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Dear Readers,

When we considered the idea of including a feature on the topic of “Back to School” it was obvious to me that we were talking 
about our special needs children going back to school. I thought it was pretty straight-forward, with no room for double 
meanings and no need for too much explanation. 

Then the submissions started coming in. (Thank you, thank you, dear readers who put pen to paper and give of your time and 
effort to share and inspire us all!)

As I read, I realized that there were actually layers of possibility behind the “Back to School” theme. The one that jumped 
out at me the most is the idea that it is we, the parents, who are learning life’s lessons. Not only our children, but we, too, are 
sitting in a classroom. Except that we are not only sitting, we are living there permanently. And instead of a brightly decorated 
classroom, it’s a (colorful!) life called “raising a special child.” 

Although we have all been through the school system for 14+ years, it is in our present circumstances that we are truly being 
tested on the material we’ve learned. We are being forced to relearn and review and memorize and internalize those lessons. 
Not just for a grade; now it is our family’s survival that depends on it. 

I, personally, have been taught so many lessons in the years since Avrumi was born. Simple vocabulary words, such as patience, 
hope, prayer, and acceptance, took on totally new meanings. Basic math concepts suddenly became complex, like the fact 
that babies sit at about six months and walk before 18 months. Sometimes it felt like everything I had ever learned had to be 
revised in the framework of my new reality. 

At times it feels overwhelming and I feel like complaining. “I never signed up for this course! I want to quit! There’s no way I 
can pass this test.” And often, I do fail. But there is no quitting in this school. We get the chance to try again—many retakes 
are allowed while working on ourselves.

The most amazing thing about these classes in “Raising a Special Child,” is that they are tailored made to bring out the very 
best in every “student.” For instance, in my case, I was always a very organized, planned-out-in-advance type of person. I lived 
off lists, and considered an on-time arrival to an appointment as very late and stressful. 

Then Avrumi was born. That day I started my next level of schooling. I learned in this class that you can’t plan too much, 
and you certainly can’t rely on your plan, or be surprised if it doesn’t pan out. I learned that lists are nice, but davening works 
better. I learned that you can be late to an appointment and the world doesn’t come to an end.

I understood that raising a special child taught one to be more flexible, more humble, more open to Hashem’s plan. Then, 
a week or so before Purim, I was talking to a fellow special needs mother and she mentioned that she was packaging her 
mishloach manos. “Wow!” I exclaimed, “You are really organized!” Then I thought back a minute and added: “Actually, I always 
used to have my mishloach manos waiting in the freezer before Adar even began. But I didn’t get to it yet, now—and I’m so 
proud of myself for being ok with that!” 

As I mulled over how amazing it was that I had changed so much, she replied: “Oh, I actually changed a lot too. I used to be 
the very relaxed, go-with-the-flow type. But I saw that my son needs a very predictable schedule and an orderly home in order 
to thrive. So I worked on myself a lot, to plan things out more and be more organized and on time.” 

I was amazed at how we were both in the same class, but each of us was being taught an (opposite!) personalized lesson. Which 
just goes to prove Who is designing these courses that we are enrolled in! It’s our very own loving Father, Who wants only the 
very best for us. He knows us better than we know ourselves, He knows exactly what we are capable of, and He knows exactly 
how to get us promoted to the next level. May we all be zoche to pass our tests with flying colors and give Him only nachas.

Wishing all of our readers a Kesiva v’Chasima Tova,

Chayala
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EDITORIAL



Hi, thanks for the amazing support and inspiration we 
get from reading the magazine. 
I would like to tell your readers about the  Lev Aim 
Medical Supplies Text Group. People post if they are in 
need of any type of medical supplies, or if they have extra 
to give away. We welcome anybody to join; the more 
people on it, the more effective it is. To join, please send 
a text to Simi at: 845-422-2686. Include your name or 
initials and the city/area where you live.  
Simi F.
___________________________________________
A while back, you printed an article about Prompt speech 
therapy (Issue #3). It mentioned that you could receive 
grants from an organization called Small Steps in Speech. 
I looked into it and applied. I also applied for a different 
grant from the Orange Foundation. Boruch Hashem, 
both organizations approved the application, and we 
were awarded a nice amount of sessions of free speech 
therapy. I have to say that the application process wasn’t 
super easy, it takes time and effort. But it is worthwhile 
if you want the therapy and your insurance doesn’t cover 
it. I hope this is helpful for those who can benefit.   CT
________________________________________ 
Hi, I wanted to 
add my own piece 
to the “Smart & 
Safe” column. I 
discovered a great 
product that allows 
me to cook in 
peace. It’s called the 
Prince Lionheart 
Adhesive Stove 
Guard. You can purchase it on Amazon or Walmart for 
less than $25.  All the best, Batya Greenstein
________________________________________ 
Thanks so much to Neshamale magazine and Fraydel 
Dickstein’s great columns for the new addition to our 
house, our Chill Room! This fun summer project cost 
about $100, and took minimal effort, thanks to Amazon 
and a handy husband
The room boasts three swings, a big beanbag chair, 
a basketball hoop ($12.99 at Amazing Savings), and 
colorful lights (thanks, SCHI!), and it can be converted 
back to a guest room when necessary. It affords hours of 
fun to my special child and his grateful sibs.
Tzipi S.

INBOX
Chizuk Boost #1

Rabbi Baruch Rabinowitz

The pasuk in Tehillim (19) says: פקודי ה’ ישרים משמחי לב. The simple 
pshat is that the mitzvos of Hashem are yashar and they make a person 
happy. When a person fulfills mitzvos, he feels happy. The word 
“pikudei” also means counting. Counting a person grants recognition 
of his importance and uniqueness. 

My Rebbi, HaGaon Rav Moshe Shapiro, zatz”l, pointed out that 
“pikudei” is related to the word “tafkid” - purpose. Every single 
person is given a mission in life, a distinctive, individualized purpose 
that nobody else in the world shares. 

Every one of us is a pakid, an officer, in charge of working to  achieve 
our own tafkid. We count. We’re special and unique; our lives are 
unique. Hashem created each individual with a design, a purpose for 
his existence. 

Rav Shimon Susholz, zt”l, once told my students a beautiful mashal. 
When he was a Rosh Yeshiva in Far Rockaway, he travelled from 
Brooklyn by train every day. Both the A and the F train stopped at 
his local station. The F trains to Manhattan and Queens were newer, 
fresher, air conditioned and graffiti-free. The A trains to Far Rockaway 
were old, covered in graffiti, hot and uncomfortable, barely cooled 
by those little fans near the ceiling. One day, Rav Susholz said, the 
F train and the A train pulled into the station simultaneously. He 
looked at the F train and thought: “Wow, it’s so beautiful. I want to 
go on that train.” He began walking reflexively toward the F train 
until suddenly it occurred to him: “It may be a beautiful train, but 
it’s not going to get me where I’m supposed to go.”

Each of us has a mission, a destination. I need to go where I am 
supposed to go. Somebody else’s train, somebody else’s mission, 
somebody else’s life, somebody else’s child—with his abilities and 
disabilities—is not going to help me get to where I’m supposed to go. 

 if I see my tafkid, my mission; if I know –פקודי ה’ ישרים משמחי לב
that I count in the eyes of Hashem and I’m yashar with Him…
then m’samchei lev – I’m going to get to a place of simcha. I will find 
happiness with my lot in life, with my role, with my tafkid, with 
fulfilling the ratzon Hashem. It may be difficult. At times it could 
feel overwhelming. But if Hashem entrusted me with a special child, 
then that is the “train” that I need to take in order to accomplish my 
personal mission.

This Chizuk Boost is excerpted and adapted from one of Rabbi Baruch 
Rabinowitz’s weekly 10 minute Chizuk shiurim for parents of children 
with special needs. There are now over  130 recordings, which can be 
accessed on Kol HaLashon (718-906-6400, press 1, 4, 97, 2).
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SHARING

The sky is slowly darkening; Shabbos is approaching. But if you 
are in the hospital with a loved one, the special food preparation, 
last-minute cleaning, and weekly anticipation are not there. Instead 
of the normal last-minute hustle and bustle, you are left with a 
hollow, empty feeling. Instead of watching the Shabbos flames 
burn brightly, you’re lucky to get electric candles. The tunes of 
Lecha Dodi are replaced with beeping machines; the warm, loving 
feeling that usually permeates the home with the arrival of Shabbos 
is taken over by your overwhelming stress and worry for the child 
or family member who is sick. 

On a tiny, bare table, you set up for your seudah; a small roll and 
a piece of jarred gefilte fish. Forget about Shabbos zemiros – who 
feels like singing when you’re so worried? A fitful sleep on the 
uncomfortable bed or chair provides no reprieve, 
nor does the continuing lack of ambiance. The 
long, stressful, boring afternoon does nothing to 
improve the dreary mood. 

Any stay in a hospital, particularly over a Shabbos 
or Yom Tov, can be pretty depressing. But it 
doesn’t have to be that way. To a large degree, the 
quality of your Shabbos hospital stay is in your 
hands. There are many small, simple things that 
you can do to change a hospital stay into a more positive experience, 
especially if you know a bit in advance that you will be there. Albeit 
there is usually a lot of stress (and not a lot of time) when your child 
or family member is in the hospital, the extra effort to prepare is 
well worth it.  I would like to share some ideas that we have come 
up with during the many times that we have been in the hospital 
over Shabbos.

Let’s start with the food. Depending on the hospital, there are 
many chesed organizations that offer to send in Shabbos meals.  
Some cities may have hospitals with on-site Bikur Cholim rooms, 
thoughtfully stocked with Shabbos food. As appreciated as this may 
be, it makes a big difference to bring additional food of your own; 
there’s just nothing like a home cooked meal! If you don’t have time 
to make food yourself there may be family members, friends or 
neighbors who can help. When my friend had to be in the hospital 
for his son, he told me that (although he usually doesn’t splurge) he 
bought his entire Shabbos from the kosher take-out. Try to bring 

special foods you enjoy, such as snacks, dips, rugelach, etc.; things 
that will add a geshmak to your Shabbos meals.

But Shabbos food is only the first step, ambiance is also important. 
When possible, my wife brings a small Shabbosdik disposable 
tablecloth. Along with fancy (plastic!) plates and cutlery, and a 
flower (fake!) placed in a cup, the hospital tray is transformed into 
our new Shabbos “dining room table.” It is amazing how these 
seemingly small things make a dreary hospital room brighter! 
If there is a shower available in the room, make use of it before 
Shabbos. This, too, will help make you feel more ready to bring 
in Shabbos. Although you won’t be able to light real candles, your 
fresh clothes and beautifully set table can help dispel that ‘hollow, 
empty’ feeling typical of Shabbos in the hospital.

When you sit down to your seuda, see if you can 
create a semblance of normalcy. Try to sing a 
zemer or two, say over (or think about) a short 
dvar Torah or story, schmooze or think about 
something “normal”—try to get your mind, 
even for a while, off the stress of your sick loved 
one. It may be hard, but push yourself to smile, 
say a joke, even laugh! All of this will benefit not 
only you, but will be great for the patient too! 

If you anticipate trouble sleeping, bring along an interesting book 
or magazine to read. Wash your face in the morning, and, whether 
it’s before or after davening, see if you can get a coffee or other 
drink to refresh yourself. For Shabbos lunch, repeat the steps from 
Shabbos dinner. 

Shabbos afternoons, especially in the summer, can feel very long 
and boring. Throw a “Shabbos party” with some of your snacks to 
break up the day. Go for a walk, even if it’s just down the hall or to 
a different floor. If you think ahead, bringing along a board game 
can be a real “game-changer”! Finally, sing, sing, sing! Singing has 
the power to uplift both you and your company.

It is surely challenging to spend Shabbos or Yom Tov in the hospital, 
but there is much we can do to enhance the experience. Our efforts 
to honor Shabbos in this environment are well worth it. You will 
have a brighter experience, and your sick child or family member 
will surely benefit from the encouraging mood as well. 

It is amazing how 
these seemingly 

small things make 
a dreary hospital 

room brighter!

WEATHERING SHABBOS IN THE HOSPITAL: IT’S IN YOUR HANDS!
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Keeper 
My Brother’s 

As told to Sara Lieberman by Ahuva Davis

A Promise is Made
My mother cradled the tiny blue bundle 
protectively in her arms. Her face was 
pensive, and she stared at my father. 
“Who’s going to care for him when we 
can’t?” she whispered into the stillness. 
The question hung in the drab hospital 
room. “Mommy,” Tamary took my 
mother’s hand and looked straight at her. 
“This baby has seven brothers and sisters. 
Believe me, we will take care of him. 
Don’t worry.” My mother nodded, her 
eyes brimming with emotion. I gently 
took my baby brother from her arms 
and looked at him carefully. He didn’t 
look like he had Down syndrome at all. 
He looked like us! I stroked his feathery 
brown hair and his pink round cheeks. 
I was overcome with a rush of love. 
“We will take care of you,” I 
promised him in m y 
heart. Little d i d 
I know how 
soon that day 
would come. 

Netanel was the youngest of us all. Growing 
up, we showered him with attention and 
love. Boruch Hashem he didn’t have any 
of the common physical challenges that 
Down syndrome babies often have, and 
he was a healthy, rambunctious child. 
He has boundless excitement for life 
and makes friends wherever he goes. My 
mother was determined to give him the 
best care possible. She tirelessly drove 
him to his therapies, worked with him at 
home, and got us all involved in his care. 

Difficult Times Descend
In 2014, when Netanel was nine years 
old, my mother was diagnosed with 
a degenerative disease called Multiple 
Systems Atrophy, MSA. It is so rare that 
we had no idea how the disease would 
progress, but it was clear that eventually 
she would have to send her “baby” to 
live with one of us. After my mother got 
over the initial shock, she continued to be 
a powerhouse and to make use of every 

second that she was still 
alive. She organized 

emunah groups, 

kept a daily regimen of exercise, joined a 
new drug study group at Johns Hopkins, 
and did everything she could to cling to her 
health and independence. Nonetheless, 
and to our distress, her health declined 
steadily. 

After Netanel’s Bar Mitzva, things at 
home took a turn for the worse. My 
father worked full-time and my mother 
was home, but physically couldn’t run 
after Netanel anymore. In addition 
to Down syndrome, Netanel also has 
ADHD, so he can’t stay in place for 
long. We lived in Baltimore, which has 
one of the highest homicide rates in the 
US. Certain neighborhoods are simply 
dangerous to walk in, but Netanel has 
no concept of danger. His brain does not 
calculate risk, and he ran away from the 
house regularly. My brother who was on 
Shomrim would find him and bring him 
home. One time he went missing, and 
was finally found by my brother, after 
hours of frantic searching, curled up fast 
asleep on the floor of our neighbor’s van. 

We were once at a Menucha Shabbaton in 
Ba l t imore w h e n 

Netanel 
w a s 
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My Brother’s about 8 years old. Exploring the hotel, 
we passed by the pool room. Without 
warning, he dashed into the room and 
leapt into the pool. I quickly pulled 
him out and wrapped him in a towel. 
“Netanel! Why did you do that?” I asked. 
“I wanted to be like Benny Friedman!” he 
exclaimed, while shivering and laughing. 
Netanel loves music and had watched a 
music video in which Benny is singing in 
a pool. 

Netanel Comes to Israel
At the time, I was living in Israel with 
three small children. I felt so far away and 
helpless. I was constantly discussing the 
distressing situation with my husband, 
as well as with my sister Tamary, who 
also lived in Israel. Although I couldn’t 
imagine taking over Netanel’s care at 
this stage of my life, we all knew that a 
solution was necessary.

One day, Tamary surprised me with her 
call. “Ahuva,” I heard her say resolutely. 
“We decided to bring Netanel to Israel 
to live with us.” Then she added, “Will 
you help us care for him?” Her husband 
was on board, and after briefly filling my 
husband in, he gave his approval as well. 

“We need to bring him here right away,” 
Tamary said. “The situation at home 
is untenable. We’ll iron out the details 
later.” She flew to the US in August to 
bring Netanel to Israel. There was a big 
farewell party and all his friends came to 
say goodbye and to give him presents. 
At first, he was excited and happy and 
bounced around to each friend, but as 
the day wore on, he started to withdraw 
as he processed his imminent departure 
from everything familiar and dear to 
him. My mother was heartbroken that 
Netanel had to go, but she knew he 
would be in good hands.

When Netanel was growing up, there 
were no schools in Baltimore that were 
suited to his needs, so he went to public 
school, much to my mother’s chagrin. It 
was one of the hardest aspects for her, 
and she used to cry about it. She longed 
for him to be within a Jewish framework, 
learning about the Yomim Tovim, saying 
brachos and connecting to Yiddishkeit at 
school. Israel is full of resources and has 
amazing schools that bring Yiddishkeit 
alive for students with special needs. We 
were sure Netanel would thrive here. 

All Beginnings are Hard
We assumed that Netanel would be able 
to start school in September, but we didn’t 
know about the legal issues that were 
awaiting us. For starters, we were unable 
to get Aliyah status for him, as there is no 
legal precedent for a minor to make aliyah 
unaccompanied by his parents or legal 
guardian. We kept applying for Aliyah and 
being denied. Without Aliyah status, he 
couldn’t get an ID number, which meant 
that he couldn’t get National Healthcare 
or be registered in school. 

The only way to move forward was for 
Tamary to get legal guardianship for 
Netanel, but that process was wracked 
with problems as well. The Revacha 
(Israeli Child Protective Services) is 
notoriously known for their ironclad 
views of reuniting child with parents. 
While this sounds nice, in many 
cases that come to court, the child 
is better off being w i t h 
relatives, but t h e 
Revacha refuses t o 
see that truth. 
In our case 
as well, 

they refused to give Tamary legal 
guardianship, despite the explanations 
that this was in everyone’s best interest.

Tamary lived in Neriah, a small settlement 
near Beit Shemesh, and I lived in Beit 
Shemesh. While we were working out 
the legal aspects, life had to go on. We 
worked out a shared family arrangement 
for Netanel, and started tackling many 
of his issues that had slipped under the 
radar. I hosted him during the week, and 
he went to Tamary for Shabbosim. We each 
had a handful of kids, and hosting Netanel 
made life even more hectic, but also very 
rewarding. We watched Netanel start to 
flourish under the care and attention he 
had been so sorely lacking. We made sure 
to be in constant communication regarding 
the behavioral goals we were working on, 
so we would all be one voice in his care. 
Boruch Hashem, we worked well together 
and were in 
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agreement about most approaches and 
methods to deal with Netanel’s issues. We 
truly felt an incredible siyata d’shmaya in 
sharing guardianship and care for Netanel. 

Meanwhile, one of the leaders of 
the Neriah community became very 
involved in our case and spent hours 
reaching out to the Revacha and various 
higher-ups in the government to try to 
influence their decision. At this point, 
we were waiting for the scheduled court 
case in which we were appealing for 
temporary guardianship, so that Netanel 
could get a temporary ID number and 
start school. Our parents were visiting 
us in Israel, so we scheduled the hearing 
while they were here so they could 
attend. 

  Fighting Our Legal Battles
The day of the court case dawned bright 
and early and we were all a ball of nerves. 
After days of copious davening, we 
could only hope for the best outcome. 
My parents, Tamary, and I arrived at the 
courthouse and took a careful look at our 
government assigned social worker from 
the Revacha who had the power to decide 
Netanel’s fate. The woman looked bored; 
she barely looked at the papers that we had 
so painstakingly prepared. We exchanged 
a panicked glance; this didn’t look good. 
Tamary and I, who speak a decent Hebrew, 
asked to explain the situation, but the 
judge insisted that my father speak. My 
father is a criminal defense attorney and 
feels at home in the courtroom, but not 
in the Hebrew language. It was so painful 
to see him breaking his teeth in Hebrew. 

The judge presented our case, and as 
we feared, the social worker from the 

Revacha explained that it was best for 
N e t a n e l 

to remain with his parents. The judge 
agreed and denied our appeal for 
temporary guardianship and ID. He 
further demanded an emergency hold on 
my parents’ passports, not allowing them 
to leave the country without Netanel. 

We stumbled out of the 
courtroom, tears running 
down our faces, holding 
onto each other for 
support. This was our 
worst-case scenario, 
multiplied by the fact 
that our parents were 
now stuck in Israel. 
My father had his 
work waiting for 
him in the States, 
and my mother was 
in the midst of a 
clinical drug trial 
in John’s Hopkins. 
At this point m y 
mother was in a wheelchair, and the 
stress of the legal issues was becoming 
too much for her. She cried a lot, along 
with the rest of us. 

Hashem Sends His Salvation 
Our lawyer was shocked by the court’s 
harsh verdict. This was Adar time and 
what happened next was a true case of 
V’na’hapoch Hu! The lawyer advised us 
to apply immediately for an emergency 
court hearing to appeal the verdict. 
When we walked in, it seemed like a 
dream. The judge on duty was a cheery 
Zeidy sort of man with twinkling eyes. 
The Revacha social worker on shift 
came up to us to introduce herself with 
a sympathetic smile. “I’m the big 
bad wolf here,” she joked. 
“I read your reports, and I will 

try my best to help you.” 
We were so 

relieved, but dared not get our hopes up 
too soon.

As the case proceeded, the judge saw 
how obvious it was that Netanel couldn’t 
go back home. The Revacha worker was 
on our side as well. The judge removed 

the hold on my parents’ 
p a s s p o r t s , 
allowed Tamary 
to gain temporary 
guardianship, and 
issued a temporary 
ID for Netanel. 
We were hugging 

and crying, but this 
time from pure, over 
the moon, joy. What 
an emotional roller-
coaster!

We immediately 
applied to schools and 
set up a meeting for 
my parents and us to 

take Netanel to the schools for a tour. 
When we walked into P’sifas (the special 
needs school), every member of the staff 
greeted us with warm smiles. From the 
teachers to the gardeners outside, they 
were all so friendly and welcoming. It 
was clear that they relished Netanel’s 
excited questions and infectious laugh.

         The school had beautiful grounds and 
therapy rooms, and the children looked 
happy and well adjusted. They took a 
traditional approach, incorporating 
Jewish holidays and concepts into 
their program. The staff fell in love 
with Netanel and asked us on the spot: 
“When is he coming? He can start 
tomorrow!” We laughed delightedly, 
and knew that this was the perfect place 
for him. It ended up taking two months 
to make the necessary arrangements, 
however, and he finally started school 
right after Pesach.  

My parents had come 
again to visit for 

עבודת האמהות המטפלות בביתם
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Pesach and were able to bring him to 
school on his very first day! My heart 
soared as I saw my mother’s face light up, 
as she took in the Jewish bulletin boards 
and smiling staff members. This was 
always her dream, that Netanel go to a 
Jewish school. It’s a deep comfort to me 
that she got to see her dream come into 
fruition before she passed away.

Netanel is Happy and Thriving
Netanel, finally in a stimulating 
framework, thrived. He loved school, his 
teachers, and friends, and everyone loved 
him back. Since Netanel came to Israel, 
he has, Boruch Hashem, grown and 
progressed in many ways. For example, 
when he first arrived, we had to teach 
him healthy food and hygiene habits. 
He had a penchant for hiding food in his 
bed so he could snack at night. We made 
lots of charts and he stopped that habit. 

We started him on weekly therapy to 
help him process all the changes in his 
life, as well as our mother’s sickness. 
It was immensely helpful for him. 
Another aspect we tackled was Netanel’s 
debilitating fear of dogs. In school, they 
started slowly and gently introducing 
him to the dogs in animal therapy. These 

days, he doesn’t love dogs, but he is no 
longer afraid. Lastly, after a few months 
of school, we and the staff decided that 
Netanel needed to learn Hebrew. The 
staff decided to only speak Hebrew to 
him and, lo and behold, he learned! 

Netanel is now a happy, energetic 16 year 
old boy with an engaging personality and 
a great sense of humor. He is obsessed 
with Israeli soldiers; every time we see 
one, we need to stop and take a picture of 
them together! He loves music and has no 
problem giving live, impromptu concerts at 
the mall, or wherever he feels like singing. 

In Conclusion
My mother’s last trip to Israel was for 
Tamary’s daughter’s Bat Mitzva. One of 
my brothers came along to help on the 
trip, because she was much more ill and 
needed a lot of care at that point. Sadly, 
my mother was niftar in August, 2020. 
When I think of her, I know that she 
is having nachas watching our families 
care for Netanel. I think back to that 
day 16 years ago in a small hospital 
room and the promise Tamary and I 
made to take care of my little brother. I 
am gratified that Hashem enabled us to 
keep that promise.

“I have a tradition that women who are home 
during the Days of Awe 

and are taking care of their children 
are not in need of all the prayers,  

nor the atmosphere of the Beis Haknesses 
in order for their prayers to rise up. 

They have a direct conduit 
upwards to the Heavenly Throne, 

and with the few words 
which they have the ability to say and pray, 

they come close to the Heavenly Throne 
together with the entire congregation 

who stand for long hours 
and who enthrone and plead and beseech 

from the Holy King Who sits on the high and exalted seat.” 

(Hagaon Hatzaddik Harav leib Lopian, zt’’l, 
son of Harav Elya Lopian)

רבי אליהו לופיאן זכר צדיק לברכה היה אומר:

יש לי בקבלה,

שהנשים שנמצאות בבית בימים נוראים ומטפלות בילדים

הם אינם זקוקות לכל התפילות וכל האוירה

שיש בבית הכנסת בשביל שהתפלות שלהם יעלו למעלה,

להם יש צנור ישיר עד למעלה עד לכסא הכבוד,

ובכמה מלים שיש להם אפשרות לומר ולהתפלל,

הם מתקרבים לכסא הכבוד עם כל הצבור

שעומד שעות ארכות ומכתיר ומבקש ומתחנן

מאת המלך הקדוש היושב על כסא רם ונשא.

)הגהר''צ ר' לייב לופיאן זצ''ל(

The Tefilos of Mothers Who Are Home With Their Children
עבודת האמהות המטפלות בביתם
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Q: Who are all the different people caring for patients in a 
medical setting? What is the difference between an Intern, 
a Resident, a Fellow, and an Attending? An MD and a 
DO? What about a Nurse, Nurse Practitioner, and Nurse 
Assistant? A PA and an MA? It’s so confusing!

A: The medical team is comprised of many different 
clinicians, each with their unique role and specific 
training. Let’s go over a few of the common positions: 
  
MD: A doctor who went to a “Doctor of Medicine” 
medical school. MD medical school is usually a 4 year 
post-bachelor’s program, followed by Residency training. 

DO: A doctor who went to a “Doctor of Osteopathic 
Medicine” medical school. DO medical school is usually a 
4 year post-bachelor’s program, also followed by Residency. 

Both MDs and DOs have the same scope of practice and 
are essentially interchangeable. MD schools are usually 
slightly more competitive to get into, and train students 
in a more “medically-minded” manner. DO schools teach 
a more holistic approach to medical care and may include 
courses in Chiropractic care and Alternative Healing. 
  
Resident: An MD or DO hospital doctor who completed 
medical school but is still in training. Residencies require 
different numbers of years for different specialties (for example, 
3 years for Internal Medicine or Emergency Medicine, 5 years 
for Surgery), and can be followed by Fellowships for additional 
specialization. Residencies are built to provide more responsibility 
to Residents as they progress through training, so a third-year 
Resident is typically more knowledgeable and skilled than a first-

year Resident. Residents use the title “Doctor” in their names. 
  
Intern: A Resident physician in his first year of Residency. 
  
Fellow: A doctor who has completed his/her Residency 
and is now training in a more specific area. For example, 
Gastroenterology, Cardiology, and Infectious Disease all 
require completing a 3-year Internal Medicine Residency, 
followed by a 2 year Fellowship in the respective specialty 
area. A Pediatric specialist (ex: Pediatric Cardiologist, 
Pediatric Neurologist, Pediatric Gastroenterologist, etc.) 
has completed a 3-year residency in Pediatrics and then 
undergone additional training in the specialty area. 
  
Attending: A doctor who has completed his/her Residency (and 
Fellowship, if required) and is now practicing on his/her own. 
  
PA: A Physician Assistant (soon to be officially renamed 
Physician Associate) is a mid-level practitioner who graduated 
from a two or three year post-bachelor’s PA program. PA 
schools are modeled after medical schools, but offer a more 
abridged, generalized education. At the end of their schooling, 
PAs receive a “generalist” degree, meaning that they can work 
in any specialty area and can switch between specialties. 
They work under doctor supervision to diagnose and treat 
patients and are able to prescribe and manage medications. 
  
NP: A Nurse Practitioner is a mid-level practitioner with 
a Masters-level Advanced Nursing degree. In other words, 
an NP first becomes a bachelor’s-level nurse (RN/BSN), 
then undergoes additional schooling to become an NP. NPs 
specialize in a specific area (frequently Pediatrics, Geriatrics, 
or Family Practice) and then work in that area. Like PAs, NPs 
diagnose and treat patients, prescribe medication, and may even 

Yehudis Blavin, PA

Medical Title Confusion

From The
Doctor's Desk
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practice independently (ie: without a doctor) in some states. 
  
Both PAs and NPs can prescribe medication, order and interpret 
imaging or diagnostic tests, and generally function like “mini-
doctors.” For most situations, a PA or NP can fully treat a patient, 
but for more complex issues, you might want to see an MD or 
DO who has more training in the specific area you require. 
  
RN/BSN: A Registered Nurse who has completed a nursing 
program (either a 2-year Associates degree or a 4 year 
bachelor’s degree) and is usually a patient’s main advocate 
in the hospital. Nurses can interpret vitals, draw blood, 
place IV lines, give medications, start drips, obtain EKGs 
and cardiac monitoring, and assist with overall patient care. 
  
LPN: A Licensed Practical Nurse (also called Licensed 
Vocational Nurse) works under the supervision of an RN nurse. 
LPNs usually undergo about one year of training. They assist 
with basic patient care, such as feeding, dressing, and bathing 
patients, as well as clinical responsibilities such as measuring vital 
signs, obtaining medical histories, and dressing wounds. They 
may undergo additional training to insert IVs or draw blood. 
  
CNA: A Certified Nurse Assistant undergoes a 1-3 month 
training program and primarily assists with patient care activities 
such as bathing, feeding, dressing, and transferring patients. 
  
PCT: Patient Care Technicians or “Techs” are essentially 
CNAs who undergo several weeks of additional training. 
Like CNAs, they assist with patient care activities 
such as bathing, feeding, and dressing patients, but 
they are also trained to obtain EKGs and draw blood. 
  
MA: Medical Assistants help with routine medical care, 
frequently in an office setting. They may call patients 
back to their rooms, measure vital signs, and obtain 
medical histories. They may also draw blood and give 
injections. Schooling typically takes 9-12 months. 
  
I hope that this clarifies some of the common medical 
titles in a hospital, doctor’s office, or respite care setting. 
Each of the above roles is unique and essential and 
each contributes to a fully functional medical system. 
  
Yehudis Blavin is an Internal Medicine and Surgery Physician 
Assistant.  

Do you have a medical question you have always been curious 
about? Send your questions to Neshamale and they may be 
answered in a future article!

You have it in you to help your child open his mouth, so 
to speak, and enable him to communicate. Here are 
some tips to incorporate even more communication 
into what you are already doing during your day. 
Try to establish predictable routines throughout your 
day which naturally present built-in communication 
opportunities.

Expand Your Horizons

Kids come in all shapes and sizes, and so does their 
language development.  Below are some techniques 
that can be used at different stages of language 
development in pretty much any context.  Happy 
Talking!

» Self-Talk - This can be used for children who 
don’t say much. Narrate what you, as the speaker, 
are observing or experiencing: “I see a truck!” “Now, 
we’re going to go down the steps.”

» Parallel Talk - Narrate what the child is doing: 
“Look, you are pushing the train. Wow, you are 
pushing it fast!  You look like you are having fun.  You 
are happy!”

» Expansion - This technique is great for children 
who are starting to put words together. Use the 
child’s words and add in words that are missing, to 
clarify his/her intent. For example: your child says: 
“baby house” while putting the doll in the dollhouse.  
You would expand this by saying: “The baby is in the 
house!”
 
» Extension - Here, you would take your 
child’s utterance one step further by adding more 
information. For example, if the child says: “Daddy 
drive,” you could say: “Yes, Daddy is driving to work,” 
or: “Daddy is driving to the grocery store.”

Leah Tawil, SLP
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My Sisters
in Arms

The Words 
Are All There

Yitti Berkovic

Two summers ago, my son Naftali was found at the bottom of 
the pool—unconscious.

My super swimmer, my guy who would make the pool his home 
if he could, my kid who loves to go to the bottom and then pop 
right back up – didn’t pop back up this time. He stayed down 
much too long, until someone finally noticed and screamed 
for help. To this day, we don’t know how much time he spent 
under the water, motionless and unseen. Thirty seconds? One 
minute? Longer? It’s too terrifying to think about.

I can still picture the moment with sickening clarity, and my 
heart races as I type these words, but I wasn’t even there. I was 
twenty-five miles away, stuck in the hospital with another child 
- my infant who was running a fever that wouldn’t break.

I found out about Naftali from a breathless phone call: So sorry 
to scare you. Naftali was pulled out of the pool. He is unconscious, 
but he is breathing. Hatzalah is on their way. We will update 
you as soon as we know more. The phone stayed silent for a few 
terrifying minutes, and I could do nothing but wait, frozen 
in my stiff hospital chair, trying to process, crying, davening, 
waiting. Waiting. Waiting. Waiting.

The next phone call told me more: He is conscious now. Baruch 
Hashem. He is coughing, but he is talking, and he sounds like 
himself. Hatzalah is on the scene and will be bringing him 
to the hospital as soon as they determine he is stable. More 
waiting. More prayer. Now, though, the tears tasted of a 
cautious relief.

My husband, who was on the way to the hospital to visit me 
and the baby, rerouted to meet Naftali in the emergency room. 
I was a few flights up, but I might as well have been a million 
miles away. I had no idea what was happening with Naftali as 

the ambulance pulled in: was he scared of the paramedics? Did 
they know he was autistic? Did he agree to wear the oxygen 
mask – or was he pulling it off?

As I paced, my baby in my arms, desperate to help but with 
nothing to do, I tried to make sense of a scenario I had never 
anticipated. Why did this happen? Did he hit his head on the 
pool floor? Did he catch fever from the baby and get dizzy or 
faint? With questions but no answers, I continued to pace, 
reeling from the absurdity that I had two children in the 
same hospital at the same time, for two totally different 
things – and when I woke up today, I thought it would be 
a regular day.  

The third phone call came from my husband, and he sounded 
exhausted – but calm: They need to suction the water out of his 
lungs, and he’ll need to stay in the hospital for observation for a 
few days, but they think he’ll be okay. Those were the words I was 
waiting for.

He’ll be okay. He’ll be okay. He’ll be okay.

I didn’t get to see Naftali until three days later. He was 
transferred to a different hospital better equipped to meet his 
special needs, and my husband went with him. We video-called 
as often as we could, but I couldn’t kiss him through the phone 
(lucky him - he hates my kisses anyway) and he never wanted 
to stay on the phone for longer than thirty seconds. But at least 
I could see him. At least I could see with my own eyes that he 
was the same Naftali he had always been. He was okay.

When we were finally reunited, it took every bit of my strength 
not to fall apart. That was the moment when I let my mind – 
and my heart – go to where I could not let it go: to what could 
have been. I’m sure you remember that summer of so many 
tragic drownings, when too many families had devastating 
endings to their stories. Our family had come much too close, 
and I did not know why we had been zoche for a miracle.

But it was undeniable that we had experienced an open miracle. 
There’s more to the story than I can share here, but those details 
only make the miracle more obvious, more worthy of our 
gratitude. And our gratitude knew no bounds.

A few weeks after Naftali came home from the hospital, we 
made a beautiful, moving seudas hodaah, and then it was time 
to put the incident behind us. But it never really felt like 
something I could leave behind. Being reminded that we are 
relying on miracles – every minute of every day – has a way of 
shaking you out of complacency.

So when I opened my machzor that Rosh Hashanah and 
reached “Unesaneh Tokef,” when I saw the words, “mi 
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ba’mayim,” the emotions – relief, fear, gratitude – rushed right 
back and completely overwhelmed me. I’d said the words the 
year before, but not with any special concentration. Back then, 
“mi ba’mayim” was not a risk that felt relevant enough to cry 
extra tears.

But “mi ba’mayim” had become more relevant, not just to my 
family, but to too many other families that frightening summer. 
So when I davened that Rosh Hashanah, the summer still fresh 
in my mind, I was especially tuned in to each word I said, 
knowing every word was relevant, whether I knew it or not. Or 
at least I thought I was tuned in. 

Because as I focused on “mi ba’mayim,” I didn’t pause at “mi 
ba’mageifa.” I didn’t give it any special attention. I’d learned the 
hard way that drownings were possible, but not plagues, right? 
Obviously, I got that one wrong too.

Now, as Rosh Hashanah approaches, my own inability to 
foresee the future doesn’t scare me. It doesn’t scare me that I 
didn’t know to take plagues seriously, the same way it doesn’t 
scare me that I didn’t know to take drownings seriously. 

Now, when I see the words “mi ba’mayim” or “mi ba’mageifah,” 
it gives me a certain sense of calm. Why? Because now I know 
for sure that tefillah is timeless. 

We may breeze through certain words – underestimating 
their value – but the words are there for us because they need 
to be. In a world that changes on the whims of people who are 
not anchored by history or tradition, we have beautiful words 
of tefillah that are forever relevant. The words are all there on 
the page, waiting for us, speaking for us when we don’t know 
how to speak for ourselves, connecting us to our Father Who 
sees all.

We don’t need to know what’s coming. We don’t need to plan. 
We don’t need to predict. We don’t need to worry. We just need 
to daven. 

This article was originally printed in The Voice of Lakewood.

Being reminded that we are relying 
on miracles – every minute of every 

day – has a way of shaking you out of 
complacency.

How privileged I feel to be able to compile the “Wow” 
column. I am sure this column brings tremendous nachas to 
HaKadosh Boruch Hu. When we look and see the good in 
our lives, it opens pathways of blessings in our lives.

The other night I found my son Chaim crying. He was sad 
that Shua, his special needs brother, was in camp. He said: 
“I can’t live without him! We must go up to camp right 
now!” Shua is a wonderful boy, but he often touches his 
things and sometimes wakes him at night. Nevertheless, 
Chaim misses the presence of a magical neshama. Indeed, 
our home is not the same without Shua, and we can’t wait 
for him to come back.

The following was submitted in response to “Souvenirs” 
(Neshamale #7) about Deena Apfel:

When the Apfel family joined our neighborhood, I was 
concerned that my young children would not know how to 
react and interact with their special needs daughter, Deena.  
I feared that they might make fun of her, tease her, ignore 
her, or just stare at her.  I need not have feared.  They 
observed the Apfel siblings—aged 2 through teenagers—
interacting with their sister as naturally and comfortably as 
if she were no different from anyone else. Through their 
example, all the kids on the block learned how to play with 
her, greet her, and treat her with respect.  As a neighbor, 
I was astounded at what an impact Deena has made on 
my children.  They learned to accept and treat all special 
children as the treasures they are.  I am forever grateful to 
Deena and her outstanding siblings for the important life 
lesson they taught my children.

“WOW” to realize that this child is a source of light to all 
of Klal Yisroel.

We had a neighbor, a young boy, who simply could not 
stand Deena. He was just not able to accept that she is 
different. I opened my door one Purim morning to find him 
standing there with a shalach manos for Deena. He has 
never missed a year since!

“WOW” to realize that we need to be patient with those 
who have a hard time with our special neshamales; they 
can and do come around!

compiled by Fraydel Dickstein
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We just found out that 
my son cannot see well 
at all and needs to wear 

glasses. He totally refuses 
to wear them and just 

flings them off every time 
we try to put them on. 

How do you train a kid to 
wear glasses?

 
– submitted by G.W.

Tips From
The Experts

hey! that’s us!

Regarding wearing 
eyeglasses, we learned 
from experience to 
only get the Miraflex 
glasses. There are so 
many cute glasses out 
there, but when they 
snap in half when 
your child rips them 
off, they’re not so cute 
anymore! Miraflex are 
very flexible, have no 
screws, and come with 
an adjustable strap to 
keep them on. 
Even though most of 
them are for very little 
kids, there are one or 
two options that can 
fit an older child. My 
son is nine, and he 
still wears them. He 
is autistic, and would 
not keep his glasses 
on for more than a 
second! Our solution 
was to ask his Special 
Ed teacher to help 
make it a habit for 
him, and then we 
could try to carry it 
over. You can ask a 
home BCBA (Board 
Certified Behavior 
Analyst) to help with 
this, as well. 
We still struggle with my son taking his glasses off when no one is around, but that is only at 
home. In school, he has been trained to wear them, and he even prefers to wear them now. There 
is also a clip that you can attach to the glasses strap and to the shirt, which I think they are using 
with my son now in sleepaway camp. This way, if he or other kids pull them off, they are still 
attached to his shirt. 
Hope this helps!                                                                                                                   - J.Z.

Question for the next issue:

I recently gave birth to a little prince with Down Syndrome. A friend forwarded me Neshamale 
Magazine which the entire family really enjoyed. I’d love to pose the following question to everyone: 
Being that we are just starting out, we would love to hear from experienced parents what is 

something that they know now, that they wish they had known at the beginning?
Please send us your answers to: neshamalemagazine@gmail.com or text your answers to: 848-299-2908

SHARING

BEFORE BUYING, BUILD TOLERANCE
Ideally, before you invest in an expensive pair of prescription glasses, you want to start 
building his tolerance – step by step – with a practice pair.
First, it’s important to prepare yourself mentally to be patient with this process. We’re going to 

take this slowly. It might take 
weeks, even months. It’ll be 
worth it.
Once you’re mentally 
prepared to take it gradually, 
I suggest picking up a pair 
of inexpensive sunglasses or 
reading glasses and take the 
lenses out. (Ed note: You can 
buy “practice” glasses at any 
Dollar Tree.)
Invite your son to help pick 
them out so he feels part of 
the process. In particular, I 
recommend paying attention 
to his preferences for the 
weight of the glasses and 
where they have nose pads. 
Try to make the practice 
glasses as similar to his future 
“real” glasses as possible.

HAVE REWARDS READY
Next, you’ll want to identify 
some personal motivators. 
What rewards work best for 
your son? When working on 
a sensory issue, it can help to 
have a sensory reward. For 
example, does your son enjoy 
a firm hug? Playing in a bin of 
sand or a bowl of water? It’s fine 
to use small prizes or stickers. 
If it works for your child, I 
recommend alternating such 
prizes with the “reward” of 
praise and encouragement.
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Whatever the rewards you’ve selected, have them readily 
available for each practice session.

DAILY PRACTICE: SHORT AND FOCUSED
I strongly recommend short and targeted practice sessions. 
Let’s say 5 to 15 minutes, depending on his tolerance. These 
sessions need to become part of his daily schedule – though 
it’s okay to take the occasional day off.  
At first, it may help to hold these practice sessions at 
the same general time during the day. You know when 
your son is at his best. Perhaps right after school, after 
dinner, or before bed. Try to be consistent. Also make sure 
you leave enough time, so your child does not get out of 
practicing by delaying.

The goal is to get him used to wearing his glasses all the 
time. So after a while, start varying the time of the 
practice sessions throughout the day.
I recommend having a timer at hand to help your son 

can see how long each practice session will be. I likewise 
recommend finding a quiet place, free of distractions.

WHAT CAN HE TOLERATE?
Next, explore what your son can currently tolerate. It may 
be holding the glasses in his hand. Would he be willing to 
touch the glasses to his cheek? Perhaps he doesn’t even want 
to look at the glasses. If that’s the case, you might start by 
having him sit at a table with the glasses near him.
Remember, you want to set him up for success. So start 
wherever he’s comfortable and set the timer – even if it’s for 
just 5 seconds. Then reward him for his cooperation, and 
move on to 10 seconds.

BUILDING MOMENTUM
You want to build momentum toward your goal. Take the 
scenario where your son is willing to sit at a table with the 
glasses across from him. You can increase the length of time 
he sits near them – or you can move the glasses closer to 
him. As he becomes more tolerant, you might try doing 
both. Each incremental step earns praise and/or a small 
prize.
Next, you might work on the goal of him touching the 
glasses five times. Then ten times. Seems silly? Great! The 
two of you can giggle and have fun with it. Next, have him 
hold the glasses for 10 seconds. Then, increase the time. You 
get the idea.
I suggest using patience and judgment in how far and fast 
you advance with each session. For instance, the next step 
might be for you to ask him to touch the glasses to his arm. 

Or maybe you sense that he’s ready to touch the glasses to 
his cheek or his nose. You might start with 5 seconds, then 
10 seconds – and so on.
Use the same plan for helping your son place the glasses 
on his face… 5 seconds, 10 seconds, etc. Once your son 
can tolerate 2 minutes, the next goal is to have him wear 
the glasses at different times throughout the day, and while 
completing various tasks or activities. 
Continue to build on your son’s success with positive 
reinforcement. But don’t let the reinforcement take over 
the practice session. You don’t have to provide a reward 
every time; praise can be enough sometimes. In fact, I think 
it’s better if your son doesn’t expect a reward every single 
time he, say, touches the glasses to his face. Again, use your 
understanding of your son to figure out how much or little 
reinforcement he needs.

THE REWARD OF SEEING CLEARLY
The ultimate goal, of course, is to get your son to slip those 
glasses onto his face and enjoy looking at the world in a new 
focused light! Consider playing a “Can you see this?” game 
to help him appreciate the wonder of seeing clearly.

USING VISUAL SUPPORTS
Visual supports can be wonderful for helping a child 
with autism understand expectations and build skills. For 
example, you might use a “First/Then” visual. In the “first” 
column, your visual could show a picture of the glasses. The 
“then” column would have a picture of the reward – be it a 
hug, a bin of sand, or a sticker. 

FROM NEW SKILL TO ROUTINE
When you feel your child is ready to wear the glasses more 
often, have him practice wearing them to the grocery store 
or while reading a book (depending on whether they are 
distance or reading glasses).
This activity-specific goal provides him with a clear end-time 
when he can take them off. But it represents a big step forward, 
because the length of time is based on the activity, not your 
timer. As with any skill, repetition and practice will help make 
wearing glasses an everyday part of your son’s life.

The above information is excerpted with permission from an article by 
psychologist Stephanie Weber, of the Kelly O’Leary Center for Autism 
Spectrum Disorders at Cincinnati Children’s Hospital Medical Center. The 
center and hospital are part of the Autism Speaks: Autism Treatment 
Network (ATN). The article was originally posted on www.beineiu.
org. With thanks to Golda Turner for sending us the link!
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The School of  Life
I’ve just been promoted to the next class

in the School of Life.

The classes are very hard.

At first I couldn’t imagine 
how anyone could pass the tests 

of this difficult class
that, not by choice,
I found myself in. 

It sure was hard,
and it took me a long time to learn.

I had to review the lessons
many times before I was able to move on.

Now that I “got it”
I feel a special satisfaction 
and a closer connection

to the Dean of the School of Life.

I still don’t understand why He puts people
in some of the hard classes

that it seems they can never pass.

But I trust His wisdom now, 
without asking questions.

Back to
School

EXPLORING

Neshamale Magazine| Tishrei Edition     1716     Sharing Our Special Experiences: Chizuk & Inspiration



Two nights before the first day of school, my phone rang. “Hi, 
this is Mrs. Miller. I am going to be your daughter Shevy’s 
teacher this year. I just wanted to introduce myself and see if 
there’s anything I should be aware of.” 

“Oh, that’s so nice,” I exclaim, “We’re looking forward to an 
amazing year. Shevy is a great girl, I’m sure you’ll enjoy her...” I 
trail off, hesitating. To share or not to share, that is the question. 
I want to add something, I really do.

I want to say: “Shevy is the sister of a sibling with special needs.” 
I want to say it, but I feel funny. Like, so what? What does her 
sibling’s needs have to do with her? How can this sweet morah 
understand what those simple sounding words mean? Should 
I elaborate? Should I tell her how this effects my daughter’s 
home, her parents, her possessions, her schedule…her life? 

Should I tell her that when Shevy was only four years old, we 
read about Curious George making a wish on his birthday cake. 
When I asked her: “What would you wish for?” she answered 
instantly: “That Mendy should talk!” I said: “What else would 
you wish for?” and she answered: “That Mendy should walk!” 
I then said: “Not something for Mendy; something just for 
yourself!” To which my wise-beyond-her-years little girl replied: 
“I for sure would wish for something for Mendy!”

Would that help you understand, dear teacher, the girl who 

will sit in your classroom for the next ten months? Yes, she will 
swing her legs and twirl her pony. She will raise her hand, do 
her math problems, and whisper to her friends, as do all second 
graders. But she really isn’t your typical second grader. She has 
far surpassed second grade in the school of life.

She has seen her brother and parents disappear into hospitals 
for too many nights at a time. She has been given much more 
responsibility and independence because of the way our home 
must run. She gets her hair pulled hard on a daily basis (silently 
blinking back tears of pain), her papers ripped, her room 
wrecked, and her food thrown.

I’m afraid that if I would be open enough to share all of 
this with you, dear Morah, you would not understand. You 
would pity her. But we don’t want your pity. We want you to 
understand. Understand that Shevy is strong, Shevy is lucky. 
Sometimes it’s hard, but she is healthy, stable, happy, and loved 
in our home. Along with the challenges her brother brings, 
there is also so much joy. The sound of them laughing aloud 
together overshadow the hardships. She is so proud of him. She 
loves him fiercely; his purity and happiness shine through it all. 

She knows this and feels it—but you don’t. And I don’t know 
how to explain it to someone who has never lived this life. So I 
just swallow and say: “That’s about it. Thanks for calling. Much 
hatzlacha!” and I hang up the phone with a wistful sigh.

To Share or Not to Share?
G. Weiss

Back to
School

Shaya’s school supplies list:
#1 Shaving cream
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Leah Tawil and Chayala Tawil

SPECIAL EDUCATORS

SPECIAL          
CHILDREN:of

BACK TO SCHOOL STAFF INTERVIEWS WITH:

1. F. N., a girls high school teacher in a special education school

2. H. M, a supervisor of a boys school’s resource room
3. T. H., a veteran special education teacher for children of many ages and diagnoses

What comes to mind when you think of “Back to 
School” for our precious neshamales?

1 - Back to structure.  I am so happy for the parents that 
their child will finally get back to structure and routine. I 
feel that a large part of my job is making the parents’ lives 
easier.

2 – As we speak, the summer is in full swing, and with 
each day, the new school year draws closer. Possibly, this 
is a nerve-wracking thought! Every parent hopes their 
children will “click” with their Rebbes/Teachers and have a 
wonderful year. But what can we do aside from just hoping? 
Well, daven of course. Davening for the right Rebbe/Teacher 
and a successful year is of the upmost importance. But after 
that, there are other things that you, as the parent, can do to 
help your child have a positive year.

3 – A lot of work! Every child is an entire world, and we set up an 
individualized program for each student. This is a tremendous 
job, as one child can require a specific behavioral plan, educational 
plan, sensory plan, ABA program and communication plan. In 
the beginning of the year, we focus on getting to know each 
child, training staff, and settling into routine. Once all that is in 
place, the rest of the year kind of flows.

Can you think of any unique struggles special 
children have adjusting to the new school year?

1 - For most kids, especially if they are returning to the same 
setting as the previous year, the back to school structure is 
actually easier for them.  For those who are starting in a new 
setting, the transition will be more difficult, as transitions in 
general are more difficult for this population. Most people 
are not aware that the children will have an extremely large 
number of adults to adjust to in school. For example, most 
seven year olds have to get used to two new teachers, while a 
child in a special school can easily have over ten new adults 
in their lives.

2 – There can be a lot of anxiety when returning for a new 
school year. The unknown: who will my rebbe be? Where 
will my classroom be? Where will I sit? If it’s someone who 
struggles socially with friends, are the kids in my class going 
to be nice to me this year? 

3 – Sometimes special children have an easier time going 
back to school, as they often go back to the same teachers 
and classmates that they had the previous year. This is 
normal procedure in a special needs school for two, three, 
or even up to five years. All students, especially those with 

EXPLORING
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special needs, thrive on structure and stability, so coming 
back to a familiar environment make the process that much 
smoother for everyone. Of course, if there will be changes, 
the adjustment will be challenging. It can take up to four 
months until the teacher gets to really know your child.

What are some tips you can give our readers to make 
the beginning of the year smoother?

1 – All children, as well as our special neshamales, need time 
and space to settle in. When you have realistic expectations 
and don’t expect an instant adjustment, it takes the stress 
out of the situation.

2 – There are two things you can do to help your child in 
school: advocate and communicate. Firstly, remember that 
you are your child’s best advocate. School personnel work 
extremely hard to ensure every child’s success. However, 
since your child is not the only child under their care, there 
is always a chance that his specific needs may be overlooked. 
Reach out to the Principal and remind him what your 
child needs; do not assume that he knows. Follow up as the 
summer winds down.

The other point is 
constant communication: 
Don’t think that once the 
year off to a good start, 
that you have done your 
part and the rest is up 
to the school. Prevent 
“panic” situations from 
developing by keeping in 
contact with the Rebbe, etc all throughout the year.

3 – Communicate, communicate and communicate some 
more! We know that all parents love their kids and that they 
are also super busy. But for your own child’s benefit, the 
more communication there is, the more we know about our 
students, and the more we can help them. When students 
can’t, themselves, communicate about their lives, so many 
things are a guessing game for us. When you clue us into 
what they like to eat, what we can use for incentives, what 
they are sensitive about, etc. it makes our job so much easier! 
In two minutes, you can tell us information that might take 
us four weeks to figure out!

Any particular do’s or don’ts that you can share?

1– Communication is so important. On the other hand, I 
do understand that parents are beyond busy! Look at the 
communication notebook and sign it, so we know that you 
have read it. Even if you only connect minimally, like weekly 

instead of daily, it can be so helpful to your child. Teachers 
will usually offer more than one way to contact them about 
your child. Let the teacher know the best way to reach you. 

2 - Don’t be a nudge, and be polite. School personnel work 
more productively when the parent is polite, respectful, 
and not demanding. Also, rather than request a specific 
instructor, call to let the decision makers know what your 
child’s personality is like, and describe the type of instructor 
he will benefit from. Ask the Principal to please keep this in 
mind when assigning Rebbes, teachers and therapists.

3 - Parents with special needs children are dealing with so 
much on their plate. I understand if it’s difficult for parents 
to find time to communicate, as valuable as it is. 

Another point: many people feel that children with special 
needs should be dressed immaculately. The reality is that 
it’s really hard for them to have that “perfect” look. Realize 
that we really love them for who they are and don’t focus 
on their appearance. Don’t stress out if your child doesn’t 
look as picture perfect at the end of the day as he did when 

you dropped him off that 
morning. 

What message can you 
leave with us as we 
embark on a new year?

1 – Realize that you and 
the staff are on the same 
page. Our methods may 
be different, but our goals 

are the same. We both want your child to reach his/her 
fullest potential, be happy, and do well. If you have good 
ideas we can try, let us know. If something doesn’t work, let 
us know, too. I want to mention that I have almost always 
worked with a wonderful parent body. They are devoted, 
positive, cooperative, and all in all, just amazing people who 
inspire me. 

2- Always remember – the school is here to help your child 
succeed in life. Do your part by working with us respectfully, 
and we will surely work with you courteously in return.

3– Just daven! The school works very hard to bring out the 
best in your child and help them progress and learn. Daven 
that we should be successful and we should all have nachas 
from them!

SPECIAL EDUCATORS

SPECIAL          
CHILDREN:

Realize that you and the staff 
are on the same page.

Our methods may be different, 
but our goals are the same.
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As a new school year begins, the memories come rushing back 
to me. My own journey of finding the best school for my son 
began four years ago, yet the memories and lessons learned are 
forever with me. 

Avraham was very young when I realized that his development 
was not following the typical track. He did not make eye 
contact, respond to his name, or play appropriately with peers. 
He also had many challenging behaviors. He would tantrum 
for hours, even fall asleep during a tantrum and wake up still 
crying. Routine was very important; changes set him off. There 
was clearly something wrong. When he received a diagnosis of 
both autism and ADHD, I was told that the best placement for 
him would be a special needs public school. My first reaction 
was: “NEVER! My child will not step foot in a public school!” 

I thought that it would work to place him with a top-notch 
kindergarden morah, and then put him into yeshiva with as 
much support as necessary. We registered him for kindergarden 
and even supplemented with lots of private therapy on the side. 
It took a full year for me to realize that my son was not thriving; 
he needed to be in the public school program. It was time to do 
what was best for him, as opposed to what was comfortable for 
me. At that point, both my husband and I began speaking to 
rabbonim and mechanchim. They both very strongly encouraged 
us to do what was best for our child and send him to public 
school. With a tefilla on my lips, and my Tehillim at my side, I 
registered Avraham for the following September. 

September 1st arrived and I dropped Avrohom off for his first 
day in public school. Then I went home and cried and cried and 

cried. After allowing myself to cry the pain out, I was able to calm 
down and start to move on. It was a slow process to internalize 
that this was truly the right thing to do, that this is what Hashem 
wanted for my child. Avraham’s teacher was, amazingly, a frum 
woman who really understood how hard this was for me. She 
did everything possible to make me feel comfortable. Although 
it was still very difficult for me to have my son in such a setting, 
I learned not to focus on that part, and instead appreciate how 
superb the program was. The staff were all truly amazing! They 
accepted my son for who he was and really loved him. They 
worked tirelessly with him each and every day. Even when we 
had setbacks, they smiled and started again. After just one year, 
Avraham had made a lot of progress and was ready to move on.

After much tireless searching, Hashem sent us the perfect 
self-contained program. Avraham spent 2½ phenomenal 
years there before moving on to a mainstream Yeshiva self-
contained program. This September, Avraham will be entering 
a mainstream Yeshiva class with mild support. 

I don’t know why Avrohom had a rough start in life and why 
Hashem planned this nisayon for us. Some days I look at my 
neighbors and think: “She is so lucky! Life is so simple for her. 
She is not busy with teachers, therapists, social workers, etc.” 
But then I stop myself and think about all the brachos Hashem 
has sent my way, whether it’s my supportive husband, parnasa, 
or my other healthy typical children. Who knows what I am 
zoche to because of the special neshama I am raising? When 
negative thoughts hit me, I stop and say: “Thank You, Hashem, 
for the life you have handpicked for me!”

Miriam Stern

Sending My Son to 
Public School

• Talk to the teacher about the Jewish things your child is 
missing. For example, Avrohom was upset that he couldn’t 
be a Shabbos Tatty like his silbings. I explained the 
situation to his teacher and she arranged a day for him to 
get dressed up and give out a treat to all his friends. 

• Write a list of words that your child uses/understands that 
may not be in the teacher’s vocabulary. You can also send 
along “props” to explain. For example, if your child calls 
his parents “Abba” and “Imma”, write this on your list so 
the teacher can refer to you in a familiar way. 

• Before Yomim Tovim, you can send in a note explaining 
some of the things that your family is busy with at home. 

Example: a dreidel, a gragger, a matzah 

• Inform the bus driver in advance that your child will not 
be coming on Yom Tov. Otherwise the bus will show up 
beeping in front of your house early Yom Tov morning! 

• Be an involved parent. It’s important for your child’s 
development, and it also makes a Kiddush Hashem. You 
can volunteer to help in the classroom or chaperone trips.

• Make sure your child is dressed neatly & comes to school 
clean.

• Take all your tears and use them to daven to Hashem that 
your child should blossom in this school.

TIPS FOR PARENTS WHO HAVE A CHILD IN PUBLIC SCHOOL:

EXPLORING
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Dear Student,
Congratulations! I am writing to confirm your 
status as a student in our school for the 
coming term. Please see below for specific and 
important details regarding your placement in our 
University.

Class: Life 101
Subjects: 
	Emunah & Bitachon
	Humility & Patience
	Building Resiliency & Strength of Character
	Simcha Amidst Hardships
	Multi-tasking & Organizational skills

Teacher: Your Very Own Special Needs Child
Methodology: A variety of teaching methods, 
including hands-on activities, workshops, 
questions and workouts, will enable you to learn 
the material in a very thorough manner. Lessons 
in the above subjects will not only be taught, 
but will be deeply internalized in a long-lasting 
manner.

Cost: Priceless
I am honored to welcome a student of your caliber 
into my institution and I am confident in your 
ability to work hard and succeed.
I am always available for any questions, comments 
or concerns. I may be reached at any time via 
your siddur, Tehillim, or tears.

The Dean,
Hashem

Neshamale Magazine| Tishrei Edition     2120     Sharing Our Special Experiences: Chizuk & Inspiration



“People tend to think of hashgacha pratis as 
something earth-shattering. She missed her 
plane and it crashed into the ocean! Or even: The 
store was having a sale on cream cheese, just the 
week that I needed to make three cheese cakes! But 
really hashgacha pratis means that Hashem is 
intimately involved in my life, that I can talk to 
Him and He hears me, helps me, and is always 
orchestrating everything for my benefit. 

Having said that, I’d like to share with you a 
story of how I felt Hashem in my life. It was 
just a year ago, the night before my 5 year-old 
special needs son’s first day at a new school. I 
suddenly realized that we had a big problem 
coming up with the sun in a few short hours.
The bus came every morning at 7:40 sharp at 
the school he previously attended. So, although 
Naftali is a (very!) early riser, and even though 
he managed to wreck the house each morning, 
at least he was out the door by 7:40 each day. 
His new school’s bus was not due to arrive until 
9:15. This presented a problem, since I had to 
bring my other children down three flights of 
stairs to wait for their busses at 8:15. I could 
not leave Naftali at home alone, but if I brought 
him downstairs with everyone else, I was sure I 
would end up chasing him up and down the 
block. I felt very overwhelmed by the whole 
scenario. What was I going to do?
The quiet night hours passed all too quickly, 
and soon the sun was up, as well as Naftali. 
(Actually, let me reverse that order: Naftali was 
up, and so was the sun!) At 8:15, I brought the 
kids downstairs, and for lack of a better option, 
brought Naftali down with me. After the busses 
pulled away, I wanted to go back inside to get 
ready for work, but Naftali was not having any 
of that. “Walk, walk!” he cried. “But your bus 
is not coming for another hour, we need to go 
back inside.” I tried to reason with my son, who 

didn’t understand what I was saying. He started 
crying and I gave in, not having the strength to 
shlep him up three flights of stairs. We took a 
walk (read: run) around the streets of Boro Park 
until his bus showed up at 9:15. 
At 9:15 I trudged up my steps. I was totally 
finished and ready to collapse back into bed. 
But it was still the morning and I had a whole 
long, busy day ahead of me… My bed would 
have to wait. I remember feeling so lost, so 
stuck, unable to figure out a solution. There 
was just no way I could do this every day!
But Hashem has answers to every problem, 
so Hashem worked it out. The next morning, 
the second day of school, Hashem put this 
thought into my head: “If Naftali doesn’t come 
downstairs with you, then he won’t go walking 
for an hour, so figure out a way to keep him 
upstairs.” I thought of two options: 1) I could 
send him to my downstairs neighbor so he 
wouldn’t be outside. 2) I could have him sit at 
the top of my steps. I would be able to see him, 
as my steps are one long staircase, so it would 
be safe.
That morning, as I started walking down, I 
repeated again and again: “Naftali, wait here, 
Mommy will be back soon. Don’t come down.” 
It took him a couple of weeks to not cry and 
to not try to sneak down, but eventually he 
learned to sit there and wait for me. 
It sounds like such a simple solution, a simple 
ending. Of course there is a difference in scale, 
but really, being saved from a plane crash 
and being saved from an hour hike each day, 
are both yeshuos from the same loving Father. 
Hashem planted the idea in my head and made 
it work, and for that, I am so very grateful to 
Him.  

SWEET SPICES
Introducing “Sweet Spices,” 
our new column about seeing 
the hashgacha/providence 
in everyday encounters with 
our special children. The title 
is based on the following 
Torah medresh: 

When Yosef’s brothers sold 
him into slavery, the Torah 
mentions that the caravan 
in which he traveled down 
to Mitzrayim carried sweet-
smelling spices, as opposed 
to the foul-smelling cargo 
usually transported on that 
route. Rashi points out that 
this brought comfort and 
encouragement to Yosef, 
who understood that Hashem 
prepared these sweet spices 
to accompany him on his 
journey, and to teach him an 
important lesson: Although it 
was painful that he had been 
sold into slavery and sent 
down to Mitzrayim, it was not 
random. It was orchestrated 
by Hashem, down to the very 
last detail, and Yosef knew 
that he would not suffer an 
iota more than was destined 
for him. 

As we journey through life 
with our special children, 
we need to remember that 
Hashem is the One planning 
this journey, with all of the 
bumps and jolts we may 
encounter. Let’s try to smell 
the sweet spices along the 
way, and be encouraged by 
the knowledge that nothing 
is random, and that we are 
on a journey to greatness! 

Staying at the 
Top of the Stairs 

Yehudis Wolpin
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Although we, sadly, had to pass on the Sib Spot section at this time I would, nonetheless, like to continue sharing 
ideas for activities. The purpose of this column was, and still is, to provide ideas for activities that are fun and 
inclusive for the special child to do with his siblings and/or cousins, neighbors, etc. When we make it fun for all of 
the children together, everyone enjoys each other’s company and it brings more togetherness and a feeling of - to 
borrow a line from Abie Rottenberg’s famous song - “I’m just like you!” 

Many special children have a unique connection to music. They just love singing, dancing, concerts, and musical 
instruments. Yaakov Schwekey and Uncle Moishy may be their favorites, but there is a limit to how many times we 
can hear the same songs on a rainy Sunday afternoon. How about if we create our own “instruments” at home for 
a fun singing or dance activity? One of the great features of making your own musical instruments is that it begins 
as an art project, and transitions to a music and dance activity.

Below are some instrument craft ideas. Make one or all, adapting to the skills of your participants and the supplies 
available in your house.

Noise makers - Fill empty paper towel rolls with buttons, dried peas, beans, or rice. Glue a sturdy fabric onto 

one end, fill the rolls with different amounts of noise making objects (for different sounds), then glue fabric around 
the open end to seal. For more visual interest, you can use clear cylinders (the type used for shalach manos 
containers). For kids who are talented at ripping through hot glue, use a heavy-duty tape (such as electric tape) 
to seal well around the edges.

Use blank or old CDs as cymbals. These are a great base to decorate with colored permanent 
markers, and are pretty and shiny.

Cereal Box Guitar – cut a hole out of the front of a cereal box and string some rubber bands around the 
outside. You can also do this with a shoebox or metal pan (if you can handle the noise level!).

Kazoo – Save some empty toilet paper rolls. To decorate, have the kids paint them or cover with strips 
of colored duct tape. Secure wax paper around one end with a rubber band, and then they hum or sing 
into the open end. Even kids who are totally non-verbal may be motivated to vocalize into something 
that echoes their voice. My Avrumi loves vocalizing into tubes and the like.

Drums – No arts and crafts required for this one—just use your wooden 
mixing spoons and upside-down pots.

Now it’s time for the show! Be sure to take a video of your star performers 
and shep nachas!

 

Please send us ideas of activities, games, or projects that have worked well with your 
special child and family. We’d love to share them here!

Activity Time!
A Time For Music

Chayala Tawil
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Here are two true, very different perspectives of parents of a 
teenager with Down syndrome:

“My daughter is just amazing. She is so warm and loving; 
everyone loves her! She is often able to intuit what people 
are feeling and tries to make them feel better. When she 
senses a need, she helps without being asked. Many teenage 
girls love spending time with her. She is usually upbeat, and 
her great sense of humor livens up our family atmosphere. 
She can be very perceptive, noticing and commenting if 
something doesn’t seem right. She has made tremendous 
strides both academically and socially. She can carry on 
lengthy, meaningful conversations on the phone with her 
siblings. She is a very hard worker; she willingly studies and 
doesn’t give up, even though it is very difficult for her. She 
understands abstract concepts like Hashem, Torah, and 
mitzvos. She is generally cooperative and responsible, and 
keeps to her special diet even though it is tempting for her 
when other girls are eating different food. When she wakes 
up early, she can entertain herself, sometimes for hours, 
and not wake me up. It’s relatively easy to make her happy, 
and she is excited about the fun things they do in school 
or camp. She appreciates things others do for her. I thank 
Hashem that she is in good health and is able to participate 
in her school and camp activities.”

“My daughter can be very frustrating. She often doesn’t 
listen to me when I tell her to do something and it’s 
impossible to reason with her; it’s her way or the highway. 
She takes forever to get ready in the morning; even after 
she gets out of bed—she starts playing and refuses to get 
dressed. I get stressed out, because I have to take her to 
school before I go to work, so I end up being late. She 
won’t do what her class is doing, and scribbles in her 
notebook instead. When she can’t understand the subject 
matter, her aide tries to take her out to learn with her, but 
she often refuses. It is difficult to understand what she is 
saying and it’s frustrating. Her table manners are deficient; 
she eats with her hands, etc. She gets bored at our Shabbos 
table because she can’t follow the conversation. She can be 
extremely immature in her behavior and play habits. No 

one her age wants to play with her, and needless to say, 
she does not receive invitations for play dates. Sometimes 
she lives in her own imaginary world, believing that her 
fantasies are true, and telling others about events that 
never happened. If all this isn’t enough, she developed a 
complicated new health challenge.”

It sounds like these parents have very different children. Every 
child with special needs is unique, and, like every typical child, 
each has different strengths and weaknesses. It is dangerous 
to compare your child with someone else’s, even if they have 
the same diagnosis. Some readers might suspect that both of 
these children have positive and negative attributes, but the 
first parent is a positive person who focuses on the good, while 
the second parent has a negative attitude and sees only her 
shortcomings.

However, these narratives are not about children with extremely 
different personalities, nor do they come from parents with 
different temperaments. Both of these narratives are about 
the same girl—and both are perspectives of the same parent. I 
know, because they are about my own daughter.

We can notice either the good points or the negative aspects of 
our child. After all, everyone, including children with special 
needs, has things they are good at and things that are challenges. 
That’s what life is about. So, on which side should we focus?

If we focus only on the negative, we will be very unhappy, 
stressed-out human beings. Our special children have unique, 
and sometimes extreme, challenges. As described in the above 
narrative, these challenges can make us want to pull out our hair 
in frustration, or just give up and cry. We will not enjoy life, 
and neither will our spouses, our other children, or, especially, 
our special child. This focus will affect our entire lives, making 
us significantly less productive at home and at work.

Many would advocate focusing only on the positive; love 
your child for who he is, accept his shortcomings and forget 
about them. After all, aren’t we just supposed to make him 
“happy”? However, this is also a mistake. This attitude would 
be abdicating our responsibility as parents. Hashem gave us this 
child. Yes, it was a gift, but it came with responsibilities. Just 
as any parent has a responsibility to educate and train his child 
to become a successful adult and lead a meaningful life, we 
too have that obligation to our special child. Although many 
typical children turn out okay even if their parents are not on 
top of their game, this is not true with our special children.

Most of the issues in the above negative comments can be 
remedied, though it will take a lot of time, effort, and patience. 
Not every child will be able to progress at the same rate, or 
even at all, for some issues. Nevertheless, it is incumbent on us, 

Rabbi Ezra Klein 

Do More, 
Stress Less
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to the extent of our abilities and available time and energy, to 
focus on our child’s shortcomings and take the steps necessary 
to help him grow into a productive adult who can lead a 
meaningful Jewish life, with satisfying relationships. Happiness 
is not merely fun, games, and ice-cream. Happiness, even for 
our special children, comes from having personal relationships, 
feeling a sense of purpose in their lives, and the feeling of 
accomplishment that comes from pursuing and achieving 
meaningful goals.

Everything depends, of course. For some children, trying to 
remedy certain issues would be an act of futility. But don’t be 
too quick to give up on your child. Remember, that not too long 
ago, Down syndrome children were considered uneducable, 
many were institutionalized, and most did not develop into 
the beautiful human beings we have in our midst today. With 
many children and many skills, you never know.

We need to focus on our child’s shortcomings in order to figure 
out how to improve them. But, as we explained, if we focus on 
the negatives, we will become stressed and despondent. What’s 
the solution?

I believe the answer lies in having what I call 
a weekly “Do More / Stress Less” meeting. 
Once a week, at a predetermined time, the 
mother and father spend time isolated from 
the rest of the world (and their phones!), 
thinking and planning what to do about 
their child’s challenges, lack of educational 
opportunities, etc. If a couple can’t do this 
together for whatever reason, then one parent should have 
this meeting with another caring individual, who can keep to 
the scheduled meetings. If even that is not practical, then the 
parent should have his or her own personal “meeting.”

During the rest of the week, we should, to the best of our 
abilities, focus only on the positive aspects of our child. [Do you 
have a list of positive things about your child as in paragraph 
A? You should!] We will thereby be cheerful, positive, energized 
parents, spouses, and friends. The meeting will allow us to 
“schedule” our stress for a particular time, freeing us from 
stressing about the challenges during the rest of the week.

Most of our stress comes from being unsure of what to do, or 
feeling guilty for not doing enough. If, for example, we have to 
pick up a prescription at the drugstore, we don’t stress over this. 
It is a defined responsibility, and not beyond our capabilities. 
That’s exactly what we have to do at this meeting. Define 
actions that are necessary and realistic for each spouse to take 
during the following week. Afterward, if we see that we took on 
too much and become stressed just thinking about how much 
we have to do, this means we made a mistake, and at the next 

meeting we should try to be more realistic. At each meeting, 
the first item on the agenda is to take stock of how we did the 
past week implementing our plan, figure out what went wrong, 
why, and how to avoid that mistake in the future. By doing 
this, we will feel much less guilty, since we know that we are on 
top of our child’s situation, and we are making realistic efforts 
to remedy what we can. 

I regret all the years we did not follow this plan. We would have 
gotten more done and would have been much less anxious. We 
started having these meetings a number of months ago, and I 
will tell you that they definitely produced results. They are called 
“Stress-Less” because they will decrease your stress level during 
the week, but they are not stressless! These meetings force you 
to think, plan, and be honest about what needs to get done—
and who has time for that? And who has the self-discipline to 
carry out these plans? I’m sure there are readers who are saying 
right now: “This is not for me. It will never work.” Maybe. But 
even though we had some problems implementing the plan, and 
although we missed a number of weeks for various reasons, we 
have not given up. I know it is a worthwhile endeavor that will 

bring results, with Hashem’s help. And I 
urge you not to give up, even if you struggle 
through the first few times, miss some 
weeks, or encounter other challenges. Your 
child, and Hashem, are counting on you.

Here is the format we use:

› Designate a set time and place each 
week and keep to it, to the exclusion of 

other activities. If something comes up that you just can’t 
schedule for a different time, try to reschedule a make-up 
session. If you can’t, don’t be too hard on yourself; just 
continue next week.

› Each partner should prepare and bring a written list of 
five things they feel are a priority to work on.

› Discuss practical ways to implement improvement of 
each issue. Just define the next step; we are not going to 
solve most issues in one week. With some issues, the “action” 
might be merely to speak to someone specific for advice. 
Together, choose a total of 4-5 actions to implement this 
week and write them down. Some may be a simple phone 
call, while others might involve more effort.

› Designate who is going to be in charge of implementing 
each particular item. Divide the responsibility.

› Schedule the exact day and time to carry out your 
responsibilities. Unscheduled activities tend to never get 
done.

Most of our stress comes 
from being unsure of 
what to do, or feeling 

guilty for not doing 
enough.

continued on page 27
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Last week we presented Dr. E., my daughter’s oncologist, with 
a homegrown 15.6 pound pumpkin. Quite an original gift, 
if I may say so myself. It all started last year, when we moved 
to upstate NY, away from our tiny Brooklyn apartment. A 
couple of days after we moved in, we discovered a green 
vegetable that we assumed was zucchini, growing in our 
front yard. The previous owners had left a garden with 
tomatoes, peppers, and eggplant in the backyard, so we 
found it interesting that this plant was growing in the front. 
Whatever and wherever it was, it grew really fast and really 
large. Within a short time, we came to the realization that this 
was no zucchini for our soup, but was, in fact, a pumpkin!  
 
We took some pictures of our daughter in the front yard 
before Rosh Hashana and shared them with her medical 
team. Dr. E. was very excited about the “mystery vegetable” 
she spotted in the photo, and was even more excited 
when our little princess said that she wanted to give it 
to her! Dr. E. told us that her family loves carving 
pumpkins, so we looked forward to presenting 
her with it at our next clinic visit. 

Each morning Princess ran outside to check on 
“Doctor’s pumpkin” to see if it turned orange yet. She 
would ask “Is Dr. E.’s pumpkin ready”? The pumpkin grew 
huge and slowly, slowly turned orange. The funny thing was 
that one side was totally flat. We joked that it looked like a 
baby who didn’t get enough tummy time and got a flat head!  
The “turning orange process” was long and a little puzzling. 
It needed the sun, but too much sun on one side turned 
an already orange side back to green! We tried rotating 
it a bit, but then the stem started tearing off. Also, it was 
laying on the concrete—if we moved it too much it got 
scratched. This was our one and only pumpkin, the gift to 
our beloved oncologist—we couldn’t give damaged goods! 
 
At one point the pumpkin’s stem almost fully disconnected 
from the vine, so as the weather started turning colder, we 
moved him (her?) into the house and placed it by the window 
to catch the sun. Tatty wasn’t too happy about a pumpkin 
sitting on his dining room table! On warmer days, we placed 
it on the stoop outside to catch the sun’s rays. Weeks later 
my husband met someone in shul and while schmoozing, he 

was incredulous to hear about a “new family that lives in the 
goyishe house with the jack o’ lantern”! 

Finally, it was the night before Princess’s clinic appointment. 
A friend helped me compose an adorable poem to go along 
with the gift. I wanted to do a quick photo shoot with Mr. 
Pumpkin before it got dark. We went outside and I had Princess 
sit down on the lawn, on top of the hill. We positioned the 
pumpkin near her, trying to get a good shot with the autumn 
scenery as a background.

While posing, however, Princess suddenly moved, and the 
pumpkin started Rooooooooooooooolllllllling right down the 
big steep hill! I dropped my camera and started running, but 
the pumpkin’s force of gravity was way faster than me. There 
was just no way to stop it! The pumpkin was heading toward 
an area where a couple of big rocks are standing. “Oy!” 

I thought, “It’s all over! The pumpkin’s going to crash 
and split into a hundred pieces. Our whole plan, the 

poem… everything is rolling away! And I was so 
excited to finally have the perfect gift idea…”  

As we watched with bated breath, Mr. Pumpkin 
simply jumped right over the rocks!

Yet, his journey was still not done. It continued rolling across 
the road and finally landed with a huge thump across the 
street. I had a feeling it had stopped on the street drain, and 
watched with a sinking feeling (no pun intended!), wondering 
if it would drop into the drain. I was not sure what would 
greet me as I crossed over. 

How pleasantly surprised I was to find Mr. Pumpkin completely 
intact, only missing its stem. I traced back our steps, trying to 
find the stem, but was unsuccessful. Night was falling and I 
still needed those pictures. We lugged the pumpkin back up 
the hill and managed to get some decent shots in the dusk. 

The following morning, we finally presented the long-awaited 
pumpkin to our wonderful doctor. Dr. E. was elated, but being 
the concerned babba that she is, she asked repeatedly if we 
were sure we didn’t want to take the pumpkin back home 
and whether the other kids would be upset. (This really made 

On the Lighter Side...

L.M.

The Pumpkin that Became a Present
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› At the beginning of each meeting (besides the first one), 
report to each other how the items that were supposed to 
be implemented turned out. If an item was not completed, 
discuss openly, and without incrimination, why not. 
Decide whether to include it in the following week’s goals 
and whether to modify it to ensure its feasibility.

› At the first meeting, have a “brain dump” of all the issues 
you feel should be addressed. Each parent should take time 
making a comprehensive list. You can then combine lists, 
which will give you ideas for the following weeks’ agendas. 

› Don’t get sidetracked into talking about other things or 
schmoozing about past events, even if they are related to 
your child. If you do, you will not accomplish much and 
become discouraged from continuing these meetings. Keep 
your focus on the goal: to define clear, specific action goals 
for the next week.

These meetings can take from 15-30 minutes, depending on the 

issues and the personalities involved. However, even a meeting 
of 10 minutes is worthwhile and can be extremely productive.

› Will all your issues get taken care of? Of course not. We all 
have busy lives and we can’t just drop everything else and focus 
on this one child. But more will get done this way than without 
it. And we will be more relaxed, knowing that we have a plan 
to do as much as possible to address our child’s challenges. Do 
more. Stress less.

› Davening to Hashem for help is, of course, the most valuable 
activity we can do for our child. By having these meetings, we 
are doing our hishtadlus, and b’ezras Hashem, we will see more 
nachas from our precious child.

Hatzalacha and please share with me how it goes!

Rabbi Ezra Klein is writing under a pen name. He can be contacted 
via Neshamale Magazine.

WHAT 
is the issue

HOW 
we are addressing it

WHO 
will implement it

WHEN 
will it be done

Here is a sample chart to use for recording each meeting:

me laugh because, hello? What in the world would we even 
DO with such a big pumpkin? I have plenty to do besides 
making pumpkin pie!) 

We shared the saga of the pumpkin’s “roll-over accident” 
with Dr. E., who said: “I knew it was a magical pumpkin!” 

The Nurse Practitioner later sent us a series of pictures starring 
the medical staff carving our huge pumpkin. I must say they 
did a great job, and with surgical precision! They even placed 

a candle inside and posed with Mr. Pumpkin.

Postscropt: I ended up finding the stem the next afternoon, 
but we had no way to get it over to clinic. I sent the following 
text to Dr. E.:

I was thinking about this stem, and concluded that it’s fitting 
for you to have a “bald” pumpkin in the clinic, especially a 
miracle pumpkin that survived a major “accident.” May it be 
a good omen for all your patients!

continued from page 25
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Heiliga Hakafos

For those who were privileged to witness them, hakafos in the 
town of Sassov were truly special. The disciples of Reb Moshe 
Leib Sassover would travel from miles around to witness the 
Rebbe’s dancing. He would close his eyes and the packed beis 
medrash would erupt in song and clapping. The crowd of 
swaying Chassidim in their shtriemlach encircled the solitary 
figure dancing with great emotion all by himself. The small 
beis medrash sometimes felt as if it were going to collapse from 
the weight and energy of the massive crowds, but somehow it 
held strong. The “Sassover,” as he was called, spoke beforehand 
about the symbolism of dancing in a circle. No beginning and 
no end, just one continuous flow of Yidden, showing that 
we are all equally important components of the entity 
called Klal Yisroel.
One year, on the eve of Shemini Atzeres, as the 
hour of hakafos approached, the Chassidim 
wondered where the Rebbe was. They figured 
that he was spending a few moments by himself 
locked in a room, so he could prepare himself 
properly for the holiday. But as the hour grew 
late, the gabbai sent out a group of men to see 
what could possibly be keeping the Rebbe. They 
searched every place they could think of, but there 
was no sign of the Rebbe. Growing concern spread, and 
finally they divided up into groups and began to cover the 
entire small town of Sassov. 
In one of the far corners of the village, one of the search 
groups came upon a dilapidated house and heard some 
soft singing coming from inside. They peeked through the 
window and were amazed at what they saw. There was a 
small child sitting in a wheelchair, and there was the Rebbe 
holding hands with him and dancing back and forth. The 
group outside the window did not move–they understood 
that they were witnessing something unusual and special. 
But after a few moments, they approached the door and 
knocked softly.
The Rebbe excused himself for a moment and answered the 
door. He invited the group inside the humble house. Word 
spread quickly that the Rebbe had been found, and with each 
passing moment, more and more Chassidim began to fill the 
ramshackle house. The Rebbe waited for the house to fill up, 
and finally he spoke.

“I was on my way to Maariv for hakafos, but I wanted to 
spend some time thinking about the hakafos. I walked to the 
outskirts of our village, and as I started to head back to shul, I 
heard a faint crying. I listened, and it appeared to be coming 
from one of the nearby houses. As I reached the home, I 
knocked lightly, but no one answered. Finally, I let myself 
in and I saw that a young boy, perhaps 7 or 8 years old, was 
sitting on a bed.”
The Chassidim were hanging on their Rebbe’s every word. By 
now, the house was bursting from wall to wall in every direction.
“I walked over to him and tried to calm him, but he had been 
crying for a while, so it took some time till his breathing slowed 
and he was able to speak. After a few moments, he finally told 
me that his entire family had dressed up in their finest Yom Tov 
clothing and, as they were about to leave, he asked his mother 
if he could come with them. She did not intend to hurt him, 
but she told him that it was becoming too hard to shlepp him 
along. He kept crying as he spoke, so I knew that there had to 

be more to the story. He then tearfully cried out: “I just 
want to be able to dance like everyone else!” Just then 

I looked down, and noticed for the first time that 
the boy was wearing knee braces. He was crippled.
“I began to cry for this poor child, and since he 
was so sad, I decided to dance with him to cheer 
him up. That’s why I was delayed.”
The Chassidim were silent, waiting for 
instructions as to what to do next. Assuming 

that they would be leaving, they started emptying 
out of the small house, when the Rebbe made a 

startling announcement. “Rabbosai, tonight, instead 
of dancing in the beis medrash, we’re going to celebrate 

hakafos right here in this house, with my little friend Moishele.”
Moishele beamed with pride as the announcement was 
made. Suddenly the Rebbe began to sing a niggun. Soon, like 
a mounting tidal wave, the Chassidim joined in and circles 
formed, one inside the other. Before long, there was no more 
room, and the dancing overflowed outside, encircling the home 
on the outskirts of town. And in the middle of it all stood Reb 
Moshe Leib of Sassov, dancing and holding up a crippled boy, 
who now cried no longer.

Reproduced from Touched by a Story by 
Rabbi Yechiel Spiro, with permission of 
the copyright holders, ArtScroll / Mesorah 
Publications, Ltd. 

Illuminations
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#1 Morah!

Dear Needs Understanding,

Firstly, please know that you are very normal. How you are feeling is very typical of a parent who has a child with special 
needs.  What you are experiencing is known as “the cycle of grief.”  Expectant parents begin to dream about their future child 
and fantasize: the child will be smart, beautiful, handsome, friendly, tall, musical, artistic, etc.  When a special needs baby 
is born, or when a parent later discovers that their child has special needs, the parent experiences the death of this dream.  

Similar to when someone dies, the parent of a special needs child goes through the cycle of grief: denial or isolation, anger, 
bargaining, depression, and acceptance.   Originally, it was believed that these stages were linear; that one had to reach 
the ‘finish line’ by achieving acceptance.  We now realize that there are no definitive segments or time spans, but that the 
“mourner” will experience the various stages throughout his lifetime.  

Different occasions can trigger a different stage, and the length of time one goes through each stage may vary tremendously.  
Can you identify which stage you are in at this time?  Perhaps it can be less scary if you can recognize the signs and allow 
yourself to feel what you are experiencing.  

If, chas v’shalom, someone is sitting shiva, everyone understands that the person is sad—who would ever tell a mourner to 
“stop crying already!”? Although you are not sitting shiva, B”H, it is ok to allow yourself to feel sad or whatever emotion you 
have at that time.  Reach out and get support; you owe this to yourself.  

David Kessler, an international expert on grief and loss, describes how he learned “how to cope” from the buffalo.  The 
reason buffalo have survived the terrible weather of the plains, is that buffalo go head-on into the storm, instead of constantly 
running from it.  Although it might be difficult, they are prepared, and have a much shorter time enduring the storm than 
if they constantly try to outrun it.  When you sense “the storm” coming, recognize the signs, prepare yourself, and you will 
fare much better than if you constantly try to outrun it. Hopefully this will give you some structure and guidance in your 
grieving process. 

I wish you much hatzlacha. May Hashem give you the continued strength to endure your “storms,” and may you have much 
nachas from your special child.

Shira Speiser LCSW

Shira Speiser is a social worker in Lakewood, New Jersey and has helped children and families for many years. You can contact her 
with your own individual concerns and needs at: (732) 367-1503 or shira732@live.com

  Q                    Dear Shira,

Since my special needs baby was born a year ago, my feelings and emotions have been out of whack. Most of the 
time I am my regular self, but there are times that I find myself unable to be patient and tolerant. Other times, I find 
myself crying for almost no reason.  It is very confusing and sometimes even scary. At times I wonder if I am even 
normal, or if I will ever be normal again.  Why is this happening and what can I do about it?

Needs Understanding

A

IN SESSION
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Smar t Safe&ClothingFraydel Dickstein

Friday afternoon finds me, my husband, and four of our 
children standing by SCHI’s doors, asking for permission to 
enter. How strange and exciting it feels; we can’t remember 
the last time we entered these doors. Seeing unmasked faces is 
especially sweet! 

We are here for a special occasion, one coined by the one and 
only Morah Miri: a “tzitzis party” for Yehuda! It all started 
with a beautiful new suit I bought Yehuda for Shavous. When 
I mentioned to guests about Yehuda’s suit, he covered his face! 
Yehuda is non-verbal, but that sign clearly conveyed how 
special he felt about his new suit.

He wore it so happily the next day. It was clear to everyone who 
met him how proud and special he felt.

I shared this with Morah Miri, who said it made so much sense to 
her as, despite Yehuda’s inability to speak and related disabilities, 
he really knows what’s going on and shows deep levels of emotion.

I mentioned that I would love to hear if she had any other ideas 
of how to give Yehuda this sort of positive experience. Shortly 
after, Morah Miri suggested we make a tzitzis party. 

Yehuda’s putting on tzitzis is the culmination of the absolute 
miracle of his being trained! Yehuda is twelve and we now feel 
he can wear tzitzis. This is something I believe only a parent of 
a special needs child can fully appreciate.

I would now like to talk about clothing items that are of great 
assistance for those who are not yet trained, and 
to deal with stripping behaviors.

Leotard ($12.98 on Amazon)
One idea is to put a leotard over or under regular 
pajamas. This is pulled on like a bathing suit and 
prevents children from accessing their diapers. 

Sleepers 
Sleepers are cozy and practical. You can buy them in warmer 
(fleece) and also cooler (cotton) materials, depending on the 
seasons.  Here are a few different versions of the basic sleeper, 
depending on your needs:

SLEEPERS WITHOUT THE FEET

Footless Sleeper with Hood ($20.97 in Children’s Place)
I used this item for years. The point of not having the feet is 

that it allows you to put them on backwards, 
so the child cannot access the zipper. (You 
can also simply cut the feet and/or hood off 
of regular sleepers.)

SLEEPERS WITH A FULL-LENGTH 
ZIPPER IN THE BACK

Kids’ Adaptive Reversible 
Pajama Jumpsuit - Cat & 

Jack™ ($15.00 in Target )

SLEEPERS WITH ACCESS TO A G-TUBE 
This is a simple sleeper with access to a g- tube.

Kids adaptive abdominal access fleece 
pajama ($15.00 in Target)

Don’t forget about the famous 
Mari onesies (featured in issue #2 of Neshamale) 
which also have access to a G- tube. They go up 
to size 10-12. Here is the link: 
https://www.etsy.com/shop/iwearmari/

It’s also good to note that Gerber makes onesies 
up to size 5T, available on their website or from 
Target, but they are not g-tube accessible.

There is an incredible website made by a mother of an 
autistic, epileptic child. They offer amazing items to prevent 
stripping and tearing and specifically diaper digging.  
https://preventawear.com/

(If you are dealing with any of these behaviors, which I am 
positive earns us the greatest place in Olam haBa, this website 
may make you feel less alone. Feel free to contact me personally 
for chizuk in this matter.)

One of my friends shared that regular sleepers, forward or 
backward, didn’t do the trick, but one on top of the other 
solved the problem. She puts one on forward and the second 
one backwards, and this keeps things safe.

Another one of my friends, the mother of a little Houdini, 
needs to put a backward life jacket on top of a sleeper. Now 
they have added a harness to keep it all in place.
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May Hashem give us all the strength to deal with this!

Back to our monumental event. Morah Miri went all out for 
our party: pizza, french fries, a tzitzis cake and pekelach were 
all prepared by the boys in this very special class where the 
Shechina resides. She even made Yehuda the most adorable pair 
of tzitzis.

During the party, the kids got to go on SCHI’s own 
moonwalk and had a blast. Watching the boys 
dance, my heart was so full of the nachas that 
only a mother of a special needs child can 
truly understand.

Yehuda was overwhelmed by the party, 
but glowed for at least two days after. 

Another personal milestone this event 
highlighted for me was getting Yehuda 
an age appropriate wardrobe that 
makes him feel good, works well for 
his needs, both sensory and physical, 
and equally as important—makes him 
lovable to others. I need to take a moment 
to talk about how important it is for us to 
dress our children in a way that makes them 
as appealing as possible. 

This used to bother me, as I thought that those who care 
for our children should be above this, and be able to see past the 
exteriors. I felt that if they chose to work with our population, 
then they clearly wouldn’t care about petty things like that. 

All of the above is true, and these angels who care for and 
educate our children really do it for the real reasons. However, 
when our children are well-dressed and look cute, it makes it 
that much easier for them to be loved. I have been told that 
the chesed volunteers and educational staff vie to work with the 
kids who look taken care of. 

Additionally, our children are often not as well-groomed as we 
would like. Cutting nails, brushing hair, wearing socks, and 
chronic runny noses are just a few of the challenges that many 
of us deal with. I feel that if our children are beautifully dressed, 
they give over a picture of love and care, and those other little 
things are less noticeable. As with many aspects of raising our 
special children, for some of us this poses a special challenge.

I would like to share a few tips I have learned along the way:

I was very bothered by Yehuda’s diaper always showing. 
Traditional pants were too low and probably not big enough or 
flexible enough to cover his diaper. I hit upon leggings (stretch 
ones)— I bought them in a bigger size, and they pulled over 
his diaper beautifully and didn’t fall down as he stretched and 
moved. I also tried to size up on the tops so they would come 
down longer. This looked really nice; it complemented Yehuda’s 
figure beautifully and made him look well dressed and loved. 
I didn’t spend a lot on this; Children’s Place and similar stores 

always had things that worked.

I have seen girls dealing with this issue in the summer by wearing 
shorts under their dresses—it makes them look nice and neat.

A side benefit to the leggings is that, sensory-wise, they are 
much more comfortable than pants. I found that when Yehuda 
wore leggings and soft T-shirts (with no buttons), he stripped 

much less often. I tend to think it’s connected.

The day came when Yehuda got too big and too hefty 
for these leggings. They had worked so well for so 

many years, and I was at a loss as to what to use 
next. After lots of trial and error, I set on sports 
pants, such as from Gap and Adidas. He is so 
proud of his “big boy” look!

I often struggle with keeping all of the 
pieces of Yehuda’s wardrobe together. 

Wearing underwear, tzitzis, a shirt, pants, a 
yarmulka, socks, and shoes, can get really 

overwhelming for me to keep track 
of. Therefore, I try to do away with as 
much as possible. For years, I felt that 
a yarmulka was just too small to keep 
track of; caps and hats were much easier 

and really cute looking. 

                    I skipped the tzitzis until he was trained. 
I also decided to do away with socks, as that’s what 
was happening anyways (He always took his socks off!). 

Shoes are another topic which can be a challenge for myriad 
reasons. Number one for us is keeping them on—why would 
Yehuda keep them on?! There were years when I searched 
everywhere for footwear that would be very difficult for him to 
take off independently. I found hi-top sneakers with laces and 
Velcro worked well.

As of late, I try to foster his independence. Natives, Crocs 
and Floafers are great options for summer months. Winter is 
trickier, but I hit upon Uggs. These are great, as socks are not 
needed. He really enjoyed these fur lined boots, and I have 
found knock-offs at great prices. This choice of footwear allows 
for independence, as Yehuda can take these items on and off 
easily by himself.

Apawwa Girls and Boys Boots Fur Lined  
Slip-On  ($29.99 on Amazon)
I always try to leave a pair of footwear by the 
door, as my son somehow rarely makes it to 
the door with his shoes still on. 

Clothing is really something I could go on and on about. 
Finding Shabbos clothing that accommodates Yehuda’s sensory 
needs is a story of its own, so we will hopefully return to this 
subject again. In the meantime, I would love to hear all of your 
great clothing ideas!
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It’s a hot June Wednesday night, and I am walking with a fellow 
special needs mother up the pavement to Toby Tabak’s home. I 
honestly don’t feel the ground beneath me; I am floating. I can’t 
believe it’s actually happening: Yahalom is hosting its inaugural 
event for special needs mothers.

Yahalom is a brand-new branch of Agudath Yisroel of America, 
created to service families in New Jersey with special needs 
children. Or, in their words: “Providing 
families the resources to help their 
diamonds shine” (Yahalom is Hebrew for 
“diamond”).

As I walk through the front door, I am 
amazed at the elegant decor. The light 
blue color scheme is soothing and inviting. 
Mrs. Tabak goes all out; there is an exciting 
Chinese auction set up, and an exhibit of 
mothers’ artwork to be displayed in the 
Yahalom office. Individually wrapped 
chocolates are printed with the Yahalom 
logo of Luchos and diamonds. The buffet 
is delicious and ample: sushi, salads, cream 
puffs, smoothies, etc.—Yum!

The program opens with a talk by 
Rabbi Schnall, Director of Agudah 
New Jersey. Rabbi Schnall is a powerful 
speaker, whose energy ignites a feeling of 
excitement and optimism in the room. He begins by thanking 
his board and the group of women that advocated for this 
dream. He then gives the floor to Chana Laniado, Director of 
Yahalom, NJ. 

Mrs. Laniado tells us that the two words she most often hears 
from Rabbi Schnall are: “Do it!” This really personifies Rabbi 
Schnall; he heard from a group of women about the need, 
and then just ran with it. I was privileged to be at that initial 
meeting, and I will never forget Rabbi Schnall saying: “Don’t 
let perfect be the enemy of good.” Not waiting for every last 
detail to be perfect or for our goals to be totally defined, he 
went to work to make the organization a reality.

Mrs. Laniado continues, encapsulating the essence of what 

a special needs child means for the family: “We are here as 
a support for something beautiful. Beautiful— but it’s also a 
nisayon and it’s difficult—and we are here to help you.”  

She then introduces Mrs. Leah Rubashkin. Mrs. Rubashkin 
begins her talk with the less well-known part of her life: her 
role as the mother of Moishy, their twenty-seven year old 
autistic son. Mrs. Rubashkin’s speech overflows with emunah, 

bitachon, wit, and wisdom. The audience 
sits in silent awe, absorbing her heartfelt 
words. Mrs. Rubashkin says: “These 
special needs children are Hashem’s 
diamonds—mamash diamonds...”

She told an incredible story to illustrate 
this point.  “When my husband was 
released, I went upstate to get him, leaving 
my married daughter at our home with 
the other children. At about six o’clock, 
Moishy came home with his aide and 
saw the tremendous commotion outside 
our home. Many people had gathered, 
waiting to witness my husband’s long-
awaited homecoming. 

Moishy must have been wondering what 
was going on. He came into the house 
and my daughter said: “Guess what? 
Mommy is on the way to pick up Totty! 

He’s coming home!” Moishy’s reaction was: “But what about 
Goldstein? What about Klein?” He started listing all of the 
people still in prison. “What will be with them?” he asked, 
genuinely upset. When my daughter repeated this to me, I was 
completely amazed. How many of my other “typical” children 
thought about the other inmates at this time? These kids are so 
pure—so amazing!”

Another story Mrs. Rubashkin shared took place when Moishy 
was younger and they lived in Iowa. “We once had a wedding 
to attend in Chicago. The trip from Iowa to Chicago is about 
five hours; I didn’t get the children dressed before, because 
you know how that would be! I brought along clothing and 
everyone got dressed when we arrived. We dressed Moishy, but 
he was inconsolable—he was just crying and crying non-stop. 

Program Report:
Inaugural Yahalom Event in Lakewood, NJ 

Event: June, 2021
Fraydel Dickstein
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Finally, my husband said: “Look at Moishy. He has a white 
shirt and pants, but the other kids are wearing suits. He must 
feel different and wants to look like them.” B”H, we found his 
Shabbos sweater in the car, and then Moishy calmed down. 
This taught me a big lesson: sometimes we are so busy focusing 
on the disability, that we forget about the ability. We don’t 
realize what depth these children have.”

Mrs. Rubashkin ended with beautiful words of chizuk: “Hashem 
can do anything... May we be zoche to greet Mashiach in the 
front rows, together with our kids, and they will all be cured 
in an instant.” 

Miriam Gewirtzman, LCSW of LCSC and a mother of a special 
needs child herself, stood up to say a few words. Miriam has 
a wealth of information and a deep understanding of what 
our population needs. She was very involved in the creation 
of Yahalom. She helped coordinate LCSC’s partnership with 
Yahalom, using their world-renown infrastructure to provide 
many of the support components to help our families. She 
described some of the programs that Yahalom will be running, 
including “Sibz Clubs” (fun clubs for the siblings) and “Pastries 
with Peers” (support groups for mothers).

Toby Tabak, the hostess, ended the evening by explaining 
her connection to Yahalom. She related her experience of 
giving birth to a preemie at twenty-three weeks. After the 
heart-wrenching beginning, unsure if he would survive, they 

moved on to the challenging phase of dealing with the huge 
gaps in their son’s development. She remembered feeling so 
incredibly alone, as there didn’t seem to be anyone to call for 
her specific situation. She was fortunate to find others who had 
gone through similar ordeals, and it was incredibly helpful and 
supportive. She now wants to be there for Yahalom and all of 
the special needs families, to hold their hands and help them 
navigate this often dark and confusing terrain.

As the magnificent evening winds down, everyone present feels 
privileged and hopeful. Privileged to be a part of Klal Yisroel, in 
which the responsibility we take for each other is unparalleled. 
Hopeful, knowing that Agudah, the backbone of Klal Yisroel 
through the turbulence of Galus, is taking on the needs of our 
community.  I personally float out—I can’t believe that, after 
so many years, the Lakewood community has reached this 
milestone. I dream of a new time for special needs families, a 
time where people don’t feel so lost, don’t feel like they were 
thrown off a cliff with no way to heal and climb back up. Now 
there is a phone number to call with questions, someone to 
hear our voice, and even our cries.

May we be zoche to a time when we all stand as an Agudah 
Achas greeting Mashiach. And I’m sure that these diamonds, 
that Agudah has stood up for and taken the initiative to help, 
will be on the front line, and everyone will be proud to have 
known them!
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Coming Home
Miri Lieber

I was that stereotypical mother who held tight onto my “special 
baby,” literally as well as figuratively. I always kept Sari within 
arms’ reach, observing and analyzing her every move. I was 
tuned into her every need, and never left her alone.

But the day arrived when I reached the proverbial end of my 
rope, and I suddenly knew and felt, in every fiber of my tired 
body, that I needed a break. After many deliberations and 
hesitations, I finally made the arrangements to go away for 
one night and leave Sari under my husband’s care.

I remember waking up that special morning away, feeling 
so refreshed after an entire night of uninterrupted sleep. I 
thoroughly enjoyed the experience of taking a shower at my 
own leisurely pace. Simple pleasures that most people take 
for granted had been absent in my life for so long. It was 
liberating to not have to rush, knowing that Sari was in good 
hands.

That was when I did the most sensible thing I recall doing 
since Sari was born: I reserved my room for another night. I 
realized that this experience was doing me a world of good 
and that I could actually manage one more night without 
seeing my precious baby. I could survive without knowing 
exactly how she was faring every second of the day.

Upon calling home, I was satisfied, as well as mystified, to 
hear that Sari was managing just fine in my absence. In all 
honesty, I relished every minute of my extended vacation. All 
too soon, it was time to go home. 

In retrospect, I realize that I was totally unprepared for my 
reunion with Sari. I assumed that she’d just fall into my arms 
and giggle in delight at seeing me once again. Though she 

doesn’t talk, I was certain that she’d nonetheless be able to 
express her feelings in this situation. But the reality was a stark 
contrast to my imagination. Sari didn’t even smile. Never 
mind smile; she didn’t even look in my direction. There was 
not a hint of recognition in her eyes. I tried so hard to cuddle 
with her, to elicit some sort of reaction… all to no avail.

Suddenly, without warning, my face felt wet. Tears were 
flowing freely from my eyes and I didn’t even try to stop them 
because it was just so painful. I cried for myself and I cried 
for Sari. I had wanted my overwhelming love for her to be 
acknowledged and reciprocated. It didn’t happen that way, 
not because Sari didn’t want to, but because she was unable 
to. In my mind, I heard her silent cry, “Mummy, please teach 
me how to connect to you. You really are the most important 
person in my life.”

This painful episode taught me an important lesson that I 
think about during this time of year. Hashem’s ahavah for us, 
his precious children, is deeper and stronger than anything I 
can ever feel toward Sari. It is more intense than anything we 
are capable of comprehending.

Yet sometimes, we behave indifferently and we don’t return 
that same ahavah back to Him. We may even do things that 
are against His will, and then the Shechinah is, k’viyachol, in 
pain. However, it is not that we don’t want to do Hashem’s 
ratzon. Rather, it is because of the confusion of galus that 
we don’t always know how to do His will. And so, from the 
deepest places in our hearts, we cry out: “Hashiveinu Hashem 
Alecha”—Please Hashem, can You reach out to us and teach 
us how to connect to You? And then: “V’nashuva”—Then, 
we will return to You and be reunited forever in true joy and 
closeness.
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GLOSSARY OF HEBREW TERMINOLOGY 
Note: All words are in Ashkenasic (Eastern European) pronunciation. (Y)=Yiddish, (A)=Aramaic

Adar – Hebrew month in which Purim falls
Agudah achas – a united group
Ahavah – love 
Aliyah – (lit: to go up) to move to Israel, to be 
called up for the Torah reading in synagogue 
Bais haMedrash – Torah study hall
B’ezras Hashem – with the help of G-d
Bar Mitzvah – Jewish rite of passage for 13 year 
old boy
Bas/Bat Mitzvah – Jewish rite of passage for 12 
year old girl
Bitachon – trust (in G-d)
Bracha/brachos – blessing/s 
Chas v’Shalom – G-d Forbid! (lit: Mercy and 
Peace)
Chassidim – sects of Torah Jews who follow the 
teachings of a particular Rabbinic leader
Chesed – act of kindness 
Chizuk – strength, encouragement
Dreidle – Chanukah top, spun in a holiday game 
(Y)
D’var Torah – short Torah lesson 
Emunah – faith
Gabbai – sexton
Galus – Exile 
Geshmak – delicious! (Y)
Gragger – Purim noisemaker
Hakadosh Boruch Hu – The Holy One, Blessed 
Be He (G-d)
Hakafos – circle dancing with Torahs on holiday 
of Simchas Torah
Hashgacha Pratis – Divine Providence
Hatzlacha – success 
Heilig, heilige – holy (Y)
Hishtadlus – effort
K’siva v’Chasima Tova – Rosh HaShana greeting: 
May you be written and sealed for a good year
K’viyachol – so to speak

Kiddush Hashem – Sanctification of God
Klal Yisroel – the Jewish People
Lecha Dodi – prayer to welcome in the Sabbath: 
“Come, my Beloved”
Maariv – the evening prayer service
Mamash – absolutely
Mashal - parable
Mashiach – the Messiah
Matzo/Matzah – unleavened bread eaten on 
Passover
Mechanchim - educators
Mi ba’mageifa – “Who (will die) by plague?” 
(from Rosh HaShana & Yom Kippur prayer 
service)
Mi ba’mayim – “Who (will die) by water?” (from 
Rosh HaShana & Yom Kippur prayer service)
Mitzvah/mitzvos – Torah Commandment/s
Morah – teacher 
Nachas – pride and joy (usually from children)
Neshama/neshamos – soul/s
Niftar – passed away 
Niggun – tune 
Nisayon/nisyonos – test/s
Nudge (noodge) – nag (Y)
Olam haBa – The World to Come, Afterlife
Parnasa - livelihood
Pekalech – goodie bags (Y)
Rabbonim – rabbis 
Rabbosai – lit: “My Rabbis”; honorific title (ie: 
Gentlemen)
Ratzon - willingness
Rosh HaShana – the Jewish 
New Year
Seudah – festive meal
Shabbaton – Sabbath weekend 
retreat 
Shabbosdik – in the spirit of 
Shabbos (Y)

Shalach manos – gifts of food sent on Purim
Shavuos – Jewish holiday celebrating the giving 
of the Torah
Shechina – the Divine Presence
Shep nachas – get pleasure, pride, and joy (Y)
Shiva (sitting) – 7 day mourning period when 
family and friends visit to offer consolation
Shlepp – drag (usually something heavy) (Y)
Shtreimlach – large fur hats worn by Chassidic 
men on Shabbos and holidays (Y)
Tefillah/tefillos – prayer/s 
Tehillim – Psalms 
Totty – Daddy (Y)
Tzitzis – ritual fringes on specific four-cornered 
garment worn by Jewish males
U’Nesaneh Tokef – important prayer in Rosh 
HaShana & Yom Kippur service
V’Na’hapoch Hu – complete reversal (from 
Purim story)
Yarmulke – skullcap worn by Jewish males (Y)
Yeshuah/Yeshuos – salvation/s
Yid /Yidden – Jew/(pl) (Y)
Yiddishkeit – Judiasm (Y)
Yomim Tovim – Jewish holidays 
Zeidy/ Zayde/ Zaidy – Grandfather (Y)
Zemer/Zemiros – special song(s) sung at Shabbos 
table
Zoche/zechus – merit (verb)
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  WITH COUPON CODE AD10OFFFOR ALL YOUR
MARKETING NEEDS
WE GOT  YOUR BACK

In the upcoming Chanuka issue we plan to print a section on 
the topic of “Grandparents: their role in raising a special 

child”. We are looking for your input to help cover this theme 
from all angles. Please submit your articles, stories, poems, 
thoughts, concerns and advice that may be of interest. Your 

anonymity will be protected if requested.

We always welcome photos, Wow! Stories and Sweet Spices 
(hashgacha) stories, as well as any questions you 

may have for a Rav, a doctor, or a social 
worker.

Deadline for submissions: October 22
Email: neshamalemagazine@gmail.com
Mail: 112 6th St. Lakewood, NJ 08701
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"
"

If a child can't learn
the way we teach,

maybe we should teach
the way they learn.

(Ignacio Estrada) 


