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Dear Readers,

Today I took a walk around the block with my son. Do you mind if I say that again? Today I took a walk around 
the block with my son! And as we walked, the sun seemed to shine with a special brightness, the trees and flowers 
appeared more beautiful than before, and the birds’ singing sounded more melodious than ever. I know that 
sounds pathetically cliched, but what can I do if it is actually the truth?
As I’m sure you’ve gathered, this wasn’t an ordinary walk. This was the first time I ventured further than my 
backyard, sans stroller, with Avrumi, my son with special needs. The child we were told would have a 50% chance 
of walking independently. For a full disclaimer, I was holding one hand the whole time because his balance still 
isn’t the greatest, but he was basically on his own. The proud smile on Avrumi’s face and the way he was strutting 
down the sidewalk, practically pulling me along, makes me think that he, too, felt the drama and joy of the 
moment.
When Avrumi’s siblings (both older and younger) reached their milestone of walking, it was definitely a very 
exciting event. But the joy of Avrumi’s first independent steps, and now of his first walk outside, has a special 
quality. How is it that a child who suffers and struggles can bring more joy than a typical child?
Rav Noach Weinberg zt”l, the legendary Rosh Yeshiva of Aish HaTorah, says that people think the opposite of 
pain is pleasure. Either you have pain or you have pleasure; they’re opposites. But it’s not so. The opposite of 
pain is comfort. If you’re not in pain, you can be comfortable - but not necessarily happy and content. Pain 
and pleasure are actually “buddies,” they tend to go hand in hand. Hard work, sweat, and tears produce, with 
Hashem’s help, results that bring us to a genuine state of simcha. The pain gives us the pleasure. And that is why 
I felt so euphoric as we arrived home.
Do you know that feeling when something amazing happens? Like when you get the news that your 28 year old 
neighbor just became a kallah or that your son was accepted to the mesivta he was really hoping and trying for? 
What do you do? Well, hopefully, you thank Hashem—and then...you share it! There’s nothing quite like sharing 
good news to validate and expand those joyful feelings.
But sometimes the person you tell doesn’t mirror your joy and exuberance. That was my dilemma. As much as 
my acquaintances would surely express happiness for Avrumi’s milestone, I knew that they would not really be 
able to relate to it. Their reference point would be their own 14 month old who started standing two weeks ago 
and is now running around the house. Could they identify with the years of worry, effort, therapy, and practice 
that culminated in this momentous moment? Absolutely without blame, the answer is no. So it’s a really good 
thing I have this forum!
When I started this magazine, it wasn’t only to share the challenges, questions, and difficulties; It was also to 
share the joy. We need to share our good times, as these special occasions are the nachas moments that will keep 
us going through the rough patches. When we identify, appreciate, and share them, they become something 
“real” to remember and hold on to. My sincere hope is that through these pages, we will all be better able to 
acknowledge the special moments in our lives and be inspired through them.
The New Year is upon us. Before we start davening for the coming year, we need to acknowledge and thank 
Hashem for the good of the past. But in order to thank, we must first notice. Our lives with special children are 
so, so hectic, that sometimes these moments fly right by us without the proper attention. It is now an appropriate 
time to reflect upon the past year’s experiences. Aside from the usual cheshbon hanefesh, let’s also take some time to 
think back to all of the good that happened this past year, all of those special moments, and express appreciation 
for them. With this in mind, we will come to Rosh Hashanah feeling richer, happier, and humbled.
I want to wish all of our readers a Kesiva v’Chasima Tova, a sweet New Year. May we be zoche to always see and 
taste the sweetness in all areas of our lives, and specifically in the raising of our truly sweet neshamales. May it be 
a year full of nachas moments, growth, health, peace, and joyful sharing!

Chayala

Neshamale Magazine | Tishrei Edition     3

EDITORIAL



Our story starts in an almost cliché dreamy way...

I got married at 19 to my amazing husband, and was lucky 
enough to have two sons 15 months apart.  Our first was born 
when I was 20, our second when I was 21. I noticed that our 
second son, Dovid, was not developing like his older brother.  
We lived in Monsey at the time, so I went to a social worker 
in Rockland County and expressed my concern. They did an 
evaluation and he was eligible for occupational, speech, and 
play therapy. Little did I know that this would be the first of 
the many mountains we would need to climb. I was equally 
unaware that, along with the mountains, I had been given first-
class climbing gear to conquer them.

When Dovid began school, the teachers told us that he was 
different than other children his age. We took him for another 
evaluation. It was chalked up to delayed development, and they 
recommended Dovid continue therapy until he could catch up 
with his peers.

When Dovid was five we made aliyah, not knowing what the 
future had in store. Had we known, we would never have moved 
and had the zechus to live in Israel, so I am eternally grateful for 
our blissful ignorance! Dovid joined a local cheder, and while it 
was never smooth, he managed to stay in class. In fourth grade 
it exploded, and Dovid’s rebbi told us that our son could not 
continue in a regular classroom. He recommended we explore 
other options. This was so challenging for us, but Hashem sent us 
an amazing messenger to help us climb the next mountain.

We took Dovid to a psychiatrist. She diagnosed him with PDD-
NOS (Pervasive Developmental Disorder-Not Otherwise 
Specified), as well as ADHD (Attention Deficit Hyperactivity 
Disorder). She advised us to put him on Ritalin to take care of 
the hyperactivity; once that was under control, we would know 
what we were really dealing with.

We put Dovid on Ritalin and it became clear that he had PDD-
NOS (today known as ASD—Autism Spectrum Disorder). 
This meant that, while outwardly Dovid appeared normal, his 
brain was not processing things the same way as most people.  

He would need to learn new skills to navigate the world. This 
was so painful, a mountain I never anticipated climbing.

The psychiatrist advised us to go home and mourn…

Her words are etched in my heart forever. She said: “Go home 
and mourn. Mourn the dreams you had for this child. Then 
pick yourselves up and create a new dream for Dovid.”

This was incredible advice for us—if we had not mourned, 
but continued to hold on to old dreams, I don’t know how we 
would have had the strength to keep climbing the mountains 
that lay ahead of us. We went home and heeded her advice; 
we mourned, we grieved, we cried.  We had lost a dream. No, 
our Dovid was not going to be the boy we dreamed he would 
be. But knowing this, we spent time creating a beautiful new 
dream, albeit different than we ever imagined. 

I spoke to a rebbetzin during this time. She said many Jewish 
mothers view each of their children as a gem on their crown, 
whose purpose is to bring them glory and nachas. But really, the 
reason we have children to do the will of Hashem, so whatever 
that child needs, is the will of Hashem for us to do.

With that perspective in mind, we began our journey to find 
a proper educational setting for Dovid. We first sent him to a 
special needs school that catered to boys with a wide range of 
disabilities. Dovid grew a lot there, but by age 13 he was ready 
for a new environment.

We looked into many options. We found a lot of schools that 
catered to children with autism, but they did not differentiate 
between high and low functioning autism. If we put Dovid in 
a classroom with low functioning students, it would have been 
detrimental to his development.  With a lot of siyata d’shmaya 
we found a local day school that was willing to mainstream him 
with a shadow. They were wonderful; they truly cared about 
Dovid. As he grew older, however, the differences between him 
and his peers widened.  In ninth grade, it became clear that the 
current school was no longer working; it was time to look for 
a new place again.

Finding The
Right Place Chanie

Rosenberg
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We researched and found a school for boys with 
ASD.  After two months though, it became clear 
that this school was not equipped to help our son, and we 
had to remove Dovid.  We were once again left with no 
schooling options. Dovid was now home and feeling 
bad about himself. He was fighting with his siblings 
and having a really hard time.  

We tried so hard and left no stone unturned. We went to 
Social Services and asked for advice. They told us: “You can leave 
him with us. He will sleep in our dormitory and learn in the school 
where we place him.” We thought we had found the solution, as 
Dovid desperately needed a structured environment. On the way 
out of the building, however, a social worker stopped us and said: 
“You look like nice parents. I want to tell you something, but 
don’t tell anyone I told you. It’s true that we will take care of your 
son. Just know that we place all the children together. He will be 
with boys who have drug issues, criminal backgrounds, and other 
inappropriate behaviors. When he turns 18, he will return home, 
and you will have a whole new set of issues to deal with.” We 
understood this was not an option, so Dovid remained home. We 
had no idea what our next step would be; there was nothing left to 
do except wait for Hashem to guide us.

Hashem is always guiding us, and sometimes we need to go 
downhill before we can climb back up...

One night, when Dovid was 15, he told us he was going to 
Yerushalayim by himself. Something didn’t seem right to us. We 
tracked him and found out that he was in Tel Aviv, meeting up 
with random strangers. We were very worried about him and 
prayed he’d come home safely. When he arrived home, we told 
him: “We love you so much, but what’s going on is not okay. 
We need your phone until the morning so we can figure out 
how to help you.” Dovid had a huge melt-down and shouted: 
“If you take away my phone for even one night, I won’t live at 
home anymore! The rules are too hard!” We tried to reason with 
him, but he was beside himself from all of the pain and misery 
that had been building up over the past stressful months. He 
was in a super hard spot.

He told us he would run away, and he did. My husband 
ran after him and told him that if he wouldn’t come home, 
we would have no choice but to call the police, as he was 
only 15 and disabled. Dovid’s autism makes everything 
black and white for him, making it difficult for him to make 
rational decisions. This, coupled with his misery, made him 
run away. We called the police, who came and took him to 
the station, where he remained overnight. They asked him 
if he wanted to go home, but he declined. They asked him 
what’s doing at home and he said: “My parents are the nicest 
people. They love me and they take care of me, but I just 
can’t be there anymore.” We made calls and were advised 

that we not let Dovid come home right away, in order to 
teach him not to make a practice of this.

Israel has shelters for teenagers to stay short-term while 
parents work on a long-term plan. We placed Dovid in a 

shelter for frum boys. He still had no school, but at least 
he had a place to be. After first meeting Dovid, the staff 
in the shelter told us they never had such an easy kid. 
He appeared to be just a nice, regular frum kid, when 

they were accustomed to all kinds of challenging teenagers. They 
were sure he would be a piece of cake to deal with. They told us 
to go on vacation: “Have a good time; we will take care of him!”

We actually listened and, for the first time in years, we went on 
vacation. We went to Spain for a week. It was so nice to be away 
together, knowing Dovid was in good hands. When we got home, 
however, there were urgent messages on our phone from the 
shelter. They said they couldn’t manage Dovid and didn’t know 
how to deal with him. “He’s not cooperating and is causing a lot 
of stress in the shelter. For example, when we tell the boys to get 
dressed and leave for tefillah, if someone looks at Dovid the wrong 
way, it’s over and he won’t do it. We can’t get him to cooperate at 
all.” We convinced them to let us hire a shadow to be with him in 
the shelter. The shadow quit after 24 hours! The staff in the home 
threatened to quit. We were given a few hours to pick him up.

We realized that Dovid needed intensive therapy  
and intervention...

We decided to send him to a wilderness 
program in the United States for children 
with ASD.  Since there are no Jewish 
programs like this, he would need 
to attend a non-Jewish program. 
It was deemed pikuach nefesh by 
our Rav, who gave us the go-ahead 
to send him. We chose a program in 
Oregon, as this seemed like the best 
program for boys with ASD who have 
no compounding issues. Kashrus 
was not a problem, as the 
boys had their own pots and 
prepared their own food 
(the Chabad shaliach sent 
him kosher food).  After 
12 weeks there, Dovid 
was ready to move 
on. When 
we picked 
him up, 
the boys in 
his group 
told us 
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how jealous they were that Dovid had his religion to keep him 
centered. To this day, Dovid says that the Wilderness program was 
the best thing that ever happened to him.

After the Wilderness program, Dovid was supposed to go to 
a Residential Treatment Center (RTC). After much research, 
we chose a school in Utah and enrolled Dovid.  Most of these 
schools are located in Utah, all run by Mormons. It was hard 
for us to believe that no Jewish schools exist for these children; 
we were very sad to have to leave him with non-Jews again. 
Unfortunately, it was a terrible experience. The school used a 
punitive model of behavior modification, while all that Dovid 
needed was love and compassion. After only three weeks, we 
had to fly back to the US to remove him from the RTC.  

With the help of Hashem, an educational consultant guided us to 
another RTC. This time, my husband stayed in a hotel near the 
school for two full weeks to ensure that Dovid would acclimate. 
But Dovid was completely broken by his previous experience 
and would not cooperate at all. After a few more weeks, his 
therapist told us that they were not getting anywhere with him, 
as he was entirely uncooperative. They suggested putting him in 
a Psych ward for further evaluation. We felt that this step was not 
warranted. Dovid had never been psychotic; he was simply in 
pain because he could not process all that was going on. He was 
sad to be far away from home, with people with different values. 
We took the leap and decided to fly him back to Israel.

We were so happy to have Dovid home again; the pain of 
putting him with non-Jews was so intense. We again searched 
for an educational framework for Dovid.  A friend of mine 
worked in a local “gap year” yeshivah called Ashreinu. She told 
me it would be a great place for Dovid, as it was a super relaxed 
place where everyone is accepted. They do less formal learning 
and have a wonderful chesed program that enables the boys to 
shine in their own way. Honestly, I had lost my trust that any 
place could work. To his credit, the Rosh Yeshiva, Rabbi Yudin, 
came to our house and convinced us to try Ashreinu, explaining 
why he thought it could work. We hired a shadow (who was 
officially known as a dorm counselor) to be around for extra 
support when needed. B’Chasdei Hashem, Dovid actually had a 
great year and went back this year for Shana Beis!

Sometimes we wondered why Hashem gave us these unique 
experiences...

We wondered why Hashem gave us this beautiful child and the 
many challenges that came along with him. The hardest part of 
our saga was being forced to send our son to non-Jewish programs 
because what he needed didn’t exist in the frum world. I remember 
crying at our Pesach seder, so disheartened to think of our beloved 
son in the hands of non-Jews, unable to be at the table with us. 
During the six months that we were involved with these schools, 
we met four other frum families who sent their kids to those 
schools for lack of Jewish options. We realized that we were not 
the only ones forced to deal with this painful reality.

My family felt that the suffering we went through was a 
push to fill a void in the frum community. Although we are 
not educators or fundraisers, we had a dream. We wanted to 
provide for others what we ourselves lacked: a Jewish RTC. My 
husband and I felt this undertaking was too huge for us alone, 
so we partnered with Hashem. We would put in the effort and 
leave the rest up to Him!

We went after our dream and founded Meromim, a not-for-
profit school for boys with ASD. B’Ezrat Hashem we plan to 
open our doors September 1, 2020. Meromim will provide 
children with the love and care they need, in a nurturing, safe 
environment. Our expert, professional staff will provide all 
treatments needed in a frum Jewish environment. The boys will 
have a home away from home, with a world of possibilities.

Parents of special needs neshamot are entrusted with a very holy 
mission. We need to do everything we can to help our children 
be the best they can be, yet remember that sometimes the best 
they can be is not necessarily what we think is best. Effort and 
success don’t always go hand in hand. We put in our effort and 
Hashem decides the outcome. 

I would like to give chizuk to every parent traveling this journey: 
although there are mountains to climb that often seem endless 
and insurmountable, all we have to do is start the climb. Don’t 
look at the summit—just take one step at a time! And while you 
are climbing, realize that you were given unbelievable climbing 
gear by the One Who created these mountains. With tefilla and 
daas Torah, may we be zoche to look down with amazement at 
the mountains we have scaled. Although we don’t know when 
and if the ranges will end, we can be assured that Hashem will 
provide us with the gear we need to continue, as we revel in 
how much bigger and stronger the climb has made us.

More details about Meromim can be found on page 9
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We all have those days when we have simply reached our limits. 
There can be many days that are manageable, but then there are 
times when we feel as if everything is hitting us at once!

At moments like these, it is imperative to give ourselves some 
slack, take a step back, and take some time to contemplate the 
bigger picture. The day to day roller coaster of life with a sick or 
special needs child makes it difficult to have any time to think 
about anything clearly. Yet it is particularly when we’ve hit rock 
bottom, that we must push ourselves the 
most to take a breather. We must validate 
ourselves with a pat on the back, and give 
ourselves the credit we deserve. Most 
people do not cope with the amount that 
we balance on our shoulders.

Try to look at the larger picture and remind 
yourself of the many positive things you 
have done over the years. A person should 
have their own “storage room” where they keep a mental or even a 
physical list of the positive things they have done, to access when 
they feel they are at the end of their rope. Everyone has their 
personal experiences that they can and should tap into.

I would like to share a thought which provided a lot of 
encouragement me in my own journey. Our dear son  
Dovid’l * was born extremely prematurely. His lungs were tiny 
and he had a host of other serious medical issues. He required life 
support for a very long time, and was in the hospital for a few years 
straight. Many times, we felt as if we were at wit’s end and needed 
a boost of strength. The following thought provided this to us.

When taking care of a child with medical issues or special needs, 
we almost automatically attain a certain level of selflessness. 

Your whole relationship with life changes, and you gain a 
greater appreciation for the simple things. We become more 
accepting, more loving. Our level of sensitivity becomes much 
more fine-tuned.

Our love for our children is unconditional. We may 
get frustrated with them sometimes, but that is totally 
understandable and natural considering what we have to deal 
with. It does not in any way define the relationship we have with 

our children. We don’t love our children 
because of externals, we love them merely 
for the fact that they are our child. It is 
part of our mindset to overlook their 
imperfections; our situation is a training 
ground for that. Our love is not limited 
to outside conditions such as the fact that 
our child is smart, popular, good looking, 
well-behaved, easy to take care of, etc 
– because our children are not! When 

taking care of our child, our mind isn’t as easily caught up 
with ‘superficial’ things, such as questions like: ‘What will the 
neighbors see?’ ‘What would this uncle think of our decision?’ 
etc. Our outlook on life becomes much broader.

This beautiful, powerful lesson can really give you a boost when 
you need it. 

The world is a better place because there are people like you 
living in it.

Your children are in a better place, too—fortunate to have 
special parents who truly love them for who they are.

* Names and identifying details have been changed

 
CornerVALIDATION

Most people do 
not cope with the 
amount that we 
balance on our 

shoulders.

UNCONDITIONAL LOVE

David Rose
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Q: What can you tell us about medicating patients with 
special needs?

A: Prescribing medication to address ADD/ADHD behavior 
is fairly common among patients with special needs. This is 
partially because the need is greater in this population than 
with typically developing children. Usually these children try 
so hard to learn and want so badly to succeed. Parents, teachers, 
and the children themselves feel so grateful when there is an 
intervention available to help them achieve their goals.

There are so many levels of functioning that fall under the 
“special needs” title and, for those that are a good fit to take 
medication, there are varying goals and benefits. For example, 
a ten year old girl with Down syndrome can be helped to 
focus better during her speech therapy sessions. A 12 year 
old boy with learning disabilities, who is in a self-contained 
Gemora class, can increase his concentration, and thereby his 
understanding of the material. 

A diagnosis of AD(H)D can be considered “special needs” in it 
of itself, depending on the severity. In these cases, medication 
can help the mind absorb and understand more than before.

Q: What would prompt a teacher or therapist to refer a 
child to a physiatrist?

A: When the child has the mental capacity to understand the 
material and skills being taught, but is not making progress 
due to other deficiencies. In ADD, this looks like an inability 
to focus, stay tuned in, and concentrate. The “H” component 

appears as hyperactivity, when the student is constantly 
fidgeting, disturbing the whole classroom, and needs constant 
breaks. It is understandable why these students, who may 
actually may be very bright in some areas, have a difficult time 
learning.

Q: What does the process look like from the time of 
recommendation until the child is on medication?

A: Honestly, it can be a pretty drawn out process. The longest 
part is usually from the time a teacher raises the idea until 
the parents agree to go ahead with it! It can take a while 
for parents to do their research and feel comfortable doing 
something new. To the uninitiated, medication sounds scary; 
they need to really feel that it is for their child’s benefit. Once 
the parents are on board, the child needs to be evaluated. This 
usually includes psych-ed, speech, language, and educational 
evaluations. The therapist combines these results together 
with information from questionnaires filled out by both 
teachers and parents. Based on all of this, a diagnosis is given. 
If the child is a good candidate for medication, he is then 
referred to a physiatrist.

Depending on the diagnosis, additional clearance may be 
needed before starting medication. For example, a Down 
syndrome child with a congenital heart condition needs a full 
cardiology work-up to determine if medicine is safe for him. 
The physiatrist then meets with both parents and child to 
discuss the situation in detail and determine which medication 
is best for this individual child and situation.

Chayala Tawil

I interviewed Shaindy Parnes APN, PMHNP-BC, a psychiatric nurse practitioner in Lakewood, NJ,  
on the topic of medicating children to address attention-deficit behaviors.

Addressing Attention Deficit with Medication

From The
Doctors Desk
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Q: How does the physiatrist choose one medicine over 
another?

A: There are lots of factors that go into that decision. One 
of them is looking at the side effects and determining which 
medication is a better fit for that particular child. For example, 
one common side effect can be loss of appetite. This is not 
a big concern for an overweight child who eats well, but for 
a picky, underweight child, we prefer a medication with the 
lowest amount of this side effect. 

Other factors include how long we want the medicine’s effect to 
last (as they all have different time spans), which medications 
insurance will cover, and even the size/type of pill the child is 
able to swallow.

Q: You mentioned side effects. Can you elaborate on that?

A: Headaches and nausea are common during the first 1-2 weeks 
after starting but usually disappear after that. Insomnia can be 
a problem, especially for children who already have a hard time 
sleeping well. It may be worth staying on the medication and 
treating the insomnia with melatonin or another drug prescribed 
by your doctor. Lack of appetite, as mentioned, can be a problem 
for some. Another side effect can be an increase in anxiety. This 
is problematic for those with ASD as it increases their rigidity. 

There are other possible side effects that your doctor will share 
with you, but these are the main ones. It’s important to note 
that everyone reacts differently to different drugs, so what 
worked so well (or didn’t work at all!) for one child may not be 
the right fit for another.

Q: How do you know if it is the right fit?

A: It shouldn’t be too hard to tell! We look at feedback from 
both the parents and the school. The parents can see if the child 
has an easier time sitting in shul, or at the Shabbos table, and is 
not bouncing off the walls as much. 

The school can see if the child is learning better, able to 
concentrate longer than before, and has more self-control. 
Medication can help the child act more mature, as it acts as a 
sort of “stop sign” in the brain. It can give children the ability 
to stop and think before acting impulsively.

If things look like they are going in the right direction, and 
the side effects are manageable, we continue monitoring the 
situation by seeing the patient every 1-2 months.

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.

Meromim, located in Israel, is open to English speaking students 
from around the world.  If you would like to learn more about 
our school, visit us at www.meromimisrael.com

Q: Are there differences treating children with special 
needs as opposed to typically developing children?

A: There are not that many differences. In both cases, it’s hard 
when the parents take a long time deciding to medicate, and 
then, when they finally do, they expect magical results. There 
is not always radical improvement, especially with the special 
needs population. 

Depending on their diagnosis, special needs children may be 
more prone to side effects. The medication may exacerbate side 
effects they are already dealing with as part of their disability. 

All told, medication is definitely worth trying in the 
appropriate situations. Especially for those with learning 
disabilities, Ritalin can really be the key that will help that 
child move forward.These children work so hard to learn 
(harder than most of us!), and we owe it to them to help them 
in any way we can.
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Sara Lieberman

SPECIAL PARENTS
SPECIAL          
CHILDREN:of

A Talk with Esther Ward, of Baltimore, MD

Thank you for agreeing to be interviewed for Neshamale 
magazine. What can you tell us about you and your family?
My name is Esther Ward and I live in Baltimore. I’m the mother 
of a wonderful young lady named Miriam, who has Retts 
syndrome. The condition involves genes, but Baruch Hashem 
is not hereditary. Miriam has no functional use of her hands, 
so she can’t feed herself, she can’t draw, she can’t write. She 
also needs help with everything that you would normally do 
for yourself, from bathing and getting dressed, to being helped 
to sit and stand—all of it. She’s a trooper; she’s very patient 
with us. We serve meals three times a day, but I often think 
how everyone else eats whenever they want. With Miriam’s 
limitations, she doesn’t have that luxury, she can only eat when 
we feed her.  But Baruch Hashem she really doesn’t complain.

Is she aware of what’s going on around her?
Very aware. She understands what’s going on and what everyone 
says. In fact, we recently discovered that she really enjoys shiurim. 
There’s an interesting story behind that discovery: After Miriam 
finished school, she went into a medical day program. After 
about six weeks, I realized that she was no longer able to walk. 
We took her for MRIs and X-rays and finally I took her back to 
the Retts syndrome specialist in Johns Hopkins. The doctor said: 
“She stopped walking because she hasn’t been walking! That’s 
it, plain and simple.” And he was right. The day program has 
one staff member per seven students, so they kept Miriam seated 
because there wasn’t enough supervision to walk with her. As she 
needed to walk, I had to create a program for her myself. 

I previously worked for Menucha, an organization for 
individuals with special needs, but left the job to devote myself 
full time to Miriam’s needs. With Menucha, I was staffing and 
creating programs, so that’s what I now did with my daughter. 
I hired staff to take care of her, and planned trips and activities. 
I often had shiurim playing on the computer, and Miriam 
would just stop and stand next to the computer, listening to 

the shiur, so we realized that she really enjoyed them. I started 
taking her every week to Rabbi Silber’s shiur, and she enjoyed 
it, especially when he came over to greet her personally. It made 
her feel welcome and it always made her smile.

Baruch Hashem she is walking again. The whole saga was a 
real refuah lifney ha’makah because, were she still in the day 
program, it would have been in real trouble when COVID hit. 
Because we had to take her out and had a whole schedule set 
up in the house, we already had something in place. I let most 
of the staff go and I don’t have much help, but I still have some, 
and it definitely makes a difference.

You briefly mentioned your organization, Menucha. Can 
you tell us more about it?
I started Menucha when Miriam was 3 ½. When she was born, 
I thought that I was the only one in the entire city who had 
a child with special needs. Then Rebbetzin Weinberg, Aleha 
HaShalom, had a meeting in her house for womem with special 
needs children. I remember how surprised I was to see the 
room so full! When I saw how many women were there, I said: 
“It’s not just me, there are so many others!” and that was how 
it began. Menucha started out staffed by volunteers, then a few 
years later we got a small grant from the Weinberg Foundation 
that enabled us to really run with it. Now we serve over 100 
children in Baltimore and have programming four days a week.

The local Shabbos Bnos groups are now very welcoming to 
children with special needs. When Menucha started out, there 
was very little awareness of the help needed for families with 
special kids. It was hard to convince girls to get involved, and the 
ones who came were intimidated. They had almost no exposure 
to kids with special needs, and there was tentativeness from the 
high school girls. But even within the first year, things really 
changed, and you could see the girls just falling in love with 
the children. At the beginning, I was calling the schools and 
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SPECIAL          
CHILDREN:

begging for volunteers, but as time went on, the schools called 
me, wanting to know how they could help! Baruch Hashem, 
things shifted so much for the better. Mi k’Amcha Yisrael!

It sounds like you brought a lot of good to Baltimore. 
Going back to your home life, what are some day-to-day 
challenges you deal with?

Running my own day-hab program for my daughter keeps me 
extremely busy. I never used to check my phone, but once I started 
Miriam’s program, I check my phone first thing every morning 
is to see if any staff called in sick. When Miriam was in school, 
if her aide was sick, it was their job to get a sub, but now it’s all 
on my head. Even when I have enough staff available, it’s always 
a juggling act. She has one helper from 7:30-3:30, and at 3:15 I 
settle in the next shift, which is from 3:30 until she goes to sleep. 
The aides are funded by two different government programs, and 
each has different rules. The morning staff was allowed to take her 
on trips, and that was great. She went to the library, the museum, 
the JCC, and she had a great time. The afternoon staff were not 
allowed to take her out, so two afternoons a week she went to 
Menucha, and the other two days I jumped in the car to take 
her places. So, although I have staff, it’s not 
like I’m off-duty. Even when I’m not hands-
on, I need to be available in case something 
goes wrong. It’s very hard to plan my day. If 
someone doesn’t show, or is late, the whole 
deck of cards goes down. Also, there is a big 
turnover rate with helpers, especially the 
afternoon staff. They tend to come and go, 
so I am constantly training in new staff.

How has COVID affected you and 
Miriam?
Actually, it doesn’t feel so different for me—my life has been 
“locked-down” for a long time already! For Miriam, it’s much 
harder. She loves going out and used to go a lot. When we 
were under lock-down, she got so upset at me. After a week 
of COVID, she just had it, so I drove her to all the places she 
normally frequents. I took her to the library and said: “Look 
Miriam, you see how the doors are closed and there are no 
cars in the parking lot? The whole place is closed up. That’s 
it! There’s nobody there.” Then I took her to the JCC, same 
thing. I took her to Bais Yaakov, where she goes once a week for 
lunch, and she saw the empty parking lot. I could see that she 
understood. Once she realized that it wasn’t her mother who 
went nuts and wasn’t letting her out of the house for no reason, 
she calmed down and was very cooperative about the situation.

In general, she’s really fantastic. People who are intuitive can 
sense what she’s got inside. I think it’s really incredible that 
she’s happy with her life as is. I don’t get the feeling that she’s 
looking at others and wishing that her life was like theirs. She 
has to wait for someone to feed her, wait for someone to toilet 

her. She can’t just get out of bed in the morning, she has to wait 
until we come. She is really positive and doesn’t complain, and 
to me, that’s more than any mussar sefer can teach.

How does Miriam communicate with you?

Even though she is non-verbal, she has her own way of 
communicating. People who know her can understand her 
easily, but for those who don’t know her, forget it! She has 
a communication device, but we find it cumbersome and 
difficult to use because she can’t use her hands, and since she 
doesn’t use a wheelchair, there’s nothing to mount it on. 

It’s hard when she gets a new aide who doesn’t understand her 
at all. Once in a while I hear her crying, and come in to see 
what’s wrong. As I tell her helper: “I’m her interpreter.” Miriam 
can’t express her feelings, but I can usually figure out what she’s 
upset about.

I sit on an advisory council for a Maryland state agency that 
services people with special needs. We’re currently in midst of a 
debate regarding advocacy for individuals with special needs. Some 

members say that family members need to 
advocate, and others feel that those with 
special needs should self-advocate. I said that 
we need both: “If I brought my daughter 
to our forum and you asked her questions, 
nobody would be able to understand her 
answers.” Her way of communicating is very 
subtle; I understand her based on our many 
years of communication experiences. If an 
individual can self-advocate, that’s great. 
But we also need to have family members to 

advocate for them, because without them, the voices of those who 
can’t express themselves are going to be further silenced. 

Moving back to you: How has having a special child changed 
you as a person?
I guess it makes me feel like I would never say: “Forget it, I can’t 
do this!” I see that the Ribono Shel Olam helps me take care of 
Miriam, something I never imagined myself doing. When she was 
diagnosed, I didn’t know how I could pass this nisayon. How was I 
going to raise a child with special needs? I had no idea how to do 
that!  Then time goes on, and you have no choice, so you learn on 
the job, and the Ribono Shel Olam helps you every step of the way.

Thank you so much for sharing your story with us.

When I saw how 
many women were 

there, I said: “It’s not 
just me, there are so

many others!”

For information about the Menucha organization, contact: 
menuchainc@gmail.com  

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.
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My Kind of
Prayer

Yitti Berkovic

French toast, frying in butter on the stove, as requested by 
my 14-year-old son? Check.

Toy firetrucks, lights flashing and sirens wailing, racing 
across my dining room floor? Check.

Benny Friedman’s “Ivri Anochi” blaring from the stereo on 
repeat and at its highest volume as my children giddily dance 
around me? Check.

My day is going exactly as I expected. Now, I dare you. Guess 
what day it is. Go ahead, try.

Nope, it’s not Sunday morning. Nope, it’s not a school day 
or a snow day or a vacation day. Give up? Fine – I’ll tell 
you. Believe it or not, I’ve just described Rosh Hashana 
morning in the Berkovic household. Yup. Bet you weren’t  
expecting that.

Okay, so Rosh Hashana in my house looks and sounds a 
little different than most. The French toast, the muktza toys, 
and the blaring music are more than a little incongruous 
with the Days of Awe. So let me explain.

I don’t spend my Rosh Hashana mornings in shul – I spend 
them at home, with my 14-year-old son Naftali, who is 
autistic. Baruch Hashem, he knows it’s Rosh Hashana. He 
loves dipping the apple in honey, he loves the ram’s head I put 
on the table (though he calls it a dinosaur), and he loves the 
festive mood and delicious aromas that permeate our house.

I know – without any doubt - that deep in his neshama, 
Naftali feels the holiness of the day – perhaps more 
profoundly than I can ever understand. But his autism, and 
his need for structure and routine, doesn’t disappear because 
it’s the Yomim Noraim. He still needs his French toast. He 
still needs his battery-operated toys. He still needs his music. 
He still needs his mother. That’s why I haven’t been to shul 
on Rosh Hashana in 15 years.

The last time I stood for Unesaneh Tokef, the last time I felt 
the somber, elevated stillness of the chazaras hashatz, was 

דברי חיזוק וברכה לקראת שנת תשפ''א
מאת הרב שמואל קמנצקי שליט''א

 - ראש ישיבת פילדלפיא

Words Of Inspiration Given Especially To Our Readers 
From HaRav Shmuel Kaminetsky, shlita

Philadelphia Rosh Yeshiva

It’s a special New Year. We are mechuyav to face the New 
Year with hope. The Ribono shel Olam is looking out for 
us and He’s trying to help us.

Every person is a yetzir kapav shel Hakadosh Baruch 
Hu (the handiwork of Hashem), The Ribono shel Olam 
makes us the way we are. That’s what you have to realize: 
Whatever we are is what the Ribono shel Olam makes 
us. We are mechuyav to thank the Ribono shel Olam for 
whatever we have. As much as we understand, as much 
as we gain from it. He gives us the sechel to understand, 
and the wisdom and the koach to live on.  

It’s expected of us to utilize our abilities to the utmost. 
We are especially mechuyav to help children with special 
needs. We are mechuyav because they rely on our help. 
Children with special needs really need our help and 
whatever we can do for them is mamash hatzalas nefashos 
for their entire lives. The Ribono shel Olam should give 
us the wisdom to understand them, so that we should 
be able to be mechzek them to grow in Torah and Yiras 
Shamayim, and in all of their duties for life.

The Ribono shel Olam should give us koach for the future. 
The Ribono shel Olam should bring Mashiach and set us 
free from this galus b’karov.
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back when I was expecting my first child – Naftali. Back then, 
I thought the perfect tefillah was the one I whispered with my 
eyes closed tight, with my fists clenched tight, with my words 
carried on high, woven into the tefillos of those who stood 
beside me.

Back then, I thought I knew what I was davening for when I 
davened for the child still inside me. I davened for my version 
of a perfect child, for the child who would stand beside my 
husband in shul with his eyes closed tight, his fists clenched 
tight, his words being carried on high.

I didn’t know then that Naftali would be different. I didn’t 
know then that Naftali would make me so different. I fought 
it for a while; I refused to accept that I would have to change 
because I was given a child (now a teen!) with special needs. I 
smiled for the world – but inside, I felt resentful. I felt bitter. I 
felt a desperate need to be just like everyone else. And I felt that 
most acutely during the Yomim Noraim.

There were years when my neighbors did 
rotations – babysitting for each other in 
shifts so they each could make it to shul just 
for Mussaf or just for Mincha or even just for 
Maariv. I longed to join in, but I couldn’t 
ask anyone to babysit for Naftali – he was 
just too challenging. But I felt like I was 
missing out – like I was slacking off. Like 
I was supposed to figure out a way to get to 
shul – somehow.

One year, on a crazy whim, I decided to take 
Naftali with me for shofar, hoping he could 
stay quiet long enough so I could hear the kolos at the same 
time as the rest of the women. I managed to dress Naftali, his 
younger siblings, and myself (no easy feat!), and make it to shul 
on time for shofar.

It felt like a miracle, and I was elated. But the miracle didn’t 
last long. As I jostled among the women in the crowded shul, I 
struggled to hold my baby in my arms while trying to convince 
Naftali to remain at my side. But there were too many things 
around the room that captured his attention.

Before I could stop him, Naftali made a beeline to a table which 
held the remnants of the shul kiddush. There wasn’t much left 
– just some cake and cookies – but Naftali seized upon the loot 
with glee. Not to eat. That would have been fine. No, Naftali 
used the baked goods as weapons.

And so, as the bal tokea blew tekiah, shevarim, teruah, Naftali 
pelted the room – and the people in it - with little pieces of 
sponge cake. As yellow cake balls rained down on the oblivious 

daveners, I couldn’t move. As the piercing kolos cried out in the 
hushed silence, I wanted to cry myself.

After the last tekiah gedola, my cheeks burned as I went around 
the room and asked sweet, Hungarian grandmothers if I could 
remove little pellets of cake from their perfectly-coiffed sheitels. 
In hindsight, it sounds almost funny. But in the moment, I was 
mortified. I felt defeated. And then, oddly empowered.

Forget it, Yitti. You just can’t pretend to be like everyone else. 
Clearly, HaKadosh Baruch Hu expects something different 
from you. Clearly, HaKadosh Baruch Hu does not expect you 
to do what all your neighbors are doing. That was the last time 
I stepped into shul on Rosh Hashana during regular davening.

Now, I go for the late shofar blowing, slipping away from home 
while my husband is around, just long enough to be mekayem 
the mitzvah. The rest of the day, I am home with Naftali and 
our younger children, trying to imbue my house with the 

kedusha of Rosh Hashana in an environment 
that feels strikingly different from the somber 
stillness of a shul.

To do so, I need to see the day through a 
different paradigm, through a different lens. 
Maybe making the perfect French toast is 
my avodah for the day. Maybe finding simcha 
in my challenges (the upbeat music actually 
helps!) is my avodah for the day. I may not 
be able to daven Mussaf in shul (or even at 
home), but I can infuse the Mussaf into my 
entire day.

For me, Malchiyos, recognizing Hashem’s 
Kingship, is acknowledging - with an open, 
reverent heart - that Hashem has given  
me Naftali because He determined that  
being Naftali’s mother is my life’s work, my very purpose.

For me, Zichronos, remembrances, is remembering that my 
duty is not to be doing what everyone else is doing. My role 
– even while making French toast for Naftali – is not any less 
valuable than the tefillah offered by another woman who has 
the opportunity to daven every tefillah in shul.

And for me, Shofros is my one opportunity to stand perfectly 
still and listen. As the sounds strip away the trappings of the 
material world and the shofar’s penetrating cry enters my  
heart, I can thank Hashem for giving me Naftali - my kind of 
child, and for accepting my tefillah on Rosh Hashana - my kind 
of prayer.

Forget it, Yitti. You 
just can’t pretend to 
be like everyone else. 
Clearly, HaKadosh 
Baruch Hu expects 
something different 

from you. 

This articled was originally printed in The Voice of Lakewood.
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We meet you in the playground or in the checkout line, 

We meet you at the shoe store or at preschool pick-up time.

Yet I’m sure you sometimes wonder: “What do others really think?”

When they smile at you and give that warm and unassuming blink.

Some may judge, but there’s no blanket statement I can make--

Just know that there are some of us who have a different take.

Some “outsiders” truly want to offer warmth to your special child,

Not knowing how your morning went, how challenging or wild.

We simply see a special child whose purity is so great,

A child to love, whose specialness transcends his awkward gait.

We may never meet again, or our paths may cross each day,

But listen to this message that I so much want to say:

You need not feel uncomfortable or try to hide your shame,

For others admire you and love your child all the same.

We would like to know your child, learn the things that he can do,

We would like to help you out and make life easier for you.

If you’re the mother of that child 

who throws things off the grocery shelf,

Know that some may watch and think it’s cute, 

and aren’t embarrassed like yourself.

We simply see a child whose lovely presence can add cheer,

A child who is special and is certainly so dear.

If you’re that mom who’s worried lest we see his walking brace,

Know that what we see is courage and the smile on his face.

Don’t feel you must apologize or explain anything away,

We outsiders just say “Thank you!” for adding richness to our day.

Gitty Dickstein

This is my favorite column, a place to share special 
moments that we are privy to in the zechus of our special 
needs children.

When I was putting my kids to bed, I very much wanted to 
give them an idea of what it would be like when Mashiach 
comes. I opened the conversation by asking: “What is 
the most heilige (holy) thing you know?” While one child 
pondered, the other exclaimed: “Chaim Cohen!” (our 
special needs child). I was blown away; totally amazed!

My nephew, age 3, comes to play at our house quite 
often. He is somewhat wary of Avrumi, who gives him 
very exuberant greetings that sometimes include hard 
hugs and hair tugs. My nephew’s discomfort is hard for 
me. One day he came when Avrumi wasn’t home, and 
he said: “Where is Avrumi? I miss him; I wanted to say 
“Hi!” to him!” I was so touched – if a three year old says 
it, he means it; he wasn’t just saying it to be nice!

We were driving Yehuda up to camp one Sunday. I was 
not quite sure what to do with the day as, due to COVID 
guidelines, I knew we would not be able to hang out 
when we got there. My daughter called my sister-in-law 
and found out that her family was planning to go to a 
park that was located halfway to Yehuda’s camp. She 
took two of my children and we met on the way back 
from camp. Once again, Hashem planned an amazing 
day for us. When it comes to Yehuda, we constantly see 
the most unbelievable hashgacha!

We had the privilege of having over a special needs child 
for a while. One night, when I was putting my daughter to 
bed, I asked her what the best part of her day was, and she 
said: “When Yisroel came!” I could not believe it, as there 
had been some very exciting things in our day, like an ice 
cream party. Besides, Yisroel had come many times before. 
Our special neshamas are really sweeter than ice cream!

One day, while driving in the car, I told my kids that 
Chaim will be going to camp soon. My seat got kicked 
hard! “What are we going to do without him? He is so 
heilig—we need him in our house!” To hear those words 
felt like a hug from Hashem!

 From the perspective of :

The Lady
Behind You in

the Grocery
compiled by Fraydel Dickstein
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What a Question—with a capital Q! How brave of you to ask this question about spending holiday time with family 
while accepting your daughter!  In truth, this question can probably be asked at many stages of life. Do any of the 

following scenarios sound familiar to you? 

I can accept being in charge of the props for the high school production, but every year when the same girls get chosen for 
the main acting or leadership positions, it hurts!

I’ve come to terms that I wasn’t accepted to my seminary of choice and I am enjoying my “sem” year in Israel, but when I meet 
up with my friends from THAT seminary, it hurts!

I am so happy that many of my friends got engaged and married so quickly and easily, but when I got another ‘no,’ it hurt!

Looking at these situations from your current vantage point, what would you tell these people? What can you tell yourself 
now about those experiences?  Do you still have the same feelings or has your perspective changed?  What will you tell yourself 
a few years from now, looking back at the experience of sharing Yom Tov with family and comparing your daughter?  Do you 
think your perspective might change?

I would like to address the topic of acceptance specifically.  Typically, little girls play house—they are mommies and have 
babies.  As they mature, they no longer play with dolls, but have dreams of getting married, having children and building a 
home. For most, the dreams become a reality.  However, when a parent has a baby with special needs, the parent experiences 
the death of her dream.  This is similar to when someone dies; the grieving person goes through the cycle of grief: denial or 
isolation, anger, bargaining, depression, and acceptance.  

This article cannot elaborate on all the stages, but the parent of a child with special needs will experience these stages 
throughout their child’s lifetime.  Different occasions will trigger a different stage.  For example, when the baby is born, the 
parent experiences the initial stages of denial, anger, bargaining, and depression, but will not yet be able to achieve acceptance.  
As the baby progresses and develops, however, the parent will reach acceptance.  

When there is a life event—a simcha, a milestone, a holiday—the parent enters a different stage, as the new circumstances 
again make it difficult to achieve acceptance.  Perhaps Yom Tov will bring you back to a previous stage. Be kind to yourself—
you are grieving!   Allow yourself to receive support or whatever it is that you need.   You can also prepare in advance, 
anticipating that you might be feeling like this.  Keep in mind that, just as you were able to reach acceptance previously, you 
will be able to do so again.

Keep reminding yourself of all the special, unique aspects of your child.  Hold on to these thoughts and treasure them.

Wishing you much nachas.

Shira Speiser, LCSW

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

Q
Dear Shira,
We are planning to spend Yom Tov with my extended family. I’m really excited and grateful to do this, but I’m dreading 
one point. My sister’s daughter is the same age as my special needs daughter—they even share the same name! Every 
time I see my niece running, laughing, talking, etc., it highlights just how behind my daughter is. I have worked so 
hard to get to a place of acceptance, and I know that spending a week with my niece is going to challenge that. I don’t 
want to be a jealous sister/aunt and I want to enjoy my time with my family. Based on your other columns, I’m sure 
you’ll have some helpful advice. Thanks!

R.S.

A

IN SESSION

compiled by Fraydel Dickstein
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Dear Sibs Spot,

Hi, my name is Rivky. I am 9 years old. We have 4 kids in my family, 1 boy and 3 girls. 

My brother is almost 5 years old. He is still not walking. He goes to a special needs 

school and has lots of therapy there. I hope he will walk one day.

It can be a good thing to have a special needs brother. He teaches me many lessons. 

When I see him try again and again, not getting angry, never giving up until he 

succeeds, it helps me remember when things don't go well for me to just keep trying. 

I saw him once trying to ride his Cozy Coupe. He had to work so hard to move a tiny 

bit at a time. So when I ride my bike uphill, I think of him, and I keep pushing harder 

and stronger.

When I read Neshamale, I feel happy to know that there are other kids like me, that I 

am not the only one with a special needs brother.

You can write back to Rivky c/o Neshamale Magazine.
See contact information on inside cover
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Back To School
By Elisheva Dickstein

Activity Time!

You can write back to Rivky c/o Neshamale Magazine.
See contact information on inside cover

PAINT PARTY
Painting is fun and relaxing for everyone. Enjoy this activity 
and create something nice for the upcoming Yomim Tovim! 
Some ideas are Rosh Hashana cards, Sukkos posters, and 
welcome signs for your guests. You can buy washable paints 
or make your own.

Here is the recipe we used:
¼ cup water

2 Tbsp flour

1 Tbsp salt

Mix ingredients together in a shallow container or bowl. When 
smooth, add in food coloring to desired color. Use a separate 
bowl for each color you want to make. Use the primary colors 
— blue, yellow and red — to create other colors, too: blue + 
yellow = green, red + yellow = orange, red + blue = purple.

Sponge painting is a fun and messy way to paint. We cut 
sponges into different shapes, dip them into the paints and 
create beautiful designs. It's best to use thicker paper so it 
doesn't get too wet. We made Rosh Hashana cards with 
pictures of apples dipped in honey bowls. Another idea is 
to write words on paper in black ink, such as “לשנה טובה," or 
 for a Sukkos project, and then paint the whole "ברוכים הבאים“
background with small shapes or designs.

Most children enjoy getting dirty while painting. If yours don't, 
they can always use a paintbrush to create their masterpieces. 
Don’t forget smocks!

Painting is a great project that everyone in the 
family can enjoy on their own comfort level. 
Hopefully your special sib will be able to paint 
along with you. Send the cards they paint to 
grandparents, teachers, volunteers, etc. If they 
make Sukkos paintings, remember to hang 
them in the Sukkah! Everyone will really enjoy 
seeing them there!

SHLOIMY’S 
Collapsible-Six-Feet-Social-Distance-

Keeper-Machine

OFFICIAL PATENT

shloimy, dear! how was your 
first day of school? who’s 
your rebbi? do you have any 

new boys in your class?

 i don’t know.

i did! i just 
couldn’t fit 
through the 
front door.

of course, 
mommy! How else 

am I going to 
social-distance 

properly?

ישיבת חכמי בנים

On the Monday before school started, 
Shloimy invented  something new.
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It was the first day of school, and I pulled 
my brand-new, super-heavy backpack 
up before walking into the babbling 
classroom. The sound was deafening.

“…it was Color War! I never would’ve 
guessed!”

“…played in a kiddie pool for six hours 
every day….”

“Can you believe it? A real, live lion next 
to our car….”

“Hey, Shana! Shana!” Sara waved her 
arms at me from across the classroom. 
“How are you? What’s up?”

I hurried over to her desk. “Hi, Sara!” 
The magnifying glass attached to my 
backpack strap banged wildly against 
my leg.

“What’s up?” Sara smiled broadly. “How 
was your summer? Er…what are you 
doing?”

“Taking the magnifying glass off my 
backpack,” I said. “It was banging into 
my leg.” I untied it and put it in my bag.

“Oh…right,” Sara said. “Anyway, how 
was your summer?”

“Great!” I said happily. “Mordy said his 
first word!”

“Really?” exclaimed Miri, who was 
standing right next to us. “What was it?”

“Well, everyone thinks it was “Mama,” 
but I know it was Shana,” I said 
proudly.

“Cool,” Sara said, the expression on her 
face slightly strange.

I don’t understand why my classmates 
get uncomfortable when I talk about 
Mordy. If they could only have seen 
the excitement that erupted in my 
house when Mordy said his first word! 
We were all screeching our heads off, 
laughing, and hugging him so hard that 

he didn’t know what hit him! He had the 
absolutely most adorable expression on 
his face! I smiled to myself just thinking 
about it.

“Miri, what did you do this summer?” 
Sara asked interestedly.

I looked at Miri, then back at Sara.

“She went somewhere hot,” I said. 
“Probably Arizona.”

Miri was shocked. “Um, yeah, I did. How 
did you know?”

“Well,” I said smugly. “You’re tan, and 
you’ve mentioned before that you have 
cousins there. Add up the facts and you 
get a simple answer.”

“Wow,” Miri breathed. “Cool. Am I really 
so tan?”

“Yup.”

“Oh, no,” Sara sighed. “Don’t tell me 
you’re playing detective again.”

“Excuse me?” I said, insulted. “Playing? 
I am not playing. I am a real, live, 
breathing detective! And I even have a 
magnifying glass to prove it – ”

“Who is that?” Miri interrupted.

“Who?” Sara asked.

“Her,” Miri pointed at the door, where a 
strange girl had just walked in.

“Oh. She’s,” I said calmly, my detective 
skills in full force, “a new girl.”

Sara snorted. “Duh. You don’t have to 
be a detective to know that.”

“Let’s go say hi,” Miri said hastily before 
I could retort. “Find out her name and 
everything.”

“Be friendly,” Sara agreed.

We went to where the girl had put down 

her stuff in an empty desk. It was the 
first seat in the last row, right between 
the air conditioner and Henny Gold.

“Hello,” Sara spoke first. “I’m Sara 
Goldberg.”

“And I’m Miri Hess!”

“And I am Detective Shana Welch, PI,” 
I said grandly. “Pleased to meet you.” I 
heard Sara make a muffled sound, but 
when I turned she was just blowing her 
nose.

The new girl looked bewildered. “I’m 
Penina Finkelstein.”

“Where are you from?” Miri asked 
politely.

“M… ” the girl began but all of a sudden 
the room went silent, and we all scurried 
back to our seats.

“Good morning, talmidos,” the teacher 
who had just walked into the room said 
crisply. “I am your teacher this year, Mrs. 
Blum. Please take your seats.”

I took my chair next to Bina Reider and 
sat, trying to figure out where the new 
girl was from. Hmm… She had started 
saying some place with an ‘M’….could it 
be Miami? Michigan? Mars?

Was it Mars?

Hmm. She didn’t look like she was from 
Mars. But you never know. Maybe she’s 
just  a really young astronaut.

“Let’s begin with attendance,” Mrs. 
Blum said, pulling out an attendance 
sheet. “When I say your name, you’ll 
say “Here” and bring up your sefarim 
list with the money and your admission 
card. Leba Abramson?”

“Here,” Leba said. She brought up 
her papers while everyone began 
digging for their own. I found mine 
and looked over at Penina. Maybe she 
was from Macedonia, like Alexander 
the Great in the Chanukah story. She 
was looking through her backpack. 
Henny Gold was playing with lime 
green slime the next desk over. Henny 
always has slime.

 “…Avigail David?”

“Here.”

“Penina Finkelstein?”

Aha! The new girl! “Here,” she said 

The Case of 
the Missing 

Admission Card

 R.B. Fishelis
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quietly.  Everyone looked up. She 
blushed and knocked into Henny’s 
desk by mistake. Henny didn’t notice 
– she was doodling with a fancy set of 
artist markers.

“Welcome, Penina,” Mrs. Blum said, 
smiling. “You’re new here, right?”

“Yeah,” Penina mumbled, putting her 
papers down on the teacher’s desk.

“Well, on behalf on the school I’d like to 
welcome you. I’m sure all the girls here 
are doing their best to make you feel at 
home.”

I sat up straight and smiled a big, 
welcoming smile. Penina blushed and 
tried to slip back to her seat.

“Okay, next. Henny Gold?”

Henny got up slowly, a 
worried look on her face. 
“Um, Mrs. Blum? I can’t find 
my admission card.”

“Can’t find your admission card?” Mrs. 
Blum repeated, wrinkling her forehead.

“Yeah,” Henny said. Her voice sounded 
wobbly.

“Did you bring it to school?” Mrs. Blum 
asked. “Maybe you left it at home.”

“No, I brought it to school. I took it out 
when you said we should! I’m almost 
positive it was on my desk! But then it 
just…disappeared,” Henny said, blinking 
rapidly.

“Check under your desk,” Raizy Katz 
suggested.

“Yes,” Mrs. Blum agreed. “Did you check 
under it? Or under your chair?”

“Everywhere!” Henny said plaintively. 
“But I can’t find it!”

“Well, here’s what we’ll do,” Mrs. Blum said. 
She smiled kindly. “You continue looking 
for your card while I continue attendance. 
Hopefully your card will show up. Maybe 
everyone can quietly check around their 
seats right now. B’Ezras Hashem, we’ll 
find it soon. Okay?”

“O – okay,” Henny said, looking down at 
the floor for her card again.

I blinked. “Find it soon,” Mrs. Blum had 
said. “Find it soon.” Find it? Find it? That 
sounded like a job for….dunt da dunt… 
I pulled out my magnifying glass….

Detective Shana!

“What?” Bina whispered.

“Huh?” I asked.

“You just said something,” 
Bina whispered.

“I’ve got another case,” I said radiantly.

Bina was confused. “Of water?”

“Of paper,” I said dramatically. This was 
a perfect case. An amazing case. A case 
to show Sara I was a real, live, breathing 
detective.

I took a new piece of loose-leaf paper 
from my sparkling binder and smoothed 
it, twirling a pen. First things first: The 
facts.

Fact #1: Henny lost her 
admission card

Fact #2: She brought it to 
school

Fact #3: It’s not under her 
desk

Hmm. No obvious clues. So Henny 
had said she brought it, and it was 
on her desk. But it couldn’t have just 
disappeared into thin air …unless 
someone had taken it?

But why? Why would someone want an 
admission card?

I tried to think back to what I 
remembered of Henny today. All I could 
remember was her doodling right now.

I thought harder. She was sitting next 
to Penina when we went to introduce 
ourselves…she was playing with her 
slime during attendance…
coloring as Penina was called 
during attendance….

Something there was niggling 
in the back of my brain. There was a 
clue in there – I felt it. But what was it?

“Psst!” Bina hissed at me. “Check under 
your desk like Mrs. Blum said! We’re 
trying to find Henny’s card.”

Check under your desk… Check under 
your desk!

“I got it!” I shouted.

“Um, that’s very nice that you have your 
sheets,” Mrs. Blum said. “But there’s no 

reason to shout. You can just bring them 
up, Shana.”

“We’re up to you in attendance,” Bina 
whispered quickly to me.

“Oh,” I said, embarrassed. “I have my 
sheets. But more importantly, I figured 
it out!”

“Yes?” Mrs. Blum said patiently. “Figured 
what out?”

“I know where Henny’s card is!”

“You do?” chorused the class.

“Yup,” I said proudly. “Watch.” I picked 
up my magnifying glass and strode over 
to Henny’s seat. I reached under her 
desk for a minute and groped till I found 
what I was looking for. I pulled out the 
little pink square. “Ta -da!”

“It was under my desk?” Henny asked, 
shocked. “On the bottom? How?”

“It was stuck,” I explained.

“Stuck?” the class repeated.

“Yes,” I said importantly. “What 
happened was like this (or so I assume): 
Earlier today, Henny was playing with 
her slime. Some of it got stuck to her 
card, which was fine….but then Penina 
by mistake bumped into Henny’s desk. 
Henny, who was coloring, didn’t notice 
the card fall sideways off her desk, and, 
getting blown by the air conditioner, 
stick with the slime to the bottom. It’s 
simple, really.” I said modestly.

“Wow,” Henny said. “How did you know 
that?”

“Well,” I said, looking directly at Sara. 
“I’m a detective.”

“I’m sorry,” Penina whispered, 
embarrassed. “I didn’t mean to bump 
into your desk.”

“Don’t be sorry,” Henny said. “I was the 
one who dropped the slime.”

“Thank you, Shana,” Mrs. Blum cut in. 
“And now, why don’t you and Henny 
both bring up your cards, hmm?”

“Of course,” I said. “No job too small, 
Detective Shana can do it all!” And I 
grandly scooped up my papers and 
glided over to Mrs. Blum.

“Right,” Mrs. Blum said dryly. “Faigy 
Zellinger?”

Sibs Spot | Tishrei Edition     19



20     Sharing Our Special Experiences: Chizuk & Inspiration

Hi, Chani. Can you tell me a little bit about 
yourself?
I live in Lakewood and I am 11 years old. I like to 
read adventure books and mysteries. 
I also like to write books, novels about big families 
and other subjects. I haven’t finished any yet, but 
hopefully, someday I will. 
I have 4 brothers and 2 sisters. One of my brothers 
has Williams syndrome. 

Can you tell us about your special needs 
brother?
Dovi is very cute. He is 8 years old, but he is 
very small for his age. He loves going to all my 
neighbors’ houses. My friends are surprised when 
I tell him how old he is. Sometimes my friends 
don’t realize that he is not a baby. 
He understands what’s going on around him. He 
talks much more clearly than most special needs 
kids his age. He loves listening to music and tapes.

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 he keep himself busy?
During Corona my mother let him watch videos. 
The boys on the block are nice to him and 
sometimes jump on our trampoline with him.
Friday night he eats and sings and acts adorable. 

My parents give him more attention then, because 
my little siblings are sleeping. He spends most of 
Shabbos day outside.

Where is he now?
He is in a sleep-away camp. He called his two 
friends about going to camp. It was so cute 
listening to his friends talk to each other.

Are you excited that Dovi went to camp?
Yes! He often fights with my siblings, so now 
everything is calmer.
When he is in camp, I am able to have more time 
with my mother, as she is not so busy.

Are there any cute stories you could share 
about Dovi?
One time my father was eating watermelon and 
Dovi said: “Totty you are so lucky you have the 
tomatoes!” (–meaning the watermelon!)
His kriah teacher asked if she should give him 
tickets. Dovi said that it would be epic!
We called Dovi when he was in sleep-away camp 
and told him that we missed him. He responded: 
“That is a nice compliment.”

What do you like best about Dovi?
I love that he is so cute!

Thank you Chani, you sound like a wonderful 
sister. Dovi is lucky to have you!
_________
Please contact us if you would like to be interviewed 
for the Sibs Spot.

Sibs Spot Interview: Chani Klein, Lakewood, NJ

What does the Arba minim 
have to do with your special sib?

Ridd!e Corner ? !

Fraydel Dickstein



How is your life better because 
you have a special sib?

Question for next issue:

What is something that your special sib has taught you?

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

Malky, 11:
Just having my sib in my house 
is enjoyable, but one thing that 
enhances it is that sometimes 
we get exciting packages from 
SCHI (his school) or The Special 
Children's Center and they are 
lots of fun. It makes me feel 
special!

Rivky, 7 :
That we're part of Chai Lifeline, sibling workshps, and we get presents and go to spe-cial places because of him!

Hindy, 6 :
I love him! Our Totty always thinks 
of good places to go because we 
have Yehuda. We get to go to a 
lot of fun places! We also get to 
watch videos 'cuz of him.

Anonymous, 8 :

I am so lucky to have 

the zechus of taking 

care of my sister 

with special needs 

and getting so many 

mitzvos that most 

people don't have. 

Nochum, 10:
Because I love him! He is s
cute and we get to go to
a hotel for his birthday.

Devorah, 10:
Because he is so
yummy and cute!!

What Would You Do…?

Y.W.:
My first grade daughter 
told my special needs 
son: "Thank you so 
much for being spe-cial 
needs! Now I can go to 
the Siblinks group that 
Yaldeinu makes!
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Every parent eventually realizes that it takes a huge amount of 
effort to be a responsible parent. Parenting is probably the most 
difficult undertaking of our lives. From pregnancy, childbirth, 
sleepless nights, diaper changing, feeding, cooking, clothing, 
laundering, teaching, schooling, chauffeuring, supervising, 
listening, advising, marrying off, and the tremendous financial 
cost of all of this—it all adds up to a truly daunting task. Parenting 
a special needs child comes with even more responsibilities, as we 
know. However, there is a big difference between raising a typical 
child and raising a child with special needs. 

A typical child usually gives us tremendous nachas as they 
progress and accomplish. They learn to walk and talk; they laugh, 
play games, go to school, develop meaningful relationships and 
friendships, learn Torah, keep pertinent halachos, learn to read 
and write, graduate, eventually marry, and often find a career. 
All our effort seems worth it when these things happen. Not 
all of these things necessarily happen with every typical child, 
but usually they do. There is a feeling of accomplishment and 
satisfaction, and hope for the future.

Parenting a child with special needs is a different story. We may 
put in more effort, thought, and worry than the typical parent. 
But what hope do we have? Will our child accomplish all of the 
aforementioned achievements? Anything is possible and every 
situation is different, but for many of us, deep down we realize 
that in all likelihood our child won’t even come near to performing 
like other typical children. So, what do we have to hope for? Is it 
really worth our effort? We stay up nights, take our child to myriad 
therapies, deal with a child who can be difficult and uncooperative, 
wear ourselves down with stress and worry, spend tons of money 
on whatever we think might help his/her development, feel 
embarrassed when our child misbehaves in front of others, feel 
tied down to our homes…for what? WHAT’S THE POINT?

This is an important question. Because if we don’t have hope; if 
we don’t feel like we are accomplishing something worthwhile, 
we will be miserable. We will also quite likely not be successful 
since miserable parents = terrible parents. This will affect not 
only this child, but will impact our other children, our spouses, 
and other people close to us. Significantly. It may possibly 
change them forever.

I believe that the answer is simple. It is contained in four words. 
Here are three of them:

Everything is relative.

That’s right. Everything, and I mean everything, is relative.

How much can we really hope to accomplish in this world 
— compared with what there is to accomplish? Pirkei Avos 
(2:21) tells us clearly:לא עליך המלאכה לגמור– It is not for 
us to complete anything. ולא אתה בן חורין להבטל ממנה — 
yet we can’t just quit because of that. We have to do what 
we can, and that’s the criteria by which Hashem judges us: 
the work we do, not the work we complete. The final closing 
piece of advice in Pirkei Avos (5:26) is: לפום צערא אגרא —
the difficulty of a task and the effort put into it determines 
the amount of reward received. In Hashem’s eyes, we are great 
based on the effort we exert.

One wealthy individual seems to have done so much: he donated 
money to build five yeshiva buildings, three shuls and one 
hospital, he sponsored the entire Tomchai Shabbos bill for his 
community, and he employs 75 Jews who need work. Another 
person is so poor he can only afford to give a few dollars a week 
to some other poor, homeless Jew he knows. In Hashem’s eyes, 
the poor person may be greater than the wealthy person — if it 
was more difficult for him to share his meager resources than it 
was for the wealthy man to donate all that he did.

It’s not about what caliber children we produce. It’s about how 
much thought and effort we put into producing great children. 
And if our special child may not be the class valedictorian, 
or the most popular child, or may never speak a word, he’s 
just as precious to Hashem. And he can be great—not by the 
yardstick of good grades in school or a prestigious job, but by 
his own yardstick that only Hashem knows how to measure. 
When we help our child climb his own personal mountain, we 
have every right to feel just as proud, if not more so, than the 
parent of a typical child.

To be clear, I’m not insinuating that we need to focus our 
efforts on our special child at the expense of our other children 
or spouse. All our children have their own mountains to climb 
and they all need our help and support. It’s difficult to balance 
everyone’s needs and demands, but that’s part of being a parent. 
I’m only discussing the feeling of satisfaction we should feel 
with the efforts we exert for our special child.

Now, I know this may sound like “frum reid,” religious 
highfalutin’ words, but that’s okay. Because they’re 100% true, 
as we see from Chazal. They also make perfect sense. A parent’s 
contribution and input have intrinsic value, irrespective of how 
society values his future contributions to the world.

What's the 

Point
Rabbi Ezra Klein 

?
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But the truth is, you don’t have to be religious to understand 
that everything is relative. All humans inherently understand 
this truth. When a baby takes her first steps, what happens? 
Her parents go crazy, excitedly take pictures and videos, and 
call the grandparents and anyone who will listen about this 
momentous occasion. It’s even more exhilarating if it’s their 
first child. The truth? It seems to make absolutely no sense. 
Why in the world would you be excited about something 
that just about every person on the planet knows how to do? 
What’s the big deal about taking a few steps? Have the parents 
gone insane? Not at all. It really does make sense. But for only 
one reason. EVERYTHING IS RELATIVE. Yes, it’s true that 
billions of people also walk. But this baby, only a few minutes 
ago, could not walk. For this baby, relative to her abilities until 
this point, this is a huge accomplishment. Definitely worthy 
enough for her parents and grandparents to appreciate, savor, 
and cherish.

For our special children, we need to keep reminding ourselves 
that everything is relative. Every tiny amount of progress, 
every hint of goodness and value, every small step in the right 
direction, is huge. It is a cause for celebration 
and a feeling of accomplishment. Every 
child’s progress should be judged not relative 
to other children, but relative to this child’s 
ability up to this point. And even if they 
regress, we can appreciate how much they still 
can do, which for them is an achievement.

Don’t merely appreciate this intellectually. 
Put it into practice. When your child 
exhibits a desired trait, when he moves, or crawls ahead in his 
journey, when he finally does what you’ve been trying to get 
him to do for so long, get excited! Call your spouse, share it 
with your other children, your parents, or whoever understands 
your situation and can share in the moment. Are you worried 
about feeling foolish celebrating that your child, for the first 
time, didn’t have a tantrum when you left the grocery store? 
Don’t feel any more foolish than the parent who gets excited 
when their baby takes her first steps, or says, “Mommy” for the 
first time. Remind yourself: “Everything is relative.”

Hope will also return. You can look forward to real progress 
you can value. When hope returns, you will be a better parent, 
which will cause even better results.

I told you there were four words. Here is #4:

Patience.

Our special children tend to develop much more slowly than 
do typical children. That’s the name of the game. However, we 
are so used to the typical time frame of developing skills that 

we despair when it looks like our child will never get there. 
(Don’t get me started about how “encouraging” and “helpful” 
it is for therapists to continually remind us that our 12-year-
old is really at a “developmental age” of 5. Thanks a lot!)

We really need to develop our patience. He or she will, 
hopefully, eventually develop competent skills — when he or 
she is ready. Not when typical children develop the same skills, 
and not even when other children with the same condition 
develop them. Don’t compare. Each child is unique, and each 
will develop in his own way and at his own pace.

There were many times when we were quite worried about 
Nechama, our daughter with Down Syndrome, who is now in 
her teens. She could not nurse the first three months of her life. 
She didn’t smile the first nine months. She couldn’t say any words 
and couldn’t walk until she was about 4. She didn’t learn how to 
read until she was 10. Even after she was bas-mitzvah she could 
not stay still long enough to attend Megillah reading in shul.

She’s a teenager now and she’s taught us how important it is 
to be patient. Now, she loves reading and 
she is able to recite a d’var Torah by the 
Shabbos table, reading paragraphs that 
have English and Hebrew letters in the 
same sentence. She enhances our Shabbos 
table with her zemiros. Her smile lights up 
the world. There are other teenagers who 
genuinely love her and enjoy spending time 
with her. A friend related to me how, when 
out driving, his daughters were so excited 

when they saw Nechama, even though she didn’t see them. He 
explained to me that they really love her; she’s not just a chesed 
case. Last Purim, she went to shul and listened quietly to the 
entire Megillah. She attends a mainstream school, albeit with 
a modified program, learns Chumash, remembers teich, and is 
able to answer specific questions about the Chumash.

As all investment firms warn us: “results may vary.” Your child 
may progress more or less than mine. The point is that, with 
patience, we will hopefully, b’ezras Hashem, see significant 
progress. Knowing this will surely make us more hopeful, 
optimistic, and positive. And who can’t use a little more of that?

Everything is relative.
Patience.
Two phrases.
Four words.

They can change everything.

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

When we help our child 
climb his own personal 

mountain, we have every 
right to feel just as proud, 

if not more so, than the 
parent of a typical child.
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Rebbetzin Batsheva Kanievsky, wife of HaRav Chaim Kanievsky, 
shlita, and daugher of HaRav Yosef Shalom Elyahsiv, zatzal, was 
a legendary mother to all of Klal Yisroel.  She was one of the most 
remarkable, selfless and beloved women in our generation. The 
following are excerpts from the chapter Special Deeds for Special 
Needs in the biography about Rebbetzin Kanievsky.

Duvid and Esther Weingarten*, Bobover Chassidim from Boro 
Park, were heading to Eretz  Yisroel to daven and get brachos before 
their eldest son’s wedding. Several days prior to the trip, 13-year-
old daughter Sarah* - the youngest of their nine children, who 
has Down Syndrome – begged to accompany them. The more 
they tried to convince Sarah not to go, the more she insisted on 
going. Finally, they agreed to take her along.

When they met the Rebbetzin, she offered young Sarah a 
candy. The girl, who was not responsive to strangers, refused 
it. The Rebbetzin then asked, “Could you be my assistant and 
give out candies to all the children waiting here?” and handed 
Sarah a bowl of candies to distribute. When the girl finished 
doling out the candies, the Rebbetzin told her, “You deserve 
two candies because you were such a dedicated assistant!”

Duvid and Esther stressed how impressive it was that within two 
minutes the Rebbetzin got Sarah to open up, as it was usually 
very difficult to get her to respond to people she didn’t know.

When the Weingartens were leaving, the Rebbetzin asked the 
couple to come into her kitchen for a minute. She pointed 
through the doorway to the precious Sarah and told them that 
the Chazon Ish used to say that children with Down Syndrome 
have very elevated neshamos. She then told Duvid and Esther 
something that rings in their ears to this day: “Take good care 
of my new friend Sarah,” she instructed. “If you have such a 
child in your house, it is as if you have a kameya (amulet for 
mazel) in the house.”

The Rebbetzin then related that the Chazon Ish mentioned in 
R’ Chaim’s presence that special-needs children have special 
elevated souls that are on a higher level than any other souls 
that descend in our generation. They are in this world because 
in order to achieve their final tikkun (perfection), all they need 
is to spend time here; their neshamos are otherwise perfect. He 
noted that it is a special merit and zechus for the parents of a 
special-needs child, as they are assisting their child’s neshamah to 
complete its final tikkun in this world. The Chazon Ish would 
rise when a special-needs child entered his house, and explain 
that he was standing up in honor of his or her lofty neshamah.

There is an interesting postscript to this story. During the 
meal on the 17th of Tishrei (Shabbos Chol HaMoed), while the 
Weingartens were discussing an unrelated topic, Sarah began 
speaking about Rebbetzin Kanievsky and the candies that she 
had received from her. On Motza’ei Shabbos they heard the 
tragic news that the Rebbetzin had passed away that day.

The Rebbetzin’s physician, Dr. Meshulam Hart, had a large 
pediatric practice in Bnei Brak. During the shivah, he told R’ 
Chaim that he had a young girl as a patient who, at six months, 
developed a very severe case of skin lesions and leprosy. When 
the mother brought the child to the Rebbetzin for a berachah, 
the Rebbetzin picked her up and held her in her arms, and 
began kissing the child, despite the open lesions and leprosy 
that afflicted her entire body.

During the mother’s next visit to Dr. Hart, she told him about 
the visit to the Rebbetzin. “To be honest,” she told Dr. Hart, “I 
found it hard to kiss my own baby, as her severe skin condition 
really disgusted me. When I saw how the Rebbetzin picked up 
a stranger’s child and kissed her so many times, I found it easier 
to hold my own daughter and have since been able to kiss her 
as well.”

Mrs. Miriam Cohen related that in the more than 30 years that 
she knew her, the Rebbetzin never laughed at anyone. She once 
told Miriam that one of the most important aspects of relating 
to people with mental and emotional issues is to treat them 
with the same dignity and respect as one treats everyone else.

Mrs. Yehudit Ben Abu, who spent almost every day with the 
Rebbetzin for almost 30 years, added that it would never have 
occurred to the Rebbetzin to joke about or recount humorous 
things the petitioners said or did. Not once in all of Mrs. Ben 
Abu’s years with the Rebbetzin did she recall even a slight smirk 
at a petitioner’s expense, even though they occasionally said 
some very funny things.

Another assistant, Mrs. Miriam Amrani, explained that the 
more serious a person’s mental-health problem was, the more 
the Rebbetzin focused on making her feel comfortable and 
“normal.” If someone with a mental illness said something 
funny, the Rebbetzin never even smiled and wouldn’t discuss it 
later with anyone. Rather, she dispensed extra hugs, kisses, and 
attention to those who suffered emotional distress.

Reproduced from Rebbetzin Kanievsky by Naftali and Naomi 
Weinberger with Nina Indigwith permission of the copyright 
holders, ArtScroll / Mesorah Publications, Ltd.
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Any ideas for how to deal with 
my child’s hurtful behaviors 

like pulling hair, biting, and 
pushing down the toddler? I 
hope so, because it’s really out 
of hand in our house (especially 

during lock-down).

Tips From
The Experts

hey! that’s us!

We have the same story in our house. My daughter’s 
therapist advised us to completely ignore these 
behaviors, as they are totally attention-seeking. 
Getting any attention, even negative, creates a feeling 
of wanting to repeat the behavior. If we don’t reward 
with attention, there will be no reason to repeat it. It 
isn’t easy advice to follow, but I think it can work if 
we really do it.

Thanks for a great question! I 
wish I had a practical answer, 
but it’s tough. When it happens, 
take care of the hurt child as 
calmly as possible and try to 
put all emotions and pity aside. 
Remember it’s not only your 
nisayon, it’s also your children’s 
nisayon that Hashem, the Baal 
haRachamim, gave them. You 
can only do the best you can. If 
the siblings are mature enough, 
empathize and explain this to 
them during a calm moment.  

Hatzlocha. -T.S.

Question for the next issue:

A reader suggested the Sibs Spot question from this issue  
would be great to ask our parents, too. 

Ok, here goes: How is your life better because you have a special child?
Let us know how the experts do it!

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

SHARING

I was wondering about this 
myself recently, and found 
that reading Jewish chinuch 
material has helped change 
my perspective, instead of 
forcing my son’s behavior to 
change. Forcing our children 
is not always a long-term 
solution. I participated in 
a seminar given by Mussi 
Diskin, who presented the 
frum side of something called 
“The Nurtured Heart 
Approach.” She taught 
me how to help my son 
learn appropriate  behavior 
through compassion and 
understanding. I also 
recommend  reading Rabbi 
Shalom Arush’s  writings 
on Emunah/parenting/
education. Several of his 
books discuss how to 
stop our children from 
misbehaving. I find his calm, 
Jewish-oriented perspective 
true, authentic, and timeless.

I think the more we force 
something, the less positive 
reaction we receive. The 
parent needs to communicate 
what is considered proper/
improper behavior, while 
not becoming  an emotional 
hot-button. The more we 
understand our children, 
instead of trying to get our 
children to understand us, 
the  better our children will 
reciprocate and respect 
our wishes.         -D.M., N.Y. 

I would suggest paying close attention to exactly when these behaviors take place 
and try to figure out if there’s any pattern. Once you know what’s causing it, you 
can try to solve the underlying issue, which can be much more effective than just 
disciplining. For example, if it’s occurring close to mealtime, maybe hunger brings 
on aggression. Does he/she need more attention? More hugs? Is the house too noisy? 
(I don’t know what to do about that one during lock-down!) The idea is to address 
the cause as opposed to the behavior, which is really just a form of your child trying 
to communicate. Leah W.

The answer to this is to keep 
the child preoccupied. How 
to keep them preoccupied is 
the question! It varies for each 
child. 

-Cheskel Fisher  
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Smar t Safe&IN THE BEDROOMFraydel Dickstein

I am so excited to discuss bedroom, as there is so much to 
share about this important room. We all know that our mental 
health is largely contingent on our sleep; this goes both for us 
and our children.

I do want to share that I am overwhelmed with the details 
of the bedroom. There are so many different types of special 
neshamalach, and I know there is no way I can do justice to 
all of them in this column. I am once again overcome with 
awe for each and every one of you and what you cope with on 
a daily basis. Many of you don’t just cope but even thrive—
wherever you are, whatever you are up to, you are heroes!

For me personally, the bedroom and sleeping in general was, 
and still is, a huge and ongoing challenge. Nevertheless, it’s 
amazing how the little things we did really chipped away at the 
big challenge, making it easier.

I will start with the bed itself. We are lucky enough to have Yehuda 
still sleeping on a bed—the top of a high riser (one bar on the 
bottom is cracked—probably from our gorgeous 11 year old who 
still jumps on it). I was told that box spring beds are stronger. 

For years, I felt bad that my son’s bed had a bad odor. With 
vinegar and baking soda I was able to contain it so the entire 
room didn’t smell, but I could not get rid of it completely.  I 
felt bad for him to be sleeping on a bed that smelled of carpet 
cleaner which I would use to get the smell out. One day I was 
driving with an older experienced mother, and I shared that I 
was moving and didn’t want to take my son’s bed along, as it 
smelled. She advised me to buy two mattress covers. I went 
straight to a local linen store to purchase them. The bottom 
one is a medium grade plastic cover that zippers on the bed.

 
Medium Grade Plastic Mattress Cover 
with zipper, $10 in Linen Gardens; The 
top one is a cozy soft padded mattress 
cover that goes on top. The combination 
is incredible. The plastic doesn’t rip 

easily (it took 6 months to rip but it’s cheap and not a big 
deal to replace) because the padded soft one on top protects 
it. The best part is that when you take off the soft one to wash 
daily, the bed is still covered and the smell stays out.

Extra Thick Mattress Pad, Size: Twin-XL, $30 in Linen 
Gardens

This has been working so well. When 
Yehuda went to camp, I laid on his bed to 
see if I could give it to a guest and I could 
not believe it—it smelled like Tide. I was 
really excited about it. I already had many 
soft, semi-waterproof mattress covers 

with elastic from before, which I use on top of the plastic one 
and it works great!

I have a friend who bought a waterproof mattress. She got it 
from a local children’s furniture store. She found this to be 

amazing and she just washes it down as 
needed—no smells, no problems. It is 
very costly, but is a great investment that 
perhaps I will make one day. This can also 
work if you are afraid to use sheets for 
safety reasons.

Waterproof Incontinence Mattress model LDDELUXT , 
$389 from Piccolino Baby

Another really exciting breakthrough for me is linen. I bought 
4 adorable identical quilts from Walmart. They are regular 
quilts but are a bit lightweight, which allows me to toss his 
blanket and mattress cover in the wash each morning. It’s 
pretty effortless and everything always smells so fresh—Thank 
you Hashem! The quilts are wearing out after a year, but it was 
worth every penny. This eliminated lots of the linen-changing 

time, as I previously used duvet covers 
which are a pain to keep changing. 
They were not working anyway, as the 
quilt itself would get smelly through 
the cover.

Twin Size Reversible Quilt, $19.99 in Walmart;

Another tip that I will include in the bedroom, as the vast 
majority of bedrooms are carpeted, is this fabulous carpet cleaner 
I have, which is basically baking soda plus fragrance.
Sometimes I sprinkle it just to freshen the carpet when it’s 
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feeling yucky. Also, if I can’t attend to a stain (as in 
an accident) right away, I will sprinkle this on to dry 
and neutralize the mess.
 
ARM & HAMMER 42.6 oz. Carpet Cleaning 
Solution, $2.59 in Lowes

I am no sleep trainer, but I will share with you a 
point of view that changed my life: it is that the best thing I 
could do for me and my child is sleep! It helped me realize that 
not letting Yehuda come out of his room at night is the biggest 
kindness I can do. There are different ways to accomplish this.

I would break this method down into two options. One way is 
to create a totally safe bedroom for your child, and another way 
is to have an enclosed bed or crib that your child is safe within.
Yehuda is 11, so I go with a safe room. For us, that just means 
there is nothing toxic in his room and the window is secured. 
We currently have Skyline windows, which have 2 locks and 2 
pop outs on top. This is really very hard for a child to open. A 
little trick that we did when we had windows without these extra 
features was to loosen one screw, which blocked the window 
from being able to open. From what I’ve heard, good strong bars 
for the outside of the window can be obtained from a place that 
does railings for houses. We also keep the door to the upstairs 
part of the house locked, as well as the laundry room and attic, 
so even if he is up alone, he is pretty contained….

For others, a safe room may very well mean clearing the room 
entirely of all furniture and even covering outlets and removing 
linens due to a suffocation hazard. I know many mothers who 
put a gate by the door, and that works well for their child. The 
idea is that the household can sleep without fearing for their 
child’s safety if the child wakes up or is impossible to get to sleep.

There are multiple enclosed crib and bed options to buy in 
pursuit of a safe sleeping space. Most of them are quite expensive, 
and it can be worth going through insurance to cover the 
purchase. When trying to get it covered, safety concerns need 
to be stressed. Keep in mind that it can take a long time (as in 
many months!) to make a purchase through insurance, so start 
working on it before it’s an emergency.  Another idea I want to 
mention here is that Beininu.org has a forum of people sharing 
medical equipment. I did see some cribs and beds posted there.

The simplest option for a crib is to add a crib tent. They are 
costly, but if the child is not too big it’s super effective. There is 
a cheaper version that fits a Pack ‘n Play.

Baby Lylou Safety Pop-up Crib Tent, 
$64.99 on Amazon; I know a few people 
who used regular cribs and had a handyman 
make the walls higher and not climbable.

When the child grows out of a crib, there are many great beds 
to choose from.

The Loft Bed House Two-Tone Full 
Bed, $715.99, from Buy Buy Baby 
+ a few hundred dollars more for the 
additions (You can usually easily find 
a 20% off coupon for Buy Buy Baby 
online).

The Loft Bed House was recommended by 
a fellow special needs mother. It’s meant as 
a cool, fun, regular bed and does not have 
a medical/special needs look to it. She had 
someone add slats and a door that can 

lock. She says it’s a total lifesaver and highly recommends it.

Boogaloo Bed from Boogaloobeds.
com (You don’t want to know the price 
on this one! This is meant to be purchased 
through insurance.) 

This is a phenomenal bed that I am personally trying to get 
for my son through insurance. My son’s OT recommended a 
rep from a big medical equipment company who just got me a 
stroller and is now trying to help me get this bed.

Here are two more websites with many great bed options that 
can often be covered by insurance.

             bedsbygeorge.com             www.rehabmart.com 

As I write this, bedtime routines come to mind, and the topic 
feels almost as insurmountable as the issue itself has felt. Instead 
of going through options, I will share my sleep journey with 
you in the hope that it can help you.

When we were thrown into an unknown, frightening world after 
Yehuda’s regression, we were lost as to what to do. I would put 
Yehuda to bed at night and sit at his bedside until he fell asleep. This 
could take hours; I would sing, cry, say Tehilim, and go crazy. Things 
were up and things were down. The day came when my husband 
and I went to a parenting class for those who are gifted with special 
neshmalach, specifically in the autism category. Our first success was 
with bedtime and I will share with you how we did it.

First and foremost, I had to recognize that Yehuda and I 
needed to sleep, and that the benefits of sleep outweighed the 
possibility of him feeling forced or not being able to express 
himself. I approached bedtime with one goal: he and I would 
sleep! I put him to bed with love and warmth, said Shema, along 
with a song going through all the parts of his day and saying 
good night to everyone we knew. I told him I will see him in 

continued on page 29
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Of all the rooms in house, you wouldn’t think the place 
to laugh would be the laundry room, would you? (Unless 
it’s the “starting to lose my grip” type of laughter, as I 
look in disbelief at the 17 matchless socks at the bottom 
of the hamper.) But I speak of the genuine variety that 
bubbles up spontaneously, the uncontrollable giggles 
as something humorous strikes. I know this all sounds 
kind of vague and strange, so I invite you to accompany 
me as I do my laundry tonight.

Here we are; it’s 11:10 pm on Monday night. I have 
to throw in a load of towels to be ready for day camp 
tomorrow and sort today’s pile of dirty clothes into the 
hampers. Sounds simple... Let’s start with the towels. I 
open the washing machine door and start throwing in 
towels, when something catches my eye. I reach in and 
pull out an empty water bottle, a toy car and a dirty 
pair of pants. I look at the pants in consternation-what 
in the world are they doing in my washing machine? 
Suddenly I remember that yesterday, at about 5pm, 
Moishy was scooting around without his pants on. Now, 
that is not an unusual occurrence. What was unusual is 
that instead of the empty pants lying on the floor, they 
were nowhere to be found. I searched the entire house 
from top to bottom, wondering where Moishy could 
have hidden his pants, until I gave up and took out a 
new pair. If only I would have realized what a balabusta 
he is – he put his dirty pants into the washing machine! 
I guess he didn’t want them to be lonely so he threw in 
a few other things along with them...

Okay, I remove the offending objects and load up the 
machine. Now for the sorting... I turn my attention to 
the basket of today’s dirty clothes. Instead of articles 
of clothing, I find crumpled tissues, cups, toys, and the 
orange toothbrush we couldn’t find earlier at bedtime... 

Moishy enjoys sending souvenirs down the laundry chute 
from upstairs… He definitely makes my job interesting!

I start picking my way through the pile, spraying and 
separating colors. A bottle a day (of Oxiclean) gets 
the stains away! The sights and smells on his clothing 
make me relive the experiences of the past 24 hours in 
my mind. Somehow the things that exasperated me in 
midst of the chaos make me smile at the quiet end of 
my day. His shirt is covered in an array of colors that 
look like a modern art painting: light red watermelon 
and chocolate stains make a pretty background for 
the toothpaste streaks intersected with orange magic 
marker. I empty half the bottle of stain remover all over 
it and pray for the best. I’m about to start spraying the 
shorts when I notice a rip in the seat. Oh well, I should 
know by now that Moishy’s shorts are disposable. (The 
current stats are: cotton leggings – one time use; good 
quality cotton/poly – four uses; jeans – twenty uses until 
they rip.) He scoots on his bottom, which rubs out and 
rips his pants/shorts . . .

There are just a few more articles of clothing on the 
bottom of the basket... Something is strange here. Why 
am I unfolding clean-smelling clothing to check for 
stains? They look too familiar… Yes, of course! These 
are the clean, folded clothes that I brought upstairs this 
morning! It seems Moishy wanted to help his sister put 
away her laundry, so he threw it all down the chute again!

As I refold the pile, I can’t help cracking up from my 
little “helper”! My night activity over, I wipe down the 
machines and put the spray up on a high shelf. Then 
I thank Hashem for my delicious boy who keeps me 
as busy as can be, yet brings us more joy than I ever 
knew possible.
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On the Lighter Side...

Moishy's Mommy

Laughing in My Laundry Room

Pure yumminess!
Z.M. from N.Y.



 HIPPO Therapy 

Lets Get Educated

Tzivi Schmidt, MAT

HIPPO THERAPY

This is not about hippopotami! Hippo is Greek for horse; 
Hippo Therapy refers to therapeutic horseback riding (not to 
be confused with adaptive riding), utilized to improve posture, 
mobility, speech, balance, and daily functions for people of all 
ages with motor skill deficiencies.

Who is the Hippo Therapist?
Occupational Therapists (OT), Physical Therapists (PT), or 
Speech and Language Pathologists (SLP) incorporate equine 
therapy into their patient’s plan of care alongside other tools 
and strategies. Strong collaboration among a patient’s therapists 
enable a good Hippo therapist to incorporate all areas into a 
therapy session.

What is Hippo therapy?
The goal of Hippo Therapy is not to teach the patient to ride 
a horse, but to teach the patient skills such as cognition- can 
the person follow simple instructions while on or with a horse? 
Basic goals start with the horse at a standstill and build up to 
the patient multitasking as the horse is moving; building up 
core muscles and cognition simultaneously. A goal might be: 
catch the ball (being thrown to you) while the horse is moving.
There are various angles to help develop speech skills.  Many 
patients find it easier to connect with a horse then a person. 

A nonverbal person learns that for the horse to move, he/
she needs to either say a word (ie: ‘Go!’), vocalize a sound, or 
make a gesture, depending on the goal.  The therapist guides 
the patient to first connect with the animal and facilitates 
emerging speech skills, then carries the skills over to dialogue 
with people.

There are many opportunities for OT and PT that  can be 
completed in a therapy session. Horses can provide symmetric, 
systemic, and rhythmic movement, enabling the therapist to 
help the patient with input and sensory needs. A child/adult 
can even learn to stand on the horse (balance).
Safety is foremost: there is always a person leading the horse 
and a side walker for extra support.

Why go the Hippo Therapy route?
It’s exciting! It’s motivating! It’s safe!  It has been used to help 
children walk when doctors had given up!

Where is Hippo Therapy available?
There are a number of programs throughout the United 
States that offer Hippo Therapy. If travel to a ranch isn’t an 
option, engineering students at Rice University created a horse 
simulator four years ago, making possible much of the same 
outcome from the comfort of one’s home.
Happy Riding!

the morning. Then, I stood by his door and every time he tried 
to step out, I would avoid eye contact and say tonelessly: “We 
are going to bed,” while barring his exit. I knew it would take 
some time for him to realize we were serious about it. It did 
take more than 3 weeks, but he got it. Every once in a while, 
we have to redo this…. These days I take a body pillow and lay 
down against his door and sleep, and he goes to sleep too.

The book Autistic Logistics by Kate Wilde contains a fantastic 
chapter on sleep. I refer back to this whenever our sleep routine 
goes off again.

I just want to end off by wishing you tremendous hatzlacha with 
this very significant life function that, in my mind, is always a 
journey with ups and downs, but hopefully manageable.

Once again, do not hesitate to contact me with any questions. 
I would love to help you. Helping a family sleep is one of the 
biggest zechusim anyone can have!

Postscript from last issue: Regarding gates, after doing some 
more research, I ended up hiring a local worker and buying a 
wooden gate along with all the necessary paraphernalia from 
Lowes. It came out considerably cheaper, and time will tell if it 
was a good idea….
Please note that wooden gates can possibly be climbable, 
so make sure it will work for you. Additionally, a reader 
mentioned that Shaklee has cleaning products that are not 
harmful if swallowed. You can contact them directly for more 
information (us.shaklee.com).

continued from page 27
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Ref lections on
Hakofos

C. E.

Simchas Torah was always my favorite holiday. As a girl, 
watching the men dance and the kids having a great time was 
a yearly highlight. As I got older, I looked forward to having a 
husband of my own on the other side of the mechitza. When 
I indeed became a young married woman, I could not get 
enough of watching my graceful, lively husband whirling 
around, celebrating the Torah he felt truly connected to. 
When we had children of our own to join in the dancing, my 
joy was that much greater.

It did not take long for Simchas Torah to become my only 
shul attendance of the year. Rosh HaShana and Yom Kippur 
were days I stayed home; privileged to care for the King’s 
children—the precious neshmalach Hashem had placed in 
my care. As such, Simchas Torah took on a new meaning. I 
was grateful that my Shabbos shaitel covered my eyes so no 
one could see how emotional I got. As the awe of being in 
shul at such a special time hit me, I would feel my heart soar 
in prayer. When the men sang V’shavti b’vais Hashem (May I 
dwell in God’s house), I would plead that my husband and I 
merit that he stay within the sacred walls of Torah. V’tahayr 
Libaynu (Purify our hearts) they sang—how I would cry that 
Hashem indeed purify our hearts so we could serve him in 
truth. V’dabayk Libaynu—I would beg that our hearts cleave 
to the Torah.

This year, I knew that our special needs child would probably 
not have too easy of a time. I got to shul at night and gave the 
kids over to my husband, then went to the ladies’ section to 
take in the beautiful scene. I couldn’t see my husband or kids, 
but assumed I was just not in a good spot. I had just sat down 
when my nephew came up to tell me that my son was crying. 
I left my baby in someone’s care and went downstairs to find 
our special little guy. He was in the stroller with his coat on, 
his hood velcroed shut, to show me, in the only way he could, 
that he wanted me to take him home.

My husband suggested I do so, as he did not see much of 
a future for us there that night. However, as we live quite a 
distance from shul, there was no way I was going to walk home 
alone. So I settled in and tried to get my son to sit nicely in the 
stroller while I found a spot outside from which to watch the 
men. My son, however, was completely incapable of sitting 
for more than two minutes, so I found myself running down 
the block after him, stopping him from ruining the shul’s 
plants, etc. I was exhausted, but I figured this was just my way 
of doing Hakofos. Eventually, our son went back in and even 
enjoyed himself. I pleaded with Hashem that my husband 
and I merit to sit in the Bais Hashem, with an added prayer 
that our special boy also merit the ability to learn Torah.

The next morning, I went to shul with a different mindset-
that we were going to do whatever it took to make this work. I 
sent our son into the men’s section and he seemed to be happy 
and doing well. My husband was honored with holding the 
Torah during one of the early Hakofos, which filled me with 
nachas.  I wondered where our special little guy had gone, 
but I saw that my husband had given him to his brother. My 
husband, who in the past, lived for this moment of holding 
the Torah, now went over with the Torah to check on our boy. 
I watched him hand the Torah to someone else, then pick up 
our son in its place. This was a very bittersweet moment for 
me: I was sad that my husband could not even enjoy holding 
the Torah he lives for, yet I felt that my husband had become 
‘bigger’ and understood what Hashem truly wanted of him.

The moment of my epiphany came when the men were 
singing Ashrei Mi Sh’amolo b’Torah (Happy is he who toils 
in Torah). I was overcome by emotion as these words took 
on a new, deeper meaning for me. When we married, the 
one thing my husband wanted to do was to learn Torah. He 
trusted me fully with all parenting matters, so that he was 
free to concentrate on his learning. As the situation with 
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our son became more complex however, my 
husband, who had previously only worn his 
black hat, learned to wear fireman, police, and 
even mommy hats. He learned more about 
doctors and therapies than many seasoned 
professionals. He was so not the type to be an 
involved father, yet he became a master in this 
area. The hours he has devoted to our son is 
something I never dreamed he could do. I was 
supposed to be the strong one, yet when life 
demanded this of him, colors shone that we 
never knew he possessed.

This struck me as the true meaning of Ashrei 
Mi Sh’amolo b’Torah - Someone whose entire 
being is Torah can forego the honor of holding 
a Sefer Torah to care for his son. He can step 
beyond himself to play hide and seek. He can 
install locks on the doors when he can barely 
screw in a nail. He can sit by his son’s bedside 
for hours. Torah makes people truly great, and 
when they are tested, it is astonishing what 
they can do. We may think we are so special 
by working, to allow our husbands to learn, 
but we are getting the greatest gift in return: 
a better spouse.

I dream that our special little guy will also 
merit to be one with Torah, that he bring 
nachas to Hashem, whether it is by him or 
through people giving to him. His being one 
with Torah is a dream, but it never hurts to 
dream....and sometimes dreams come true.

He can install locks on the 
doors when he can barely screw 
in a nail. He can sit by his son’s 
bedside for hours. Torah makes 

people truly great, and when 
they are tested, it is astonishing 

what they can do. 
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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.

Getting Language In While You’re Getting Out

Finally!  We never thought we’d see the day!  Now that life is 
getting back into some sort of routine, let’s see how we can 
incorporate some language into our getting-out-the-door 
routine.  I know what you’re thinking: “I have enough to 
worry about trying to get out; I don’t need anything extra!” 
But let’s make this fun, simple, and (hopefully!) helpful.

I want to break this down into two very broad levels of 
communicators (these levels can apply to any of the routines 
we’ve talked about in past issues): 

Level 1: A child who has difficulty making the connection 
that is essential for communication

Level 2: A child who communicates intentionally

Our goal with Level 1: Increase awareness and interaction and 
provide more opportunities for the social connection, which is 
a prerequisite for actual language.  A good way to think about 
it is: In order to have something to communicate about, you 
need someone to communicate with.

Our goal with Level 2, the “intentional communicator”: 
Give him more language to use.  Depending on the level 
the child is at, this can be: more words, more sentences, 
more grammar, or more complex sequences/narratives. 
This can be verbal or nonverbal communication. 

So... back to getting-out-the-door.  Here are some examples 
at each of the levels for ways to incorporate language.

Getting out:
Level 1: We want to get some routines in place that will 
give opportunities for communication. Try these: 

• When putting on your child’s jacket, play ‘peek-a-boo’ 
with his hands.  “Where’s Noach’s hand/fingers?” 
PAUSE—the pause is really important, remember 
OWL (Observe, Wait, Listen—see Neshamale Issue 2). 
“There they are!”

• When zipping, “1,2,3.....ZIP!” Make it fun! 

Once your child gets the hang of it, you will start to see him 
initiate when you pause.  Maybe he’ll reach down to show 

you he wants to zip up, maybe he’ll laugh when his fingers 
pop out of the sleeve. That’s what you want.

Level 2: Make a simple visual checklist for getting out the 
door, that your child can either follow independently, or 
look forward to when you help him through it.  You can 
put things like: ‘lunch’, ‘coat’, ‘backpack’, on it.  Don’t 
get caught up in the logistics of it. You can even draw 
some simple pictures, stick it in a sheet protector, and use 
a dry-erase marker to check the items off.  Be creative - or 
not!

In the Car:
The car opens up a lot of “windows” to new language 
opportunities.
Level 1:
• Try making a routine out of putting on your child’s seat 

belt.  Get silly sometimes and do something wrong! 
Maybe start strapping a different kid in his seat (only if 
you’re running early!).

• When you get to school, don’t unbuckle him right away.  
Say: “We’re here!” and then WAIT.  He might let you 
know that he wants you to let him out.  

• If he loves music in the car, wait for his “request” before 
you turn it on.

• You can make a routine out of Stop and Go: “We’re at 
a red light. STOP! Oh! It’s green, should we go? GO!”

Level 2: 
Categories: You can play a game where you try to list all of 
the things you can think of in a specific category. Examples: 
Green things, things that grow from the ground, types of 
vehicles, types of food, crunchy things, etc.

Modifiers: Think of descriptions for some of the things you 
see out the window. Examples: Green grass, tall tree, huge 
truck. Put them in sentences.

Sequences: First we go down this street, then...we’ll be at 
school!

Oh, the places you’ll go!

  Leah Tawil, SLP
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Letting Go
Nechama Stein

I am a big believer in getting help for our special needs 
children. I imagine there are mothers who complain that 
life is too difficult with her special needs child, that she 
is not surviving. But Hashem answers her: “Shalachti 
Refuah Lifnei HaMakah”—I prepared the help you need 
even before your child was born.”

It is important to be able to let go and say: “Thank you 
Hashem that my child was born in this generation, in 
which there are so many respite programs, Shabbatons, 
Bnos, after school programs, and camps for these 
children.”

Hashem is sending us the help. Let’s take it! We need 
time to breathe. We need time for our other children. Do 
the research necessary to make sure it is a responsible 
program, and that they have mature and reliable 
counselors. Then, let go. It’s OK to send your child out; 
these programs are fun, and your child will likely get 
more attention there than at home.

I have a friend who just sent her special needs child to 
camp for the first time at age 10. It was a major step 
for these parents—they could have used the help for 
years, but didn’t feel right sending “such a young child 
off to camp.” I am happy to say that I think times are 
changing. My five year old son with special needs is 
now in a sleepaway camp for the entire summer. I was 
excited to see pictures of him in camp, with many other 
five year olds there too.

We are learning to do our research, and letting our birds 
fly at a very young age.

Before I sent my son off to a Shabbaton this 
year, I wrote him this poem and gave it to 
the director of the Shabbaton. She kindly 
made copies of the poem and gave it out to 
all the counselors caring for the children at 
the Shabbaton.

To my dear beloved child,
I am sending you my child, 
on a Shabbaton for one day,
A counselor will be your Mommy 
while I am away,
Your thoughts and feelings you can’t express,
And many things she will have to guess.
Are you hungry? Are you thirsty? Are you tired?
Are you upset? Does something hurt?
She will do her best to care for you,
With warmth, love, and loads of
responsibility too.
If something doesn’t seem right, she will go
Straight to the directors, because she
loves you so.
She will keep you safe and know where
you are all the time,
She really cares for you, dear child of mine.
With all this in mind, you can let go
of my hand,
Go and have a great time,
let your horizons expand.
With love,
Mommy

Neshamale Magazine | Tishrei Edition     33

MY VIEW · READERS SUBMISSION



What Goes Around
Chaya Gitty Grunbaum

I met you the other day in Columbia Hospital.
Tight-lipped...
Dark circles under your eyes...
A baby in your carriage,
And a bag full of things you might need...

I know this look well.
That was me three years ago...
At the start of our journey.
Taking my son to one of his many appointments.
So overwhelmed… 
So alone.
Lost in a new and unfamiliar world.

Although I usually keep to myself,
I spoke to you.
Told you some things...
Gave you some ideas…
Some contacts and phone numbers... 
Some bits of strength,
Some light…
You took it.
You looked empowered...
Like you felt better,
Having heard from someone
Who’s been there much longer,
Who is probably much stronger.
You were amazed at me...
I laughed inside.

When I walked out of our room later,
I met you, another mother.
Broad shoulders,
A knowing smile...
A confident look in your eyes.
Like “you got this”...
Your non-verbal, not-yet-walking son is 30 years old.
His wheelchair and walker are parked at your side,
And a bag full of things you might need...

I know this look well
From my imagination...
It’s me, some 20 years from now,
Taking my son to an appointment.
So experienced,
Somewhat exhausted,
Yet very comfortable and okay in “this” world...
Our world...

You spoke to me.
Told me some things... 
Gave me some ideas...
Some bits of strength, 
Some light...
I took it.
I felt empowered. 
It was good to hear from someone
Who’s been there much longer,
Who is probably much stronger.
I was amazed at you…
I felt better inside.

Galgal chozer ha’olam...
The world goes round and round...
We special mothers...
We get some, we give some...
We are there for each other.
It’s me to you
And you to me...
From mother to mother...
Sharing ideas,
Sharing strength.
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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

Aleha haShalom – May she rest in peace
Aliyah – (lit: to go up) to move to Israel, to be called up for the 
Torah reading in synagogue
Avodah – work, worship service
Ba’al haRachamim – Master of Mercy (reference to G-d)
Baal Tokea – person who blows the shofar
Balabusta – uber-capable housewife (Y)
B’chasdei Hashem – with G-d’s kindness
B’ezras Hashem – with the help of G-d
B’karov – soon 
Baruch Hashem – Praise G-d
Brachos – blessings 
Chazal – our Sages, of blessed memory (acronym: Chachamim 
Zichronom L’vracha)
Chazaras haShatz – Prayer leader’s repetition of the Shemona 
Esrai, the main prayer service
Cheder – yeshiva elementary school (Y)
Chesed – acts of kindness 
Cheshbon haNefesh – spiritual accounting
Chinuch – Jewish education 
Chizuk – fortitude, encouragement
Daas Torah – advice of the Torah sages
Daven/Davening – pray, prayer (Y)
Dvar Torah – short Torah lesson
Emunah – grounded faith, trust
Frum – religiously observant (Y)
Galus – exile 
Gemora – Talmud (A)
HaKadosh Boruch Hu – The Holy One, Blessed Be He (G-d)
Hakafos – circle dancing with Torahs on holiday of Simchas Torah
Halachos – Jewish laws
Hashgacha – supervision 
Hatzlacha – wish for success
Hatzalas nefashos – life saving 
Heilig – holy (Y)
Kallah – bride 
Kedusha – holiness 
Koach – strength 
Kolos – the blasts of the shofar
Maariv – the evening prayer service

Mamash – absolutely 
Mashiach – the Messiah
Mechazek – to encourage, give strength to
Mechitzah – physical divider
Mechuyav – obligated 
Mesivta – yeshiva high school (A)
Mincha – afternoon prayer service
Mitzvos – Torah commandments
Motzai Shabbos – Saturday night (post-Shabbos)
Mussaf – additional prayer service for Shabbos and holidays
Nachas – pride and joy
Neshamos – souls 
Nisayon – test 
Rebbetzin – rabbi’s wife (Y)
Refuah Lifney haMakah – the cure before the affliction
Ribono shel Olam – Master of the Universe (G-d)
Rosh Yeshiva – Dean of yeshiva
Sechel – common sense
Seder – ritual Passover dinner service
Sefer Torah – Torah scroll
Shana Beis – Second year (of school)
Sheitel – wig 
Shiur/Shiurim – Torah lecture
Shivah – seven days of mourning for close relatives 
Shofar – ram’s horn
Simcha – joy, joyous occasion
Siyata d’Shmaya – Heavenly help (A)
Tefilla – prayer 
Teich – translate (Y)
Tekiah, Shvarim, Teruah – the three types of shofar blasts
Torah – Five Books of Moses; inclusive term for body of Jewish 
observance and life
U’nesaneh Tokef – Important prayer in Rosh haShana & Yom 
Kippur service
Yeshiva – Jewish parochial school
Yiras Shamayim – fear of Heaven
Yomim Noraim – High Holidays (Rosh haShana & Yom Kippur)
Yomim Tovim – Jewish holidays
Zoche/Zechus – merit 
Zemiros – special songs sung at Shabbos table

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, 
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I don't think I'm disabled, 
I think I'm double-abled!



"
"

Children with special needs
aren’t sent to special parents, 
they make parents special.


