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Dear Readers,

It is with great feelings of gratitude and excitement that we begin the second year of Neshamale Magazine. The theme of Chanukah is 
l’Hodos u’l’Hallel, to give thanks and praise, and I would like to take a few moments to do so now. Although I don’t have the space to 
write acknowledgments in each edition, I simply can’t continue without taking this opportunity to express the gratitude I feel with the 
publication of each edition:

Firstly, to Hashem, the One who has showered me with endless gifts, including my Avrumi, who has been the catalyst for so much good in 
my life, including this project. The hashgacha that has been present during this past year in getting each issue out is truly miraculous and 
deserves an article of its own. It is He who has sent the many shluchim who have all played a large part in this endeavor.

To my parents, who have always believed in me more than I did myself. You paved the path for us in the special needs world, and we 
could not have had better guides. This magazine is truly dependent on your constant support, encouragement, advice, and practical help.

To my in-laws, who dropped the “in-law” part after the word daughter, from Day One. Though “special needs” was a new world for you, 
you fully embrace Avrumi and are our biggest cheerleaders. Of course, my mother-in-law’s superb editing talent speaks for itself on every 
page.

To my husband, who despite laughing aloud when I told you last November that the first issue would be out by Chanukah, is always 
involved, supportive, and shares me generously with the computer.  

To my dear children, for your excitement and involvement every step of the way.

To my siblings and siblings-in-law: Each of you has a special place in my heart and I treasure our relationships. Thanks so much for all of 
the assistance, both practical and emotional.

To R.H.: You were the first and only one there for me, way back in the beginning. It was from you that I learned how validating and life-
changing the support and understanding of a fellow special mother can be, which highlighted to me the potential in creating this forum.

To Fraydel Dickstein, the best partner I could have asked for. I’m so glad you were brave enough to jump in and join me on this journey, 
even before we had a clear destination.

To Adina Cahn: Your easygoing nature, your gorgeous layouts, and your generosity all overwhelm me each time I hold the magazine in 
my hands!

To Tzivie Schmidt: I’ll never forget your generosity. Your offer to write and be involved came at a critical time, and gave me the push to 
believe this could actually happen.  

To our other talented, dedicated, and committed writers: Sara Lieberman, Yitti Berkovic, Rabbi Ezra Klein, Shira Speiser, Leah Tawil, 
David Rose, and R.B. Fishelis: There would be no magazine without you. Writing is not a quick or easy job, yet you come through with 
inspiring and interesting pieces each time. I never cease to be amazed and grateful.

To all of our readers who submitted their writings (along with a piece of their hearts): The words you bravely share inspire others. Thank 
you for taking the time and effort to contribute.

To all of our subscribers: Thank you for your interest, your feedback, your comments, constructive criticism, and compliments! Please 
continue to play an active role in the magazine. We rely on you!

In the Hallel, which we recite on all eight days of Chanukah, it says: “מאת ה׳ היתה זאת היא נפלאת בעינינו” “This emanated from Hashem; it 
is wondrous in our eyes.” The simple explanation is that everything comes from Hashem; thus, everything is perfect and wonderful. The 
Artscroll Siddur explains that these words were said by Dovid HaMelech in reference to the amazement that everyone had when he was 
crowned king. But Dovid said: “This is even more astounding to me than it is to anyone else!”

Similarly, when Moshiach comes and brings us all to Eretz Yisrael, the nations will ask in surprise: “Aren’t these the very people whom we 
despised and abused?” And we will respond: “We are even more amazed than you are, for only we truly know the depths of our suffering!” 
And then a Heavenly voice will proclaim: “This has emanated from Hashem!”

I’d like to add my own thoughts to this: We, too, believe that our special neshamales are here for a purpose, and are accomplishing their 
unique tafkid in this world. However, when Moshiach comes, not only will they all be healed, but we will also understand the reason behind 
the suffering, and we will actually rejoice in it. When the true purpose and holiness of our neshamales will be revealed to us, when all of 
our hows and whys will disappear, we too will proclaim: “This emanated from Hashem; it is wondrous in our eyes.” May that moment of 
joy and gratitude come speedily in our days.
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דברי חיזוק וברכה
מאת הרב שמחה בונים כהן שליט’’א
Words of Inspiration Given Especially to Our Readers
From HaRav Simcha Bunim Cohen, shlita
Rav of Khal Ateres Yeshaya, Lakewood, NJ
and author of many Artscroll Halacha Sefarim  

Years ago, I knew someone who had a child who was missing half her brain. 
They asked for some chizuk from my zayde, Rabbi Avigdor Miller zt’’l. Rabbi 
Miller said: “If they accept this test from HaKadosh Boruch Hu with happiness, 
then in the next world, after 120, everybody is going to be pulling on this lady’s 
skirt and saying: “Hashem, why didn’t you give me this test?” So, although it’s a 
challenge right now, the end result is that if you accept it, it’s going to pay off.

Now, we have to realize that if Hashem gives us such a child, it’s a 24 hour chesed 
job, sometimes without seeing the light at the end of the tunnel. It’s a lot of work 
and we don’t always see the nachas. So for 24/7, it’s L’sheim Chesed, a pure chesed.

However, every mother and father wants their child to give them nachas. So 
for that, we have the famous Gemara (Shabbos 63a): חישב לעשות מצוה ונאנס ולא  
 One who wants to do a mitzvah, but was) עשאה מעלה עליו הכתוב כאילו עשאה
prevented from doing it, the Torah considers it as if he has done the mitzvah). 
Since we want this child to get married, or to shteig in learning etc., but they are 
unable to, then whatever they do, we get the s’char as if they became the biggest 
Talmid chacham in the world!

Rabbi Miller said this once when he was menachem avel to someone who lost 
his son who was a chasan. He came in and said: “What did you want from this 
son? To get married and have children. So, it’s as if it happened! In the eyes of 
HaKadosh Boruch Hu, it’s considered as if he had children, so you get the reward 
without him having to go through it.”

Now, we don’t ask Hashem for a nisayon, but having a special needs child is a 
nisayon, a big test. It’s a test in emunah. We have to believe that כל מה דעביד 
 that everything the Eibishter does is for the best. Taking care of such , רחמנא לטב עביד
a child can make us feel down a little bit. Let’s say the child throws everything out 
of the refrigerator, when we just cleaned the floor. So we have to say: “Hashem, You 
know what You are doing, and this is the best for me.” We are thereby mechazek our 
emunah. And every time we are mechazek our emunah, we are doing a mitzvah, no 
less than keeping Shabbos.

Harav Zundel Kroiser zt’’l, a great tzaddik and gaon from Yerushalayim, wrote 
to a lady who was dying from cancer r”l, “Every second that you are mechazek 
yourself in bitachon, you are getting a mitzvah.” So here too, when we are 
taking care of such a child, we can constantly be mechazek ourselves.

It’s a tremendous chizuk if we review these benefits:

Having a special needs child is an opportunity to be mechazek our emunah.

We get to do chesed 24 hours, 7 days a week.

It’s considered as if they got married and had children, even if they won’t be 
able to do that.

So we get all of these benefits!  

HaKadosh Boruch Hu should bentch us all that we should be zoche that Melech 
HaMoshiach should come and Hakadosh Boruch Hu’s greatness will be revealed 
to the whole world.

Dear Editor, 
I am blown away by the wide range of viewpoints, 
information, and support found in Neshamale. It is clear 
how much effort goes into making it professional, neat, 
accurate, and so pleasant to read.
I am currently a student learning life coaching, and I’d 
love to offer coaching to any parent raising a special 
needs child, at a heavily subsidized price.
Coaching can help you reach your goals (personal, 
relational, spiritual, etc.) through finding the inner 
strength that you already possess. 
Email tovawacholder@gmail.com or call: 347-782-4549 
for more information.
____________________________________
I would like to respond to the writer of the piece “Letting 
Go” in the past edition (Issue #4).
I have no problem with you sending your five-year old to 
sleepaway camp, Shabbatons, and the like. I’m glad that 
there are such programs that help your family and that 
work for you.
I only ask that you please not expect everyone to 
be comfortable with this. I’m not. For a variety of 
reasons, I would never send my five-year old to these 
programs. Despite the challenges that come along with 
this decision, I am quite sure that it is the right one for 
my family. The difficulty for me is having to “answer” 
to well-meaning people (like you?) who “accuse” me of 
not taking advantage of these respite opportunities and 
insinuate that I am doing something wrong.
Imagine if your friend was kvetching to you that her baby 
skipped his nap today and was very cranky because he is 
teething. Would you respond, “Why don’t you send him 
to a babysitter? It would be so much easier for you!” No, 
because it’s normal for a mother to take care of her baby, 
even when it’s hard. That’s how I feel about keeping my 
son with special needs home at this point in our lives. 
Again, I am not judging you. But, please, don’t judge me 
either. We are all doing the best we can and we should all 
respect and support each other in this nisayon.
All the best,
G. W.
____________________________________
Dear Neshamale,
I really enjoyed the “Smart and Safe” article on bedrooms/
bedtime (Issue #4). I gained a lot from reading about your 
ideas and experiences. I was, however, disappointed that 

It was the happiest, most exhilarating moment of my life! I 
was walking around the hallways of the rehab where our son 
Zevy* was staying, holding him in my arms. All of a sudden, I 
thought I heard Zevy say something! I did a double take, since 
our son had never said a word in his entire life! I looked at him, 
and again, he blurted out something. I couldn’t believe my 
ears! We’d been waiting for the day that he 
would talk for so many long years. I felt like 
dancing; my heart swelled with happiness! I 
was floating on clouds!

And then I woke up. It had all been a dream. 
I was dumbstruck. Tears formed in my eyes, 
it had felt so real. My heart was pounding 
from the trauma of the disappointment, 
the feeling of depression was thick. I forced 
myself out of bed and made myself a coffee, 
hoping the hot, sweet fluid would soothe me. Somehow, I got 
myself to davening. As I went through the day, the fog cleared, 
and I tried to think objectively. While it is true that Zevy is 
not yet able to talk (something for which we yearn deeply), 
looking at the bigger picture, there have been so many major 
milestones which, with Hashem’s help, our son did achieve! 
Zevy has climbed so many steps which, according to top 
doctors and scientists, were impossible for him to reach.

You see, Zevy was born prematurely. But more than that, he 
was a micro-premie, born four months early! Top doctors told 
us many times that he would not survive. The most optimistic 

specialist gave him one week to live, adding that he would be 
“very, very sick during that week.” But Zevy persevered. There 
were a number of occasions subsequently when doctors told 
us they didn’t think he would make it. After he survived those 
predictions, we were told other things. He would not grow 
… would never smile … wouldn’t develop enough to play 

with toys … wouldn’t be able to vocalize, 
etc. Today our Zevy can do all of those 
things—everyone who meets him tells us 
how smiley he is! True he can’t (yet!) form 
words. But Hashem has performed so 
many other miracles that no one believed 
could happen!  

We all have dreams for our special children. 
In the past issue of Neshamale (Vol 4), 
the Editor wrote of her son reaching the 

stupendous milestone of being able to walk on his own, after 
many years. What an incredible feeling that must have been! 
We are now approaching Chanukah, a holiday that is all about 
miracles. Miracles do happen! Maybe not exactly when we want 
or what we want, but if we take a broader, more objective look, 
then we will see those miracles. While there are many things 
that we wish would happen already for our children, when we 
look at the miracles that indeed have already happened, this 
can empower us to hope, and to believe more strongly in the 
miracles that can and, b’ezras HaShem, truly will yet happen! 

* Names and identifying details have been changed.

 
CornerVALIDATION

But Hashem has 
performed so many 
other miracles that 

no one believed 
could happen! 

MIRACLES DO HAPPEN!

David Rose

SHARING

INBOX

there was no mention of changing tables, as this is something that I 
am searching for. My son recently outgrew his baby-size changing 
table, which makes diaper changing very challenging.

Please, if any readers have any ideas of what one can use to change a 

larger child, that would be very helpful to me. You can contact me 
through Neshamale magazine (neshamalemagazine@gmail.com).

Thanks,
F.T.
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is a bracha like no other, something not to be taken for granted. 
This attitude, along with the tremendous emunah and bitachon my 
parents embodied, serves as my anchor; a strong anchor that holds 
even when tested to what seems like my absolute limits. 

Surfing Lessons

After I was discharged from the hospital, my grandparents 
called and offered to pay for us to go away on a three day 
vacation. We made arrangements for our older children and 
went to Netanya, where we enjoyed a beautiful, uplifting stay 
by the Mediterranean Sea. 

When we returned home, I wrote a letter to my parents in New 
York, telling them about our relaxing vacation:

Dear Totty and Mommy,
What a beautiful time we had together on our vacation! The ocean 
was right across the street from our hotel, so we took long walks 
together, enjoying the stunning view. We walked along the sand, 
finding buried seashells and interesting rocks. The big waves kept 
coming towards us and then receding back into the water. It was 
so peaceful. 
During a long walk, we suddenly noticed people, surfing far out in 
the water. We decided to sit down on the beach to watch. Each surfer 
with his surfboard tried his best to stay on top of the wild waves. 
Some of them had to twist and turn on the waves to keep afloat. 
They swerved so gracefully, trying hard not to fall into the water. 
Though they sometimes did fall, each time they picked themselves 
up to try again, continuing their journey atop the waves.
What a powerful message we can learn from these surfers! Yes, there 
are nisyonos in life and we are not given a choice of which one 
to pick. But we have the chance to be like those surfers, to stay 
afloat, to hold strong onto our emunah and bitachon and not, chas 
v’shalom, to fall in. If we do fall, we can always start again, and 
continue to surf gracefully atop the waves in our lives.
May we be zoche to have only “waves” of simcha.
With love,
Your dear daughter Miriam
P.S. Your un-“wave”-ering emunah and bitachon in Hashem is 
our role model! We definitely have whom to emulate.

More Waves to Come

One year later, on the same exact date as the previous year, 

January 20, 2014, I gave birth to a little boy (What a pity I 
didn’t meet up with that psychologist again to share the good 
news!). Chaim was a huge bracha from Hashem, but as days 
turned into weeks, and weeks into months, we realized that 
something just wasn’t right. He cried non-stop for months 
and had low muscle tone. We tried the medications for reflux 
that the doctor prescribed, but it didn’t help at all. At about 8 
months old, Chaim finally stopped crying. At 15 months he 
was non-verbal, and was crawling, but not walking.

When Chaim was 16 months old, I gave birth to another 
delicious little boy. But I started to get nervous even while 
in the hospital, because the newborn just didn’t stop crying. 
Oh no! Was this a repeat? The non-stop crying was extremely 
difficult—how would I survive him crying for the next 10 
months? The doctor told us to try different formulas to see 
what he would tolerate. After spitting up every feeding, no 
matter how many different formulas we tried, we were at 
our wits’ end. Our baby wasn’t gaining weight and had very 
low muscle tone. They did many tests on him but the issue 
remained a mystery. 

We came to the realization that we were now the parents of two 
children with special needs. Our life took on a new purpose. 
There were no questions or anger. If this was Hashem’s will, 
then it would be our will as well.

When we came home from the hospital, we realized that our 
dream of living in Eretz Yisrael was not what Hashem wanted 
right now. These children would need lots of therapy, so in 
order to get the best for our two boys, Chaim and Boruch, we 
decided to move back to New York. Since living in Eretz Yisroel 
had been our lifelong dream, this was so difficult for us, yet we 
did it wholeheartedly. This was the will of Hashem, and He 
would surely help us surf this mighty wave.

Our first two years back in America were very hard. The boys 
received nonstop therapy in our small Brooklyn apartment. 
Chaim and Boruch each received O.T., P.T, Speech, and Special 
Ed a few times a week. Slowly but surely, they became happier, 
their words started coming in, and they both learned how to walk. 

The crying, which I still think was because of the reflux, lasted 
until Boruch was about 12 months old. Boruch’s speech 
therapist taught him how to eat soft foods, and then slowly 
introduced the chewing of harder foods. Looking back now, 
all the therapy they received at such a young age really helped 

On the back cover of Neshamele magazine, Issue #3, I read: “You Can’t Stop The Waves, But You Can Learn To Surf.”  
These words prompted me to write my story.

My First Wave

Four and a half years after making aliyah, I waited patiently in 
the obstetrician’s office for my fifth month sonogram. When the 
procedure was completed, the doctor looked at me solemnly. “I 
am sorry to inform you, but this baby has many cysts on both 
of his kidneys. The child cannot live; he will either die before 
birth or sometime after birth. Like I said, this child won’t be 
able to live.” I took a deep breath and left the doctor’s office. 
“Ok, I have four months to prepare myself for this,” I thought 
to myself. And prepare myself I did. I called up my Rebbetzin 
for chizuk. Mentally, I kept telling myself that this is all for the 
good and it’s all from Hashem. Hashem has a master plan even 
though we don’t always see it.

On January 20, 2013, heading into my ninth month, I gave 
birth, but the baby was niftar within an hour. The next day, as 
I lay in my hospital room, a non-Jewish psychologist walked 
in. “Hi,” I said cheerily. “How are you?” she asked. “I heard 
that you lost your baby and I wanted to know if you would 
like to speak to me.” I responded that I was ok and that, with 
Hashem’s help, I would be back next year to give birth again. 

The fortitude it took to say this to the psychologist was 
born from a lifetime of deep connection to Hashem, and  

understanding that whatever Hashem does is for the best. I 
grew up in a home where we kept a hashgacha pratis notebook 
on the table, in which would jot down any story of hashgacha 
pratis we had that day. When we finished one notebook, we 
started another. We were zoche to fill many, many notebooks. 
My mother constantly thanked Hashem every step of the 
way. She saw the positive in every situation. When something 
spilled, she would say: “The bracha should overflow!” This 
attitude became a part of me. 

My parents put much effort into raising us to be grateful people, 
to always realize how lucky we were. My mother modeled 
gratitude by leaving us notes in our briefcases or on our beds, 
thanking us for things we did. I remember also leaving notes 
for my mother: once in the frying pan, thanking her for all the 
delicious food she made us, and another time I left a note in a 
laundry basket, thanking her for our clean clothes. 

My father always told us beautiful, inspiring stories of tzaddikim, 
instilling in us a love for Hashem and His nation. My parents 
were (and are, B’’H!) models of emunah, bitachon, and gratitude to 
Hashem. They are always calm and happy. We were not raised with 
a sense of entitlement, but rather a sense of gratefulness. Family 

Surfing 
the Waves Miriam Bernstein
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develop their language and physical skills. Once Chaim and 
Boruch started going out to school, life became a lot easier, as 
all the therapy was done out of the house. 

Surfing Right Along

It’s fun and challenging having two special neshamos in our 
family. I believe that Hashem chose our family to host these 
neshamos, but that they also belong to Klal Yisrael. I do not 
believe that Hashem’s plan is for us to suffer, so we take 
advantage of all the help we can get. We find it very challenging 
to have both of the boys home together for Shabbos. Although 
they are the cutest team in the world, they don’t really know 
how to play together. Last year, I sent one of them out almost 
every Shabbos so the rest of the family could have menuchas 
ha’nefesh.

I try to spin everything in a positive direction, as all Hashem’s 
ways are beautiful. One day, I had just folded three fresh loads 
of laundry on my couch. I came back a few minutes later to 
find my boys rolling on the floor in the clean laundry, having 
the time of their life! Obviously, I felt annoyed, but I ran to 
get my camera to capture how adorable they were. Another 
time, I had just cleaned up my whole kitchen when I heard 
hysterical laughter coming from my spotless kitchen. The boys 
had spilled out a huge bag of popcorn and were now smashing 
it with a broom all over the place, in and under everything! 
During such moments, it may be hard, but it’s so worthwhile, 
in the long run, to be positive and always keep calm.

The children notice my efforts, which I find gratifying. I once 
bought my 3rd grade daughter an ice cream and she wrote me a 
thank you note that said, in part:

“Thank you, Mommy for buying me such a treat…You are a 
thousand times better than the ice cream because you never 
scream. I learn from you to always be calm…You are the nicest, 
kindest, helpfulest mother in the world.”  

After reading this letter, I realized how important it is to my 
children that I am calm. It really means so much to them and they 
notice it. And, of course, this gives me the push to keep trying! 

When six year old Chaim’s crayons fell on the floor, he said: 
“Thank you Hashem that the crayons didn’t break.” It’s so 
beautiful to see the beliefs I live by, going deeply into my 
children’s psyche. It really keeps me going and pushes me to 
keep my head above the waves.

I also see that my attitude of acceptance is really at the center 
of how my other children deal with their special brothers. My 
10 year old son came home from Yeshiva one day and told 
me, while smiling, that a classmate came over to him and said: 
“I heard you have two special needs brothers, so you must be 
special needs too.” My son responded: “Well, if I am special 
needs and you are in my class, then you must also be special 
needs.” I was so happy to see how simple it was for him, and 
how he was able to respond without getting hurt.

Just the other day, Baruch woke up really early and was playing 
by himself. As soon as he spotted Chaim getting out of bed, 
he started jumping with excitement, exclaiming, with a huge 
smile on his face: “My friend! My friend!” He shouted this with 
such happiness, as if he had not seen his brother for years! Such 
unity, love, and friendship between brothers is not to be taken 
for granted, and I thank Hashem for it.

Baruch Hashem, Chaim and Boruch, now ages 5 and 6, 
have come a very long way. With our emunah and bitachon 
anchoring us, our family continues to feel privileged that we 
were chosen to host them. They are each delayed in their own 
unique ways, but these two special boys are the two happiest 
children I know on earth!

The author is using a pen name. She can be contacted through 
Neshamale Magazine.

A: Dear Adult Parents of a Child with Special Needs:

Please note to whom I am responding---You are adults, and you are the parents of a child who has special needs.  
Your question is an important one!  You are fortunate to have a concerned and supportive family, but it can be draining to 
have to give them chizuk, and perhaps it is disrespectful when they question and doubt your decisions.

Have you ever flown on an airplane?  The attendant relates the basic safety instructions, and explains what to do in case of loss 
of cabin pressure. You are informed that if you are traveling with someone who needs assistance, like a small child, you need 
to put the oxygen mask on yourself first, and then put it on the person requiring assistance.  The oxygen mask is a metaphor 
for your situation: you must take care of yourself first; only then can you provide assistance to others. Remember that oxygen 
is not a minor matter, but essential to your survival!  Be aware of your needs and adjust your “oxygen flow” accordingly.

Let me address how to respond to the disrespect and/or intrusions, when your boundaries are violated.  Often, the people 
who do this are very well meaning, and they might be older, which puts you in an awkward position.  Think creatively about 
how to set boundaries.  When I babysat overnight for my infant granddaughter, my children wrote me a letter as if it were 
my granddaughter writing it, giving me the instructions from her 11-month old perspective.  It was a very respectful, but 
delightful, way of telling me how they wanted her cared for.  Maybe you can think of other ways, like sending out a text or 
email with updates, 'signed' by your child.  You can even add a P.S. saying that their parents are so busy right now that they 
are apologizing in advance for not responding right away.  Perhaps you have other creative ideas.

It is a delicate balance. It is important to keep parents and in-laws “in the loop,” and to accept their helpful input, but take care 
of yourself FIRST. Give yourself whatever form of “oxygen mask” you need to ensure that you are “breathing,” then creatively 
think of how you can share, and in the appropriate amount.

Wishing you continued nachas and strength to persevere,

Shira Speiser

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,

Q: We very much want to keep concerned close family members “in the loop” on our roller coaster journey raising 
our special needs child. But how do we handle parents or in-laws who really can’t handle hearing it all and, instead 
of giving us much-needed support, we have to be m’chazek them? We feel crushed, having our parenting, medical 
decisions, etc. questioned and put down. Being young parents, they do not trust our understanding of our child’s 
needs. While we value our parents input, they are on a completely different path, and we do not appreciate their 
judgment.   Not including them is not an option, and hiding details becomes sticky. Do you have any insight in how 
to handle this?

A

IN SESSION

Sequel to Yehuda in the washing machine: 

Avrumi in the dryer

During such moments, it may be hard, but it’s so worthwhile, 
in the long run, to be positive and always keep calm.
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It’s funny how subjects that would have been considered taboo 
in our single years suddenly take center stage for mothers of 
young children. The words “Toilet Training” evoke sighs and 
remonstrations from said mothers, with experiences ranging 
from quick and painless, to years’ long process. But there is a 
science behind the seemingly random results.

The Science Behind Toilet Training

Let’s begin by understanding how the bladder works. Urine 
slowly enters the bladder from the kidneys throughout the 
day. It takes about two to three hours for a child’s bladder to 
fill; three to four for an adult’s. The bladder is an involuntary 
muscle which squeezes on its own when it senses fullness. That 
squeeze is felt by you as the urge to use the bathroom.

Battling Constipation

The main issue that leads to urinary leakage is constipation. 
This should be corrected before doing any sort of training. 
Being that the rectum is so close to the bladder, an overfull 
rectum will push into the bladder and decrease its capacity. 
Since children these days eat a lot of processed food and do not 
get enough physical activity, constipation is very prevalent. It 
can also be assumed that children who have special needs are 
generally more sedentary, and may be even more likely to be 
constipated. It is very likely that your child is constipated!

To battle constipation, be sure that your child has enough to 
drink, eats lots of fruits and vegetables, and is physically active 

every day. (If this does not work, a laxative may be necessary – 
speak to your doctor.)

Holding in the urge to use the bathroom, whether it is urine or 
fecal matter, leads to constipation as well. Elevating your feet 
on a stool while sitting on the toilet is a good tip to help both 
children (and adults!) have bowel movements more easily. A 
child who has bowel leakage is probably constipated because 
when the rectum is too full, only liquid can bypass the mass 
and leak out.  

Other Issues

Once constipation is resolved, if a child is still leaking any 
amount of urine by day or night, there are other things to 
explore. If a child delays and repeatedly ignores the urge to 
urinate, the bladder will become overstretched and floppy. 
This will lead to a weaker urge – which the child may sleep 
through by night, and not feel strongly enough by day. It can 
be remedied by doing two things, the first of which you can 
do on your own: bladder training. Have the child use the 
bathroom every two to three hours. At the same time, make 
sure your child is drinking the correct amount: about half the 
child’s weight, in ounces (i.e.: a child weighing 60 pounds 
should drink about 30 ounces, or a little under four cups), 
spread throughout the day. The other intervention that might 
be necessary is pelvic floor muscle strengthening, usually by a 
PT or OT using biofeedback to teach “Kegel” type exercises. 
Although it may take some time, the urge will return.

Myril Wachs, OTR

Toileting Success

From The
Doctors Desk

Conversely, if a child urinates too frequently – the bladder is 
squeezing too often – it will result in a thicker bladder wall (the 
same way any muscle thickens when contracted repeatedly). A 
thicker bladder wall takes up space, hence the bladder will not be 
able to hold enough, also leading to leakage. You can try to slowly 
increase the amount of time between trips to the bathroom.

In some children, newborn reflexes have not gone away and are 
still present in childhood. There are many adverse symptoms of 
retained reflexes, including lack of bowel and bladder control. 
The good news is that this problem can easily be corrected by 
someone trained in reflex integration. And one more point: 
weak core muscles contribute to wetting as well.

There are other factors that can contribute to wetting which 
are beyond the scope of this article. Some medical conditions, 
such as diabetes, can cause both bowel and bladder leakage. 
Myelomeningocele and some other neurological conditions 
make toilet training impossible; these children require 
catheterization. Many medications may also lead to wetting 
and/or to constipation, including ADHD medications.  

Toilet Training 101

If you are considering toilet training your child, first make 
sure that he is not constipated. You should make sure that the 
diaper is dry for long periods during the day with urination 
occurring in a regular pattern – as opposed to a baby who 
urinates frequently in small amounts. Even once urination 
occurs regularly, it is best not to rush into it, as doing so can 
backfire. The earliest age that training should be considered is 
close to three. Children trained too young can develop a fear 

Please note that this article is for informational purposes only. Please do not take any action without the guidance of your child’s personal physician.

later on and hold it in, which leads to constipation and further 
complicates matters. It is especially important not to rush into 
training children with urinary reflux (a condition in which 
urine backs up to the kidneys). Holding in urine, as well as 
constipation, may lead to infection.

Training should be done on a low potty only! The child should 
feel secure on the potty with his feet firmly on solid floor.

It is worthwhile to try keeping underwear on at night too, 
the same as during daytime training. Even if it takes a few 
nights, the child may be able to learn to be dry at night 
for the long term. Once you put a pullup on, he won’t be 
bothered by the wetness. If this does not work, hopefully he 
will one day spontaneously begin to wake up dry. An older 
child who is still wetting probably needs strengthening 
of his pelvic floor muscles. It is important to know that 
constipation can always make a child wet by day or night, 
even once he is fully trained.

On a positive note, toilet training can be successfully achieved 
for the vast majority of children once underlying issues, such 
as constipation, are resolved. Use this childhood milestone as 
an opportunity to praise the successes rather than dwelling on 
the setbacks. In this way, you will bolster your child’s esteem 
for an accomplishment that lasts a lifetime.

Myril Wachs, OTR is an occupational therapist with training in 
pediatrics, pelvic floor health, and biofeedback. She treats children 
with toileting issues such as bedwetting, incontinence, and UTI’s. 
She can be reached at (732) 367-7327.

Due to popular demand, 
subscriptions are now available!

The magazine will continue to be e-mailed to our mailing list at no charge.

For $9.95 an issue, a beautiful color glossy magazine 
will be mailed to your home!

Now you can really share it with your entire family!
To sign up, send your name, address and payment information 
to: neshamale@ramapost.com, text/call 848-299-2908, or visit:  
www.ramapost.com/neshamala .Please spread the word to
 friends and family who may not have e-mail access. 
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This article is not for everyone. Please be ready to stop in the 
middle of reading.

Some parents of special children may find themselves dealing 
with feelings of guilt. “Is it my fault that I have a child with 
special needs?” I am not referring to eating the wrong foods, 
neglecting to take the proper vitamins, not obtaining the 
appropriate therapies, etc. Besides the fact that that these 
actions do not cause these conditions, we recognize that 
everything that happens in our lives is dictated by a Supreme 
Being, and nothing happens by chance. Nothing has the 
power to change anyone else’s life, for good or for bad, without 
Hashem willing it so. It follows then, that our choice of food, 
etc., does not cause our child’s disability. Our child’s condition 
was determined by Hashem alone.

However, we also recognize that our actions affect how Hashem 
governs our lives. The concept of reward and punishment for 
observance of the Torah is one of our fundamental beliefs. It 
states clearly in the Talmud (Berachos, 5a) that when suffering 
befalls a person, one’s first reaction should be to investigate his 
deeds to see if he is falling short in his mitzvah observance. So 
the question that might be troubling some is: “Did I cause my 
child to have special needs because of my bad deeds?”

I know that this question may antagonize some. In fact, I 
thought long and hard before writing this article. The last thing 
I want to do is to open a Pandora’s box of unpleasant feelings 
for our readers. However, I know that there are many who are 
troubled by this question, whether they share it openly with 
others or not. Confronting and dealing with this issue head-
on, instead of denying it or keeping quiet about it, is, in my 
opinion, much healthier for us and will lead to us having a 
better attitude towards our special children.

Nevertheless, some readers may bristle at this suggestion and 
say one of the following:

1. “My Rav told us that our child has a holier neshama than 
a typical child. It is a special zechus for us to have him in our 

family. How dare you suggest that this may be a punishment?”  
If this is your sentiment, and you are happy with it, you can stop 
reading and skip to the next article. I am writing this for those 
who are not completely satisfied with this answer. Although it 
may be true that the child is very holy and a privilege, for many 
parents, raising these children also entails huge difficulties and 
sacrifices. These parents may wonder whether the difficulties 
and sacrifices involved were a result of their avairos.

2. “A question like this should be dealt with only by 
a Gadol b’Torah, not by some writer in a magazine!” 
If this is your sentiment, by all means, ask your Gadol your 
questions and skip this article. I am writing this for those who 
don’t have a Gadol to ask, or are not comfortable asking this 
question.

3. “How dare you insinuate that I do avairos! You don’t 
even know me! I may not be perfect, but I keep Torah and 
mitzvos, I daven, make brachos, keep Shabbos, etc. and I 
don’t do any avairos that would deserve such punishment.” 
This answer concerns me. Although I understand that there 
are many Jews who think this way, it is not a realistic view of 
our lives. We are all humans and we make many mistakes. 
We all have our weak moments when we give in to our Yetzer 
Hara. Anyone who learns halacha and mussar regularly, 
becomes aware that many of our actions are not done in 
complete accordance with the Torah guidelines. Many of 
them, such as lashon ha’ra, are serious transgressions.

If Hashem would judge us strictly according to the letter of the 
law, we would be in serious trouble. As the pasuk in Tehilim 
(130:3) says: “Im avonos tishmor Kah, Hashem mi yaamod—If 
you, Hashem will keep and judge all sins, who can survive?” 
It is only due to Hashem’s amazing patience, kindness and 
forgiveness that any of us are still alive. Righteous people used 
to say viduy every evening on all the avairos they did that day; 
today, we can’t even remember all the things we did wrong on 
any given day.

4. “Are you saying that anyone who has a special needs child 
does more sins that others who have typical children? That’s  
outrageous!”

I agree that it’s outrageous to say this. I know many people with 
special children and they are sincere, kind, righteous people. 
In fact, in our generation alone, there are great tzadikim who 
have had special children. No one would suggest they have 
more serious avairos than others. And we all know people who, 
unfortunately, are lacking in their religious observance, yet are 
blessed with “normal” children.

5. “That’s ridiculous! Why should my child suffer just because 
I sinned?”  

Is This My 

Fault
Rabbi Ezra Klein 

?
Despite sources that bad things can happen to children due to 
the parent’s deeds, I don’t think this is necessary to answer this 
question. We are not discussing why the child was born with 
his condition; Hashem surely had his reasons for this neshama. 
Perhaps he was a gilgul, or many other possible reasons. We are 
discussing why we received a child with this condition.

We know that whenever Hashem does something to one 
person, all the other people (who are affected by what happens 
to that person) are also part of the decree. Each person deserves 
the aspect of the challenge that affects him. Our question is a 
personal one: Did this happen to me because of what I did?

I wrote previously (Neshamale Volume 3, “To Cry or to 
Rejoice”) about how having a child with special needs is not 
inherently a bad thing. Hashem gave us a gift and we should 
rejoice and appreciate our child. The only “bad” thing that 
might have occurred is that perhaps we received this child 
instead of receiving a typical child. However, we can’t know 
this to be true, since we are not omniscient regarding Hashem’s 
will. For all we know, we received this child instead of receiving 
nothing at all. Why think up “possible” 
scenarios instead of taking it at face value? 
We received a gift, period.

For many parents this is enough. If that’s 
you, then you don’t need the rest of this 
article. But many parents still have nagging 
thoughts that the “possibility” of their 
child’s disability has something to do with 
their actions. They understand that their 
behavior is not necessarily worse than 
everyone else’s, but they also understand 
that everyone is judged differently by our 
Creator. And the thought that this unique challenge may have 
been caused by one’s own misdeeds can be quite disturbing. 
Others may not be overly troubled by this, but it niggles at 
their consciousness, and can have a debilitating effect on their 
energy, patience, and overall cheerfulness. It is to these people 
that these words are directed.

Although there is no easy answer to this question, if we correct 
our perception of what it means to get “punished” by Hashem, 
we will not be troubled by the question anymore. Hashem is 
not an emotional being Who punishes those who disobey Him 
in order to satisfy an urge for revenge, or as a release from His 
anger, chas v’shalom. The Torah’s purpose is to teach us how to 
get the best out of life, and how to protect, nourish and grow 
our neshamos so that they will be healthy and robust eternally, 
enabling us to experience the ultimate pleasure of being close 
to our Creator. When we disobey the Torah, we are damaging 
our neshamos. These are serious spiritual diseases that will 
negatively affect our spiritual abilities forever. (See introduction 

to the Chofetz Chaim’s sefer Shmiras HaLashon.)

Hashem, due to His great love for us, wants us to repair and 
heal the damage we did to our neshamos. Just as a doctor 
dispenses treatments, medications, and therapies to heal his 
patients, so too, Hashem, in His great wisdom and kindness, 
gives us treatments to heal our spiritual ailments. And just as 
the treatments prescribed by a doctor may be painful, so too, 
Hashem’s treatments may be painful and challenging.

There is one difference, though. The pain from Hashem’s 
treatment is actually part of the treatment itself that will bring 
about the cure, while the pain from a doctor’s treatment is 
usually just an unavoidable side effect. This is what we mean 
when we say that we receive a “punishment” from Hashem. 
Hashem gives us the situation we need to experience, in order 
to “fix” the damage we inflicted on our soul. When we rise 
to the occasion and react properly to these challenges, we 
stimulate growth in exactly the area we need.

In our minds, we need to separate our actions, which may 
have been negative, and the reactions 
from Hashem, which are surely positive. 
Any deeds that we have done in the past 
are done, finished. They can’t be taken 
back. We should surely do proper teshuva 
and seek ways to improve our behavior in 
the future. But the damage to our souls 
through our actions was done before any 
noticeable “consequences” arrived from 
Heaven. If our soul could speak at that 
time, it would be begging for a cure, a 
treatment, that would make things right. 
Just as we would welcome and embrace any 

medicine or treatment that would save our physical lives, we 
should surely welcome and embrace any treatment that will 
save and improve our spiritual lives forever.

Let’s come back to our situation. Some were worried that 
perhaps part of the reason they received this difficult challenge 
of raising a child with special needs was because of their avairos, 
and if that’s the case, the child is a source of pain and guilt. 
Now, we understand that the deeds themselves may be a source 
of pain and guilt. That’s fine, if it will help us become better 
people. But the child is not the deed; the child is the cure. And 
a cure is a source of joy and celebration; not sorrow and guilt. 
Whatever we did in the past was done; now we can embrace 
our challenge, which is our salvation.

The only remaining question is: Couldn’t Hashem come up 
with an easier treatment plan than giving me this seemingly 
permanent challenge I may have to be busy with for the rest 
of my life? The answer to that one is easy: No. If there were an 

Just as we would welcome 
and embrace any medicine 

or treatment that would save 
our physical lives, we should 
surely welcome and embrace
any treatment that will save 
and improve our spiritual 

lives forever.

Confronting the Guilt

continued on page 15
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 A Modern Day
Miracle

Yitti Berkovic

Of course I believe in miracles. I believe in large-scale miracles, 
like the Chanukah story we will soon be commemorating. I 
believe in small-scale miracles, too, like the breathless tales 
told by people who just missed being in the wrong place at the 
wrong time.

Yes, I believe in miracles large and small, but I’ve never believed 
they could happen to me. Maybe, deep down, I thought I was 
not worthy of my own nes, of my own breathless tale about 
seeing Yad Hashem right before my eyes. But this past month 
changed that belief.

My family and I were blessed to experience a modern-day 
miracle of marvelous magnitude, one that has changed our 
lives in ways too difficult to express in words. Ready to hear 
what the miracle was? [Drumroll, please]. Here it is: My 
thirteen-year-old son has begun sleeping in his own bed. [Ta-da!] 
Not what you were expecting? That’s because you don’t know 
the full story.

It started way back when, more than a decade ago. When my 
second son, Tzvi, was old enough to sleep through the night, 
my husband and I had a decision to make: Do we break the 
bank to purchase a second crib, or do we move our two-year-
old Naftali into a bed, and vacate the crib for his younger 
brother? After much deliberation, we opted to stick to our 
carefully-constructed kollel budget: a crib was a few hundred 
dollars, and Naftali would soon grow out of his anyway. 
Besides, he was a good kid. We figured he would adjust well 
to his brand-new bed and then life with two toddlers would 
continue as usual.

We figured wrong. Because nothing about life with our toddlers 
would turn out to be usual. What we did not know then, was 
that Naftali would soon be diagnosed with autism. What we 
did not know then, was that 83% of children with autism 
suffer from sleep disorders. Moving Naftali to a bed turned out 
to be a terrible idea.

As long as Naftali was in his crib, we did not realize how poorly 
he slept. Though he likely woke many times during the night, 
he must have played with his toys in his crib and waited for us 
to discover that he was awake. He rarely cried out. When we 
moved him into a bed, he suddenly had the ability to roam 
free. Now, instead of waiting around or playing with his toys, 
he jumped out of bed as soon as he woke up. Even if it was 
smack-dab in middle of the night.

Worse, we also discovered that Naftali had great difficulty 
falling asleep. To ensure that he did not get out of bed during 
the bedtime process, we began lying down with him until he 
fell asleep. We’d close the lights and the door and then just 
wait. And wait. And wait some more.

For at least an hour – and sometimes two or three – Naftali 
would stare at the ceiling, fidget and fuss, but sleep would 
not come. We sang lullabies and read stories. We insisted on 
absolute silence around the house, we played classical music, 
and we gave him massages. Nothing helped.

For hours every night, my husband or I was held prisoner, 
stuck in Naftali’s room, holding our breath and not moving a 
muscle until he would somehow fall asleep. It was exhausting 
and exasperating.

We spoke to doctors and therapists, desperate for a solution 
to our nighttime woes. We tried a million and one different 
tricks. We bought a weighted blanket (didn’t help). We gave 
him a spoonful of peanut butter right before bedtime (didn’t 
help).  We cut sugar from his supper (didn’t help and made him 
cranky. I couldn’t blame him. I get cranky without sugar too).

Finally, we started giving him melatonin every night right 
before bed. That was a big step forward: though we still needed 
to lie down with him, he typically fell asleep within the half 
hour. Phew. Baruch Hashem.

But melatonin only helped him fall asleep – it didn’t help him 
stay asleep. So, every single night – usually around midnight – 
Naftali would wake to discover that we had stealthily escaped 
his room. With his eyes only half open, he would stumble into 
our room, crawl into my husband’s bed, and, because we were 
too tired to fight him, he’d stay there for the rest of the night.

It was cute when he was younger. He would curl up next to my 
husband and fall asleep to the rhythm of Yossi’s heartbeat. It was 
soothing for Naftali, even if my poor husband spent the night 
fighting for space and for his blanket. We knew it was not a 
long-term solution. But every therapist we consulted told us the 
same thing: You need to be consistent. When he wakes up in the 
middle of the night and comes to your room, you need to take his 
hand and gently walk him back to his room. Nice plan. In theory.

In real life, it was a lot more difficult than that. When we tried 
to bring Naftali back to his room, he would yell. And kick. 
And fight as if his life depended it. In time, we Baruch Hashem 
had three other sleeping children, and we preferred to prevent 
Naftali’s tantrums so the other kids could sleep.

We stopped fighting him. My exhausted husband learned to 
share his bed with a growing boy, complete with his kicking 
and his fidgeting. At one point, we brought 
a cot into our room, but Yossi was the one 
who ended up sleeping on it. Eventually, we 
even bought a larger mattress so Naftali and 
Yossi could have the space they needed. It 
was absurd. We knew it. But it would take 
a miracle to get him to stay in his own room 
(he hadn’t done it in ten years!), and we didn’t 
expect a miracle anytime soon.

After this summer, though, I took a long, 
hard look at Naftali. He was not a little kid 
anymore – he now stands taller than five 
feet and dons tefillin. He didn’t belong in his 
father’s bed every night. He needed to learn to find security in 
his own bed, in his own independence, to the rhythm of his 
own heartbeat. I wasn’t helping him by letting him stay in his 
father’s bed – I was hurting him. It was time to start believing 
that miracles could happen.

We hired a behavioral therapist who came to our home with 
an arsenal we recognized from years of efforts from other 
therapists. We smiled through that first meeting, feigning 
optimism and trying to convince the therapist that we believed 
his plan could work. But as soon as he left, my husband and 
I looked at each other and sighed. What was the use in even 

trying? Nothing ever worked.

That night, I woke to see Naftali climb into Yossi’s bed. It broke 
my heart. My husband works too hard not to enjoy a good 
night’s sleep. He had been sacrificing too much for too long. I 
needed to make this work for him. I needed that miracle.

 I looked up at the ceiling and offered up a prayer to the One 
Who can achieve any miracle, big or small. 

“Please, for Yossi’s sake and for Naftali’s sake, 
help Naftali learn to sleep in his own bed. 
Help this therapist be the right shaliach. Help 
us be consistent and stick to our guns and to 
this plan.” I sent the tefilah off to the Heavens 
and tried to ignore the doubt in my heart.

But the most amazing, wondrous, miraculous 
thing occurred. From the very first night, the 
behavior therapist’s plan worked! After the 
first week, Naftali was not only going to sleep 
in his own bed without us lying down with 
him, but he was staying in his bed the entire 

night. For the first time in TEN YEARS!

There are a few ways to look at this incredible development: 
Maybe Naftali was finally old enough to feel safe in his own 
bed. Maybe my husband and I had finally found the resolve to 
stick to a plan that was difficult for us. Or maybe the special 
neshama entrusted to our care was giving our family the zechus 
to bear witness to a modern-day nes, right in our home. Maybe 
it was simply a miracle.

I wasn’t helping him 
by letting him stay in 
his father’s bed – I was 

hurting him. It was 
time to start believing 

that miracles could 
happen.

This article was originally printed in The Voice of Lakewood.

easier way to repair our neshama, Hashem would surely have 
chosen it. After all, everything Hashem does is for the best. In 
His omnipotence, He recognized that this child is the only way 
for us to repair our neshama in the best way possible.

In summary:   

Although we discussed the possibility of our deeds affecting our 
lives negatively, we should stress again that it is likely that our 
child with special needs was a gift that had nothing to do with 
our avairos. Our deeds are likely not worse than other people’s 
deeds. Our deeds did not cause our child to have the condition, 
though it is possible that our deeds may have contributed to us 
having to experience this challenge. If our challenge is indeed 
connected to our deeds, we can, and should, still feel joy and 

gratitude for our gift of a child with special needs. We were 
much worse off without this challenge than with it.

It all comes back to what we’ve discussed in previous articles. 
Hashem looks into our souls, sees exactly what they need to 
grow and thrive in the best way, and gives us these children 
as a gift of love. The child is also given the best possible set 
of circumstances for the growth of his own neshama. With 
this challenge, we are able to reach amazing heights. Embrace, 
celebrate, and love your special child ‒ Hashem’s solution for 
our everlasting salvation.

Rabbi Klein is using a pen name. He can be contacted 
through Neshamale Magazine.

continued from page 13
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As far back as I can remember, I’ve been blessed to be part of 
the special needs world. 

I know this world and its programs from bottom to top. I’ve 
been a volunteer, a Com Hab* worker, a counselor, a service 
coordinator, a supervisor, a director.

I’ve supported tens of parents, loved hundreds of children, and 
supervised what seems like thousands of counselors. 

I love this world. In it, I am calm, confident, secure—I can support 
a parent, guide a counselor, help a child through a tantrum. 

But no amount of experience prepares you for having a special 
needs child in your own family. 

When my sister’s son had an intussusception (collapse of the 

small intestine that required emergency surgery), I felt, okay, 
things happen. 

When he was diagnosed with lead poisoning, okay, things 
happen. 

When he wasn’t eating, and wasn’t sleeping, okay, some kids 
are difficult. 

When he was diagnosed with sensory processing disorder, okay, 
some kids are like that. 

When he couldn’t manage in preschool and just cried all day, I 
felt, okay, so he is a little delayed.  

When he started watching National Geographic videos at age 
4 and giving lectures about the different kinds of carnivorous 
plants, I started getting worried. 

When the organization that I worked for invited my nephew 
for a Shabbaton, I was so grateful. My sister has no help where 

she lives, and this break meant a lot. 

As I prepared for my nephew’s visit to my organization, I 
wondered what my fellow professionals would think when they 
met him. I tried to explain his essence, what makes him tick, so 
they would give him the right counselor. 

I tried to figure out how to explain his challenges—and his 
cuteness.

I felt confused, as I turned it over in my mind—What is he? 
Is he special needs? Is he delayed? Was it the lead poisoning? 
Perhaps he’s on the autism spectrum? Maybe it’s just something 
he needs to grow out of? Maybe I’m in denial? Maybe it’s 
nothing at all?

I tried to explain my adorable nephew to the Shabbaton 

coordinator, but after a futile attempt, I realized that he’s more 
than sensory challenged, lead poisoned, or anything else. 

He’s our little boy, and we love him. 

And it doesn’t matter what he has or doesn’t have. We want 
him to have a good, happy life, and to be successful and the 
best that he can be. And we want those around him to love 
him too, to believe in him, and give him the best chance to 
succeed—just like we try to.

I picture in my mind the faces of the hundreds of mothers and 
fathers we work with who trust us with their little boys and 
little girls, and I realize the great responsibility that we have. 
Because every child is a child who needs to be respected, cared 
for, and loved.   After all my experience in the special needs 
workplace, the opportunity my nephew gave me to view things 
from the other side made me understand this more than ever. 
For that, I am grateful.

Gitty Waxler

“Chumie went for her first feeding therapy session and it was a disaster!  She screamed the entire time, and was completely 
drained by the time we went home.  Should we continue?”

“Whenever I try to get Binyomin to try a new food at home, he gets all worked up and it turns into a meltdown.  I don’t 
want to give in to his behavior, so I try to keep him at the table, but even if he ends up trying the new food, he will gag and 
then almost vomit.”

Let’s have a serious talk about fun.  The last time you were 
in middle of a good cry, how badly did you want to eat?  
If someone brought you a chocolate sundae with all the 
toppings, you would probably put it away for later.  Misery, 
distress, stress, and other variations can wreak havoc on your 
appetite.  Many of the children I work with view food as 
a threat.  Every eating opportunity is scary and stressful.  
Combine that with pressure, and you have the perfect formula 
for appetite suppression.  

The fact is, we need to be happy, calm, and regulated in order to 
have an optimal appetite.  For a child with a feeding disorder, 
this is even more important!  Distress is counterproductive 
when it comes to eating.  So, both within feeding therapy 
sessions and at the table at home, it’s super important to realize 
that only a happy child will make progress in his eating, and 
expand his repertoire of foods.

Parents can be frustrated when it takes several sessions to even 
begin making progress in feeding therapy.  They wonder: 
“Why won’t the therapist just get to the point already? What is 
all this play about?  Where is the actual eating?”  My response 
is that in other therapies, it might work to have a child scream 
through a session.  He may actually make progress in a very 
distressful physical therapy session.  But this is not true for 
feeding therapy.  

Realize that your child’s feeding therapy will not be effective 
if it is a negative experience for him. In order to make any 
headway in feeding therapy, the child must be very calm, 
happy, and as regulated as possible.  Especially at the outset 

of therapy, the clinician should make a priority of getting the 
child to feel comfortable and safe with her—and that may take 
a few sessions.  

Every session must be at least 75% fun, fun, fun!  Sometimes 
the fun can be accomplished within the actual food activity.  
But sometimes, a good portion of the session will have to be 
used just to play and take a break from the intensity of the 
demands of dealing with the food.  And that too, is part of the 
process, a very necessary part.  

At home, it is understandable that mealtime can be very 
stressful for a child with a feeding disorder.  It’s very important 
for parents to remember this rule: You may think you will 
gain by using pressure or force to get your child to eat, but the 
distress your child is experiencing removes the most important 
component of a successful meal – his appetite!  

So, ask your child’s feeding therapist for strategies and 
techniques, and keep mealtimes HAPPY, pressure-free, and as 
calm as possible. (I know this is a tall order!)

Wishing everyone happy, successful meals!  

Shalva Sauer, MS, CCC-SLP is a speech-language pathologist who 
specializes in pediatric feeding therapy in Lakewood, NJ. 

Do you have questions about feeding therapy? Send them to us 
and they will be answered in a future column.

Food for
Thought

Part 3 in a series

Shalva Sauer, SLP

Eat, Drink, and Be Merry

 From the perspective of :

A Loving Aunt

Because every child is a child who needs 
to be respected, cared for, and loved.  

*Com Hab: Community Habilitation—someone who works with people in group homes or other independent living situations.
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If you would like to be pen pals 
with Suri, please contact us at 
neshamalemagazine@gmail.com 
and we will put you in touch with her.

Activity Time!
                               Know Your Family!
Chanukah nights are fun, cozy times to play family games. Here is a great game that you can play on Chanukah, or any day of the 
year, and have a blast! You will also get to know your sisters, your brothers, and even yourself!

Instructions:
1. For the game board, create a grid by hand or on the computer. On the top row, write the name of each person playing the 

game. In the left-hand column, write the questions. You can use our ideas (below), or make up your own. Make enough copies 
of the game board for everyone to have their own.

2. Set up the game table with the game boards, pens, and some treats to munch on.

3. Each question is its own round. Read the first question aloud. Everyone should write their own answer to the question in the 
row that says their own name. Next, write what you think are your siblings’ answers under their names. For example, if the 
question is: “What is your favorite drink?” write your favorite drink in the column under your name. Write your best guess of 
your sister’s favorite drink in the box under her name. Write your best guess of your brother’s favorite drink in the column 
under his name, etc.

4. After a few minutes (you can use a sand timer if you’d like), everyone stops writing. Go around the table and have everyone 
read their answers aloud.

5. Award points as follows:

 a. If your guess was the exact same answer as your sibling, you get 3 points.

 b. If your guess was not the same, but your sibling agrees that it is also a correct answer, you get 1 point.

 c.  If it is incorrect, you get 0 points.

 For example: if your favorite drink is orange soda, and your brother wrote orange soda, he gets 3 points. If your sister wrote 
chocolate milk, and that is something that you also love, she gets 1 point. If another brother wrote Powerade, and you don’t 
even like Powerade, he gets 0 points for that answer.

 At the end of each round, add up your points for that round.

6. Proceed to the next question. Write answers, share answers and add up points. At the end of the game, add up points from all 
of the rounds and see who knows their family best!

Inclusions:
The main point of this game is to include and get to know your special sib. If they can write or tell answers, then you will know 
their answers. If they can’t, keep their name in a column and write the answer that you think they would say if they could talk! 
When you go through the answers, compare answers with your siblings. If most of you wrote the same thing, you all get three 
points. For example, if Eli is two and doesn’t talk but you all wrote that milk is his favorite drink, you all get three points. You can 
also invite your parents to join in the fun and play!

Question Ideas:
What is your favorite: fruit/drink/snack/supper/treat?

What makes you feel: excited/happy/sad/annoyed/afraid?

What is your dream: Chanukah present/vacation/job?

 Abba Mommy Miri Yaakov Raizy Shamai Moishy 

What is 
your 
favorite 
book? 

       

What are 
you afraid 
of? 

       

What is 
your 
favorite 
color? 

       

What is 
your 
greatest 
talent? 

       

Who is 
your best 
friend? 

       

What is 
something 
that really 
annoys 
you? 

       

What is 
your 
favorite 
kind of 
cookie? 

       

Dear Sibs Spot,

My name is Suri and I am 10 ½. I live in Boro Park. In my family we have four boys and one girl, me. 
My brother right under me has C.P. (Cerebral Palsy). He is 7 years old and can’t walk or talk, but he is 
always happy. His name is Yitzchok, which means laughter. He only cries when something hurts him.

Sometimes he pulls my hair. I’m already used to it, but when he pulls my hair in front of people I’m 
embarrassed. Some kids make fun of me when they hear how old my brother is and see that he 
can’t walk or talk. In the street, people stare at him and it makes me uncomfortable. When I see 
someone like Yitzchok, I try not to stare because I know how it feels.

I would like to have a pen pal my age who can understand my feelings and write 
to me. It makes me feel better when I know I am not the only one 

with a special needs sibling.

Suri

Brooklyn, NY

What color is/are your: toothbrush/backpack/slippers?

What makes you want to: scream/cry/laugh/jump out of bed?

What is your favorite: store/subject/game/book/singer?
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“It’s Chanukah tomorrow!” Liza announced 
proudly.

“That’s right,” Mommy agreed, handing a 
plate to Henna. “You know what we do on 
Chanukah?”

“Ummm… eat latkes an’ light the menorah 
an’ um…play dreidel – ”

Gavriel jumped up, accidentally tipping the 
water pitcher. “Dreidel! Ma, can we take out 
Zeidy’s dreidel?”

Oooh! Zeidy’s dreidel!

“Can we, Mommy? Please?”

Mommy handed a towel to Gavriel. “Hmm. 
Maybe. But first clean up.”

“Eww! You got water all over me!” Henna 
whined.

I threw her a towel. “Please, Ma?”

“Pwetty please?” Liza asked.

“Double dip chocolate ice cream 
pretty please?” Gavriel begged.

Mommy put a hand on her hip. “Well, alright. 
But first finish your homework and chores, 
understand?”

We all cheered. 

We met by the stairs and tromped down to 
the basement. I flicked on the light.

Zeidy’s dreidel was from when he was a 
little boy. It’s old and wooden and decorated 
with really detailed drawings and we’re 
always warned to be super-duper careful 
about it. It’s one of my absolute favorite 
things. Gavriel’s, too. After his spider web 
collection.

“I’ll get it! I’ll get it!” Gavriel yelled. He pushed 
a ladder to the shelf and climbed up. “Ooh! 
Look at this cool spider web next to it!”

“Take out the dreidel already!”

“Okay, okay…” he reached up. “Look! The 
dreidel.”

“Let me hold it,” Henna begged.

“Not till we bring it upstairs,” Gavriel said 
importantly. We followed him up the stairs 
and watched as he placed it on the table. 
“There.”

“Now, remember,” Mommy cautioned. “The 
dreidel is very special. We’ve all got to be –”

“Careful,” we chorused.

“That’s right. You can all play with it, but 
who remembers where it goes when you’re 
done?”

“The box!”

“Right. If we always put it in the box after 
we’re done, we’ll always know it’s safe.”

“And it won’t EVER get lost!” I declared.

The house was a racket.

“What are you doing?” I asked as I peeked 
into the living room. Liza was blaring into 
a paper towel roll, Henna was banging on 
our kiddie keyboard, Gavriel was furiously 
banging pans, and Mordy was happily lying 
on the ground watching them, thumping his 
fist on the carpet.

“It’s our band!” Liza yelled. “We’re a choir!”

“You wanna join?” Henna asked.

“Soon,” I promised. “First I want to play with 
the dreidel.”

“Okay.”

A minute later, I burst back into the living 
room, followed by Leah. 

“What happened?” Henna asked. Liza sang 
into her microphone. Gavriel pounded.

“Can you all be quiet?” Leah demanded 
from behind me. “I can’t study for my finals 
with all this noise!”

“The dreidel!” I cried. Gavriel continued 
banging his pots. “It’s gone!”

Liza’s paper towel roll dropped to the floor. 
“What?” She burst into tears. 

Leah rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on. You 
guys lose stuff all the time. Seriously. It’ll 
show up.”

“Of course,” I said agreeably, then whipped 
on my mustache. “All it needs is a little help 
from….”

Gavriel banged wildly. “Detective Shana!”

“Now, the first thing I need to do is –”

“Hold on a minute,” Gavriel interrupted. 

I sighed. “What?”

“Why do you get to be the detective?”

“Cuz I am one,” I explained. “And I have the 
mustache.”

“Yeah, well,” Gavriel said, as he grabbed a 
marker. “Now I have one too!”

I squinted at him and grabbed the marker. 
“Let me fix it.” I drew him a straight black 
mustache and closed the marker. “Great. 
Now you can be my deputy. That’s my 
second in command.”

“Cool! Do I get a badge?”

“No. But here’s a notebook. First thing we 
do is write down the case. Like this: “The 
Case of the Missing Dreidel.” Good?”

“Yeah. Can we write the clues now?”

“Okay,” I agreed. “And the suspects. So, who 
do we think did it?”

 “Well, there’s Henna and Liza and Leah and 
Ari and Chaim and Mordy’s therapists and 
the refrigerator repairman.”

“And the guy who delivers groceries,” I said. 
“Now write all that down. Let’s start with Liza.”

“I don’t think Liza did it,” Gavriel said. He 
rubbed his mustache. “She’s a baby.”

“Everyone’s guilty until proven innocent,” I 
said meaningfully. “Follow me.”

The Mystery 
of the Missing 

Dreidle

 R.B. Fishelis

“What do we do now?’ Gavriel asked. 
“Everyone we asked didn’t do it!”

“So let’s cross them off the list.” I said. “Now, 
let’s plan our next step. I’ll comb the area for 
clues and you’ll go ask your friends. 
Ari and…uh…Meshullum.”

“Chaim, not Meshullum.”

“Whatever! Ask them both! 
Remember what they say: Guilty until 
proven –”

“Innocent,” Gavriel finished. “But I don’t 
know. I think we should be dan l’kaf zchus. 

“Maybe you’re right,” I agreed. “Hmm. I 
guess I’ll have to think of a new motto.”

Gavriel went off, and I left to go get my 
fingerprint dusting powder, stroking my 
mustache.

“Well, they both said they didn’t do it,” 
Gavriel said. “They said they were innocent.”

“Oho!” I said. “Did they? Hmm. That brings 
our suspects down to…?”

“The fridge man, the therapists, and the 
grocery person. Did you write down the 
mailman?”

“No, that’s your job. Hmm. But are your 
friends really innocent?” I looked into the 
air thoughtfully. Gavriel gave me a strange 
look. “Huh?”

“Well, in all the detective books,” I explained, 
“the ones who say they didn’t do it could still 
have done the crime. The point is, unless 
they can prove they didn’t do it, we can’t 
believe them.”

“Why not?”

“I just told you, Gavriel. We can’t 
believe them until they have 
proof. They could have done it 
and just be lying.”

“I don’t think they’re lying.”

“You never know, do you?”

“Yeah. I can tell when they lie.”

I looked at him. “You’re missing the point.”

“Yeah? Then what’s the point?” Gavriel 
asked. He looked frustrated.

“The point,” I said, trying to be patient, “is that 
they could have lied. Guilty until proven –”

“You’re wrong,” Gavriel said flatly. “You’re 
missing the point, not me. It’s not “guilty until 
proven innocent,” it’s “innocent until proven 
guilty.” Remember? We’re supposed to be 
dan l’kaf zchus. You can’t just go around 
suspecting people! If they said they didn’t do 
it, then they didn’t do it! My friends wouldn’t 

lie about this! We’re Yidden! We don’t just 
lie! You’re going about this the wrong way, 
Shana.”

“No,” I said. “You’re wrong! No one is 
innocent until there is proof!”

“Nu-uh!” Gavriel almost yelled. “If that’s the 
way you work, then I don’t want to be a 
detective anymore!” He grabbed a wipe and 
began viciously scrubbing off his mustache.

“Fine!” I actually yelled.

“Fine!”

“Woah, don’t break the drawers! What are 
you doing?”

“Trying – to find – the grocery number,” I 
muttered through gritted teeth. I yanked 
open another drawer and began riffling 
through the papers.

“Isn’t that your deputy’s job?” Leah.

“Hah! Some deputy.”

Leah looked at me questioningly. 
I sighed and turned to face her. 
“Gavriel quit. Because he didn’t 
agree with my ‘motto’.”

“What was that?”

“Guilty until proven innocent. He got all 
annoyed when I said we couldn’t assume 
his friends were innocent until we had proof. 
I mean, just because they say something 
doesn’t mean it’s the truth. But he just kept 
saying we have to be dan l’kaf zchus.”

“You do,” Leah interjected.

“Of course. But we also can’t believe them 
just cuz they said it.”

“Yeah, well, I happen to agree with him,” 
Leah said slowly.

I was furious. “What?”

“You can’t just go around accusing and 
suspecting everybody. If they said they didn’t 
do it, you kind of have to believe them.”

“It just shows that you aren’t a detective!” I 
accused angrily.

“No, it just shows that I’m a Jew.”

“You’re wrong!” I shouted. “You’ll see!”

Leah just shrugged.

I stormed to the front of the house and 
yanked open the coat closet. “I’ll go find his 
friends,” I muttered angrily. “I’ll go ask them 
myself—and I’ll prove Leah and Gavriel are 
wrong.”

My coat fell off the hanger, landing on Mordy’s 
car seat. I picked it up and shook it out. My 
hand was half way through the sleeve when I 
heard something go “clunk” on the floor.

I looked down, then did a double take.

“The dreidel!” I said, then whispered: “I 
found the dreidel.”

“I found the dreidel,” I announced that night 
after we had lit the menorah.

Henna gasped. “Really? Where?”

“Well,” I said, then stopped suddenly. Here was 
my chance to prove them all wrong. No one 
knew how I found it. I could just say that it was 
one of Gavriel’s friends. No one would have 

to know that it fell out of my coat. I could 
pretend I was right all along.

But.

“My friends don’t lie about things like 
this,” I remembered Gavriel saying. 

“We’re Yidden! We don’t just lie!”

But what happens if you really want to be 
right?

“It’s all about being dan l’kaf zchus. You 
can’t just go around accusing people. We 
speak the truth. It shows I’m a Jew,” Leah 
had said.

You gotta tell the truth.

“Well,” I said shamefacedly. “It actually fell 
out of my coat. I found it when I was leaving 
the house.”

Gavriel whooped. “I told you my friends 
didn’t lie!”

“How did it end up there?” Henna wondered.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “We found it. And 
the main thing is that I learned to be dan 
l’kaf zchus. Happy Chanukah everyone! 
Let’s play dreidel!”
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What is something that your
special sib has taught you?

Question for next issue:
Sometimes my neighbors tease my sister because she sounds funny when she talks.

I feel so bad for her, but if I tell them to stop, then they’ll make fun of me too.
What would you do?

Please send in your answers to Sibs Spot! We can’t wait to hear from you!

Chesky Grunbaum:
I learned that not everything 
is the way it seems. You could 
think that someone doesn’t 
understand but they really do! 

Gitty:
My brother taught me 

to forgive others easily. 

Sometimes people are 

mean to my brother, but he 

always forgives them right 

away.

Bracha:
My brother teaches me 
that even if things are 
hard, just try and try and 
try!

Yehuda:
It's hard for my brother to talk, but he still tries his best to say what he can, so we learn from him that even if something's hard, just try the best that you can.

Shani:
I learned to have PATIENCE!Mendy:

My sister taught me not to give up, even if something is hard for me.

What Would You Do…?

Chany Grunbaum:
I learned to try my very 
best and never give up!

Back To School
By Devora Arnstein
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Hi, Yosef! What can you tell us about yourself and your 
family?
I like to play sports. Soccer is my favorite, it’s tons of fun! 
I have three sisters and one brother, Yerucham, who is 
special needs.

Can you tell us about your special needs brother?
He is 11, autistic and doesn’t talk. He walks and runs very 
fast. If you ask him a question, he shakes his head yes and 
no. He also signs “I want” and will put your hand where he 
wants to go. He is really good at showing you where he 
wants to go. He loves to go outside, so he will make you put 
your hand on the door handle or on the combination lock 
to open it.

How do you feel about having a special needs brother in 
your family?
I feel special, but there are times when I feel like it’s hard 
having him. Like when we can’t do things because of him, 
and when he fights. We sometimes get special things 
because of him, like a trampoline.

How does Yerucham spend his time?
Teachers and therapists come often. He likes taking long 
showers. He also likes to go on indoor swings. He loves to 
play with mentchies, especially Shpielmans. He likes a lot 
of my stuff. I used to have a Playmobil set and he liked it so 
much that I had to hide it so he wouldn’t lose all the pieces. 
I once got a Rubix cube and he broke it before I even had a 
chance to use it.

It sounds like it must be challenging to have your brother 
around. How do you deal with it?
Most things aren’t such a big deal to hide and keep away. 
He also breaks the junky things-sometimes I care and 
sometimes I don’t.

Do you enjoy having a special needs brother?
He is really, really cute! He brings so much joy to our house. 
We get lots of special toys because of him. Also, he makes me 
much less afraid of things because he is heilig and Hashem 
watches us extra because of him.

Do you help out a lot with him?
Yes, I do. I have to watch him to make sure he is safe. But 
he doesn’t always listen to me. Sometimes if I scream loud 
enough, he will stop, but sometimes he just does what he 
wants to do.

Is there anything you enjoy doing with your special 
brother?
I like to run around with him. I try to get him to join in the 
games that I play. He usually refuses but I still think he feels 
good that I offer.

Do you ever wish you didn’t have a special needs brother?
Sometimes when he isn’t in a good mood and he is running 
around screaming, it feels like too much! I wish he felt happy.

Is there anything else you’d like to tell us?
I want to tell you about an amazing trip my family went on 
for Yerucham’s birthday. We went to Arizona and we went 
to beaches the whole day, which actually were not much 
different than the beaches in Lakewood. We went to a nice 
Chinese restaurant. There was tons of traffic and we saw lots 
of limos. We stayed in a nice hotel and saw a lot of massive 
boats. I was afraid that Yerucham would jump off the balcony, 
but B”H that didn’t happen. There were beautiful palm trees. I 
collected some coconuts. We had a blast together!

Thank you, Yosef for taking the time to share with your 
fellow sibs._____ 
Please contact us if you would like to be interviewed for the Sibs Spot.

Sibs Spot Interview: Yosef Fried, 9, Lakewood, NJ
Fraydel Dickstein

Early Chanukah Dismissal By Devora  Arnstein



How is your life better
because you have a child 

with special needs?

Tips From
The Experts

hey! that’s us!

Nothing is taken for granted. We now know to appreciate so much more. Even something as 
“simple” as breathing, swallowing, or crying with a voice. Also, our children have become so 
much more sensitive to classmates’ feelings and make friends with the girls who don’t have 
friends. Even though their special needs sibling is still quite young and her differences aren’t 
yet so noticeable, my children know better than neighbors who are older than them, who 
made fun of a different neighbor with special needs. My children, instead, went over and sang 
a song and made a little play to keep this special needs child entertained!  L. M.

My life is better because I 
don’t take anything for granted 
anymore. I am so grateful for an 
uneventful day! I feel I definitely 
grew as a person: I am less 
judgmental, more patient with 
others, and closer to and more 
dependent on Hashem. On the 
other hand, lest you think I’m 
a tzadekes, I definitely complain 
too much, find the situation 
tough, and know that I have a 
long way to go.                     T. S.

Question for the next issue:
My son is terrified of getting his hair cut! He goes crazy from the noise, and even from 

the sight of the machines—he starts screaming when I just drive by the barbershop! 
None of the barbers want to deal with him. Does anyone have any tips or advice to 

 make haircuts easier?  Submitted by C.R.B., Lakewood

Please send us your answers to: neshamalemagazine@gmail.com or text your answers to: 848-299-2908

SHARING

I was forced to grow and 
develop myself as a person 
in all aspects (spiritually, 
emotionally, physical health, 
etc.) to be able to cope with 
the situation.   For example, 
to have strength to deal with 
chronic messes and chasing 
after my runaway child, I 
had to keep myself in good 
shape physically. 
I have to constantly work 
on being mechazek myself 
in emunah and bitachon and 
on developing a relationship 
with Hashem through 
tefilah in order to maintain 
my spiritual and emotional 
health. 
The benefits of the above 
have enhanced my life  in 
many other areas—dealing 
with the Corona lockdown 
was one such example; I 
would have been much more 
‘lost’ had I not yet developed 
the ‘muscles’ required to 
cope with, and ideally thrive, 
through adversity.  As with all 
human beings, I’m a work in 
progress, but being given this 
challenge/privilege definitely 
jump-started the process.   

F.D.

I have learned so much patience, acceptance, and 
appreciation. Caring for my son, tending to his needs, 
even when difficult, has taught me to be a patient mother 
to him and to my other children. Accepting my son and all 
that he comes with has made me into an accepting person, 
who can deal with it when things don’t go as planned. I 
have also gained a tremendous  appreciation for life, for 
health, and for all the incredible things our bodies and 
minds can do.                                                            Y.Z.

Having a child with special 
needs has forced me to focus less 
on externals and more on the 
penimius of everyone around 
me. I hate to think I would still 
be walking around with my old 
judgmental, superficial view of 
others had I not been forced to 
“grow up”!                            G.W.

Having a child with 
special needs keeps 
me in check. It keeps 
me connected to 
Hashem on a day-to-
day basis in a very real 
way!               C.G.G.

My yearning for Mashiach has 
improved greatly, because I 
picture my son being healed.  

E.T.

INSPIRING
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A Heavenly Dream

Reb Yonason, a talmid chacham, is the namesake of his illustrious 
great-grandfather, the Gadol ha’Dor Rav Yonason Steif, who 
passed away in 1958. Reb Yonason’s daughter was born severely 
disabled, obliging Rav Yonason to care for her round-the-clock, 
a physically and emotionally draining routine. The situation 
grew unexpectedly more difficult when his wife gave birth to 
another daughter, even more severely disabled than her sister.

Reb Yonason’s days and nights were consumed with his 
daughters’ care. His learning and davening were relegated to 
the few brief periods of time he could carve out from his daily 
responsibilities. Even then, he could barely rouse himself 
from the exhaustion and heartache he endured each 
day. What was the purpose of his life? he wondered. 
How could he accomplish anything in his avodas 
Hashem with such a difficult challenge always 
before him? He sometimes wondered how he 
would make it through another day.

Seeking comfort and encouragement, he visited 
the kever of his great-grandfather in Woodbridge, 
NJ. He stood for many hours, pouring out his 
heart in tearful prayer, crying and pleading for 
strength, understanding, relief – anything to make 
his burden bearable. With no tears left to shed, drained 
of energy, he turned and set out for home. There, he 
collapsed on the couch, fell into a deep sleep, and dreamt...

“Yonason,” his great-grandfather called to him. “I want you to 
know that I often daven for you at the Kisei HaKavod. Because 
of your powerful tefillos, you’ve been granted permission to 
glimpse the Olam HaEmes. Come with me and I’ll show you 
the place from which your children’s holy neshamos were taken.”

Rav Steif began to pull Yonason up with him into the heavenly 
spheres. Yonason trembled as he ascended into this mysterious 
realm, but Rav Steif reassured him. They arrived at a place 
from which a radiant, heavenly light shone forth. “This is the 
holy place from which all the special neshamos are sent into the 
world,” he told Yonason.

“Your daughters davened here to enter the world exactly as they 
are. In truth, you are not taking care of them as much as they 
are taking care of you. You are alive in the zechus of the two 
holy neshamos you’ve been given. The reward for their care will 

be with you and your children for generations to come.”

“But it’s too hard for me,” Yonason replied. “I can’t do it. I don’t 
have the strength!”

“Please, I’m begging you,” said Rav Steif. “This nisayon is your 
mission—you must withstand it! Stop crying, because this is 
really the best life for you.”

As they began their descent from on high, Rav Steif told 
Yonason: “Take a daughter for yourself.”

Yonason awoke on the couch, shaken and confused. Was his 
dream just a fantasy, conjured by his mind from his thoughts 
and worries? Or was it a real dream, a real interaction with his 
great-grandfather’s neshama?

“Please, Hashem, send me a sign,” he prayed.

The very next day, a friend of Reb Yonason paid him 
an unexpected visit.

“I was cleaning out my garage,” the friend 
explained, “and I found this old tape of your 
great-grandfather speaking at our sheva berachos. 
It’s just a short vort, but I thought it would 
interest you. Would you like it?”

“Absolutely,” Yonason replied, amazed at 
the discovery of the tape, just when his great-

grandfather was so prominently on his mind.

Yonason had never heard his great-grandfather’s voice, but 
when he listened to the tape, he recognized it right away as the 
voice in his dream. Now he felt certain that his dream was real. 
Hashem had heard his prayers and sent him encouragement, 
and this knowledge lifted him above his despair and exhaustion. 
He now understood that his challenges were key to his mission 
in life. He would strive to perform that mission, and to serve 
Hashem with simcha, no matter what that service entailed.

Nine months later, Yonason’s wife gave birth to a healthy 
daughter – the daughter he had “taken for himself ” at Rav 
Steif ’s direction.

Reb Yonason often tells this story to other parents of special 
children. It inspires many, strengthening them to accept the 
great responsibility Hashem has placed on their shoulders: that 
of caring for the holy neshamos sent to them from a bright and 
shining place in Shamayim.

Illuminations

Reproduced from Inspired by Rabbi Binyomin Pruzansky with permission of the 
copyright holders, ArtScroll / Mesorah Publications, Ltd.



Smar t Safe&Gifting Our ChildrenFraydel Dickstein

In many homes, Chanukah is a time of gift giving. Every year, 
I think about what to buy for Yehuda.

I will share a secret that many of you can relate to: Yehuda 
cannot play by 
himself, so he often 
ends up entertaining 
himself in other ways 
that are not so ideal. 
I am always searching 
for gifts that are both 
entertaining and safe. 
Here are some of the 
ideas I have come up 
with over the years:

The absolutely best present I ever bought Yehuda is a swing. 
There are many options, but these are my favorites:

RedSwing Saucer Tree Swing for Kids 
(Indoor/Outdoor, 43” large round swing. 
500 lb weight capacity. Great for trees, 
swing sets, backyards, playgrounds. Easy 
to install. Blue. $69.99 on Amazon.com)

This swing is the king of my swing room. 
Yehuda just lays on his back on it and 

chills, enjoying all the sensory input he gets from swinging. 
Sometimes I see him putting a yoga ball on it and then laying 
on his stomach. He likes to put bean bags on it as well. I have 
tried this one myself and it’s exhilarating—I totally understand 
why Yehuda loves it!

Squirrel Products Blue Disc Tree 
Swing with Rope for Outdoor Play 
($14.99 on Amazon)

This one provides hours and hours of 
fun and is super cheap. However, it’s 

not a swing that Yehuda can just let his body relax in, as 
it requires him to always be alert in order to maintain his 
balance.

Outree Kids Pod Swing Seat 
100% Cotton Child Hammock 
Chair  For indoor and outdoor use 
($37.99 on Amazon)
This one is so, so cozy. Yehuda loves 
to just chill in it.

Trailblaze Premium Climbing Rope Ladder 
for Kids, 6ft ($29.97 on Amazon)

This is a super fun, easy swing that is also cheap. 
I bought it to challenge Yehuda’s balance, but 
he ended up using it like a swing, which is also 
great.

I use all of the above swings indoors, although 
they can be used outdoors as well.

The big question is how to mount them to the ceiling. One way 
is to install a bar over a doorway and hang the swing from there.

IRON AGE Pull-Up Bar for Doorway  
Angled grip home gym exercise equipment – 
pull-up bar with shortened upper bar and 
bonus suspension straps (fits almost all doors) 
$70 on Walmart

This bar is really handy and does not have 
to be professionally installed. Before installing, you will need to 
figure out how much clearance each bar needs. Also, decide if 
you will be OK if there is damage to your doorway.

I use suspension hooks, which a handyman mounted into a 
beam on the ceiling. It works great for us, but I have heard that 
some basement ceilings do not have enough support for this.

Ikea Suspension Ceiling Hooks  
Set of 2 steel indoor/outdoor hooks 
($7.99)

Most swings come with 
carabiners, but if they don’t, you can purchase them. Even if 

they do come with them, be aware that the carabiners slowly 
erode as they rub against the hooks. They are easy to replace 
and are inexpensive.

Carabiner Hooks, Set of 6 ($11.95 on 
Amazon)

I have all of the above swings hanging in my 
basement, and Yehuda spends hours and hours 
on them. His siblings love them too! If you 

do not have room to hang more than one swing, you can still 
purchase a few, and rotate them on one set of hooks or on the bar.

Sensory Socks are so much fun. Try going into one yourself; it feels 
so good! Yehuda loves it and it’s also great for interactive games. 
You can hide in it or take turns hiding stuff in it. To me, it feels like 
this is something that gives a lot of bang for the buck.

Malu Premium Spandex Sensory 
Body Sock – Sensory tool for calming 
deep pressure stimulation for children with 
Sensory Processing Disorders, Autism, and 
ADHD - Small blue - 40” x 27” ($24.99 
on Amazon)

Another one of my favorites are bean bag chairs. Yehuda (or 
maybe it’s his siblings!) cannot get enough of them. They’re 
great for full body play and can be used so creatively.

ACEssential’s 96” Round Vinyl 
Bean Bag, Baseball ($29.00-31.00 on 
Walmart.com)

Walmart usually has the best priced 
bean bags, although in general they are 

a hard-to-find item. Keep in mind that you may want to stick 
with vinyl only, so it’s easy to wash down.

I bought a Saucer Chair for Yehuda’s ninth birthday. He really 
enjoyed it! It finally broke, but I did not replace it as I feel it’s 
not good for his posture.

Saucer Chair ($38.00 on Amazon)
Another great idea for many of our 
children is musical toys with lights.

There are many variations of these popular kinds of toys that 
many children really enjoy. They are not especially educational 
or developmentally helpful, but they can provide hours of fun, 
until the battery needs changing. A friend of mine buys lots 

of them at flea markets, as they can be costly and some of our 
children break them quickly.
Once we do find a toy that interests a child, it can still be 
challenging for them to sit in one place and play, without 
getting up and wandering away. A simple and novel solution 
was suggested to me, that I am excited to try: the mother fills 
an (empty!) inflatable pool with toys. She says that it helps to 

ground her child and helps them 
to stay with their toys. I plan to 
try this with Lego and other toys.

AILISDA Family Swimming 
Inflatable Pool for Kids and 
Adults  Full-sized, large blow-up 

pool for backyard, garden, outdoors. 59 x 
41 x 21” ($23.66 on Amazon)

I spoke to the mother of a visually 
impaired, wheelchair-bound child. 
She mentioned that she receives toys 
with sounds and lights, as well as 
Braille books from the Commission 
for the Blind in her state.  She advised 
me to visit the dollar store, as her child (and mine too) just love 
all those shiny, tinselly things they sell so much of at this time of 
the year (There may be choking hazards, so please be careful!). 
She hangs strings of lights on her son’s window shades which 
he enjoys looking at. Additionally, if you need nesting cups, the 
cheap measuring cups from the dollar store work fabulously.  
These were just some of the ideas she had.

There is really an endless array of toys that have so much 
therapeutic value.  Check out the Ultimate Amazon Special 
Needs Shop for more great ideas.

I would like to end my suggestions with one of my favorites: 
The Yoga Therapy Ball. This has so many uses and is really 
not expensive. Occasionally I have found them for sale in 
Five Below. They can be used for all ages, from a child a 
few months old to adults. They can be used for all kinds 

of exercises. Personally, Yehuda really 
likes to sit and bounce on his, which 
is fabulous for the core and is really 
fun. The balls come in various sizes 
and colors. I recently bought one 
with a base, so it can also be used as 
a chair.

Yoga Therapy Ball ($17.99 in Walmart)

This Chanukah, may we all be zoche to enjoy the special gifts 
Hashem has given us—the special neshmalach that we get to 
call our own.

(& Fun!)
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EDUCATING



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.

Books at Bedtime
“Read, read, read.” That’s what everyone says.  But what 
to read? How to read? When to read? My child is not 
interested!  Here are some ideas that can make reading 
become more enjoyable and productive for you and your 
child:
» Books are so amazing because they don’t  
 “disappear” like talking does! You can read  
 them again and again.  And… again!

» Find a way to be face to face.
Sideways on your lap  
Next to you
In front of you

» Let your child “read” the book.
Choose the book
Turn the pages
After reading a page, wait to see what he does

» Change it up!
Talk about the pictures/don’t read the words
Don’t start at the beginning/skip pages
Read it again and again, even in the same sitting

» Use the four S’s
Say less: shorter sentences, simpler vocabulary
Stress – important words, use sound effects, different 
voices
Go Slow – so your child understands and has time 
to take a turn
Show – point to the pictures as you say the words, 
use objects, and act it out

» Make your own books
On Snapfish/Shutterfly
With pictures of familiar people/objects/events
Make them interactive with flaps and/or different 
materials

© Hanen Early Language Program, 2020. This information is taken 
from It Takes Two to Talk. (Weitzman, 2017, p.131-150), a Hanen 
Centre publication and has been reproduced with permission from 
The Hanen Centre.  Further copying or distribution without permission 
from The Hanen Centre is prohibited.  For more information on Hanen 
programs and resources, please visit www.hanen.org.

Leah Tawil, SLP

This article is dedicated to Fraydel Dickstein, author of 
Neshamale magazine’s Smart & Safe column. Little does she 
know that her column has changed my life!

You see, something used to be very scary for me—believe it 
or not, I was afraid of our son Moishy reaching milestones! 
Moishy growing taller, Moishy getting stronger, Moishy 
becoming more capable. I know this makes me sound like 
an absolutely terrible mother. But truth be told, as much as I 
wished for the above, I also lived in fear of it.

For the first two years of his life, Moishy’s height and weight 
never made it onto any doctor’s chart. When the nurse tried 
to chart his numbers, her pen would veer off the bottom of 
the page! Of course, we were concerned and did everything 
possible to help him grow. By the time he turned three, he 
was no longer so small, and that’s when I began to worry. 
As those quick-as-lightening fingers began reaching for 
items and wreaking havoc in my (already messy!) home, I 
wondered apprehensively what would happen when he could 
actually reach across the tabletops and countertops. Well, I 
no longer have to wonder. Many mishaps and messes later, I 
am now fully informed.

Our next level of trouble control was to keep all doors closed 
at all times. When I began to worry what would happen once 
Moishy mastered turning door handles, I was relieved to read 
all about door locks in the Smart & Safe column (Neshamale, 
Vol 2). This column is like an “insurance plan” that I read the 
fine print of again and again, in an effort to convince myself 
that life can remain manageable as Moishy continues to grow 
and progress.

I cannot say I was pleased when Moishy’s OT teacher 
informed me that his current “work assignment” in the 
classroom consists of him prying lids off plastic containers. I 
can assure you that he is adept at this skill, since he diligently 
practices at home, opening up every container on the kitchen 

counter and spilling its contents into a lovely puddle on the 
floor (usually right before Shabbos)!

Well, you may say, don’t leave anything on the counter; just 
keep it all in the fridge. I actually became a pro at that. But 
this past month, Moishy mastered many new exciting skills, 
Baruch Hashem, one of which is opening the refrigerator door! 
Interestingly, he does not empty out the whole refrigerator, 
which is a huge relief. Being a very picky eater, I guess he is not 
tempted by most of the things in there. He usually goes for the 
cheese: he opens the fridge, goes straight to the dairy drawer, 
takes out a string cheese, and brings it to me to open for him 
(and, like kids the world over, doesn’t close the fridge door).

This activity makes Moishy sound like a very independent and 
competent snack-getter with no major drawbacks. Except that 
sometimes he does this every ten minutes! After the first two 
or three cheese sticks, I tell him: “No more, go put it back!” to 
which he responds by going over to another family member, 
and another—hoping someone will just open that cheese 
stick for him. 

I panicked the first time this happened, until I remembered 
reading about refrigerator locks in the first magazine (Neshamale, 
Vol 1). “OK, no big deal,” I thought, “I’ll just run out and get a 
fridge lock!” But I keep forgetting to actually go and make the 
purchase. Maybe I’m just too busy opening cheese sticks.

Every time my husband calls and asks: “I’m in the store, do 
you need anything?” all I can think of is paper towels and 
diapers. So, we still don’t have a fridge lock, though for some 
reason, I have no problem remembering to keep cheese 
sticks in stock…

In writing this, I have come to the realization that perhaps 
Moishy’s mommy is not so “Smart & Safe” after all. But I’m 
trying! And now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go close the 
refrigerator door.
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As always, a big smile crosses my face and I feel such a huge 
sense of gratitude when writing this column. I don’t think an 
outsider can understand how lucky we truly feel to have our 
special children (though super challenging as well!). When 
I recently found Yehuda sitting on the attic steps, instead of 
going to sleep, with his hands over his ears—because he 
didn’t want to hear me say: “Go to bed!”, I was flooded with 
a deep sense of love that only a mother with a special child 
can understand. The “Wow!” moments that occur in our 
home when we realize how deeply and profoundly our special 
children have impacted us and the world around us, drive 
home how fortunate we are.
I always feel like anything related to Yehuda is special. He is 
the conduit for all things special. We not only have “Wow!” 
moments, but really, we have a “Wow!” life.

Last year we took our family on vacation for Yehuda’s birthday.  
We took along two outstanding devoted morahs for Yehuda. 
The day after the trip, one of the morahs came in and told me 
that she thought the other teacher would be a good match for 
her brother.
Eight months later they got engaged. My Yehuda was the 
shadchan!

Our daughter Yehudis shows hardly any recognition for people 
she knows, and lately I was davening a lot, specifically for this. 
One Shabbos morning, we had a new nurse, and I began to 
feed Yehudis breakfast so the nurse could learn. After a while, 
another child needed me, so I handed the cereal over to the 
nurse and got up to leave. As I stood up, Yehudis grabbed my 
arm and held it against her cheek. YAY! Yehudis got what she 
wanted! Of course I finished feeding her! It was an amazing 
feeling to see how HaShem answered me specifically with the 
connection that I asked Him for.

Esty is our three and a half year old 
little girl with Down Syndrome. She is 
our youngest, with 5 older sisters and 
one brother, ka”h. The night before 
my oldest daughter got married, Esty 
slept over at my sister’s, who brought 
her to the hall the day of the wedding 
to get her hair done.

compiled by Fraydel Dickstein

On the Lighter Side...

Moishy's Mommy

Moishy's Milestones

Before Esty even entered the hall, my girls (who hadn’t seen 

her for one night and half a day) all ran excitedly towards her. 
Each wanted to be the one to hold her, kiss her, and bring her 
inside. The makeup artist, a middle-aged woman, was doing 
her job, when in walked the “lucky” sister with our princess 
in hand. When the woman saw that the reason for all the 
commotion was a little girl with Down syndrome, she was 

amazed. “Can you explain this to me?” she asked. “I’m sure 
when this child was born, the mood in the house probably 
resembled something more like Tisha b’Av. What generates 
this excitement and love?” Of course, I had no answer. All I 
could say was: “Thank you, Hashem!”

Please share your Wow! Moments with us at neshamalemagazine@gmail.com 

or text to 848-299-2908. Let us share the nachas and the pride!



Eli’s upsherin. The whole family was there, chatting excitedly, 
the tables full of cakes and cookies, and my Eli was there, but 
not there. He gazed vacantly into space and rocked back and 
forth in his chair. He was still non-verbal, but his angelic face 
and long curly locks belied the seriousness of his diagnosis. At 
that moment, watching him, an island of stillness in the center 
of a rollicking party, it was clear to me.

There was another scene that we jokingly refer to as Hurricane 
Eli. Eli was four or five, and we woke up to a stunning mess. 
Cracked eggs, piles of snowy flour, ripped-up papers, my 
children’s knapsacks emptied into the sticky food mess on the 
floor. We tiptoed around the chaos and surveyed the scene in 
awe. Wow! Ok, so this is what it’s gonna be like. After that, 
we realized we needed child locks on 
everything, and that Eli needed a lot more 
supervision.  

Over the years, whenever I needed to, I 
have reached out for help and advice in a 
natural way. I also work as a barber, and 
as such, I hold all my customers captive 
for 10-15 minutes in the chair. Due to the 
large variety of my clientele, I have learned 
much about life. I once had a question for 
a customer who is a therapist, and 10 minutes later, removing 
the cape from his neck, I had my answer. So, I don’t necessarily 
seek out support, but I definitely feel that I have people to turn 
to if I have questions.

Once we went to a Center Shabbaton and, walking in, I felt a 
range of emotions. I felt sad to be part of this club, angry and 
resistant. I was skeptical, but also kind of curious. I told my 
wife, “I’ll eat the delicious food, and I’ll drink in the scenic 
view, but I’m not going to a single speech.” But I walked into 
the first speech and instantly felt at ease as I recognized half 
the people in the room. Halfway through Shabbos, my heart 
started to melt. People openly and vulnerably shared their 
experiences and I felt a sense of understanding and belonging. 
We were not alone. There were others who struggled and 
grappled with issues so similar to ours.

Growing up with Eli, I now have a deepened sensitivity for 
other families who have children with special needs. I used to 
look at them from a distance, and maybe I judged them, but 
now I realize that we are all in the same boat. I recently met a 
father who shared with me his confusion and anger, and I knew 
exactly how he felt, because I had felt the same way. I also look 
at my students with a deeper understanding now, because my 
eyes no longer see things the way they did

After being with Eli, our kids have also changed. They are 

unafraid of special needs children. My youngest has a great 
relationship with Eli, plays with him and enjoys connecting 
with him. I do believe my children are more sensitive, 
understanding, and patient with others because of Eli.

I take care of Eli’s daily needs, showering him and getting 
him dressed. Though we spend lots of time together, we have 
very few moments of genuine connection. He gets fixated on 
something he wants, like his chip bags or nosh, and rarely do 
we meet eyes.  Once, however, I took him to the beach. As soon 
as I parked, Eli ran straight into the waves and let the water 
rush over him. He rolled and kicked in the water, laughing 
at the sea spray, the salt, the sand—touching and feeling and 
experiencing it all.  He shouted “Water! Waves!” and ducked 

into the waves, a huge smile illuminating 
his face. Our laughing eyes met in a 
rare shared moment of camaraderie. We 
played in the water and splashed together. 
I treasure this memory, a rare time that I 
got a glimpse into my boy’s heart.

Now, Eli’s Bar Mitzvah is coming up and I 
am full of mixed feelings. He is not chayev 
in the mitzvos, but maybe we can make 
a celebration—I’m still unsure. As each 

milestone arrives, and he is the same child, developmentally, as 
a toddler, there is emotional upheaval to work through.  Eli is 
almost 13 years old and, though his body develops, his mind is 
still far behind. He is physically strong, but has no inhibitions 
and cannot control his impulses. I sometimes fear what it will 
be like to take care of a young man with a husky voice who 
has remained a child inside. Yet, while I don’t know how much 
my son understands of the world around him, I would like to 
believe that he feels how much we love him—and that he loves 
us back.

I want fathers to know 
that even though 

we’re men, we have 
emotions too, and can 
find healthy outlets to 

release our stress.

Sara Lieberman, LAC is a psychotherapist in Lakewood, NJ and 
has worked with special needs children and families in different 
capacities for the past eight years. You can contact her at 443-415-
8798 or sarashara25@gmail.com.

 

Sara Lieberman

SPECIAL PARENTS
SPECIAL          
CHILDREN:of

A Father’s Story          based on an interview with Rabbi Shmuel Charloff

I slid onto the stool at our kitchen island and sighed with relief 
as I opened my sandwich. As a busy teacher, I cherished this 
brief break and quiet time to eat lunch at home while our older 
children were in school. Our little boy, Eli, ambled into the 
kitchen. I groaned inwardly as he busily opened cabinets and 
dumped their contents on the floor. My ears filled with the 
raucous bangs and echoes of pots and pans. “Eli! Please stop 
banging.” He ignored my pleas and just banged harder. 
A headache started pounding at my temples. “ELI! 
STOP!” At the tone of my shouting, he froze and 
burst into tears.

For years I have felt guilty for yelling at our son, 
because I hadn’t known that he was incapable 
of controlling himself. Eli was an exceptionally 
beautiful child, and I had no clue that he wasn’t 
developing properly. My wife, who has more 
experience in the field of special needs, saw 
some concerning signs when he was a toddler, 
and suspected something was not right.

“Shmuel?” The kids were in bed and I was marking 
papers at the dining room table.

“Hm?”  I murmured distractedly and looked up.

“I got a disturbing phone call today.” She swallowed hard.

“What?”

“Eli’s morah said she can’t handle him anymore. He’s way too 
wild and breaks things and crashes into other kids and won’t 

listen to anything she says. She said she has to keep him in his 
high chair all day! We can’t keep him there!”

We took Eli in for testing and my wife’s suspicions were 
confirmed. He was autistic, and everyone was telling us that 
early intervention was key. Thus began the dizzying whirlwind 
of choosing an appropriate school. We studied lists of pros 

and cons. Jewish or non-Jewish? Near or far? What did Eli 
need? What was he truly capable of? How would we 

know we were making the right decision?

At the same time we were grappling with Eli’s 
diagnosis, a family member became very sick. 
My head spun; there was just so much to do. 
I uncovered our old treadmill in the basement 
and started running regularly. In times of high 
stress, waves of fear, pain, and sadness thundered 
out of me, as I ran harder and faster.  I still run 
now, ten years later, and sometimes, when we’re 

going through rough times, I cry while I run. 
It’s the best therapy for me, and keeps me sane. I 

want fathers to know that even though we’re men, 
we have emotions too, and can find healthy outlets to 

release our stress.

We entered this new unknown world of a thousand questions 
and no answers. I was catapulted from my carefree existence and 
was now a father of a child with severe autism. I had to grow up 
overnight to be able to capably shoulder Eli’s care. I still hadn’t 
realized the full extent of his disability. Different scenes flash 
before me, each one illuminating the reality more:
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Eye Gaze Communication Technology

Lets Get Educated

Tzivy Szmidt, MAT

Which of the following describes your child’s ability to 
communicate?
• He/she is articulate
• You get the general gist and supplement the missing words
• Your child works so hard to be  expressive, but the words are 
 still unclear
• Your child is completely non- verbal, but looks like he wants  
 to communicate

For someone who struggles to express himself, it can be very 
frustrating for the person, as well as the listener, to connect. 
Assistive technology programs such as Eye Gaze devices can help 
those with ALS, Cerebral Palsy, Muscular Dystrophy, spinal 
injuries, Rett Syndrome, or with profound or multiple disabilities, 
to increase communication and their ability to connect.

What is it?
It’s the power of the eye!  Eye tracking (also known as gaze 
interaction) enables the eye to control the computer or tablet, 
instead of using the standard keyboard or mouse. A camera 
tracks the eye’s movements, which causes the mouse on the 
computer screen to move.  The person selects a letter, word, 
phrase, or icon on the computer and “activates” it by holding 
his eye gaze steady, or blinks, or moves an external button. The 
program is adjusted to each user.

How did it begin?
Assistive technology programs are devices that are technology-
based and used to help people with disabilities. Such programs 
run the gamut from hearing aids to robotic arms. Barry Romich 
and Ed Prentke are two engineers who formed the Prenke Romich 
Company (PRC) in the 1960s to create a communication 
device for people with disabilities. The company expanded 
and adjusted their products over the years and, in 2000 and in 
2001, touch screen devices debuted. In 2009, PRC released the 
first eye tracking device, the ECOpoint. Other companies have 
since developed a variety of eye gaze device 
options.

Where does one start?
A Speech Pathologist (SLP) familiar with 
assistive technology first assesses the client to 

determine if Eye Gaze technology is appropriate for him. The SLP 
should collaborate with the OT and PT regarding positioning, 
head control, and eye strength/control. The therapist will then 
recommend options, submit the evaluation to insurance, and 
teach the client, as well as his family and teachers, how to use the 
chosen system.

Who is it for?
Children as young as preschool age can use Eye Gaze devices. 
Eye tracking devices are safe, easy to use, and can be used for 
long periods of time without causing fatigue. Medicare and 
some insurance programs cover the cost of Eye Gaze devices.

Eye-Gaze Communication Technology in Action:
Meir, a four year old boy with a diagnosis of cerebral palsy, is in a 
special needs preschool program. He is engaging and friendly and 
loves interacting with people. He has a few word approximations 
that he has learned to produce through years of speech therapy, but 
is primarily a nonverbal communicator. It was evident that Meir 
had much to say, but no way of saying it.

He tried many different communication options unsuccessfully 
over the past few years, the last of which was a touch screen 
communication system. Due to his difficulty with fine motor 
control, the screen displayed only four icons per page, thus limiting 
his communication opportunities. Even still, due to his poor hand 
control, Meir would inevitably press incorrect buttons before getting 
to the thing he wanted to say. It was a slow and frustrating process.

His SLP recommended a Tobii eye gaze device. At the trial for his 
device, Meir immediately selected the first letter of his first and last 
name. Within a few months, he was using the communication board 
with 20 icons per page. He learned to navigate through the pages 
and to put words together to create sentences, even learning to type 
and spell words with his eyes. Meir now loves “schmoozing” with 
everyone around him! 

Thank you to Chavi Greenbuam,SLP, for reviewing and assisting with this article.

My Son Doesn’t
Wear A Kippah
G. Weiss

My son doesn’t wear a kippah

Atop his short blond hair.

Whenever I looked down at it,

His head seemed kind of bare.

In the past, when I’d seen a child

With no kippah on his hair,

I’d wondered about his parents—

Did they not try or care?

I promised myself we’d be different,

That we wouldn’t allow him without,

For something this important,

I was sure we could work it out. 

Except that he couldn’t and wouldn’t,

No matter how hard that we tried.

We pinned, and we taped, and we Velcroed,

Until I just gave up and cried.

My son still does not wear a kippah

Atop his short blond hair.

Nonetheless, as I’ve grown, I have realized,

The Shechinah is hovering there. 
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My Chanukah Miracle
L.M.

Three years ago on Zos Chanukah, in New York’s Rusk Rehabilitation Institute’s therapy center, we experienced a personal nes 
Chanukah. After months of intense therapy and silence, we finally heard our baby cry!

Since birth, our daughter’s voice had been obstructed by a tracheostomy, a tube inserted into her throat that helped her 
breathe, but which interfered with her vocal cords. With the help of an incredible device, a Passy Muir speaking valve, her voice 
was now unblocked.

Today, B”H, our princess talks up a storm. While still being “trached” (she still has the tracheostomy tube) and very medically 
challenged, she manages to overcome her differences and pain with laughter and smiles, showing the world that nothing 
stands in the way of her determination!

And Today We Cried
 
Today, after many long months, 
I finally heard my baby’s first cry!  
It was a loud, strong cry; a cry of relief and joy,
to finally hear her own voice
and no longer be locked in silence.  
Crying the tears of frustration and sadness
at being caged in her body,
but now being able to express herself
like all other babies.  
 
And her mommy cried along with her, 
tears of sadness for her little girl,
always so happy,
not knowing what she’d been missing.  
Tears of joy to finally reach this moment,  
Tears of prayer and tears of hope,
to continue smoothly on our medical journey
with our little princess! 
A paradox of emotions
while our little girl screamed on,
comforting her in my arms for the few short minutes
she tolerated her new Passy Muir speaking valve.

My daughter cried, and I smiled!
I heard my daughter’s sweet voice today! 
Our very own Chanukah miracle!  
 

GLOSSARY OF HEBREW TERMS APPEARING IN NESHAMALE MAGAZINE
Note: All words are in Ashkenasic (Eastern European) pronunciation. (Y) indicates term is Yiddish (A) indicates Aramaic

Avairos – sins 
Avodas HaShem – serving G-d
B’ezras HaShem – with the help of G-d
Baruch HaShem – Praise G-d
Bentch – to bless (Y)
Bitachon – trust (in G-d)
Bracha/brachos – blessing/blessings
Chas v’Shalom—G-d Forbid (lit: Mercy and Peace)
Chasan – groom 
Chayev – obligated (also: guilty)
Chesed – acts of kindness 
Chizuk – strength, encouragement 
Dan l’kaf z’chus – judging favorably, giving the benefit of the doubt
Daven/davening – pray, prayer (Y)
Dreidle – Chanukah top, spun in a holiday game (Y)
Eibishter—God (Y) (lit: The One Above)
Emunah – faith 
Eretz Yisrael – the Land of Israel
Gadol – revered, eminent rabbi
Gadol b’Torah – Torah sage
Gadol ha’dor – leading Torah sage of the generation
Gaon – genius 
Gilgul – reincarnation
HaKadosh Boruch Hu – The Holy One, Blessed Be He (G-d)
Halacha – Jewish law
Hashgacha – supervision 
Hashgacha Pratis—Divine Providence
Heilig – holy (Y)
Kever – grave 
Kippah – yarmulke (Y), Jewish skullcap
Kisei HaKavod – G-d’s throne of glory
Klal Yisroel – the Jewish People
Kvetching – complaining (Y) 
Lashon ha’ra – gossip 
L’sheim chesed – random act of kindness
Mashiach – the Messiah
Mechazek – to encourage, give strength to
Melech haMoshiach – the King Messiah
Menachem avel – comforting mourners
Mentchies – little people (toy figurines) (Y)
Menuchas ha’nefesh – serenity 
Mitzvah/mitzvos - Torah Commandment/s
Morah – teacher 

Mussar – ethical teachings 
Nachas – pride and joy (usually from children)
Nes – miracle 
Nes Chanukah – miracle of Chanukah
Neshama/neshamos – soul/s
Niftar – passed away
Nisayon/nisyonos – test/s
Olam haEmes – the World of Truth (Afterlife)
Pasuk – verse (of Torah)
Penimius – internality 
Rav – esteemed rabbi
Rebbetzin—Rabbi’s wife (Y)
S’char – reward 
Shabbaton – Sabbath weekend retreat 
Shadchan – matchmaker 
Shaliach – agent, messenger 
Shamayim – Heaven 
Shechina – the Divine Presence
Sheva Brachos – festive dinners held during the week after a 
wedding
Shluchim – agents, messengers
Shteig – to learn with intensity (Y)
Simcha – joy; joyous occasion
Tafkid – purpose, task
Talmid chacham – Torah scholar
Tefilla/tefillos – prayer/s 
Tefillin – ritual objects used by Jewish males during morning prayer
Tehillim – Psalms 
Teshuva – repentance 
Tisha b’Av – 9th of Hebrew month of Av, day of mourning for 
destruction of the Holy Temple
Tzadik/tzadikim – righteous person/(pl)
Tzadekes – female tzadik
Upsherin – 3 yr old boy’s first haircut ceremony (Y)
Viduy – confessional prayers
Vort – engagement celebration (Y)
Yad HaShem – the hand of G-d
Yetzer ha’ra – the evil inclination
Yid /Yidden – Jew/s (Y)
Zayde, Zaidy – Grandfather (Y)
Zoche/zechus – merit 
Zos Chanukah – 8th (last) day of Chanukah

Sponsor Neshamale Magazine! 

The chizuk will be a great z'chus in memory of a loved one, as a z’chus for a Refuah Shelaima, 
in honor of a birthday or special milestone.
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Don’t just look 
at the stars, 

be one




