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Letter from the Editor
Over the past few months my life has been a bit of a
whirlwind. In the past five weeks, I have celebrated and
danced at 3 different weddings in 3 different cities. Between
packing for myself and packing Meilech off to carers, I have
packed and unpacked 16 times.
The weddings were all Boruch Hashem joyous and fun and
I’m really enjoying getting to know my three brand new
nieces. But one thing I can tell you… so many weddings,
so little time… I’m exhausted. I need a vacation… but that
would require packing again, and at this point I think I’d
rather stay in bed for a week.
And if you need a reason to stay in bed, just check out all
the ones on page 16. When I asked members of my family
to help me compile a list of “stay in bed” excuses, they came
thick and fast… I suspect every mother in the world has a
secret list of lazy-day justifications stashed away behind
the ice-cream.
But before I can take a nap… or three… I need to pack up
Meilech for camp. As I’m once again making piles of vests,
pants, and pyjamas, I’m pondering about my metaphorical
baggage.
When packing there are always those things you throw
into the suitcase for “just in case.” Things you are positively
sure you are not going to use… I mean who are you kidding?
Are you actually planning to go hiking up a mountain in the
middle of winter? You’ve never ever gone on a mountain
hike before in your life, but you never know… you might
actually need those extra-heavy hiking boots.
But when you pack three times in quick succession for the
same reason, you learn to streamline. My luggage on the
third trip was a lot lighter… okay, to be fair, airlines are much
stricter about weight than your brother’s car.
And it’s the same with life… some days we just seem to
carry so much extra weigh… and for what? There are days
when I’m trying to balance the weight of the world on
my shoulders that I’m barely stumbling through the day,
but when I peer into the suitcase of my life, all the million
little rocks and pebbles seem to be of such gargantuan
importance that I can’t afford to throw even one of them
out.
I need to take a lesson from that third trip. I need to learn to
fling open the baggage and ask myself, “do I really need all
this for today? Do I really need to schlep this worry, or that
concern, or even that possible disaster?” I need to learn to
travel light, to throw away the extra baggage and just pack
up the small manageable bundle I need for the day. Because
life… like airlines… charges for overweight.
And on the days that we need to carry a heavier burden,
Hashem is our companion traveller who lightens our load.
So let’s all learn to unpack the extraneous baggage, put
them aside… travel light… relax… and possibly take a nap.

Wishing you all a light, free, relaxing winter.
Feigi Stein

Dear In Touch members
My name to fame
Is that Benzy’s my son
And Rifky’s photography
I am their mum
They have a desire
To be helpful and kind
They have special needs
Really in mind
They offer free sessions
itions
To kids with life limiting cond
Or multiple complex
Medical conditions
That otherwise
Wouldn't get photos done
As their condition
yone
Won't allow them to go to an
It's an offer that is available
One per child
So please text or call
07443 915 841
Don't be shy

Your Letters

לעלוי נשמת
yeh
Chaya Miriam Bas Yehuda Ar

Ahron

Mrs Beneth

In Touch has do
ne it again.
Great magazine.
Great
content. And bea
utiful new
design.
Anonymous (by
text)

Response from In T
ouch Team to
Chani Benedikt:

Dear Chani
We were all so touc
hed by your
warm words of gr
atitude in the
previous issue.
Being grateful is th
e most powerful
experience we can
have. So many
times, we find ours
elves focusing
on the nitty gritty
as well as the
bigger challenges
that we face on a
daily basis and forg
et that we have
so much to be grat
eful for. It was
so refreshing that
you shared your
positive outlook an
d it was a great
reminder to look ou
t for the many
chasodim Hashem
continuously
showers upon us.
Thank you for your
insightful
inspiration

Love Tzirele, Simi

and Toby

Just received my In Touch
newsletter. To use your
convention word “wow.” What
a refreshing change. I really
enjoyed the clean, fresh look
and also the wonderful articles.
I wish more people would
contribute, and that includes
me. Hatzlocho.
Broch (by text)

Editors Note: I wish more
people would contribute
too :)
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Riding High
By: Tzirele Gluck

It’s been over a year now since my son Moishy
settled into Langdon Community following his 3 year
stay at Langdon College in Manchester. B’H he had
a wonderful 3 years at the College where he learned
many independent skills and weaned himself off the
need for his mummy to do everything for him. While
at college, he came home for all half term and school
holidays so the separation was slower and less
painful, but which was ultimately a stepping stone to
moving away from home. Sometimes the trips home
came at a difficult time, but school holidays are just
that and something we must all put up with.
When Moishy moved into a supported living
arrangement cared for by the Langdon community,
things changed a lot. Suddenly, it became my choice
when and for how long to have him home and
obviously, I now make sure that his visits are at a
time when I can manage them and enjoy them.
Moishy phones often and we have delightful chats
on the phone. He will tell me where he has been and
whom he has seen and he always asks about In Touch.
I, on the other hand love keeping him up with the
family news and tidbits and though I am not always
sure he understands, I tell him all the family simchos
and daily happenings and of course what In Touch
has been up to and let him know how everyone is
getting on. We’ve also sent him large poster photos
of his family which he enjoys and has hanging in his
bedroom.
On occasion, I will make a day trip to Manchester
to visit him at the house in Prestwich he shares with
two other young men and then we will spend time
going out for a bite or just to do some shopping. I
have sometimes been accompanied by my children
and older grandchildren and Moishy delights in
showing us all the home he lives in and his bedroom.
I am so grateful that he does not ask to come back to
London. He has gotten used to the idea that he lives
in Manchester and has us in stitches when he chats
in a Mancunian accent. Of course, being surrounded
by male carers all with broad northern accents,
has rubbed off on him and this is inevitable but not
something we mind at all.
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Moishy gets invited out to families in Prestwich
and Salford for every Shabbos and Yomtov meal
and he has many friends among the community.
It makes me smile when I walk the streets with
him and the friendly people who pass give him
a wave or call out ‘Hi Moishy’. He in turn pats
me on the back and calls back proudly to them
‘this is my mummy’. Moishy has a few ‘jobs’ in
the community for which I am extremely grateful.
Apparently he stacks the shelves in Mashers, a
dry goods store on Leicester Road, and he also
puts away the seforim and shines the brass in
one of the shuls in Prestwich. He also does dinner
duty in one of the nearby yeshivos where he has
made friends with many of the bochurim who
learn there and he attends some local programs
for young disabled men as well as meeting many
people of the community in shul.
Until recently Langdon had a van they used for
their residents which unfortunately broke down.
I was contacted by his carers who requested that
we use Moishy’s personal DLA to get him a car
from Motability.
Being his Power of Attorney, it was up to me to
deal with the purchase of the car so I chose a
snazzy white 5 seater Hyundai i10 edition which
would be perfect for his needs.
The dealer from whom we were buying the
car was situated in Bury in Manchester so on
the appointed date of collection, I travelled to
Manchester to take Moishy and 2 carers to collect
the car on his behalf.
Moishy was extremely excited about the idea of
owning his own car and although he knew that he
was unable to drive it, he still felt very grand with
the fact that the car would be his own possession.
Moishy was quivering with excitement when he
came to pick me up from the train station and
he spoke nineteen to the dozen on our drive to
the dealership. When we arrived, we pointed out
to Moishy the gleaming new car parked in the
forecourt. We were shown to the reception area
to wait until the dealer was ready for us. Moishy
sat on the edge of the couch, watching the dealers
every move and when we were finally beckoned
over, he was up like a shot and he marched over to

Moishy receiving keys to his car

the desk with a purposeful air and settled himself
in the chair opposite the dealer, where he leaned
on his elbow over the table as though he was
about to pull off the business deal of the century.
I pulled up another chair and sat down next to
him. We had to go through the necessary signing
of documents and Moishy listened intently as all
the instructions were explained to me. Finally, the
dealer passed the keys over to me. I pointed to
Moishy and told him to hand them over to him,
the new owner of the car. Moishy accepted the
keys with a flourish and with puffed up pride
marched out of the showroom, the dealer, the two
carers and myself unable to keep up with him as
he ran to claim his car.
After the requisite photo shoot of Moishy posing
with the others in front of his brand new car, I

asked Moishy where he would like to sit. He
chose the front seat for himself, commanded me
to go into the back with one of his carers taking
the wheel. As we drove out of the dealership,
Moishy demanded that the air conditioner be
switched on. He then had a heyday making the
electric windows go up and down, and kept
encouraging his carer to drive faster and faster.
I had such fun, loving every minute of seeing
Moishy feeling so important and great. As we
drove closer to home, he called out to passersby that he had a new car and everyone cheerily
waved to him. He tells me over the phone that
the car drives very fast over the ‘boomps’!
A new job has been added to his Friday routine.
Car wash day!

Do you have a story to share?
We want to hear about your experiences.
Contact us by post, phone or email.
Details can be found on Page 2
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Horsing Around
Shmelke was about to turn forty. He looked down at his
waistline, his belt groaning as he tried to stretch it to fit the
last hole, and his shirt buttons about to pop. He remembered
his friend Yankel mentioning that horse riding was good
exercise, and he remembered his childhood ponying about
on Zeidy’s farm.
So Shmelke decided to go horse riding. He panted his way to
the stables and asked for a horse to ride. The Jewish owner
patted Shmelke on the back and said “boy, do I have a stud
for you. He was a champion racehorse, now retired, but he
still moves like a star.” Shmelke nodded, impressed. “How
much.” “Ah, such a fine specimen doesn’t come cheap, but
for you my friend, I’ll do a special price of £500 per hour.”
Shmelke began to perspire.
“Look, I’m an urban man, I don’t need fancy schmancy
champions. I’m happy with a slow and steady mover. A bit
like me.”
The owner thought for a bit and said, “okay, I have this one
horse, he’s a bit old… and he was trained by an eccentric
alte yid. To start him, say “nu…” to stop him say “oi vey,”
but if you really want him to set off at a speedy gallop say,
“baruch Hashem.”
Shmelke gets on the tired horse, and with a “nu” the horse
goes off at a steady canter. Shmelke kept repeating “nu”
every time he wanted to go faster and the horse obliged.
Suddenly Shmelke saw a ravine up ahead, but he couldn’t
for the life of him remember the phrase to get the horse to
stop.
Shmelke panicked and started screaming. He forgot the
stop phrase and began shouting “l’man Hashem,” “Help!”
After trying various phrases he eventually screamed out “oi
vey.” And the horse stopped a few inches from the ravine.
Shmelke breathed a sigh of relief, looked up to the sky and
called out “Baruch Hashem.”
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Finding My People
By: Bella P
When my son started school and before he was diagnosed with Aspergers, I was THAT
MUM. The one who always got called in for “a word” by the teacher at the end of the day.
I was younger by a decade than most of the other mums and on my own. I felt the weight
of judgement as to the results of my immature, single mother efforts with every trip to the
front of the group to find out what he’d done this time. I can still feel it now. The other mums
weren’t nasty or cruel, but I felt quite clearly that I wasn’t accepted. I never got invited to
coffee and my boy rarely got invited to birthday parties. Although, to be fair, on the occasions
he did get invited, he would usually have a meltdown and scream to go home.
I was talking to a friend about this earlier and ruminating that I had never felt accepted at
school or college either. I was always the outsider, longing to be part of something I didn’t
fully understand. And it suddenly hit me that THIS, right here and now is the first time in my
entire life I have ever felt accepted and loved by people I’m not related to. It made me cry.
After my son’s diagnosis it took me a while to accept my new reality, but then I discovered
the support group and I finally found my people. Sometimes it takes a while, I know it took
my long enough, but I am so grateful for it every day. I LOVE my people. They are amazing
and brighten my every day. Sometimes with laughter, sometimes with tears and a problem
shared. Sometimes it’s easy, and sometimes it keeps me up at night, but I am so grateful for
every single one of them… especially the extra special ones… they know who they are.

Quotes:

"When you stop expecting people to be perfect
you can like them for who they are"
(Donald Miller)

"Anything is possible when you have the right kind of people
there to support you"
(Misty Copeland)

"Life is all about finding people who are your kind of crazy"
(Unknown)
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Hanging with Jason,
My Autistic Nephew
Dr. Michael Milobsky
As a pediatrician for many families with children on the
autism spectrum, I thought I knew what it entailed to raise
an autistic child. How wrong I was.
________________________________________
“What’s seven plus four?”
“Eleven?” I answer cautiously.
“What’s eight plus three?” my nephew Jason fires at me.
“Eleven?” I reply curiously.
“What’s six plus four?” Jason squawks.
“Ten!” I retort, starting to feel quite impressed with myself.
Jason paces, excitedly, as my daughter, Hadassah and I
gingerly set foot in the entryway of his home.
His excitement is marked with more math problems. Seven
plus two. Eight plus five. Nine plus four. Back and forth.
Animated and energized, Jason paces.
“Who is your drama teacher?” Jason barks.
As my eyes widen and my shoulders start to shrug, ever so
slightly, Jason gets louder and more urgent.
“WHO IS YOUR DRAMA TEACHER?”
My sister-in-law, Andrea, gently intercepts: “He wants you
to ask him who HIS drama teacher is,” she explains.
“Oh! Jason, who is your drama teacher?” I ask.
“MISS LORI!” he sings as he prances into the kitchen,
whooping excitedly.
My nephew Jason is autistic. He is 17 years old; the same
age as my oldest daughter.
I don’t get to see Jason very often, since he lives with his
parents in Maryland. In fact, it’s been many years since I’ve
spent any meaningful time with him. Travel is impossible
for Jason. Any change in routine upsets him tremendously.
My brother, David, and his wife, Andrea, have introduced
Jason to each of my children through family photographs.
Jason has learned to recite the names of each of his seven
cousins. And though it has been a while, he knows I am his
“Uncle Mike.”
David and Andrea welcome me and Hadassah into their
dining room. We only have two hours before we have to
head to the airport – not a particularly long time to enjoy
getting reacquainted with family. But as we settle into our
seats, it becomes increasingly clear that our two hours
together won’t be about reacquainting ourselves at all. David
and Andrea don’t have that luxury. Jason needs constant
supervision. And since there are visitors in his home, Jason
also needs extra coaching and redirection; new people
make him agitated and upset at times, and his parents have
to work extra hard to reassure and calm him.
Jason, a tall and strikingly strong young man, spends the
entire two hours cycling between the dining room, kitchen

8 / In Touch/Winter 2020

and playroom. Barking, chanting and whooping. Back
and forth. In and out. Round and round. Loud and strong.
On and on.
And I watch. I watch David and Andrea, who aren’t
afforded more than just a few moments at the table. I
watch as Jason yells and screams and pushes and paces.
I watch David and Andrea’s hugs and gentle touches.
I watch their calm and caring demeanor. I watch their
patience. I listen to their soothing words. And I am in
deep, indescribable awe.
I am not new to parenting, or noise, or chaos.
My wife and I have seven children, four of whom still
live at home.
And I am a pediatrician. I am surrounded with crying
babies, angry toddlers and anxious parents. Day in and
day out.
I care for many families with children on the autism
spectrum and up until now, I managed to fool myself
into thinking I was on the front lines with these families;
that somehow, I basically knew what it entailed to raise
a child with autism.
We can never understand another’s challenges, nor
can we judge how they react to, are consumed by, or
work to overcome these challenges.
But after two hours with Jason, I am humbled at how
wrong I was. And, I have to be honest, that after those
two very long hours, I couldn’t wait to leave. And I
couldn’t help but admit to myself that I would be too
selfish and impatient and intolerant to survive Jason, if
he were my child.
Yet somehow, my brother and his wife don’t just survive
Jason, they parent him… actively and intentionally.
They lead with empathy and love and kindness. They
lead with smiles and caring. They lead with: “Who is
your drama teacher, Jason?” and, “What’s eight plus
four, Jason?” and, “Who loves you more than anything,
Jason?”
Somehow, Jason got the parents he needed. And I got
the perspective that I needed to help me understand
the families I serve: the perspective that we can never
understand another’s challenges, nor can we judge how
they react to, are consumed by, or work to overcome
these challenges.
But we can observe those who are more patient, more
kind, and more selfless than ourselves, and we can learn
from their greatness.
Credits: www.aish.com

What Is Special?
By: Zivia Katz

Special needs …………,
Special in words? Special in deeds?
Needing extra special attention?
Deserving of a special mention?
Special strengths? Special resources?
Uniquely tailored parenting courses?
Lots of extra special time,
Waiting at the clinic on line,
Special needle, special injection,
Not that much time for reflection.
Special muscles can be low tone,
Special therapies done at home.
Coaxing out a special word,
That was not too easy heard,
One word at a time, gathers momentum,
Till it becomes a special, full blown, tantrum!
Special behaviour needs addressing,
How to tackle? We’re all guessing,
Special school? Special assistant?
Special parents need persistence.
Can get especially overwhelming and confusing,
Sometimes just seem to be losing,
That special touch that’s so essential,
Plumbing my depths for special potential,
Looking for a special dose of inspiration,
In Touch, waiting for your special invitation!

It’s Wonderful!
By: Nechumelle Jacobs

As the rising sun glistened on a young
duckling brood,
One seemed to feel so differently sized, and
hued,
Grey and dowdy, how he wished to be like the
friends he knew!
But slowly he matured.. dull feathers
transformed… and into… a swan he grew!
The discomfort of his difference, he finally
accepted and he learnt to ignore!
For he realised he was special – not a duck,
but something more!
Yes, there are times I feel different from all
those dear to me,
As there are numerous activities I can’t do,
due to my disability,
Now that I am Boruch Hashem happily
married for many a year,
Why I had to be different from those around
me is crystal clear,
I wouldn’t have got someone as special as my
husband that’s for sure,
Being disabled is a small price to pay for a life
so perfect and pure!
Yes, at times it is laborious, I will be the first to
admit,
As we need arrangements, that too often just
don’t seem to fit.
Most of you are clueless as to what we go
through,
No matter how repeatedly we explain it to
you,
But I have accepted to be marked disabled for
life,
For that allowed me to be my husband’s wife!
Yes, in truth I’d rather not be different from
you,
But this is the tafkid Hashem chose me to do,
So I try to accept it and not complain,
Even if I would prefer not to be lame,
In my life there is so much good that I see,
How Hashem planned it out specially for me!
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When Good People Snap
By: N.N.

I spent 22 years working with dogs as an
enthusiastic amateur dog trainer. I worked in
obedience, Rally, Agility, showing, rescue and
rehab.
I did it for fun, and because I loved dogs.
And it made me a better human, too.
In fact, I learned a lot about humans from
dogs and dog training. One thing I learned
from Jean Donaldson in her book The Culture
Clash, was about "The Bite Threshold."
The idea is that even good dogs bite when
pushed far enough.
And as people with dogs, it's our responsibility
to learn to see when "far enough" is coming
too near.
To learn our dogs' stress levels, and what adds
to those levels, and see when it's piling on and
becoming too much.
For some dogs, their stress tolerance level is
fairly low.
For others, it's quite high.
However, add up enough stress, and dogs
will hit the red zone where they are highly
likely to bite. They may not. They may growl,
or raise their hackles, or run and hide, or do
ANYTHING except bite. Or they may not.
Especially if running is not an option, or
cowering is not making the stressor go away.
For example, let’s look at Fido. Fido is a good
dog. He's twelve years old, has never bit
anyone, nor has he ever even shown signs of
biting. He's usually quite mild mannered.
And yet, today he's reached his bite threshold.
How?
A. At 12 years old, Fido has started feeling
his age a bit. For the past few months, he's
been waking up a bit stiff in the morning with
arthritis. His people haven't noticed yet, and
Fido can't speak, so it's untreated. It's not bad,
but it's there.
B. It's been a bad year for fleas this year, and
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even though Fido's owners are conscientious
about keeping him protected, he still gets bit
once in a while, and he's slightly allergic, so
it really bothers him. He got bit this morning,
and he's feeling itchy and unsettled.
C. It's a rumbly day, with thunder in the
distance. Fido HATES thunderstorms. HATES
them. Like cowers behind the couch and drools
hates. It's not here yet, and Fido's people are
taking him on a walk. He's on high alert.
D. There's another dog barking at Fido from
across the park. It's a small stressor, but it
adds to the list. On it's own, it wouldn't affect
Fido. Added on top of everything else right
now, it puts Fido at 87% of his bite threshold.
Poor Fido is stressed!
E. This can be literally ANY other stressor. A
small child running up to Fido out of nowhere.
A man with a beard (Fido is a rescue and
doesn't like men with beards). A loud noise to
startle Fido. A trip to the vet (super stress!).
ANYTHING.
And if Fido bites, his people will likely say,
“The bite came out of nowhere!”
But it didn't.
And humans are the same way.
Some humans have a low snap threshold.
They snap often. It may not be a BIG snap, or
a earth-shattering snap, but they snap.
Some humans have a high snap threshold.
Like Fido. They almost never hit that danger
zone. And when they do, it may not result in a
blow up. But it may.
Because everyone has a breaking point.
And so, when your normally cool friend who
always takes care of everything with calm and
aplomb finally hits that point, you might say,
"It came out of nowhere," or "This isn't like
you," but that's no more true for people than
it is for dogs.
For example, Layla is having a rough day.
You probably wouldn't know it. In fact, she

probably might not know it, because she's used to
managing things well and making things happen.
But it's piling up on her today.
A. She's got a low-grade headache. Maybe she's
developing allergies. Maybe she's got a mild sinus
infection. But it's there.
B. She didn't get enough sleep last night. She usually
sleeps like a rock, but for some reason, she was tossing
and turning last night, and doesn't feel rested.
C. It's morning, and there is already a disaster to deal
with at work.
D. John, the co-worker who should be responsible for
taking care of that disaster is not in today. He called
out sick, leaving her to deal with the angry client.
E. Pam, her friend just called to let her know that the
night out they've been planning for a month isn't going
to happen. She’s cancelling for the third time.
Layla gets upset and raises her voice.
And Pam is confused. She's usually SO understanding.
It's never been a problem before. They are both busy
people and they have always worked around these

things.
Pam says, "Is it really this big of a deal?"
This pushes Layla into the snap zone. She
yells and hangs up.
Pam says to herself, "Well, that came out
of nowhere," when it might have helped to
think:
"That's unlike her. I wonder what she might
be dealing with to make her react like that,
and how I can help. After all, I was looking
forward to our night out too."
I'm not saying that people have no
responsibility for their behaviour just
because they've reached the snap threshold.
We do. Of course. We always do.
I'm saying that when it happens to the
people we love, it is a good thing when we
can be a bit more understanding, and look
at how we can help, rather than simply
assume they are being irrational for no
reason.

Are you struggling with the Local Authority
to get respite or residential care
for your child at Bayis Sheli?
For advice and support during the process
please call Mrs Cohen on

020 8815 3920

or email her at rachel@bayissheli.org.uk
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Un-Pampered
By: Feigi Stein

This is going to be a completely self-indulgent article.
But I am hoping that it will offer some humorous
entertainment and perhaps a modicum of identifiability
to be able to get away with hedonistic whining about
#firstworldproblems.
Five months and three week ago my friends gave me a
gift certificate for a pampering session. I kept pushing it
off until the last minute – it was only valid for 6 months.
Although why gift certificates have an expiry date, I will
never understand. It’s cash… it’s already been paid for.
It would be like the bank of England writing an expiry
date on bank notes….maybe that’s why they change the
designs of the notes every so often… give them a facelift
so to speak.
I think I must be missing some crucial feminine gene. I
don’t get all excited by pampering sessions. I have nothing
against them in general… I do think that everyone needs
a time out for themselves… however that is, but all this
pampering lark just isn’t for me. Maybe the occasional
massage… but other than that… I don’t see the big deal.
Sure I like to look nice, and I do have my own daily beauty
routine that takes approximately 5 minutes, if that…. But
that’s about it. For me the biggest luxury is having a noalarm clock day, where I can mooch around in a dressing
gown all day.. no appointments, no pressure to get out of
the house… just curl up with a good book or doze in my
daydreams.
But I had the certificate, so I made an appointment for
an a la carte facial. Loose translation “I never ever come
here so I have no idea what I want, so I am leaving it up to
you.” Masks, schmasks… I have no idea. As I was walking
towards the appointment I thought to myself that there
are a couple of people I know who would appreciate it
a lot more than I would… I shoulda given it to them. Ah
well. Never mind… at least I got an article out of it.
So I go in… get changed into a white robe that is only
marginally nicer than a hospital gown… and then the
facial begins. A machine that wouldn’t look out of place
in an operating theatre starts sucking at my skin doing
who knows what. Then comes in the beautician to
discuss what to do with me. And she starts saying words
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like plump, fill, oxygen… even asking me if I’ve ever had
botox. She’s pointing out areas that need lifting and areas
that are dull and need brightening…. She’s talking to the
clinician giving her a programme for me.
Meanwhile I’m lying there thinking “what… I always
thought I had nice skin. People keep telling me. I take care
of it… I use day cream and night cream… I moisturise. I
never go to sleep with make-up. And here she is pointing
out all the flaws I never knew I had. I thought that the
whole point of this visit was to make me feel better
about myself. "
After the oxygen blasting, the steaming, the cotton wool
over my eyes, a mask that feels like cement is drying
on my skin, the clinician asks me if I’ve booked in an
entire course. I ask what’s a course… oh… it’s 8 sessions
approximately four days apart… and then monthly
maintenance.
I almost burst out laughing. I’ve had the gift certificate for
almost six months because I couldn’t find time to make
an appointment. I am a single parent of a special needs
child, I have two jobs, I have bills to pay, and rubbish to
take out… a day in which I manage to have a shower
that lasts more than 5 minutes I count as a win. Do you
actually think I have time to come here every four days to
lie back for two hours listening to Classic FM and paying
for the privilege?
At the end of it I looked in the mirror and to be honest I
could not see £100 of difference there. Maybe my skin
looked a bit cleaner… then again… if I could shower for
longer than five minutes at a time my skin might look
cleaner too. I didn’t look or feel different. Looking cleaner
only highlighted how messy my eyebrows were.
This kind of stuff is for people who have a lot of time and a
lot of money. And even if I would have both those things,
I still wouldn’t get it. I don’t feel better. Maybe maybe it
was good to relax and close my eyes for two hours.
But I could do that at home for free
So next time someone wants to give me a gift certificate…
two more uninterrupted hours of sleep… and one of the
many many books on my Amazon wishlist.
And trust me, I won’t wait 6 months to cash that one in.

Ever Wonder…?

.

Why the sun lightens our hair, but darkens our skin?
Why can't women put on mascara with their mouth closed?
Why you don’t ever see the headline 'Psychic Wins Lottery'?
Why is 'abbreviated' such a long word?
Why is it that doctors call what they do 'practice'?
Why is lemon juice made with artificial flavor, and dishwashing liquid
made with real lemons?
Why is the man who invests all your money, called a broker?
Why is the time of day with the slowest traffic called rush hour?
Why isn't there mouse-flavored cat food?
Why do they sterilize the needle for lethal injections?
You know that indestructible black box that is used on airplanes? Why
don't they make the whole plane out of that stuff?!
Why don't sheep shrink when it rains?
Why are they called apartments when they are all stuck together?
If con is the opposite of pro, is Congress the opposite of progress?
If flying is so safe, why do they call the airport the terminal?
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Prader-Willi Syndrome
Prader-Willi syndrome is a rare genetic condition that causes a wide range of physical symptoms, learning
difficulties and behavioural problems. It’s usually noticed shortly after birth.

Symptoms:

Typical symptoms of Prader-Willi syndrome include:
•
An excessive appetite and overeating, which can easily lead to dangerous weight gain
•
Restricted growth (children are much shorter than average)
•
Floppiness caused by weak muscles (hypotonia)
•
Learning difficulties
•
Behavioural problems, such as temper tantrums or stubbornness
•
Distinctive features, such as almond-shaped eyes, thin upper lip, small hands and feet
•
Sleep problems, such as sleep apnoea
Children with Prader-Willi syndrome have a high tolerance for pain, which can be really dangerous. If a child
with Prader-Willi complains of pain, it should be taken very seriously.

Causes:

Prader-Willi syndrome is caused by a fault in the group of genes on chromosome number 15. This fault leads
to a number of problems and is thought to affect part of the brain called the hypothalamus, which produces
hormone and regulates growth and appetite.
This may explain some of the typical features of Prader-Willi syndrome, such as delayed growth and
persistent hunger.
The genetic mistake happens purely by chance, and boys and girls of all ethnic backgrounds can be affected.
It is extremely rare for parents to have more than one child with Prader-Willi syndrome.

Diagnosis:

A definitive diagnosis of Prader-Willi syndrome can usually be made by running a series of genetic tests.
Genetic testing can be used to check the chromosomes in a sample of a child’s blood for genetic abnormalities
known to cause Prader-Willi syndrome.
A checklist of symptoms known to be typical of Prader-Willi syndrome is also used to identify which children
should be tested. This checklist can also be helpful to parents concerned about their child’s development,
behaviour, and eating habits.

Management:

There is no cure for Prader-Willi syndrome, so treatment aims to manage the symptoms and associated
problems. This includes managing the child’s excessive appetite and behavioural problems.
One of the most important parts of caring for a child with Prader-Willi syndrome is to try to maintain a
normal weight. The child should have a healthy, balances diet, avoiding sweet treats and high-calorie items
right from the start. A child with the syndrome can eat 3 to 6 times more than other children of the same
age and still feel hungry.
Limiting food intake can be challenging as children may behave badly to get extra food, and their hunger can
make them hide or steal food.
Although Prader-Willi syndrome itself isn’t life threatening, compulsive eating and weight gain can cause
young adults to develop:
•
Type 2 diabetes
•
Heart failure
•
Respiratory difficulties
Therefore it is important to control their food intake. If their diet is well controlled and they don’t become
overweight, adults with Prader-Willi can have a good quality of life and a normal life expectancy. However,
because of behavioural problems and learning difficulties, it is unlikely that they will be able to live fully
independent lives.
Credits: nhs.uk
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Michael’s Journey

Personal Story of living with
Prader-Willi syndrome
Gretton Homes has been providing support for people with Prader
Willi Syndrome (PWS) since 1982. We now support over 70 adults
from across the UK and beyond. The excellence of the support
provided by the Gretton Homes services is evidenced in our ability
to enable people, not only to lose weight, but to enjoy the social
and emotional benefits of maintaining a healthy lifestyle.
At 28 years of age Michael felt like he had so many goals left to
achieve in life. He weighed over 30 stone (200+ kilos) and had
numerous physical conditions as a result – including leg ulcers,
sleep apnoea and a dependence on oxygen when sleeping, which
he needed to do sitting upright in an armchair. He was also
dependent on insulin. Following an unsuccessful supported living
placement, Michael was back at home and his relationship with
his family was becoming strained. He needed help with most daily
activities, was losing his motivation and did not want support on a
weight loss programme.
When Michael came to Gretton Homes, the Support Team worked
closely with him to construct a programme that would help him
to achieve his aspirations over a period of time. His support took
very close account of his current limitations, but made it clear that
these could be overcome as he worked to meet his goals. He was
provided with accommodation on the ground floor, as stairs were
too difficult to negotiate safely and received 2:1 support for personal
care. Support workers accompanied Michael on all outside
activities and helped him to make friends with other residents – a
process that was difficult at times as Michael’s frustration with his
weight led to occasionally challenging behaviour.
Inspired by the continuous support and encouragement of his
team, Michael embarked upon a healthy eating plan and began
to take light exercise. Within six months his weight had reduced
by six stone and he was confident enough to go to the local gym,
although he would not yet go swimming. Michael was able to
sleep in a bed for the first time in many years and his insulin
requirement was reduced.
After one year at Gretton Homes, Michael’s life has been
transformed. His weight has come down to 20 stone and he has
set himself the goal of further reducing it to 14 stone, the target he
needs to achieve in order to go horse-riding. He no longer needs
assistance with showering and personal care and in keeping with
his improved self-image, enjoys wearing trendy clothes! Michael
is a regular at the gym and enjoys swimming and ten-pin bowling
with friends and support workers. His leg ulcers are gone and he
is no longer dependent on insulin.
His improved mobility has enabled a move to a larger first-floor
room and Michael can also go to the local shops unaccompanied.
Plans for the future include a fishing trip with his brother and
Michael has recently become engaged to be married.
Michael’s Quote: “The support I’ve received has helped me to
realise that I can achieve great things if I really put my mind to it.
My life has changed so much for the better.”

Tips for Managing
Prader-Willi Syndrome
There is no cure for Prader-Willi syndrome, but
your child will have support from healthcare
professionals who will help manage the associated
problems. The treatment plan will continually
be reassessed as your child gets older and their
needs change. Here are some tips with managing
excessive appetite.
Managing weight and diet
Your child will never learn to control their food
intake themselves, so you need to do this for them.
Children with Prader-Willi syndrome burn up less
energy, and need fewer calories and less food than
other children. A dietitian will be able to give you
information about what food to give your child.
Advice about diet:
•
Start to get into good habits with a healthy
diet and regular mealtimes as soon as you child
starts on solid food – don’t wait for them to show
signs of an increased appetite.
•
Avoid sugary items, sweets, and highcalorie snacks.
•
Give smaller portions of carbohydrates
such as potatoes, rice, and pasta
•
Increase the amount of lower-calorie
items such as vegetables, salads, and fruits.
•
Give vitamin supplements.
More ways you can help control your child’s food
intake:
•
Keep to regular mealtimes and do not
allow extra portions
•
Stop them accessing food outside of
mealtimes – you may need to lock cupboards and
the fridge. Make sure they can’t get food from the
bins or freezer.
•
Keep food out of their view and reach.
•
Make sure there are no times they can
access food unsupervised.
•
Make sure everyone who is in contact with
the child (school staff, relatives, friends) knows
about their issues with food.
Exercise:
Exercise plays an important part in helping your
child maintain a healthy weight. Many children
with Prader-Willi syndrome have reduced energy
levels so it may be a good idea to break down their
exercise into 5 to 10-minute sessions throughout
the day.
Your child’s care team should be able to recommend
a suitable exercise plan. Most children with PraderWilli syndrome prefer individual activities such as
swimming or walking over team sports like football.
It is important not to promise food as a reward to
motivate your child to exercise as this encourages
unhealthy behaviour.
Credits: nhs.uk

In Touch/Winter 2020 / 15

By: F. Stein

Top Ten

Excuses… Reasons For Staying In Bed

It’s winter, it’s cold, and all you want to do is cuddle up under the
covers and stay in bed. But you know that if you have a stay-in-bed
day you’ll feel guilty and your family will judge you. So, here are ten
perfectly good reasons why you should stay in bed.

1

2

3

4

5

Firstly, think about it. What’s the first thing
you do when you wake up? You wake the
kids. So don’t bother and let everybody
sleep.

It’s the new diet. If you’re in bed, you’re
not snacking in the kitchen. Your lazy
day is actually helping you lose weight.
Your library book is due back tomorrow
and you’re only on page 5. Therefore, you
must stay in bed to finish it. You’re saving
money by avoiding fines
Every day you go out into the cold, wind, rain,
sun… whatever. It’s wreaking havoc on your
skin. Your skin needs some much-needed rest.
Staying in bed is cheaper than anti-aging cream.

Your bed feels like a cloud made of soft
cotton, heaven, and baby cheeks… and
you just need the cuddles

6
7
8

9

10

Your emotional energy bank is depleted.
Each nap adds to that bank account.
You’re sleeping today so you can be a
better mummy tomorrow.
You’ve had so little sleep lately that your
bed thinks you’re angry with it. You’re
working on a long-term peace-plan
It’s before Chanuka, Purim, Pesach,
Chasuneh… there’s always something, so
you’re stocking up on sleep for when you
won’t have time to.
It’s flu season, and mummies can’t afford
to get sick, so you’re taking a day of
preventative medicine.
“Because chevra. I am sick and tired… in fact, I’m
exhausted… of fetching, carrying, cooking, cleaning,
and basically being everyone’s personal skivvy and
none of you even think to pick something off the
floor. So today I am staying in bed under protest.”

Quotes

“I finally got 8 hours
of sleep. Took me four
days, but whatever.”

“Don’t give up on your
dreams.
Keep sleeping.”

(CoolFunnyQuotes.com)

(satisfyingthings.com)

“The amount of
sleep required by the
average person is
five minutes more.”
(picturequotes.com)
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READER’S FORUM
Last Issue We Asked: Preparing Your Special-Needs Child For A New Baby
Preparation is key: I showed my son loads of
photos of babies. When we were out and about
I pointed out babies to him, and I asked friends
and relatives to visit often with the babies so
my son could get used to having a small person
around. This preparation was especially helpful
when it came to the crying. My son cannot
tolerate loud noises, so by seeing his reaction
to visiting babies we were better equipped
to deal with it when it came to our own. We
bought him some ear defenders, and eventually
he learned to put them on himself when the
baby started crying.
(Anonymous)

The one thing I was most worried about
is knowing how much attention a tiny
baby needs and being aware of how much
attention my special needs child requires.
I wasn’t sure I would be able to reconcile
the two. The first thing I did was arrange
for extra care for my son, so I knew that
even if I wasn’t always available his needs
would be met. I bought a baby sling to
wear around the house, so I had my hands
free. As the baby got bigger my son got
used to having him around and would even
offer to “help” with small tasks like fetching
pampers for me.
(Anonymous)

Topic for next issue: Travelling with a Special-Needs Child
Send in your tips and advice to the magazine submissions address on Page 2
We also welcome suggestions for future topics

Linguistic Linguine:

Linguine: n. [ling-wee-nee]. 1. A kind of pasta in the shape of thin flat strands.
Origin: from Italian (small tongues).

BOONDOGGLE
Noun: An unnecessary, wasteful, or fraudulent project.
Example: "He characterized the defense program as an unworkable boondoggle"
Verb: Act of doing work that has little or no value for the sake of looking busy
"the only guarantees are higher taxes and bureaucratic boondoggling"
Origin: 1935, American English, of uncertain origin, popularized during the New Deal as
a contemptuous word for make-work projects for the unemployed. Said to have been a
pioneer word for "gadget;"
Synonyms: Betrayal, deceit, fraud, duplicity, disinformation
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WEDDING ON WHEELS
I met Nechumelle Jacobs nearly five years ago through an online forum for frum writers.
Nechumelle writes poetry and has been published in The Jewish Press, Mishpacha
Magazine, Building Blocks, Yated, and Hamodia. We have been emailing each other ever
since and have occasionally spoken on the phone though we have never met in person.
The more I get to know Nechumelle, the more she inspires me. I asked her if I could
interview her for the N’shei Chabad Newsletter, and she graciously agreed.
Mina Esther Gordon
Melbourne, Australia
MEG: Can you tell our readers a bit about
yourself, your family, and where you grew
up?
NJ: I was born in Stamford Hill, London, the
eleventh and youngest child of a frum family,
the Bergers, respected members of the LitvishYeshivish community. Somehow I was deprived
of oxygen most likely during birth which
caused me some neurological damage. I was
diagnosed with cerebral palsy which means
the signals between the brain and muscles get
muddled. In my case, the result is that I cannot
use my legs or my left hand. I consider myself
lucky that this condition has not affected my
speech or my intellectual capabilities.
When I was 14, I had surgery that was meant to
improve the state of my legs, but all it did was
leave me with chronic pain. It took a number
of difficult years until the doctor tried a nerve
block. Although it needs to be administered
twice a year, and is a very painful experience,
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it is worth it.
MEG: What kind of schools did you go to?
NJ: Baruch Hashem, I attended Yesodey Hatorah
all through the years.
I was treated like any other student by my teachers
and classmates, but necessary concessions were
quietly made for my situation. For example, my
class was always given a classroom on the ground
floor, and when we had mathematics worksheets
to do, I had to finish only half of the easy problems
and half of the hard, since writing took extra effort
for me.
A new aide came to the elementary school and
said she was there to help the girl who couldn’t
write. (I suppose it was too hard for her to
pronounce my name.)
The principal answered that all of the students
in her school know how to write. The aide said,
“I mean the girl with C.P. People with C.P. can’t
write.”
“Really?” the principal raised her eyebrows in

mock astonishment. “No one ever told us that, so
we taught her to write!”
MEG: Did you go to seminary?
NJ: Yes, I went to Bais Yaakov of London for two
years.
At first I was disappointed that I couldn’t
go to Gateshead like my seven older sisters,
but the London Seminary turned out to be a
wonderful experience. Rabbi Ezriel Tauber, z”l, an
internationally known speaker and writer, came to
speak at our seminary, and later visited me when I
had to be in the hospital for ten weeks, giving me
much-needed chizuk.
The highlight of my seminary years was our trip to
visit kivrei tzaddikim in Poland. At each gravesite,
I davened for a shidduch, and although it took
another ten years to materialize, I am sure those
prayers had an effect.
MEG: Is there a specific teacher who had a big
impact on your life?
NJ: Our English teacher in High School, Mrs. Bruchi
Kuteiner, gave us a solid foundation on which
to develop our writing skills. She also taught us
public speaking, which has served me well in the
past few years, as I regularly give talks in schools.
Although I missed the coursework on poetry,
since I was in the hospital, my main genre of
writing today is poetry!
MEG: What are your poems about?
NJ: I usually write about how I feel about the things
that happen. I find that I end up connecting it to
emunah and bitachon or gratitude to Hashem. For
example, earlier this year I was in terrible pain.
I went to the doctor but he could not help me. I
was very disappointed, but then I davened to the
One Above. I started writing a poem in a dark
mood, but as I wrote I found the pain was fading.
By the end of the poem the tone had completely
changed. Now it was full of gratitude to Hashem
Yisborech!
MEG: How did you start sending inspirational
emails?
NJ: It was before I was married and I was between
jobs. I was looking for something to do that
would be meaningful both for me and for others. I
started collecting quotes and sayings which I felt
conveyed worthwhile messages. Often I would
happen to come across something that was
exactly what I needed to hear at that moment!

MEG: That’s exactly how I’ve felt many times
upon reading the message that you’ve sent
me! Do others tell you that, too?
NJ: Yes.
MEG: How many people are on the email list to
receive these quotes?
NJ: Over 400, some by email, some by text.
I once had an appointment in a hospital quite far
from home. By the time I got there, I was starved.
I knew that they sold kosher sandwiches in the
main building, but it wasn’t practical for me to
leave the waiting room. An African couple came
in. I am usually a very good judge of character,
and I could see that the African woman had a
kind heart. I asked if she could get me a kosher
sandwich. (Everything is sold sealed, and with a
hechsher on the wrapper.) She kindly did so.
When she came back with the sandwich, I asked
for her address so I could pay her. She gave me
her home address but she did not want to take
any money from me. Someone suggested that I
send her chocolates instead. When she called to
thank me for the chocolates (she said they were
her favorites) I asked if she would like me to put
her on my email list for inspiring quotes. She said
yes, and now she often sends comments back.
MEG: Has marriage had any effect on the
nature of the messages that you send?
NJ: I haven’t noticed, but one thing that has
improved since I married: I now have rabbinical
certification for whatever I send. My husband is
my rabbinical board and I ask his opinion before
sending anything.
MEG: How long have you been married?
NJ: My husband and I are, baruch Hashem,
married four years. I turned 30 during sheva
brachos. Our wedding was one of the most
well attended in London in recent years, and
one of the most freilich! Not only were the
Yeshivish and Lubavitcher communities there,
because my husband is a Lubavitcher and grew
up on shlichus in Holland, but every kehillah in
Stamford Hill was well represented. Although
my husband and I could only “dance” from our
wheelchairs, the guests danced the night away.
As we like to describe it, it was a wedding on
wheels! (Sorry, I know that is a bad joke!)
Reprinted with permission from N’shei Chabad
Newsletter.
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An Attitude Of Happiness
The 92-year-old, petite, well-poised and proud lady, who is fully dressed each morning by eight
o’clock, with her hair fashionably coifed and makeup perfectly applied, even though she is legally
blind, moved to a nursing home today. Her husband of 70 years recently passed away, making
the move necessary.
After many hours of waiting patiently in the lobby of the nursing home, she smiled sweetly when
told her room was ready. As she maneuverered her walker to the elevator, I provided a visual
description of her tiny room, including the eyelet sheets that had been hung on her window. “I
love it,” she stated with the enthusiasm of an eight-year-old having just been presented with a
new puppy.
“Mrs. Jones, you haven’t seen the room …. just wait.”
“That doesn’t have anything to do with it,” she replied. “Happiness is something you decide on
ahead of time. Whether I like my room or not doesn’t depend on how the furniture is arranged, it’s
how I arrange my mind. I already decided to love it. It’s a decision I make every morning when I
wake up. I have a choice; I can spend the day in bed recounting the difficulty I have with the parts
of my body that no longer work or get out of bed and be thankful for the ones that do. Each day
is a gift, and as long as my eyes open I’ll focus on the new day and all the happy memories I’ve
stored away, just for this time in my life.”
She went on to explain, “Old age is like a bank account, you withdraw from what you’ve put in. So,
my advice to you would be to deposit a lot of happiness in the bank account of memories. Thank
you for your part in filling my memory bank. I am still depositing.”
And with a smile, she said: “Remember the five simple rules to be happy:
1. Free your heart from hatred.
2. Free your mind from worries.
3. Live simply.
4. Give more.
5. Expect less.”
Share this message so that others can deposit in their happiness banks too.
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The Diagnosis
By: R. Vizel
Today will always be a memorable day. Today is the day that will always remind
me of that bittersweet feeling that has been circulating my mind from the moment
I walked out of the hospital’s main entrance. Those doors that pulled me into a
whole new world of consultants, doctors and tests. The entrance that threw me
into an abyss of medical reports, treatment rooms and diagnoses. From the day
my precious son was presented to me in my arms I knew that something was
amiss. I didn’t need to see it in front of my eyes how my dreams of raising a
healthy normal son would be snuffed out like a candle blown out by the wind.
My maternal instincts told me that it was not how I dreamed it would be. Nine
months of preparation could not equip me for what was awaiting. I saw it from
the very first day that my beautiful child graced his presence on earth. Facing
reality is not a simple task especially when you so badly want it not to be so;
when all you want to do is turn the clock back and pretend it's not happening.
But Hashem in His divine presence granted me this gift of life in a different shape
and form than the usual and I would accept whatever path it would throw me
towards. My mind from day to day was filled with fears and worries, trying to
reel from one problem to the next. I was desperately grappling for answers. I was
thirsty for clarity. I wanted to know what the backbone to such a host of problems
was. How can it all go wrong without a definite cause? But now no more. Today is
the day my ray of sunshine received his diagnosis. Today is the day I can say that
my beautiful boy is not like the rest of his cousins, acquaintances, neighbours and
relatives. Because what my child had was not a figment of my imagination of an
over reactive mother. This is real. My child has Rubinstein-Taybi Syndrome. And I
am grateful to Hashem for allowing me the privilege of raising him and that I can
call myself his mother.

What is Rubinstein-Taybi Syndrome?
Rubinstein-Taybi syndrome (RTS) is a rare genetic condition, characterised by distinctive
facial and physical differences. The most striking physical feature is broad, sometimes
angulated thumbs and first toes. The facial features vary with age and include a
prominent nose, full lower lip and down-slanting eyes. Undescended testes occur in
males. Other variable features include congenital (present from birth) heart disease
and kidney abnormalities, eye and hearing problems, increased keloid (scar tissue)
formation, unusually shaped teeth, feeding difficulties in infancy, short stature and
constipation Seizures may occur. There is a small increase in the chance of developing
tumours (mainly leukaemia).
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Inspiration By In Touch
On a busy Elul morning, approximately 20 In Touch mothers set aside their cooking and baking to partake in
a mourning of Chizuk and inspiration.
The pre-Yomim Noraim event was hosted by Miriam Josovic, where women gathered together in a warm
welcoming environment to hear some words of spiritual encouragement from Mrs Joanne Dove. Joanne,
who was born in South African, and lived in Yerushalayim before coming to the UK, addressed the mothers
with an important and powerful message. She reminded the mothers that whilst we all want to spend the
High Holy Days in prayer, we have a loftier task. Hashem has sent us our special children, and our care
of them is our divine mission. We can daven just as well at home as we can in shul, and our tefillos don’t
necessarily need to come from a machzor. Any supplication that comes from the heart goes straight up to
Hashem. A child pulling on a mother’s skirt as she whispers “oy bashefer” has as powerful an impact as a
“shema koleinu”.
In addition to leaving with exultant hearts knowing that they were carrying out Hashem’s purpose by taking
care of their children, the mothers were treated to a sumptuous sweet table, and some recipe cards for
delicious honey treats with which to keep the children occupied so that the mother should be able to squeeze
in a tefillah or two.
Mrs Dove has a grandchild with Downs Syndrome and before leaving she requested that the In Touch
mothers bentch her as the holy work that they do gives them a special holy koach.
This brief interlude in the hustle and bustle of preparing for Yom Tov was just the recipe to give the mothers
a renewed and rousing motivation with which to approach the Yomim Noraim.
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Balmy BBQ
It was a beautiful evening in July, the end of what was
probably one of the hottest days on record, when we
all gathered together at the West Reservoir Centre in
Green Lanes for a beautiful barbeque overlooking the
reservoir and some inspiration for the Three Weeks.

Our chef extraordinaire, Shaya Kurtz, stood tongs
at the ready at the grill serving up sizzling sausages,
charcoaled wings, and scrumptious schnitzels.
The buffet table groaned with a variety of salads,
accompaniments, and delectable desserts of all
varieties. All palates were served from the unabashed
indulgent to the perpetual dieters, there was
something for everyone.
In Touch alumna, Chayele Friedlander, offered some
rousing words for this period of mourning. In her
usual upbeat and exuberant manner, she reminded
us that yes, although this is a time of sadness,
we must not forget that we must serve Hashem
with joy and fervour. Although we say that simcha
should be reduced in the month of Av, a reduction
can only happen if there is simcha already present,
and that reduction is not complete elimination. With
her rousing and stirring words she emphasized the
importance of seeing Hashem in every little thing…
from the trees that shelter us from the sun and rain, to
a tangerine that provides hydration in winter.
 – להגיד בבוקר חסדיך ואמונתך בללילותif we keep
talking about Hashem’s kindness through the good
times we will have the emunah to sustain us through
the dark times.
The evening was rounded off with a cheerful game
and a raffle with a host of fun prizes which allowed for
some extra merriment with which to thank Hashem
for such wonderful friends.
As the sun set into the waters and night descended, the
lights from the city shone amongst our motley group,
where the warmth that enveloped us had nothing
to do with the weather forecast, but emanated from
within as the coal embers fizzled out and just left our
hearts burning with camaraderie, support, and most
importantly, friendship.
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PARADISE

WILDLIFE PARK
It was a damp, rainy, Chol Hamoed Succoss day, when a
contingent of In Touch members and their families set off
to Paradise Wildlife Park in Broxbourne. The 137+ group
donned their shower proof parkas and radiant smiles as
they boarded the coaches provided by In Touch. Paradise
Wildlife Park is the most interactive zoo in Britain featuring
hundreds of animals and visitors can feed some of the
animals. The animals weren’t very co-operative, preferring
to take shelter from the rain than to show their furry faces.
But, the kids, did not allow this to deter them, protected by
their raincoats and hoods, they stood outside and enjoyed
watching feeding time for the penguins.
The families then dried off, having a blast in the adventure
indoor adventure playgrounds.

Happy, smiling, faces

whooshed down slides and jumped about in the ball pools.
The joyous laughter on the return journey paid testament
to a good time had by all as comments such as “despite
the pouring rain, everyone had a wonderful time,” and
“thanks so much for an amazing outing, we had a great
time,” came showering in.
No matter the weather, In Touch always delivers a ray of
sunshine and smiles that burst into rainbows of colour.
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Chanukah Celebrations
at Parkside

Everyone I know loves Chanukah. It’s a beautiful,
warm, family-oriented Yom Tov that embraces us with
light both physically and spiritually. So how better
to celebrate and prepare for this Yom Tov with the
warm embrace of our In Touch family at a special preChanukah event?
A week before Chanukah forty ladies came together at
Parkside restaurant in Grovelands Road, Stamford Hill
where they were welcomed with beautifully laid tables
with a donut keyring souvenir on each place setting, and
a sumptuous buffet groaning with delicious delicacies.
Mati Reich from Bloom gave a brief demonstration on
flower arranging so that the ladies could beautify their
homes. Afterwards a raffle was drawn where the ladies
had a chance to win prizes that included 2 candy floss
machines and 2 flower arrangements.
And a delightful surprise guest turned up in the shape
of Nechama Rechnitzer from Manchester. Nechama,
a favourite Guest Speaker at one of our Bournemouth
In Touch Conventions, was in London to celebrate
the birth of her twin grandchildren together with her
mechutainester, and our esteemed In Touch events
coordinator, Polly Altusky.
We wish them both hearty Mazel Tov on this incredibly
special and joyous news.
The In Touch women all unanimously agreed that this
was a perfect morning, an warm oasis during winter,
where they could relax and connect in the spiritual,
physical, and emotional light of their In Touch family
and friends.
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Dear Doctor
Submitted Anonymously

Dear Doctor
I hand my head to you today for a full M.O.T
I entrust you with my intellect and (almost) intact sanity
I’m letting you in on secrets, tucked in the recesses of my brain
In return, it’s only fair, that I too stand to gain
So while you’re on the job, dear Doc, there are some minor renovations
Little cogs and wheels that could use some alteration
My word retrieval bank, is almost overdrawn
My ability to retain new names is rather frayed and worn
The place I store my grievances is also rather full
Might as well clear that out, whilst in for this long haul
The place I keep my humour MUST as it is remain
For in the darkest moments it is what keeps me sane
Please retrieve my former knowledge, there’s so much I used to know
So when I come back round, the pearls of wisdom will just flow
That, dear Doc, is all for now – it would gladden so my heart
To know I’m all recharged and clear, ready to RESTART.
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In Touch With Kids
A bat and a ball cost $1.10 in total. The bat costs $1.00 more than the
ball. How much does the ball cost?
Answer: 5 cents

Genius
Questions

If it takes 5 machines 5 minutes to make 5 widgets, how long would
it take 100 machines to make 100 widgets?
Answer: 5 minutes

In a lake there is a patch of lily pads. Every day the patch doubles in
size. If it takes 48 days for the patch to cover the entire lake, how
long would it take for the patch to cover half the lake?

Answer: 47 days

Dingbats:

TEKCIT
Answer: Return Ticket

MAIL MALE
Answer: Postman
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