
Convention Thanks. 

 

Feigi Stein did a lovely write up on the annual In 

Touch convention in the Jewish Tribune. 

Unfortunately, she omitted to thank one special 

lady and I‘d like to rectify this omission. This lady, 

together with her sister Leah organised the ice 

breaker game for the first night; a fast and fun 

General Knowledge game. Feigi, you were 

magnificent; everyone‘s thanks goes to you. The 

effort you put in was well worth it. 
 

    Yehudis Barron 
 

Thank you Captains! 
 

Hashem is the Boss, Tzirele and Toby are the 

Captains and we are the sailors. We had 

everything we needed, both physically and 

spiritually.  

Thank you so much 
 

    Anonymous 

 

When’s The Next One? 
 

The convention is a lifeline for me. I look forward 

to it from the minute I get back home from the 

previous one. It‘s a place where I can temporarily 

forget all the stresses of life and relax with other 

ladies in a similar situation and be understood.  

In Touch is an amazing organization . I‘m not sure 

if you realize just how much it does for me. I 

cannot thank you enough for everything you give 

me. 

    Leah H 

First Time Feelings 
 

Now I understand why people kept pushing me to join In Touch. It was 

a special experience. The atmosphere was relaxed and achdusdig and 

my  baby loved the space and attention. 

Thank you so much Toby and Tzirele. May you have much Hatzlocho in 

all your undertakings and may we be ―In Touch‖ at each others 

Simchos. 
 

   Yocheved Pruzansky (and baby Feigy) 

 

I was a bit hesitant about joining In Touch, not knowing who I would 

meet and how I would feel. But I must say it was more than all my 

expectations. The lovely company, and friendly atmosphere and most 

of all, Toby and Tzirele—a ―match made in Heaven‖. You are an 

extraordinary blend of talent and Middos Tovos. We just couldn‘t ask 

for better.  

With deep gratitude from a newcomer. 

     

     C.S. 

To my dear friends at In Touch. 

I sat down to put pen to paper to say good bye to all of you because now 

that my precious Bruchi got an A in her sewing GCSE (yes, my Bruchi, the 

one that I was told couldn't take sewing because she only has one hand 

and wouldn‘t manage) I feel that we really can‘t call her disabled, and we 

therefore don‘t really belong to In Touch. 

But, I have a very big problem... I can‘t leave. I have met such wonderful 

families at In Touch, and have been so inspired by their positive attitude 

and strong Emunah and Bitachon. I have enjoyed the workshops and the 

Shiurim. My family has enjoyed the fun filled outings and our highlight is the 

annual Melave Malka where all types unite into one happy family. I just 

can‘t go. 

So please can I stay. Yes, we gave birth to a child with a disability but 

with the help of Hashem she has overcome her difficulties and became the 
best Bruchi we could ever dream her to be and B‖H perfectly ‗able‘. 

Thank you all for your warmth, friendship and support and I look forward 

to see you all at the next In Touch Event. 

     Chayelle Friedlander 

 
...with you 

 

Tactile Tip 
 

I want to share with you a cheap, colourful, visual and tactile toy which 

takes two minutes to make and provides hours of entertainment. Simply 

use a large size zip-loc bag (not with sliders as they tend to leak), fill to 

about a third full with water. Add some small colourful beads, marbles or 

any small plastic toys etc and zip shut. When your child hits it, the objects 

move about in the water and the bag sloshes. You can hang it up over a 

buggy or let your child hold it and feel the movement of the water and the 

objects. You can change the colour of the water with a few drops of food 

colouring and change the contents to keep it new and exciting. 

 

      Name not provided 
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As I lovingly cradle my baby girl close to my heart, I 

am in awe of the miracle of miracles that Hashem has 

bestowed upon us. Although my husband and I struggled with 

the nisayon of infertility for many years, I always knew deep 

inside that this moment would come. Nearly ten years of 

despair, pain, and anguish seem to melt away as I gaze into 

my baby's deep blue eyes while she squeals in delight. I 

wonder what took her so very long to get here. I wonder why 

this very special neshama chose me to be her mother. 

I remember that fateful 

Tuesday morning when I first 

discovered that our dreams were 

about to be realized. Even 

though the wait seemed endless, 

I knew the salvation would come 

and Hashem would grant us our 

deepest desire in the right time. 

After all, Hashem alone holds the 

key for children. We are 

fortunate and blessed to be an adoptive family, but that did 

not lessen our yearning and desire for biological children. 

Due to my history of infertility and miscarriage, I was 

considered high-risk. For the next nine months I became a 

pincushion for frequent blood tests. My hormone levels were 

monitored weekly and I was on progesterone for the first 20 

weeks. Luckily, my midwife, Shari Daniels of the Miami 

Maternity Center was very gentle and motherly. (Can I ever 

thank you enough?!) With each visit, we received the "all-

clear," and thank G-d, everything progressed smoothly and 

without complication. Even so, I needed constant support and 

reassurance from Shari throughout those nine long months. I 

remember walking around feeling so disconnected. I suppose 

that after so much disappointment and loss through the 

years, I was protecting myself from pain. In the brief moments 

where I let my guard down, I experienced bliss in its truest 

form. I was overwhelmed with gratitude. 

My husband and I arrived at the birth centre just two 

days shy of my due date. A sudden feeling of calmness came 

over me. I felt peacefully enveloped in Hashem's arms, all 

safe and secure, as the long, bumpy road of infertility was 

finally coming to an end. Part of me still could not believe that 

I had come this far. What was only in my dreams for so long 

was now becoming reality. The geulah would be here at any 

moment. As each wave of pain threatened to blow me over, 

my thoughts focused on our virtuous Imahos. I wondered, 

after years of childlessness, what thoughts and feelings they 

had experienced during labor. Was the pain greeted with a 

joyous heart? After all, I pondered, what is greater--the pain of 

childbirth or the pain of emptiness? My thoughts also turned 

to the countless couples still experiencing the nisayon of 

infertility, and I pleaded with Hashem to end their suffering.  

She weighed in at 7 pounds, 12 ounces and measured 

19.5 inches long. Her golden, strawberry-blonde hair 

resembled her Abba's. She had my blue eyes. I counted ten 

little fingers and ten little toes. She was here at last--and she 

was perfect. I held her tightly in my arms, promising never to 

let go. This was my priceless gift from Hashem, and I would 

cherish her always. 

The diagnosis did not come right 

away. Though Shari, our midwife, 

knew almost immediately that 

something was amiss, she allowed 

my husband and me to bond with 

our new baby without interruption. 

At long last, our hopes and dreams 

were realized. My husband and I 

connected on a new level. We 

enjoyed the peacefulness of Shabbos as never before, with 

Hershel singing songs of gratefulness to the Ribono Shel 

Olam. (In the months preceding her birth, I had often walked 

to Bais Menachem on Shabbos afternoon to listen in on the 

seder nigunim between mincha and maariv. I wanted my 

unborn child to hear it. Now, she seemed to react to the same 

nigunim she had heard in utero. Her eyes opened wide with a 

mixture of interest and alertness; she listened intently.) 

Shari checked in on us often, monitoring the newborn 

constantly. Little did I know this was not routine. I kept 

hearing words like "low muscle tone" and "weak cry," but I 

thought nothing of it. Hashem, in His kindness, sheltered me 

temporarily from the devastation that was to come. My 

husband and I, with our new bundle, left the birthing center 

on Motzoei Shabbos shortly after reciting havdalah. We drove 

home in a glorious mood, leaving years of hurt behind us, 

more than ready to embark on the blissful journey that lay 

ahead. We had no idea that we were about to travel from one 

difficult nisayon to another. 

The following morning, on Sunday, the midwife came to 

my home to check on the baby and me. We were both doing 

well, although I expressed concerns with her feeding 

Songs of Gratefulness 

By: Yoseffa Chana (Josephine) Basher 

 

Hashem in his kindness 

sheltered me from that 

devastation that was to 

come. 
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difficulties. The baby was very sleepy and had a hard time 

nursing. Nonetheless, Shari encouraged me to continue 

nursing and taught me a few tricks to wake the baby for 

feedings. It was then that she tenderly expressed her 

concerns regarding the baby's health. In the privacy of my own 

home, Shari told my husband and me that it was likely our 

baby had Down Syndrome. Since not all of the characteristics 

were present, she suggested we take the baby for 

chromosomal testing and arranged for us to see her 

pediatrician the next day.  

It was Monday morning - the day of the baby's naming by the 

Torah. After consulting with the Biala Rebbe, shlita, we named 

our baby Chava Gittel Peryl. Peryl was my husband‘s mother, a 

woman with tremendous middos and his great-grandmother 

was Gittel. The Biala Rebbe added the name Chava to give 

extra strength to the baby. Hashem Himself created Chava, 

who was complete both in body and spirit, so too would our 

baby be healthy and whole . Our personal Rav, Rabbi Yossi 

Marlow, pointed out that the roshei taivos of her name Chava 

Gittel Peryl, are the same as "ChaG haPesach" which was the 

auspicious time of her birth. 

Later that day, baby Chava began showing symptoms 

of a heart condition fairly common in children with Down 

Syndrome. Before the day's end, we were in the Neonatal 

Intensive Care Unit (NICU) of Miami Children's Hospital, 

surrounded by a team of knowledgeable specialists and 

compassionate nurses. 

As the news of her condition was being conveyed to 

me, I sat, rocking my newborn in my arms, gently stroking her 

delicate body. Careful not to pull on any of the wires and 

tubes connected to her, I looked down at my baby as my 

thoughts drifted away, desperately trying to find a place of 

reason. How am I going to handle this? I wondered if this was 

all one big joke, maybe a dream, or perhaps a nightmare? Did 

I really have a baby after so many 

years of barrenness? I'm only in 

my twenties, isn‘t that too young 

to have a baby with Down 

Syndrome? Somebody please 

pinch me. Am I really travelling 

from one tough nisayon to 

another? 

There was nothing for me to 

say; I simply had no words. As 

tears trickled down my cheeks, I thought of how this small, 

helpless baby had been so safe in my womb, nestled in 

Hashem's protection. How would I safeguard her now?  

This past year has flown by and we recently celebrated 

Chava's first birthday (on the 7th of Nissan). So much has 

been achieved; so much good has been revealed. Chava is 

the sweetest little girl, and her smile brightens our life with so 

much joy. She brings pure happiness to all those around her. 

We believe that more than Chava came into our lives to learn, 

she came to teach. Chava shows us the true meaning of 

unconditional love and joy. 

My husband and I are fairly new at this nisayon--

Hashem should not test us further. We are still absorbing the 

full effect of Chava's diagnosis and the changes that it brings 

into our life. Certainly, we are not in a position to give advice 

to others. I can only share with you the attitude that is helping 

us cope with the challenges. For us, Down Syndrome is just a 

diagnosis. We do not give much credence to the predictions or 

prejudices about children with Down Syndrome. Many attend 

regular schools and are able to read, write, learn skills, excel, 

hold down jobs, and get married. With s’yata d’shmaya and a 

great deal of determination, all of these things are attainable 

for Chava--we have no doubt! Having a positive attitude 

makes all the difference. This is extremely important for 

Chava, because people react to her based on our reactions. 

We strongly believe that no goal is too great for Chava to 

achieve, and we set no limits on her. With Hashem's help, 

with the love and support of our family and community, and 

with her remarkable therapists, Chava will surely reach her 

greatest potential. 

I cannot possibly begin to understand the actions of 

Hashem. Nonetheless, I have emunah that everything that 

comes from Him is ultimately good. The message in the verse 

from tehillim has always carried me through tough times. May 

it be the will of Hashem that we all use our nisyonos as tools 

to bring us closer to Hashem (which is what they are intended 

to be), and in the z’chus of our precious children, may we all 

merit to experience the true geulah of Moshiach now. 

A very special thank you to the Biala Rebbe, shlita, to 

my midwife Shari Daniels and her capable staff, to our 

immediate family, to my mashpia, to Mr. Yona Lunger (who 

translated between us and the Biala Rebbe throughout, and 

in other ways facilitated the relationship) and to our extended 

family -- the North Miami Beach community – for their endless 

love and unwavering support. My husband and I are especially 

grateful to Rabbi Yossi & Rebbetzin Chana Marlow, shluchim 

of the Rebbe in North Miami Beach, Florida, for all of their 

guidance and chessed towards us over the years, and 

especially through our miraculous journey. The Marlows lead 

the Bais Menachem kehillah magnificently, and are pillars of 

the community. They have touched the lives of so many! In 

our time of need, the Marlows were there to hold things 

together for us. They spent countless hours cooking, and 

arranging meals and other necessities (as well as some 

luxuries) for our family. Even though it was Erev Pesach, they 

always found the time, energy and financial resources to 

provide whatever was needed, 

and with a smile. (They even sent 

their own personal cleaning lady 

to prepare my home for me!) By 

doing all this - and so much more 

- the Marlows gave us the chance 

to catch our breath and transition 

into our new nisayon with a clear 

mind and accepting heart. They 

continue to be a main source of 

chizuk for us. May the Ahavas Yisroel we felt from all these 

people hasten the arrival of Moshiach speedily in our days. 

A very special thank you goes to my dear Mother - you are my 

rock, my source of strength. Through difficult times you have 

persevered with complete emunah and a joyful heart. You 

have overcome challenges with strength, dignity and grace. 

From the depths of my heart, I thank you for always 

supporting me and for setting an example by being a true 

servant of Hashem. May the Ribono Shel Olam grant you long 

days and years in good health and may your children and 

grandchildren always be a source of chasidishe nachas to 

you.  
 

V'ani b'chasdecha botachti yogeil libi biyshuosecha 

oshirah L'Hashem ki gomal olai  
(Tehilim 13) 

And as for me, I trusted in Your kindness; my heart will 

rejoice in Your salvation; I will sing to Hashem for He has dealt 

kindly with me  
(Tehillim 13) 

 

 

Reprinted with permission from N’shei Chabad Newsletter  
 

 

I thought how my baby 

had been so safe in my 

womb. How was I going to 

safeguard her now? 
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I am on the hunt for a mysterious enigmatic entity known as Everybody. I‘m not certain what 

form Everybody takes; it may be male, female, adult or child and it may even be all of them combined. I 

would appreciate any information you may have on the whereabouts of this inscrutable being.  

Everybody has already been spotted in various locations, but is as elusive as he is ubiquitous.  

According to my nine year old daughter, Everybody leads an absolutely charmed life. Everybody is 

allowed to stay up until well past 10 o‘clock, may eat biscuits for breakfast and has no limits on their 

junk food intake. Everybody also has the entire Hello Kitty collection. 

At the same time, my seven year old son claims that Everybody may sit down to eat without 

washing his hands, Everybody may go out to play even in the pouring rain and never has to wear sun 

cream even if it is 32 degrees outside. 

My twelve year old reports that Everybody may ride across town on their bikes without telling their 

mother where they are going or when they will be back. Everybody is also allowed to invite as many 

friends as they like to their Bar Mitzvah even if it is being held in their back room and Everybody doesn‘t 

have to share their possessions with their siblings. 

According to my friend‘s teenage daughter Everybody gets a completely new wardrobe each 

season and if she doesn‘t get the same Everybody will laugh at her and she will die of embarrassment.  

Everybody surely gets around. He has been to Israel because my son in Yeshiva insists that 

Everybody has a bigger allowance than he does, Everybody has four sets of fancy bedding including 

matching towels and Everybody gets a new suit and hat twice a year.  

Last week when I spoke to my sister-in-law in New York I discovered that Everybody hangs out 

with her two daughters in school and my best friend in Antwerp is adamant that Everybody is her five 

year old son‘s best friend. 

All these sightings had me convinced that Everybody was a child, but then my two married 

daughters started describing how Everybody has expensive jewellery and how Everybody‘s husband lets 

them sleep whilst they look after the children. 

It seems that Everybody also regularly goes to Shul. My husband regales me with how Everybody‘s 

wife can cook, clean, sew, run an impeccable house and go to work.  

Whilst Everybody leads a wonderful life, one must pay respect to Everybody‘s poor down-and-out 

relation Nobody. It seems that Nobody has to do all the things that Everybody doesn‘t. Nobody has to get 

up early, go to work and earn a crust. Nobody isn‘t allowed to have any toys and Nobody never gets any 

nush. Nobody has to give his wife lifts and Nobody‘s mother makes them do all the chores. 

Every time I hear about another of Everybody‘s adventures I want to throttle this dreadful 

creature. Alas, I have been on the hunt for this obscure Everybody for so long that I have a feeling that it 

is an exercise in futility.  It is my understanding the Nobody likes Everybody and that Everybody doesn‘t 

care for Nobody. I am therefore now enlisting the help of Everybody‘s afore-mentioned long suffering 

relative, Nobody, in the hunt for this horrible being, for it seems that Nobody can locate the whereabouts 

of Everybody. 

         
 

Where is  
 

 

By: Leah Hochhauser 

 

 

EVERYBODY? 
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I will always remember the first time I untwirled reflecting the rising sun. The journey had been a 

long one fraught with suffering and pain. It all started when I was a young seedling and was mercilessly 

thrust into the ground and engulfed in darkness. 

At the onset of my journey I was unaware that this was just the beginning. The vicarious young girl 

who was charged with my growth faithfully and tenderly watered me every day.  

Finally, one morning, I  sprouted. I poked my head through the soft moist soil. I was ecstatic that I 

would finally mature into a rose and people would inhale my fragrance and enjoy the wonderful creation 

to which I was transformed. 

I spent the day trying to get a closer look at the world around me and sighed contently at my new 

surroundings. I went to sleep that night filled with happiness and satisfaction. 

Next morning I woke with a new determination to face the hardships that the world demanded. At 

around midday I felt a tingling sensation on my back,  but I didn‘t care. I was too drunk with joy that 

nothing could deter my inner happiness. I was gazing at the azure blue sky when I glanced to my side. 

Alas, a spiky green thorn was visible from my plant. All my hopes and dreams were shattered. I had been 

so sure that I had reached the end of the road, but now my light had dimmed. 

Thus started my struggle for survival. I pushed with all my might and at times thought I couldn‘t 

take it any longer. The intimidating thorns were overpowering me as they became tougher and tougher 

and I became weaker. 

One dreary cold morning, I managed to raise myself slightly and was overcome with relief. I tried to 

raise myself higher than the thorns above me. I found myself rising above those terrible thorns that had 

almost destroyed me and finally I had blossomed into the beautiful rose I was destined to be. 

Every year  I sprout anew and multiply bringing forth a new generation of roses. As I tower 

majestically above my offspring watching them sway in the gentle breeze I take pride in the heady aroma 

I emit and enjoy the tender touch of passers by who admire my delicate petals. My mind often wanders 

back to the early days of struggle and survival. I ponder over the thorns and thistles and how I viewed 

them with such animosity thinking that they were hampering my growth when all along they were the 

catalyst to my becoming the bloom I now was.  

Beautiful things in life are often entwined with thorns. Yet it is within those challenges sent to us by 

Hashem that we‘re bound to find the most exotic rose. 

 

Roses and
 Thorns 

 

By: Kriendy Mayteles (AGE 12) 

 

“The world doesn’t owe you a living, but that doesn’t mean that 

you can’t make a life for yourself” 
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Yair Eitan was the son of a produce distributor and part of his regular deliveries was at Yeshiva Lev Ve‘Nefesh, 

whose student body is comprised primarily of ba’alei teshuva . 

Yair had grown up completely unaware of his tradition or heritage. But the joy and excitement that he saw at the 

yeshiva aroused his curiosity, and by his third trip there, he was already sitting down for a few minutes to taste the sweetness 

of Torah learning for the very first time. 

His parents could not help but notice that a change had come over Yair. When Yair related what had been going on, 

his father became enraged. No son of his was going to become a backward, bearded Charedi. Yair would no longer deliver 

produce to that route and he was forbidden to ever visit that yeshiva or any other yeshiva, again. But Yair continued to visit the 

yeshiva clandestinely. 

When his father found out he reacted violently. Yair, however, was determined to succeed and after finding out about 

other yeshivas that would suit his needs he secretly left home. His father discovered his whereabouts and forced him to return 

home. Yair‘s father blamed the Rosh Yeshiva of Lev Ve‘Nefesh as the cause of all his problems. He filed charges against him, 

accusing him of brainwashing his eighteen year old son and of engineering his flight from home. 

The day of the trial arrived, the charges were read and the prosecution called Yair to the witness stand. Calm and 

composed, he insisted that he was not coerced in any way. It had been his own idea to slip away from home, in order to 

escape the harsh treatment to which he was being subjected at home. 

Every now and then, the elderly judge presiding over the case would take his eyes off the speaker to gaze intently at 

Yair‘s father. When Yair left the witness stand, the judge announced, ―I would like Mr. Eitan to step forward.‖ 

Mr Eitan rose from his seat and came before the judge. ―Your name is Eitan. Are you perhaps of Eastern European 

origin – and was your name Stark in the old country?‖ 

Clearly taken aback, Yair‘s father  stammered that the judge was indeed correct. 

―And are you originally from the town of Pinsk?‖ 

Mr Eitan nodded meekly. 

―Ah, I‘m a bit older that you, Eitan, and I remember you well. You come from one of the finest homes of the pre-war 

Pinsk community. Your father was a deeply religious and highly respected man. Your mother was renowned for her acts of 

kindness; she would regularly cook meals for the poor and the sick.‖ 

At that point, the colour had completely drained from Mr Eitan‘s face. He seemed to be in shock and could not utter a 

word. 

The judge continued, ―I remember well, when, as an eighteen year old, you openly departed from the ways of your 

father and mother. I vividly recall the reaction of your parents when you publicly desecrated the Shabbos for the first time. 

Your father aged overnight: gone was his warm smile, his lively talk. He seemed to be constantly in mourning. As for your 

mother, it was said that each Friday night, when lighting the candles, she would shed a river of tears. 

―I often wondered what became of all those tears. I‘m not the most religious person, but I know that there is a God 

who runs this world, and I could not understand how the tears of such a righteous woman could be ignored in Heaven. 

―Today my question has been answered. I see that her tears were not shed in vain. Today, almost half a century later, 

her grandson has returned to the ways of his ancestors. 

―Mr Eitan, I‘m sure you recall that on more than one occasion friends of your parents pleaded with you that, for your 

parents‘ sake, you should at least refrain from public transgression. As I recollect, your response was, ‗I‘m now eighteen and I 

make my own decisions. I can live my life any way I please.‘ 

―And you dare to file charges, because your eighteen year old son has returned to the ways that you abandoned? 

―Case dismissed!‖ 

One Tear 
Who can imagine the power and influence of a tear shed by a poor widow or by young orphans? Can we possibly know 

the loneliness and feeling of helplessness that has now become theirs? We cannot begin to calculate the power and influence 

that these tears or broken hearts generate. 

Which woman cannot identify with tears? In this article we will discuss the power of tears and what the Torah teaches 

us about this topic. 

Leah’s Tears 
We find in Bereishis the following description of Leah—‖And Leah‘s eyes were tender, while Rachel was beautiful of 

form and beautiful of appearance.‖ 

Why were Leah‘s eyes tender? 

Rashi explains that Leah wept constantly, praying that she would not have to marry Eisav. People would say that 

What Became of  
Those Tears 

 
 

By: Chavi Wagschal 
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since Rivka had two  sons and Lavan had two daughters, the elder daughter would marry the elder son and the younger 

daughter would marry the younger. 

The Midrash comments, ―Great is the power of tefilla with tears,‖ for Leah‘s tears annulled the decree that she marry 

Eisav and even enabled her to be the first to marry Yaakov and have children from him. 

Rachel’s Tears 
When the Temple was destroyed, and the Jewish people were taken on the road past Beis Lechem to exile in Babylon, 

Rachel‘s soul came to her grave there and wept, beseeching Hashem for mercy. Hashem heard her pleas. As the prophet 

Yirmehayu relates—‖A voice is heard on high, the sound of lamentation...Rachel is weeping for her children.‖ Hashem replied, 

―Withhold your voice from weeping and your eyes from tears, for your work will be rewarded,‖ says Hashem, ―and your children 

will return to their border.‖ 

Who has been to Kever Rachel, Rachel‘s Tomb, and not been overwhelmed by the isolation of her grave in hostile 

territory? Who has not felt the historic dimensions and significance of her burial place? Can anyone read these words from 

Yirmeyahu on the front of Kever Rachel, and not cry copious tears for the trials and tribulations that have been our lot 

throughout our long bitter exile? 

Rav Chaim Shmuelevitz zt”l once went to the kever and cried; “Mamme Rachel, Mamme Rachel—Even though 

HaKadosh Boruch Hu tells you not to cry, I, Chaim, say that you should cry!‖ 

Yosef’s Tears 
When Yosef understood that he was being taken away from Eretz Cannan by the Ishmaelites and was heading for 

Mitzrayim, he cried bitterly. One of the Ishmaelites saw this and took him down from the camel and let him go on foot. He 

cried ―Tatte! Tatte!‖ The Ishmaelite hit him on the cheek; Yosef continued to cry. He was so broken-hearted that he was not 

able to go on, so they all hit him and frightened him, forcibly silencing his cries. 

Hashem saw his affliction and brought darkness and confusion over them, stopping the hands of those who had 

struck him. They passed Beis Lechem, where Rachel, his mother, was buried, and he ran up to the kever and cried “Mamme! 

Mamme! Wake up! Arise! See how your son has been sold as a slave. See how my cruel brothers have pulled my coat off me 

and torn me away from my father. Arise! Mamme! Wake up from your sleep! Comfort my father!‖ 

Yosef continued to cry profusely. Slowly the bitterness in his heart lifted and he heard a voice from below. 

―My child, my child, Yosef—I have heard your cries and your pleas. I have seen your tears, and I am aware of your pain 

and grievances. I am troubled for you. My child, rely on Hashem and trust in Him. Do not be afraid, for Hashem is with you and 

He will protect you from all pain. Arise, my son, go to Mitzrayim and don‘t be afraid.‖ 

The rest is history. The tears of our forefathers were sealed and preserved for eternity. 

Whatever Happened to my Tears? 
Rav Aryeh Levin zt”l, the legendary Tzaddik of Jerusalem, was a man of rare compassion. Once, a distraught, recently 

widowed woman came to him and wept bitterly. Rav Aryeh did his best to console the woman, but she continued to weep. 

After a long time she said ―Rebbe, I am prepared to accept your words of consolation, but there is something in 

particular that troubles me. Please tell me what happened to all my tears? I prayed and prayed that my husband should get 

well. I recited to much Tehillim and shed countless tears. What happened to them? 

Rav Aryeh replied softly, ―After you leave this world, your soul will return to Heaven and you will see how meaningful 

were all your prayers and tears. You will then see how Hashem Himself gathered and counted every teardrop that you shed 

and how He treasured them like priceless gems. You will then see that when harsh decrees hovered over the Jewish people, it 

was your tears that washed away the evil and saved our people from danger. Even one sincere tear can be a source of 

salvation: how much more so, when many tears are shed.‖ When Reb Aryeh finished speaking, the woman began to shed 

tears anew—tears of gratitude and hope. Some time later, she returned to the Tzaddik and pleaded, ―Rebbe, do you 

remember what you told me? Please tell it to me again!‖ 

Field Irrigated by the Tears of a Widow 
Rav Yitzchok Silbertein shlita relates this poignant incident that illustrates the value of a tear. 

It was time to elect a chief rabbi for Yerushalayim. The people were encouraged to vote for Reb Chaim Yaakov Levin 

zt”l (son of Rav Aryeh Levin), who was a suitable candidate for the position. When Rav Levin heard this, he made it a point to 

know who else had been nominated for the position. He saw that Rav Bezalel Zolti zt”l was also a candidate. He immediately 

said that under no circumstances would he run for the position—he would not compete with Rav Zolti for the position of chief 

rabbi. 

After a while, he told his friends the reason for his refusal. Apparently his father, the venerable Rav Aryeh Levin zt”l 

had once told him that, one time when he was walking through the narrow lanes of Yerushalayim at night, he came upon a 

woman who was mending socks by the light of a small torch. 

―Why are you doing this?‖ asked Rav Aryeh of the woman, ―and especially with so little light?‖ ―I am a poor widow,‖ 

she answered. ―With the few coins I make, I am able to pay the Rebbe who learns with my orphaned son.‖ 

This woman kept on sewing, as her tears trickled down onto the socks that she was repairing. ―Do you know who that 

widow was?‖ asked Rav Chaim Yaakov. ―She was Rav Bezalel Zolti‘s mother! 

―Is it possible to estimate the value and effect of her tears? Rav Zolti should become Chief Rabbi of Yerushalayim. His 

spiritual growth was generated on a field irrigated by the tears of a widow!‖ 

Countless dams hold back the oceans of tears that have been the legacy of our people since the Temple was 

destroyed, through persecution, dispersion, destitution, right up to the horrific suicide bombings in Eretz Yisroel. 

Untold rivers of tears are cried every day and sometimes they seem not to be answered. But all the tears are being 

collected and preserved! They are being treasured by our loving Father, Who takes care of his children in the way that He 

knows best. 
 

This article was reprinted from Chavi Wagschal’s book “You Can Make the Difference” 
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Our house has two important rules. 

1. Meilech is Boss. 

2. Do anything necessary to stay sane. 

 Rule number one is as a direct result of rule number two. Or is it the other way round, I‘m never really 

quite sure. 

Meilech is the embodiment of Freud‘s Id or the ―pleasure principle‖. The Id has only one rule: I want it and I 

want it now. And just as in any oligarchic system, the powerful ruler (Meilech) relies on the servitude of the public 

(his parents). 

As the long-suffering public servants, we have had to create a system of our own in order to maintain the 

minimal requirement of rule number two, above. We have had to rely on the very few weapons in our arsenal to 

create our system. We thought that Meilech‘s limited understanding was our best ammunition.  Unfortunately, for 

us we didn‘t consider that his understanding is only limited to what he wants. Rather than flogging the rebelling 

masses for daring to take a stand, our tiny little ruler has found ways of circumventing our arbitrary rules. 

Our first set of criteria involves the mechanics of ―now‖ and ―then‖. For example, before one goes out one 

must get dressed. Sounds simple enough and he figured that one out really quickly, so every evening after being 

dressed in pyjamas and slippers, off he patters to the front door. Or, dummies are only for bedtime. No problem at 

all. Come evening time, he climbs into bed, lays down and waits while we conduct a frantic search for the 

mysteriously disappearing dummies. Once he has received his prized soother, he promptly climbs out of bed, 

dummy firmly clamped in mouth and woe betide anyone who tries to remove it. 
Further rules have been introduced, based on the simple maxim that we are the parents and we have to 

set some sort of household standard. Like the one where we absolutely do not allow chocolate for breakfast and 

no toys at the Shabbos table. Of course, Meilech really likes his Weetabix and doesn‘t really sit at the Shabbos 

table, so we think that he lets those rules slide under his radar so that we shouldn‘t feel that he‘s constantly 

getting one over on us. 

We have instigated a couple of edicts which are absolutely unbendable. Or so we think. Meilech, on the 

other hand, knows that with the right amount of whining or pestering, we will bend like a reed in the wind. For the 

sake of our own ego, though, we still have to feel like we are winning, so what starts off as ―no, you may not have a 

packet of crisps‖, will in an hour become, ―no, you may not have a third packet of crisps.‖ 

We also have prescribed a set of guidelines which need to be kept for our sanity‘s sake. Instead of 

enforcing them upon him we just make them impossible for him to break. Which means that our bathroom door 

gets locked from the outside, our front door gets locked from the inside and all our taps that are within the reach 

of little hands are turned off. 

Meilech is like a toddler, only taller; he gets into everything and then some. We have therefore imposed 

upon ourselves some standards to ensure that our house doesn‘t collapse onto itself out of sheer frustration. 

Anything that we would like to stay whole must either be hidden away or placed on the worktop, right at the back, 

flush with the wall, which is about the only place he can‘t reach. Any cups placed in the sink must be devoid of any 

liquid whatsoever. Even one teaspoon of liquid can cause a flood of Noachite proportions. The opening of my 

dustbin must face the wall, and my fleishig sink must be kept completely empty because for some reason he 

seems to think that it is his toy box. Defrosting a chicken in my sink guarantees that his new, battery operated toy, 

will be given an expensive and unscheduled bath. 

We have been trying to teach him the notion of punishments – oops, I mean consequences (apparently 

punishments are too negative for our delicate little dictators to deal with). But, after all the whimpering, moaning 

and full blown tantrums we start wondering exactly who is being punished suffering the consequences. 

We have learned several things during the process of rule-making. We have discovered that sleeping is for 

wimps, and that the number of hours Meilech will sleep in any one night is inversely proportional to how exhausted 

he has made us during the day. The more tired we are, the less he will sleep. We have also learned that however 

ingenious a place we find to hide stuff, he will always discover them, and get what he wants by any means. 

At some point, we figure, we‘ll just hide ourselves away and let him get on with it. It might just be the only 
way to remain faithful to rule number two. 

 

Whose Rules Are They Anyway? 

By: Feigi Stein 
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To the Sisters, Brother, Grandparents, Aunts, Uncles, Cousins, and Friends of Trig Paxson Van Palin . 

I am blessing you with this surprise baby because I only want the best for you. I've heard your prayers that 

this baby will be happy and healthy, and I've answered them because I only want the best for you!   

I let Trig's mom have an exceptionally comfortable pregnancy so she could enjoy every minute of it, and I 

even seemed to rush it along so she could wait until near the end to surprise you with the news.  I know you, I 

knew you'd be better off with just a short time to wait! I also let Trig's mom and dad find out before he was born 

that this little boy will truly be a GIFT. They were told in early tests that Trig may provide more challenges, and more 

joy, than what they ever may have imagined or ever asked for. 

At first the news seemed unreal, sad and confusing. But I gave Trig's parents lots of time to think about it, 

because they needed lots of time to understand that everything will be OK. I've given Trig's mom and dad peace 

and joy as they wait to meet their new son. I gave them a happy anticipation because they asked me for that. I'll 

give all of you the same happy anticipation and strength to deal with Trig's challenges; I want you to know that I will 

be with all of you and help you every day to make Trig's life a great one. 

This new person in your life can help everyone put things in perspective and bind us together and get 

everyone focused on what really matters. The baby will expand your world and let you see and feel things you 

haven't experienced yet. He will teach those who love him to think less about self and focus less on what the world 

tells you is "normal" or "perfect‖. 

You will grow and be blessed with greater understanding that will be born along with Trig.  He will be the 
cuddly, innocent, mischievous, dependent little brother that his siblings have been waiting for - in fact Trig will - in 

some diagnostic ways - always be a mischievous, dependent little brother, because I created him a bit different 

than a lot of babies born into this world today. 

Every child is created special, with awesome purpose and amazing potential. Children are the most precious 

and promising ingredient in this mixed up world you live in. Trig is no different, except he has one extra 

chromosome. Doctors call it "Down's Syndrome", and Down‘s kids have challenges, but can bring you much delight 

and more love than you can ever imagine! Just wait and see, let me prove this, because I only want the best for 

you! 

Trig's mom and dad don't want people to focus on the baby's extra chromosome. They're human, so they 

haven't known how to explain this to people who are so caring and are interested in this new little baby. Sarah and 

Todd want people to share in the joy of this gift I'm giving to the Palin family.  

Many people won't understand. Some will think Trig should not be allowed to be born because they fear a 

Down‘s child won't be considered "perfect" in your world. And if some people in the world may not want him, take 

comfort in that because the world will not compete for him. Take care of him and he will always be yours! 

Many people will express sympathy, but you don't want or need that, because Trig will be a joy. You will have 

to trust me on this. 

I know it will take time to grasp this and come to accept that I only give my best and I want what‘s best for 

you. Remember though: "My ways are not your ways, my thoughts are not your thoughts- for as the heavens are 

higher than the earth, and my ways are higher than yours!" 

Please look to me as this new challenge and chapter of life unfolds in front of you. I promise to equip you. I 

won't give you anything you can't handle. I am answering your prayers. Trig can't wait to meet you. I'm giving you 

ONLY THE BEST! 

           Your Father in Heaven 

In, April 2008, former Governor of Alaska, Sarah Palin, gave birth to a little boy with Down’s Syndrome. Prior to his birth 

she prepared her family for his arrival by writing a letter to them . The Palins are a religious family, so Sarah wrote the letter 
to them as if G-d was writing it. In this way she managed to convey her, and her husband Todd’s, feelings about the baby and 

how special a gift he would be. 

After his birth Sarah issued the following statement “Trig is beautiful and already adored by us. We knew through 
early testing that he would face special challenges, and we feel privileged that we would be entrusted with this gift  We have 
faith that every baby is created for a good purpose and has potential to make this world a better place. We are truly blessed." 

 

 

A GIFT FROM HEAVEN 
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Lubavitch Children‘s Centre is situated in the heart of Stamford Hill. The Centre is a haven for nurturing 

and valuing each and every child with warmth, love and respect. The Centre is supported by Hackney Learning 

Trust and Haringey Council. It is also a designated Sure Start Chidren‘s Centre by Together for Children. 

I had the opportunity to  meet with the Centre‘s Manager, Devorah Leah Sudak, who took the time to discuss 

with me various programmes run by the Centre and to show me around some of their specialist rooms. 

 Considering all that the Centre offers, I half expected to be 

met with noise and hustle and bustle. Walking into the Centre, 

however, all I felt was a calm and happy atmosphere, with cheery 

sounds coming from behind the nursery door. The waiting area 

has soft comfortable seats and on the wall is a beautiful artistic 
piece designed by Michoel Muchnik, one of the foremost Jewish 

artists of our day who has revolutionized Chassidic art. The 

beautiful Mitzvah Tree and Mitzvah Train is completely tactile 

with various different textures which the children can touch and 

feel whilst learning about the Mitzvahs. You would be hard 

pressed to find a Mitzvah that is not represented in one way or 

another in this stunning mural. It is worth visiting the Centre just 

to study this magnificent piece alone.  

 As I was sitting in the waiting area, I observed how one little 

child, of about two years old, was helping the Morah pick fruit for 

the entire class. The Morah encouraged him to choose a fruit he 

likes and then pick fruit for his friends. The whole exercise was 

completely child-centric, allowing him to be gently led by his teacher whilst he made his decision. 

The Nursery 

The nursery  is open from 8:00am to 6:00 pm. This is the first of its kind in the Jewish Community which 

gives children of full time working parents a safe, homely environment for them to blossom. The nursery is 

equipped for children aged from 3 months to 5 years, where each of the qualified staff has a strong commitment 

to quality education and strong Jewish values. The nursery boasts top of the range furnished rooms with age 

appropriate toys, a secure outdoor playground and educational technology. Having children of varying ages in one 

room mimics the typical familial environment where children of all ages come together as one unit. This allows the 

children to develop their own sense of independence whilst at the same time learning to interact with others. 

The Centre strongly believes in ―Chanoch Lenar Al Pi Darko‖, each child is given the individual attention that 

they need to allow them to develop with self-confidence, respect for others and a sense of responsibility. 

The Sensory Room 

The Sensory Room is a room where the children can 

explore their world through tactile, audio and visual play. The 

equipment available in the sensory room varies depending on 

specific sensory areas being focussed on at any given time.  

On the day of my visit the room was filled with state-of-the-
art visual equipment. Amongst them was an acrylic cylinder 

lamp that changes colour by touch of a button or step-on pads, a 

light show featuring fish on the wall and a light box activated by 

sound such as the clapping of hands. In addition there were 

various tactile toys made of natural materials, fur and a foil type 

sheet for texture and sound. Hanging on the wall was a music 

board that simulates all different everyday sounds so as to 

acclimatise the child to his everyday surroundings. 

 

 

MORE THAN JUST A CHILDREN’S 

CENTRE 

The Mitzvah Tree by Michoel Muchnik 

Sensory Play 

By: F Stein 



13     IN TOUCH/ SUMMER 2011 

 

Activity Room 

On the day of my visit the Centre was launching a new project 

called ―My Journey‖, where parents could track their child‘s progress. 

This is an exciting opportunity for mothers to get more involved in their 

children‘s development and a possible pointer for any potential problems 

which could benefit from early intervention, as mentioned below. Free 

packs are available at every session and I was given one to take home. 

The pack includes paints, crayons, little pom poms, tissue paper and a 

variety of crafty stuff to encourage creativity in your child. The Activity 

Room is also where the Mommy & Me activities take place (see box). 

Health, Information & Support 

The Centre also acts as a focal point for health, information and 

family support needs from the birth of your baby throughout early 

childhood.  The Centre offers, antenatal clinics, childbirth classes, 
nursing support, immunisations, child health reviews and exercise 

classes for parents with on site crèche. There are also evening exercise 

classes for fathers. Contact the Centre for the full schedule of their 

various drop-in sessions. 

Early Intervention 

 Sometimes it can be difficult for a parent to pinpoint whether a 

child needs extra help and when they do they are often subjected to long 

waiting times for assessments, appointments and referrals. The Centre 

runs a variety of drop-in sessions and workshops where parents can 

discuss their concerns with professionals such as Occupational 

Therapists, Speech and Language Therapists and Physiotherapists. If 

there does seem to be an issue with your child, the Centre is connected 

to Hackney Ark and direct referrals can be arranged. Sometimes it is this 

early intervention that can make all the difference to the development 

and progress of your child. 

Serving the Special Needs Community 

Children with special needs are well provided for, with the entire 

centre being  wheelchair accessible complete with automatic entrances and lifts to every floor.  

The ethos of the centre  is that everyone is different in one way or another. There are tall people, short 

people, thin people and fat people. Having a special need is just another way in which one child differs to another 

and all the children in the nursery are treated on an equal level.  

Therapists visit the centre on a regular basis and advise the nursery staff on what exercises and other 

specialist activities should be provided for any specific child. These exercises or activities then become part of the 

entire classroom structure, so that no child is singled out in any way. For example, if a child needs extra help with 

the fine motor skill of cutting paper, this will become part of an activity in which all the children do paper crafts. 

The staff will ensure to give extra assistance or guidance to the child who needs the help with cutting, without it 

being obvious to the other children. Similarly, if a child needs to do some stretching exercises, the entire class will 

do these exercises, promoting, not only good health, but total inclusion for 

all the children.  
 As I was walking down the stairs from the Activity Room at the end of 

my visit I noted the bright colourful photographs of smiling happy children. 

All the way down the stairs on the walls are tactile panels for the children 

to touch, play and explore even as they are walking up and down the 

stairs. The entire Centre is focussed on the children to maximise their 

potential and the whole atmosphere is conducive to maintaining a happy, 

playful and educational environment. 

 

Mommy & Me 
 

A child‘s potential is best achieved in 

an environment where parents 

develop and learn alongside their 

children. The Centre has a range of 

activities for children and their 

parents. Some of these include: 
 

 Cooking with Toddlers 

 Messy Play 

 Soft Play 

 Circle Time 

 Interactive Story Time 

 Free Crafts 

 Sensory Play 

 Toy Library 
 

Not Forgetting the Fathers 
 

On Fridays between 1:30-3:30 pm 

during the Summer is specifically 

dedicated to Outdoor Play for Father‘s 

and Children. During this time there 

are no women in the building so there 

is no issue of Tznius. This is a perfect 

time for Daddies to get involved and 

for children to have Special Time with 
their Tatties. 

Special Summer 

Programme 
 

Look out for advertisements of the 

Special Summer Programme at the 

Centre. Activities will include 
 

 Baking Days 

 Painting Sessions 

 Fun Bus 

 Balloon Modelling 

 And Much Much More 
 

The Summer Programmes need to be 

pre-booked and some activities may 

be subject to a minimal charge. The 

programmes fill up very quickly so 

make sure to book soon. 

Contact Information: 
 

Lubavitch Children’s Centre 
1 Northfield Road 
London N16 5RL 

Tel: 020 8809 9050 
Fax: 020 8809 9055 

Email: info@lubavitchchildrenscentre.com 
Web: www.lubavitchchildrenscentre.com 
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Unfortunately, there are many misconceptions about ADHD. As a result, children with ADHD are often 

labelled as unmotivated, lazy or problem children. It is therefore important to recognise and understand the 

symptoms and challenges that these children deal with on a daily basis 

The most common ADHD behaviours fall into three categories: inattention, hyperactivity, and impulsivity. 

Inattention.  

People who are inattentive have a hard time keeping their mind on any one thing and may get bored with a 

task after only a few minutes. They may give effortless, automatic attention to activities and things they enjoy. But 

focusing deliberate, conscious attention to organizing and completing a task or learning something new is difficult. 

Hyperactivity.  

People who are hyperactive always seem to be in motion. They can't sit still. They may dash around or talk 

incessantly. Sitting still through a lesson can be an impossible task. Hyperactive children squirm in their seat or 

roam around the room. Or they might wiggle their feet, touch everything, or noisily tap their pencil. Hyperactive 

teens and adults may feel intensely restless. They may be fidgety or they may try to do several things at once, 

bouncing around from one activity to the next. 

Impulsivity.  

People who are overly impulsive seem unable to curb their immediate reactions or think before they act. As 

a result they may blurt out inappropriate comments or run in the street without looking. Their impulsivity may 

make it hard for them to wait for things they want or to take their turn in games. They may grab a toy from another 

child or hit when they're upset. 

ADHD is often accompanied by other problems. ADHD is not a learning disability but because it can interfere 

with concentration it may be hard for the child to do well in school. 

Oppositional Defiant Disorder.  

Nearly half of all children with ADHD tend to have another condition, called oppositional defiant disorder. 

These children may overreact or lash out when they feel bad about themselves. They may be stubborn, have 

outbursts of temper, or act belligerent or defiant. Sometimes this progresses to more serious conduct disorders. 

Children with this combination of problems are at risk of getting in trouble at school, and even with the police. They 

may take unsafe risks and break laws--they may steal or destroy property. It's important that children with these 

conditions receive help before their behaviours lead to more serious problems. 

Anxiety.  

At some point, many children with ADHD experience other emotional disorders. About one-fourth feel 

anxious. They feel tremendous worry, tension, or uneasiness, even when there's nothing to fear. Because the 

feelings are scarier, stronger, and more frequent than normal fears, they can affect the child's thinking and 

behaviour. Others may experience depression. They may feel hopeless and unable to deal with everyday tasks. 

Depression can disrupt sleep, appetite, and the ability to think. 
 

         Credits: www.mentalhealth.about.com 

UNDERSTANDING ADHD 
 

(Attention Deficit Hyperactive Disorder) 

 

Why Won’t My Child Sit Still? 
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Hello my name is Ari.  I want to tell you a little bit about myself 

and how I see the world. I am a very hyperactive kid but I am not 

disabled, I learn in a normal Cheder. I like my things to be neat 

and tidy. I will admit that I am sometimes quite chutzpadik to my 

teachers but other times they think I‘m being cheeky when I‘m 

not. Sometimes I say things and I can‘t understand why I am 

being told off.  I sometimes get up to mischief without thinking of 

what is going to happen next. Only when I am caught do I realise 

that I did something wrong .  

Sometimes I get sent home from Cheder for misbehaving 

or disturbing the class. You might think I am happy to go home. 

But let me tell you that I am not happy about being excused from 

going to Cheder.  I just want to fit in and be the same as all other 

boys my age. I act the fool because it‘s easier to make fun of 

myself than for others to do it to me. 

Being hyperactive means that I can‘t sit still for a long 

time and I have a few projects waiting for me to finish them. My 

parents usually understand me and give me lots of jobs that I 

shouldn‘t have to be quiet for too long. For example I do all the 

serving by the Shabbos table and like this I have an excuse to 

get up a lot. But my teacher and Rebbes think that when I get up 

it‘s just that I want to disturb and then I get punished. I love 

music and am usually singing or drumming my fingers or 

banging around somewhere and my mother keeps on telling me 

to be quiet. I feel that she doesn‘t understand how hard it is for 

me. 

I don‘t like to learn because I find it hard to sit for a long 

time. I also spend a lot of time out of the class because the 

Rebbe sends me out. But, because I am clever and still know my 

stuff even though I am not in class, the Rebbe thinks I am just 

being naughty. They think that anyone who has any kind of 

―problem‖ must be stupid . This means that I end up shouting a 

lot when I get upset because I feel that the only way for anyone 

to listen to me is to make a lot of noise. 

I realise that sometimes my behaviour is out of control 

but I can‘t help it. I don‘t mean to hurt my brothers and sisters 

but it upsets me when they touch my stuff. For example I would 

let them read my Mishpacha Junior, but why don‘t they 

understand that I don‘t want them to snatch it or squash it? I 

end up shouting at them and I get upset when I think that I am 

hurting them and that they are afraid of me. 

I am going to be Bar Mitzvah soon and I‘m quite worried 

because I want to be like all other Bochurim. I don‘t want to be a 

boy with a ―problem‖. I just want to be able to go to Yeshiva and 

be normal. 

I am writing this because I want people to understand 

how difficult it is for a child who looks normal and goes to 

normal Cheder that they are dealing with very challenging and 

difficult conditions and it is important to realise that they have 

feelings and have to cope with a lot of pain of being 

misunderstood. 
 

    *Name has been changed 

 

Ari* is a 12 year old boy with, as yet undiagnosed, ADHD and 

anxiety disorder. This is his personal account of the way he feels 

he is perceived by others. Ari wants people to know that there 

are some “special needs” that aren’t obvious, but these children 

need to be understood and given the appropriate help. 

 

ARI’S STORY 

 

A Young Boy’s Account of Living With ADHD 

Tips for Living with ADHD 

Structure: ADHD sufferers need structure to survive. oo 

much structure can make them feel trapped and they  may 

rebel, but lack of structure makes them lose track of the 

world around them. 

Schedule :  A schedule works well for both children and 

adults with ADHD. Make a plan for each day. Make sure you 

give yourself or your child ―free time‖ or ―self time‖. Children 

need at least an hour of uninterrupted play. Adults need the 

same amount of time to daydream or just do nothing. 

Positive Reinforcement: Try to take negative words out of 

your vocabulary such as DON‘T and CAN‘T. For example if 

your child is running through the house tell him to walk 

instead of ―not‖ to run. Try to find positive things your child 

does and that positive messages outweigh the negative. 

Instead of listing stuff not done, list the things that they have 

done. 

Break Things Down: People with ADHD get overwhelmed 

with tasks and projects. Try to break things down into small 

parts and work in short increments. 

Nutrition: Eat more fruit and vegetables and drink water. 

Stay away from processed foods and try to eat protein for 

breakfast. Poor nutrition doesn‘t cause ADHD, but good 

nutrition can help with some of the negative ADHD 

behaviours. 

Exercise: Daily exercise is good for everybody. It helps both 

children and adults with ADHD. 

Turn it Off!! Don‘t spend too much time at the computer or 

video screen. Too much screen time does not cause ADHD 

but it doesn‘t help. 

Research and Education: Don‘t take everything your doctor 

tells you at face value. There are many resources for ADHD 

sufferers. Find out as much as you can and decide for 

yourself what is best for you. 

Help and Support: Many ADHD sufferers have trouble asking 

for help. Don‘t be embarrassed to ask for assistance. Asking 

for help with little things can stop them from becoming 

HUGE problems. 

Be Consistent: You must be consistent. Even the best advice 

won‘t work unless you do it on a regular basis. We all know 

that once we stop doing something it can be hard to start up 

again. Children especially need consistency in their lives. 

Things get easier once they are done regularly. 

  

Credits: www.livingwithadd.com/tips.shtml 

 

Having ADHD, or living with someone who has ADHD, can be 

very challenging at times. 

Below are a few tips which will help you cope and manage 

living with ADHD. These tips can be used for both children and 

adults alike. 
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Top  

10 

Tips for Easier 

Parenting 

By: Leah Hochhauser 

1 
If your kids are driving you mad you should 

use a playpen. Once your kids have calmed 

down you may come out. 

2 

4 

3 
When your children are giving you 

a headache take two Panadols. 

Follow the instructions carefully, 

especially the one that says 

“keep away from children!” 

If you’re too tired to cook, give your 

children tomato flavour crisps with 

mayonnaise and  milchig strawberry 

ice cream for supper. That covers all 

the food groups. 

When your toddlers embarrass you in 

public grit your teeth and remember that 

you’ll get your revenge when they’re 

teenagers. 

5 

6 7 

8 
9 

If your child wants to wear odd 

socks and put feathers in their hair, 

let them. It won’t bother  anyone 

and it’ll keep you both quiet. 

When your child is having a tantrum 

keep well away. It’s like switching 

on a blender without putting the lid 

on. 

If your child’s going to get sick and need 

to be hospitalised try to make sure it 

doesn’t happen on Friday afternoon, or 

you will end up twiddling your thumbs 

for 48 hours waiting for a real doctor to 

come and talk to you. 

If you suggest to your child that he 

goes to bed and he immediately agrees, 

become very suspicious. He’s either 

coming down with something or is up to 

something. 

If your child decorates your walls 

with chocolate/ketchup/finger-paints 

etc, don’t try to clean it. Take a 

picture and send it to the Tate 

Modern. It might even win the Turner 

Prize. 10 
When your children are all safely 

asleep (you hope), you can either do 

the right think and get productive 

with a bottle of bleach and a 

scourer. Or you can do the clever 

thing and curl up with a bottle of 

Bacardi and a good book. 



17     IN TOUCH/ SUMMER 2011 

 

The little country schoolhouse was heated by an old-fashioned, pot-bellied coal stove. An eight-

year-old boy named Glenn Cunningham had the job of coming to school early each day so that he could 

use kerosene to start the fire and warm the room before his teacher and his classmates arrived. One 

cold morning someone mistakenly filled the kerosene container he used with gasoline, and disaster 

struck. 

The class and teacher arrived to find the schoolhouse engulfed in flames. Terrified on realizing 

that Glenn was inside, they rushed in and managed to drag the unconscious little boy out of the flaming 

building more dead than alive. He had major burns over the lower half of his body and was taken to a 

nearby county hospital.  

From his bed, the dreadfully burned, semi-conscious little boy faintly heard the doctor talking to 

his mother. The doctor told his mother that her son would surely die – which was for the best, really – for 

the terrible fire had devastated the lower half of his body.  

But the brave boy didn't want to die. Glenn made up his mind that he would survive. And 

somehow, to the amazement of the physician, he did survive. Yet when the mortal danger was past, he 

again heard the doctor and his mother speaking quietly. The mother was told that since the fire had 

destroyed so much flesh in the lower part of his body, it would almost be better if he had died, since he 

was doomed to be a lifetime cripple with no use at all of his lower limbs. His mother refused to let the 

doctors amputate.  

Once more this brave little boy made up his mind. He would not be a cripple. He would walk. But 

unfortunately from the waist down, Glenn had no motor ability. His thin, scarred legs just dangled there, 

all but lifeless.  

Ultimately Glenn was released from the hospital. Every day afterward his mother and father would 

massage his little legs, but there was no feeling, no control, nothing. Yet his determination that he would 

walk was as strong as ever.  

When he wasn't in bed, he was confined to a wheelchair. One sunny day his mother wheeled him 

out into the yard to get some fresh air. That day, instead of sitting there, he threw himself from the chair. 

Glenn pulled himself across the grass, dragging his legs behind him.  

He worked his way to the white picket fence bordering their lot. With great effort, he raised 

himself up on the fence. Then, stake by stake, he began dragging himself along the fence, resolved that 

he would walk. He started to do this every day until he wore a smooth path all around the yard beside 

the fence. There was nothing he wanted more than to develop life in those legs.  

Ultimately through his daily massages, Glenn's iron persistence and his resolute determination, 

he did develop the ability first to stand up, then to walk haltingly with help, then to walk by himself – and 

then miraculously – to run.  

Glenn began to run to school. He ran for the sheer joy of running and being able to run. He ran 

everywhere that he could. The people in his town would often see him run by on his way to who knows 

where and smile. Later in college Glenn made the track team where his tremendous determination paid 

off. He eventually received the nickname the "Kansas Flyer."  

In February 1934, in New York City's famed Madison Square Garden, this young man who was not 

expected to survive, who would surely never walk, who could never hope to run – this determined young 

man, Dr. Glenn Cunningham, ran the mile in four minutes and eight seconds, the world's fastest indoor 

mile! Later that same year in a prestigious outdoor track meet, he shaved another second off his record 

to run the world's fastest mile to that time. 

 

The Power of Determination 

By: Burt Dubin 

Glenn Cunningham’s Story 
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After an uneventful pregnancy and my 

quickest and easiest birth B‖H, an eighth child was born 

to us. Straight after birth, I noticed that our little girl‘s 

hands were moving in an unusual way, but I didn‘t give it 

any further thought. The midwife put the baby in the cot 

and whilst my husband went out to phone the family I 

asked to hold the baby. I noticed immediately that she 

looked as if she had Down Syndrome, and a profound 

sadness enveloped me. I called out to the midwife – ―she 

looks... she looks‖, but I didn‘t want to say the words. My 

husband returned from his phone calls and I told him, 

―look at the baby. What do you see?‖ He went white and 

said, ―has she got DS?‖ We declared right then that we 

were going to help our child progress in all ways to the 

best of our ability. The paediatrician 

entered and asked, ―have you got any 

other children? Does the baby look 

like them? I told him that I thought 

she had Down Syndrome and he 

admitted that it was probable and 

would be confirmed through tests. 

I accepted the situation, albeit 

with great sadness, but with no 

complaints against Hashem. On the 

odd occasion when my imagination 

ran away with me and I considered my 

reaction to having a child with Down Syndrome, I could 

see myself going into a depression for months and not 

being able to cope. But Hashem was very good to me – 

always of course, but especially then. He lifted me up and 

carried me over those first difficult weeks and months. I 

was B‖H fortunate in that I already had a very positive 

attitude to children with Down Syndrome and was full of 

admiration for their families. 

Back on the ward, things were not going too well 

with the baby. She was not feeding well. Her sucking 

reflex was weak and her blood sugar level was dropping 

too low. She was jaundiced and was put under the lamp. 

In addition, blood tests revealed that her blood was too 

thick. She was therefore taken into the Special Care Baby 

Unit where they first inserted a nasogastric tube to 

supplement her insufficient feeds. They also decided to 

make a ‗partial exchange‘ of her blood, whereby  they 

withdrew blood and replaced it with plasma. At every 

examination, the paediatrician reassured me that her 

heart seemed fine. I didn‘t know at the time that about 

40% of children with Down Syndrome have cardiac 

problems. But it seems there was some doubt in her 

mind, and when Zeesy was five days old she was taken to 

Great Ormond Street Hospital for an ECG. 

I was shattered when I heard that the scan 

showed that she had an AVSD – a hole between the two 

upper chambers and the two lower chambers of the 

heart. We met with the cardiologist who explained to us 

that at present she was not affected by the defect since 

at birth the pressure on both sides of the heart is the 

same. As the pressure in the left side increased to post-

birth levels at six weeks she would become breathless 

due to the extra workload on her heart and lungs. We 

only had a short time in which to decide 

whether to operate, but considering the 

implications of reduced life expectancy, 

living in poor health and on constant 

medication,  it was not a hard decision to 

make and that it was in Zeesy‘s best 

interest for her to have the operation. 

I was determined to breastfeed but this 

was very difficult as she was very sleepy 

and fed very slowly. I ended up expressing 

my milk and giving it to her by bottle or 

NG tube. We became experts in the 

Halochos of working the breast pump on Shabbos and 

Yom Tov. 

When Zeesy was six weeks old she came down 

with a fever and we took her to hospital. They told us that 

she was suffering from heart failure and she was put on 

oxygen. After three days she was transferred to Great 

Ormond Street Hospital where they operated on her a few 

days later. Following the operation she spent ten days in 

the Cardicac ICU and it took four weeks before she was 

weaned off the oxygen. Before we were discharged I tried 

breastfeeding again and wonder of wonders she latched 

on straight away. I was so thankful to Hashem for this 

great gift. 

Breastfeeding was slow going at first and she was 

too weak to take a full feed, After three months we were 

finally able to remove the NG tube and we were rewarded 

with a dazzling smile. In hindsight, we now realize that 

the tube must have caused considerable discomfort. B‖H 

 

I called out to the 

midwife— “She 

looks... She 

looks”, but I didn't 

want to say the 

words. 

 

 

ZEESY 
 
 

A Mother’s 

Story 
 

 

By: Sore Gitty Spitzer 
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I managed to feed her for almost two years. 

I arranged for Zeesy to have regular massages 

and acupressure to improve her circulation, build up her 

muscles, strengthen her immune system and improve 

function of all her internal organs. I feel that this 

contributed greatly to her general well being B‖H. 

I couldn‘t have managed with Zeesy and running 

my household without the help of my wonderful husband 

and children, especially my two eldest girls who were 

sixteen and fourteen at the time. 

Zeesy is now 18 and has blossomed into a petite, 

pretty and slim young lady . She has a great sense of 

humour and loves a joke and a laugh. She is very 

musical, has a great sense of rhythm and responds well 

to instructions given in song, so our house is filled with 

the sound of singing. She is B‖H moving past the 

petulant, oppositional teenager stage and moving 

towards becoming a calm co-operative young girl. 

Over the years we have scaled the lush 

mountains of achievement and exceeded expectations , 

and have tasted the exhilarating nectar of euphoria in 

short sparse sips. We have also been thrust in the valley 

of disappointment, frustration and anxiety over issues 

such as schooling, development, behaviour and 

excessive ambition. Most of the time, we manage to 

accept Zeesy and we enjoy her many positive qualities, 

whilst trying to overlook the negative and upsetting 

behaviours and actions she exhibits. 

Zeesy is currently attending Kisharon Day School 

and is very happy and fulfilled there. Her needs are being 

fully met in a spirit of co-operation and unity as we share 

feelings of pleasure and excitement when she progresses 

and succeeds. Although she is as yet unable to daven, 

read or write, the staff at school are working consistently 

to help her move forward in these areas and they have 

encouraged her to become more motivated and to revel 

in her successes. 

Outside of school, we are fortunate that Zeesy  

has access to highly stimulating activities that are both 

educational and enjoyable. Zeesy attends Misgav, an 

organization for older girls run by two dedicated and 

altruistic mothers. On Sundays, they have a full day 

programme which includes aerobics, music and 

swimming. During the week she enjoys sessions of 

netball, gardening and cookery. The highlight of her 

Shabbos is her participation in two successive Beis 

Yaakov groups where she can feel equal with her 

mainstream friends and join them in familiar songs and 

games. Four wonderful girls, who willingly sacrifice some 

of their Shabbos relaxation to collect and bring her home, 

enable Zeesy to attend Beis Yaakov. I also have amazing 

gratitude for Chippy Flohr of Step by Step who never 

forgets Zeesy, although she has long outgrown their 

services, and allows her to attend their holiday 

playschemes. 

The breathtaking panorama of Chesed would not 

be complete without one of its striking glistening peaks – 

Camp Horizons. Zeesy has been a happy camper since 

the first year when she was one of the six pioneers. This 

model camp for children and young adults with special 

need continues to be run by Chani Friedman and Mirele 

Moskowitz in a totally self sacrificing manner. They 

devote many months of meticulous planning organizing 

and fundraising to provide a seamless harmonious blend 

of dedicated counsellors, exciting outings and 

entertainment and daily individual reinforcement of 

learning and therapy targets. Whilst Zeesy is revelling in 

her tailor made camp experience we can recharge for 2 

weeks with our other children and grandchildren, being a 

regular family for a short precious while. 

We are grateful to Hashem that he has presented 

us with a Tafkid which will allow us to earn a unique Olam 

Haboh. He has packed for us a Tzeido Lederech full of 

support and provision to ease and sweeten our journey. 

 

 

 

“Children rarely misquote. In 

fact, they usually repeat word for 

word what you shouldn't have 

said” 

 

Author Unknown 

 

 

 

“The greatest pleasure in life is 

doing what people say you cannot 

do.” 

 

 

Walter Bagehot 

 

 

“We worry about what a child will 

become tomorrow, yet we forget 

that he is someone today.” 

 

 

Stacia Tauscher 
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After weeks of form-filling, meetings 

and discussion, we finally went public 

earlier this year, and have been very 

busy since then. We  can have up to 8 

calls per day with additional people 

ringing after hours, enquiring socially or 

stopping us on the street. We have had 

calls from as far afield as Gateshead 

and Manchester. 

We are constantly enlarging our bank of therapists, 

mental health professionals, consultants and other help 

organizations by asking parents who contact us about their 

experiences, both positive or negative. In this way, we are 

aiming to provide much more details than just the name and 

contact number of the person who will hopefully be the right 

‗shaliach‘ to help the child. 

Our Therapy Assistant programme is running well B‖H. 

We are currently supporting  around 20 families, with more in 

the pipeline. Prospective therapy assistants are continually 

applying to us and we endeavour to match them  with the type 

of client, age, therapy and timing of their choice. Sometimes 

we feel that we are trying to make Shidduchim as it is 

essential that the assistant is available during the work hours 

to watch the therapist at work and to be guided by her, and 

then the assistant must discuss with the family when it is  

most suitable for them that she reinforces the therapy in 

question. 

Work on the renovation of the sensory room 

commenced after Pesach. What was originally assumed to be 

a relatively minor undertaking has turned out to be a much 

bigger project. At its completion, the sensory room will be a 

totally self-contained unit with its own toilet and independent 

entrance from the street. It is anticipated that it will be ready 

for use in Autumn 2011. 

Our first training session presented by Ruth Deutsch, 

trainer par excellence in the Feuerstein method, was very well 

attended and we have had excellent feedback from the 

participants. Lena Spitzer will be running our second session 

on ‗Learning through Play‘. She will graphically demonstrate 

and explain how critical structured play and communication is 

to the development of the baby and child in every area. In the 

autumn, we will iy‖h be running our third training session by 

Gritt Craig, an outstanding occupational therapist. 

Our future projects include establishing a support group 

for mothers of children of ADHD. This will incorporate regular 

meetings for support, brainstorming and information. In 

response to a recognized need, we also hope to build a 

database and/or website for rare syndromes and diseases in 

the more distant future. 

 

 

Contact Information: 

Tel: 0845 600 6355 

Monday — Thursday  

9:00—10:30am  8:30—10:00pm 

HELPING HANDS 
 

Community Services  

 

NEW 

 

For an informal discussion on what we can offer your child 

please contact Mrs C Flohr - Director of Services on  

020 8806 4130 ext 58/59 anytime between 10am 

- 2pm Monday - Thursday. If no answer please leave a 

message and we will get back to you. 

 Sports - a wide range of daily after school sports 

activities including swimming, hydrotherapy, ice-

skating, cycling, ball games, drumming and horse-

riding, all uniquely catered towards the individual 

needs of the children. 

 Baby Hydrotherapy - an early intervention 

programme for babies in a specialised 

hydrotherapy pool with warm water run by a 

qualified and professional teacher with occasional 

visits from a hydro-therapist.  

 Sunday Club -  a full day action packed programme 

taking place weekly at the purpose built and fully 

equipped Norwood Family Centre.  

 Holiday Play-schemes - taking place during Winter, 

Summer and pre-Pesach school holidays. Daily 

schedule of entertainment and activities and 

occasional outings to farms, soft play centres and 

places of interest. 

 Residential breaks - a weeklong winter sleep-away 

camp at a rural and fully equipped location with an 

exciting and busy schedule. Additionally we run 

occasional sleep-away ‗Shabbatons‘ - weekend 

breaks from Thursday - Sunday.  

 

 Additionally we have recently launched Step Up - 

activities for boys aged 13+ in conjunction with 

Youthdirect: 

 Sunday Club - an action packed full day scheme 

including activities such as sailing, woodwork, arts 

‗n‘ crafts, IT, swimming and trampolining 

 Holiday Play-schemes - these take place during 

summer, winter and before Pesach. The full day 

programme includes arts n crafts, exciting 

activities and entertainment and trips to adventure 

parks, farms and places of interest 

 Weekend breaks - a sleep-away trip over the 

weekend allowing parents/carers a weekend off as 

well as giving the children an exciting and 

stimulating break. 

 

 

Step by Step  
provides the following 

out of school activities 

for children with 

disabilities 



21     IN TOUCH/ SUMMER 2011 

 

 

 

 

Dear Mrs. French, 

 

Over the past six months, your husband has caused quite a commotion in our store. We 

cannot tolerate this behavior and have been forced to ban both of you from the store. 

Our complaints against your husband are listed below and are documented by our 

video surveillance cameras. 

 

1. June 15: Took 24 boxes of cereal and randomly put them in other people's carts 

when they weren't looking. 

2. July 2: Set all the alarm clocks in Housewares to go off at 5-minute intervals.  

3. July 19: Walked up to an employee and told her in an official voice, 'Code 3 in 

Housewares. Get on it right away'. This caused the employee to leave her 

assigned station and receive a reprimand from her Supervisor that in turn 

resulted with a union grievance, causing Management to lose time and costing 

the company money. 

4. August 4: Went to the Service Desk and asked them to reserve a bag of Smarties. 

5. August 14: Moved a 'CAUTION - WET FLOOR' sign to a carpeted area. 

6. August 15: Set up a tent in the camping department and told the children 

shoppers he'd invite them in if they would bring pillows and blankets from the 

bedding department to which twenty children obliged. 

7. August 23: When a clerk asked if they could help him he began crying and 

screamed, ''Why can't you people just leave me alone?' EMTs were called. 

8. September 10: While handling guns in the hunting department, he asked the clerk 

where the antidepressants were. 

9. October 6: In the auto department, he practiced his car engine impersonations. 

10. October 18: Hid in a clothing rack and when people browsed through, yelled 'PICK 

ME! PICK ME!' 

11. October 21: When an announcement came over the loud speaker, he assumed a 

fetal position and screamed, 'OH NO! IT'S THOSE VOICES AGAIN!' 

  And last, but not least: 

12. October 23: Switched off all the lights in the lighting department, and announced 

that the store is closing down! 

After I retired, my wife insisted that I accompany her on her trips to Department Stores. 
Unfortunately, like most men, I found shopping boring and preferred to get in and get out. 
Equally unfortunate, my wife is like most women - she loves to browse. Yesterday my wife 

received the following letter from the local Department Store. 

 

SHOPPING WITH MEN!!! 

And you thought your KIDS  

were  impossible !!! 
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Do you know what the currency of Hungary is? What about the capital of Ethiopia? Well, if you 

had been at In Touch‘s Tenth Annual Convention in Bournemouth, you would know. The answers, by the 

way, are florin and Addis Ababa. 

Every single facet of our personalities was well served during our four day sojourn at the Normandie 

Hotel. The first night supper quiz, organized by yours truly and my indefatigable sister Leah Hochhauser, 

gave us intellectual stimulation; relaxing massages nourished our hard working motherly selves; whilst a 

pottery workshop tended to our inner children. A lively game of crazy golf brought forth the ferocious 

competitiveness that we all have, but are loath to admit. Some of the language uttered during this mini 

tournament would be enough to make a sailor blush. 

And talking of sailors, our theme of ―you cannot direct the wind but you can adjust the sails‖ was 

evident throughout the convention. The welcome packs were themed to naval colours of white and blue 

and our tables at mealtimes were appropriately named with monikers such as ―Friendship‖, ―All Aboard‖ 

and ―Shipwreck‖. (I have a funny feeling that the supposedly random placings were fixed, because I 

ended up being assigned to the Shipwreck table at almost every meal). 

Entertainment was provided courtesy of our resident married couple Sue Lachman (aka Shmuli) 

and Leah‘le Weiss. They have, since their nuptials 4 years ago, managed to produce an undisclosed 

number of children and were caught unawares by a surprise visit from social worker Rivka Smith. Mrs 

Smith couldn‘t understand why Shmuli was unable to support his family after claiming that he spent his 

day studying prophets. ―Where are all these profits then‖ she exclaimed in exasperation after a mindless 

exchange between herself and the oblivious couple. 

To avoid spontaneous combustion from all the excitement, we were treated to a leisurely boat ride 

around Bournemouth‘s shoreline. The weather was glorious and if you closed your eyes you could just 

about imagine that you were sitting aboard a luxury cruise liner. The camaraderie and achdus was 

 

 

Welcome Aboard 
 

HMS In Touch 
 
 

 

By: Feigi Stein 
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palpable throughout the entire convention. 

This year we had the bittersweet pleasure of being joined by several first timers. It was eye-opening 

to hear their reactions and it reminded me of  how I approached my first convention with a mixture of 

trepidation and excitement. It was unanimously agreed, by both veterans and novices alike, that the 

feelings of solidarity and understanding at In Touch is unsurpassed. 

Lily Galandauer and Toni Dzialowski ran our informative and helpful workshops and they 

generously gave away their time for private sessions as well. However, the highlight of the week was an 

inspiring session with Rabbi Shaul Rosenblatt, author of ―Finding Light in the Darkness‖.  His unshakable 

emunah and bitachon in the face of adversity provided some much needed chizuk and encouragement 

to help us sail through the choppy waters. 

We, In Touch mothers, are on a constant diet of responsibility, appointments, Statements and 

medical reports. Finding time for ourselves is not even a luxury, it is an impossibility. But for four 

luxurious days in the year we are like the proverbial kid in the sweet shop. We stuff ourselves with all the 

goodies that are available until we are sick, and then we squeeze in just a little more for good measure. 

We indulge in everything that we are deprived of all year round, be it time to ourselves, catching up with 

others or having a laugh. 

On the subject of overindulgence, the food and service provided at the Normandie was impeccable. 

Two full hearty meals per day (who has the time for that usually?), a wait staff that was available to 

attend to our every whim and Mr & Mrs Engel, the hotel managers, who were always accessible, genial 

and extremely obliging. 

With the taste of sea spray still lingering, we bade farewell to our shipmates and our trusty crew. 

But fear not, ladies, for although you might sometimes find yourself up the creek without a paddle, 

there‘s always In Touch with the welcoming shout of ―Land Ahoy!‖ 
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When I first started watching the Temple Grandin film I wasn‘t quite 

sure what to expect. What I wasn‘t expecting was the depth of concept 

and directness of the story. This is a movie that tries to take the viewer 

and put them in an autistic person‘s shoes. 

The movie is based on the life of Temple Grandin, an autistic woman 

who overcame the limitations imposed on her by her condition to 

become an expert in the field of animal husbandry. 

When Temple was first diagnosed with Autism her mother was advised 

to institutionalise her. Her mother did not give up on her and hired a 

speech therapist to work with her daughter. At age four Temple started 

to speak and make progress. 

The movie begins more or less around the time that Temple leaves 

school, while visiting her Aunt and Uncle‘s cattle farm in Arizona. We do 

see some of Temple‘s earlier life through a series of flashbacks. I would have loved to have seen more of 

Temple‘s childhood in particular the ways she overcame her inability to speak. 

The film is not simply about telling Temple‘s story, it is about understanding the way she thinks. In 

the same way that Temple gets down on all fours to understand how the cattle feel, the movie puts us 

right into Temple‘s shoes and makes us understand her world through her eyes.  

Right at the beginning of the film Temple says ―I think in pictures and then I connect them‖. 

Throughout the film, we see images flashing before her eyes to make us see the world the way Temple 

sees it.  

Ultimately, this is a story about being the best that you can be and the power of positive parenting. 

Everyone with any connection to autism must watch this film. It‘s an inspiration to parents and 

teachers alike. It clearly demonstrates the power that positive teachers and mentors have to inspire and 

change lives. 

 

 

If you are interested in seeing the Temple Grandin film we will be happy to arrange further 

viewings. Please contact us  at In Touch for more information. 

 

 

 DIFFERENT 
  NOT 

 LESS 

Temple Grandin Film Review     By: Feigi Stein 
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On a Tuesday morning in mid June we 

were privileged to glean inspiration from the 

renowned Dr Meir Wikler of New York, at the 

home of Mrs Miriam Josovic, where we 

experienced the warm, homely atmosphere 

that we have come to expect at all In Touch 

events. 

Dr Wikler addressed the topic of 

preventing insult from adding injury. He 

portrayed the extraordinary levels of 

closeness to Hashem we attain when 

refraining from insulting or answering back 

those who embarrass us. He illustrated this 

exalted Middah with true examples form 

Dovid Hamelech, as well as from modern day 

‗laymen‘ who were able to stay quiet when 

insulted, and were zoche to see yeshuos 

beyond the natural. 

R‘ Nochum is one such person, who, 

after being publicly humiliated despite having 

done no wrong remained quiet and then 

requested from Hashem a Shidduch for his 

son. Within a few days, a wonderful Shidduch 

was completed. 

After his talk the floor was open to 

discussion and the audience was 

encouraged to voice comments and 

questions. He gave advice on how to speak 

to people in challenging situations and how 

to express empathy without condescension. 

 

Information of the workshops based on Rick 

Lavoi‘s educational videos will follow in the next 

issue. 

If you are interested in arranging these 

workshops at a time suitable to you, please 

contact us at In Touch for more details. 

“If you only ever do what 

you’ve already done, you 

will only ever get to 

where you’ve already 

been.” 

Unknown 

“Whether you think you 

can or you think you 

can’t, you’re probably 

right.” 
 

Henry Ford 

A Morning With  

Dr Meir Wikler 
 

By: R. Grosz 

DATE FOR YOUR DIARY 

 

 

IN TOUCH  

SHABBOS RETREAT 

PARSHAS VAYECHI 

6 - 8 JANUARY 2012 
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By: Kriendy Mayteles (age 12) 

Pesach Paradise 

 Growing up with a special needs 

brother is challenging, yet it has its benefits. 

One of the perks are the twice yearly Chol 

Hamoed outings organized by In Touch. 

We awoke on Chol Hamoed Pesach to a 

sunny blue sky. We made or way to Egerton 

Road where we were cheerfully greeted by 

Toby and Tzirele who ushered us into the 

waiting coaches. 

We arrived at Broxbourne Paradise 

Wildlife Park, eager and excited and looking 

forward to a fun filled day at the zoo. There 

was so much to see and we didn't know 

where to start. There were perky parrots, lazy 

lions, mischievous monkeys and lots more.  

We gazed at the honey coloured lion, its 

majestic furry mane falling gracefully over its 

shoulders. We stared in awe at the haughty 

snow leopard, its white coat sprinkled with 

black dots glinting in the sun. 

The only thing we could proclaim after 

seeing such wonders was “Mah Rabu 

Ma’asecha Hashem”. We sat down do eat 

dinner with chickens waddling under our feet 

and pecking at our crumbs. 

The playground had a merry-go-round 

and slide to keep the little ones occupied.  

We made our way to the camels and  

gaped in wonder at its coffee coloured fur 

reflecting the sun‘s glaring rays. The humps 

rose and fell gently as it emitted a strange 

sort of sound. 

We headed home tired and happy after 

such an adventurous day.                       
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When choppy seas surround us, 

We only need to be In Touch, 

When life first throws us golf balls, 

We certainly must DUCK! 

 

We should always count our blessings, 

When we near despair, 

Instead of seeing Hashem absent, 

We should notice that He is there. 

 

When life gives us lemons, 

We squeeze out lemonade, 

When adversity approaches, 

Bitachon makes us not afraid. 

 

If cows deserve respect, we see, 

As Temple Grandin said, 

We certainly deserve as much, 

Our needs should be met. 

 

Win or lose, it all depends, 

Not on our rank or fame, 

The main thing is how we stand up, 

And calmly play the game. 

 

For tests will come and challenge us, 

The road is never flat, 

Success does lie in those whose eyes, 

Do recognise just that. 

 

The bonds we made do strengthen us, 

To sail the waters, but, 

With choppy seas in front of us, 

We need to be In Touch. 

 

Bournemouth Ballad 
 

By: Malka Kinn 
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Q: What lies at the 
bottom of the 
ocean and shivers? 
A: A nervous wreck 

Q: Why was 6 

afraid of 7? 

A: Because 7, 8, 9 

(seven ate nine). 

Q: What did the 

dentist say when his 

wife baked a cake? 

A: Can I do the filling? 

with kids 

FUN FACTS 
 

 The hottest recorded temperature 

was on 13 September 1922 in Libya 
where it was 57.8°C or 136°F. 

The coldest recorded temperature 

was on 21 July 1983 in Antarctica 
where it was –89.2°C or –128.6°F. 

 


