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Dear Reader, 
 

When I dreamed, several years ago, of creating a safe, nurturing, kosher space for frum women 

who write, I never imagined that Masterpiece would become what it is today. Baruch Hashem, 

hundreds of women from around the world unite and write on our community every single day. 

They give and receive feedback, they brainstorm, they ask questions and showcase their work. 

Women are getting empowered, they are honing their skills, and they are getting published! 

 

Our teen site is home to an amazing group of talented teenagers whose work continues to 

astonish me every day.  
 

I always promised myself that when my writing community was established, I would host 

writing contests for cash. Not only is it a great incentive to push for creativity, but it adds a 

certain level of prestige and professionalism, and I believe that the global frum community 

deserves the absolute best. 

 

In these diverse pages you’ll taste the work of some of the best and brightest writers. Today, 

they are bringing you into their world, utilizing their talents and imagination to transport you to 

a different time, place, and dimension. 
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This contest is being judged by YOU! Please take the time to vote for your favorite piece by 

visiting this link: https://masterpiece.rivapomerantz.com/chanukah-contest-voting-

station/  

 

The voting polls will open all day Sunday, December 5th  until Monday, December 6th (Zo 

Chaukah) at 12 PM EST. 
 

Wishing a freilichen, lichtige Chanukah to you and yours. 

 

Much love, 

Riva Pomerantz 

www.rivapomerantz.com 
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Other Ways to See Color 
Your husband reveals he is colorblind over a shared snack of crumbled goat cheese 

with balsamic strawberries atop crusty French baguettes while standing at the kitchen 

counter.  You stop tearing basil leaves and stare at him. 

“Mah?” 

He drizzles honey over the cheese and looks up.  “That’s why I can’t serve in special 

forces.  My medical profile is 87.”  

Are you disappointed that he won’t get accepted into Shayetet 13?  Or Duvdevan?  

“I thought you wanted to serve in Oketz.  You love dogs.”  His German shepherd Achala 

whimpers from beneath the barstools. 

Your husband slips a berry to Achala, who barks.  “Did some testing when I was 

called up for tzav rishon.  I wouldn’t have known otherwise.” 
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No, you definitely weren’t aware of this while dating, or even after you married as 

you laid out clothes for his concerts in the evenings:  Teal and grey argyle socks you 

matched to his charcoal suit, a blush satin pocket square peeping out of his favorite velvet 

blazer, or sometimes a simple olive t-shirt over dark washed jeans that reminded you of his 

army uniform.  You believed color shaped his music, because you’ve watched him toss an 

appreciative smile to you over his reflection in the mirror as he knotted his tie before 

leaving for night performances. 

“Do you see everything in black and white?” 

Your husband dissolves in a gentle laugh.  “I love panda bears.” 

The basil goes limp between your fingers.  “Hashem yishmor.” 

You are an artist with synesthesia:  You painted his portrait on the night of your 

engagement, collecting the delight in his green-golden eyes, and the glow of sunset skipping 

over his light hair.  His voice sounded like the color of the sun sighing a gentle pink over the 

dusty lavender mountains encircling the Kinneret.  Now, it occurs to you that he only saw 

you in shapes:  The narrowness of your face, the heart of your eyes, and the wave of your 

hair in the way you twirled in your flared cranberry dress, laughing in the wind. 

Instantly, colors are a curse. 

You pour him a glass of white fruity wine, feeling drunk with disappointment.  “Does 

it bother you?” 

He lifts the drink to his lips.  “I like you as you are.” 

Your husband is an artist:  He plays the qanun for hundreds of mesmerized fans in 

venues all over Israel, but for you, he plucks a new song on the strings while you sit at the 

Chanukah candles.  The sound spills slivered silvers and crushed violets like a meteor 

shower all over you.  He closes his eyes while you hum, because he listens to the echo of 

silence between the two of you that’s sacred and right with understanding, even if you 

can’t sing.  Music isn’t a language you can grasp in the way he hears it, because you sense it 

in golden rays brushing your face.  In the strains of a sweet, velvety rose. 

Poignancy presses in your throat.  You look into the glass, savoring the sweetness of 

the honeysuckle and orange blossom tickling your nose when your husband dimples a 

smile.  Realization unfurls:  At least you can share the sense of scent together. 

 You swallow until the sting of the alcohol stills to a bittersweet burn. “Me too.” 
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Little Gems 
 

 

My husband Yossi looks at me like a confused little boy. 

“I’m so unsure…” 

There are highways of deep creases on his forehead as he sips gently from his steaming coffee. “This 

deal is so complicated - I want to hibernate for a couple of weeks... it’s crazy!” 

It’s been tough at work lately – he’s crumbling from the stress. 

I am sprawled weakly on the corner of the couch, aftershocks of my recent miscarriage. “Won’t you 

call someone for advice - perhaps Reb Krausz?” I offer in a shallow voice after a long moment. 

His face lights up. “Reb Shmeil Binyumen Krausz! A shame I haven’t thought of him 

myself!” My palms go behind my head. “Maybe that’s the reason you have a wife.” 

Snickering, he gets up. 

There’s a clashing sound as he puts the mug on the glass table. We calculate the hours to figure 

the current time in London. It’s 9 PM there. 
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He takes out his phone in a whim – his fingers dance on the keypad. Eyes fixed on some remote spot - 

he listens expectantly at the steady ringing. 

Yossi wanders out of the room as soon someone answers on the other end – he tends to speak 

comfortably when there’s plenty of space around him. 

I try to eavesdrop on the conversation with little success. Three and a half minutes later - he’s back. I 

look at him questionably. 

He gives me a rundown of the phone call. The Rosh Yashiva gave his blessing on the deal and wished 

him success. There’s relief in his voice – intermingled with a tinge of unease. 

He clears his throat - “There’s more.” 

The curious look on my face compels him to take a deep breath of air. I shuffle. 

“He asked about our Mezuzos. He wanted to know if we have an attic or basement that we neglected 

to inspect them for a while.” 

My brows go up. “Did we ever check them at all? 

“No. I’m going to call a Sofer right now. We are going to be bodek all of them.” 

He’s on the phone again. My thoughts race at an alarming speed – probably my elevated hormones 

at fault. 

“Hey! Yossi!” I cry out in typical feminine disbelief, “You forgot to tell the Rosh Yeshiva about our 

loss, we can surely use his blessing…” There is salty liquid at the corners of my eyes. 

He is still on the phone with the Sofer so he motions me to wait a second. It takes a full minute until 

he finally puts down the phone. 

“I actually did try to tell Reb Shmeil Binyumen about you - right before I hung up, but he wouldn’t let 

me talk.” 

“Why??” 

“He kept on repeating we should inspect our Mezuzos… he didn’t want to listen to me any longer. The 

Gabbi told me to trust the Rosh Yeshiva and call back after we checked them.” My body breaks out in 

goosebumps. “How would he know? 

Yossi just shrugs his shoulders and takes a sip from his already cooled coffee. 

*** 

There is a faint knock on the door. I check who is there from the crack in the shade. 

“An old man.” 

Yossi heads to the door stopping short to face me – “It is probably the Sofer. He said he’s in our 

area  anyway.” 

He is right with his prediction. I hear the two men converse as my husband shows him around the house. 
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The man’s silver, chin-length payes give him a regal look. He’s wearing a long black coat and is 

walking like a teenager with a spring in his step. 

After removing all the scrolls from the Mezuza cases, and putting in temporary for the night, the Sofer 

turns to go. 

As the pair passes the living room, I ask Yossi about our basement. His face is suddenly flushed, and 

he  directs the Sofer to come after him. They both disappear from the back porch heading to the 

Mezuza on the basement door. 

They are back moments later 

barehanded. “Were you unable to 

remove it?” I ask. 

“There was no Mezuza on the door.” Is his weak reply. 

*** 

A humble man is in my house, walking from room to room with an electric drill in his hand. 

One by one, each Mezuza is planted back to its original habitat. The Sofer is doing his job quietly – 

not drawing any attention to himself. 

My husband follows him around the house. “Were they alright?” 

“Most of them.” his voice is soft. “There was one scroll with an error.” 

“Do you remember which word was flawed?” My husband presses. 

His silver brows come closer together. “The Yid of the word בניכם was not whole” 

Chills run through my veins. Beneichem… your children… our loss is still fresh and 

raw. I walk over to the nearest renewed Mezuza, and I cover it with my palm. 

 

“Hashem,” I beg. “Protect our little family…” 

*

*

* 

Its only when my two little girls are peacefully asleep that I allow myself the luxury of tears. I pass 

their bedroom door and peek in through the slim opening. 

Something within me forces me to linger there and sends my right hand up to the Mezuza on the 

door frame. 

With my eyes gently closed – leaving space for tears to spill over, my lips move ever so slightly as 

my heart swells with emotion. My fingers hug the wooden mezuza case, and with my forehead 

rubbing into my arms I plead to Hashem. 
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I ask him to watch over us… To allow us to feel His presence in our house… 

My tears flow, gracefully tickling my cheeks. I don’t bother to wipe them 

away. I am connected. It is my window to the Maluchim above. 

My hand slowly detaches itself from the warmed mezuza. I gaze at the little treasure that carries 

the secrets of my life. The precious gem on the doorframe faithfully protecting our family. 

Have I missed them before? 
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Shortchanged? 
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Today’s story books 

Works of art 

Of smiling kinderlach 

Who slip up and take heart 

Each story has a moral 

Mom is only too happy to impart! 

 

But how did we learn, 

 Us youth, of the generation past, 

With few Jewish children’s books,  

On which to repast? 

 

If you think we grew up fine,        

On fairy tales and nursery rhymes, 

Sorry folks, 

I’m afraid we’ve been affected many times!  

 

Are you ever Oscar the grouch, 

On a day you have it tough? 

And like the wolf, 

(phew!) ready to huff and puff? 

 

Feel overdressed like a Cinderella, 

And when late turn into a pumpkin too? 

Something ceases to exist, 

And it’s the end of Rumpelstiltskin for you? 

 

Aren’t you as curious as curious George, 

Or goldilocks for that matter? 

Admit you sometimes feel like cookie monster, 

Who keeps on getting fatter! 

 

So, while this generation has got it better, 

Sources blessedly pure, as they learn to laugh and share, 

Forgive us, 

 We’ve been taught by Mama bear! 
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Crushed Like an Olive 
 

(Victorian era, Britain) 

"Let the rules of this workhouse be very clear." The Master’s threatening glare passed 

through the new arrivals and Isaac shrank into himself as those eyes swept by him. Ruth held 

him tightly against herself.  

"We do you a favor by taking you into our workhouse. We feed you, give you a place 

to sleep, give you clothes to wear and in turn, you work," he said as he walked up and down 

the rows of children ,hitting his long dreadful stick on the palm of his hand.  

"Any task of a Master or Matron that is not completed to the fullest will be dealt with 

severely. Here, there are no rewards, only punishments." His heeled boots finally clicked to a 

stop and he gestured toward the Matron at his side. She strode forward.  
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"Girls, after me," she ordered with a tap of her stick and the girls followed after her 

in a straight line. Right as they began walking, the Master called the boys after him. Isaac 

looked up at Ruth who looked toward the receding back of the Matron.  

Protect him with your life, child.  

Without a second thought, she grasped Isaac's hand firmly in her own and began 

walking after the Matron, keeping Isaac hidden behind the girls in front of her. They were 

led into a rusty room, completely bare aside for the large basin of water in the center of the 

room and the girl's uniforms hanging on the peeling wall next to a dressing corner with a 

curtain. 

The Matron tossed a washing brush into the washing basin. "Each of you are to scrub 

yourselves clean and change into these uniforms. I will return in twenty minutes," she 

ordered. She headed toward the door when suddenly she stopped, spotting Isaac in the 

corner. She looked up at Ruth who was clutching him firmly and walked toward her.  

"And what is this?" Her voice was low and her eyebrows were knit in anger.  

Though her fingers shook and her heart raced, Ruth looked the Matron straight in 

the eye.  

"He is my brother, Matron," she said, injecting a note of confidence in her voice. She 

tightened her grasp on Isaacs shoulders protectively. 

"Do you see any other boys in the room, girl?" The Matron swept her hand across 

the room. Ruth shook her head. 

"But I cannot leave my brother alone, ma'am-" 

"The boy will follow me out now, girl," the Matron interrupted, holding her hand out 

to Isaac. Ruth pulled him away. The Matron's eyes widened.  

"I will not leave my brother alone, ma'am," she repeated, her voice beginning to 

shake slightly. A loud bang startled them all as the Matron banged her stick against the floor. 

"You will not disobey me, child!!" She raised her voice and Isaac squeezed Ruth's 

hand, frightened. The Matron turned away from her and addressed the other girls in the 

room.  

"You are all to wash and dress yourselves, immediately! And I would advise all of you 

to distance yourselves from this child."  

As she left, not a single girl turned their attention to Ruth as they feared the Matron's 

wrath. Isaac looks at Ruth with wide eyes and she could see the fear deeply etched in them. 
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"Do you think they'll take me away from you?" he barely whispered. Ruth could do 

nothing other than envelope him into a tight hug.  

The door burst open and she felt Isaac jump in her grasp. The Master walked over to 

her, grabbing Isaac forcefully from her arms. 

"Ruth!" 

"Isaac!!" She suddenly felt as though she couldn't breathe. She grasped his arms with 

all the power her scrawny arms possessed.  

"Please, sir! Please!"  

But he was stronger than she and Isaac was soon far out of her line of vision. Tears 

coursed down her cheeks as his cry burned in her ears and she vaguely felt the Matron 

pushing a wash brush into her hands.  

I promised I would protect you.  I promised I would protect you. 

That night as she prepared herself for bed, her mind gave her no rest. Ma's feverish 

face, tears flowing. "Protect him with your life, child." 

She had promised. And she had failed. 

The Matron's voice broke through her thoughts. 

"You all have thirty minutes to be ready for bed and under the covers. I will be here 

in thirty minutes to lock the doors." Ruth's ears perked up as a sudden thought came to her. 

Thirty minutes. She had thirty minutes. As soon as the Matron left she hurried to put 

her work clothes over her nightgown and her hands shook as she stuffed her feet into her 

shoes. The girls stared at her as she ran toward the door at full speed and down the stairs, 

trying to go as quietly as possible so as not to attract attention from the masters and 

matrons. She succeeded in making it past the main double doors of the building and she 

sighed with partial relief. Twenty seven minutes. 

Where would they be kept? Where were they taken?? Her mind churned endlessly 

and her eyes roamed the windows she passed as she tried to find somewhat of a clue. The 

windows were all a bit open or cracked and Ruth decided to take the risk. 

"Isaac! Isaac, if you hear me, stick your hand out of the window. Isaac!" she 

whispered as loud as she could, hoping that the echoes would filter through the window. She 

continued to walk around the building, her hopes sinking slowly. 
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"Isaac, it's Ruth. Please show me that you hear me!" No response. The last flicker of 

hope in Ruth's heart died down completely and she turned around, starting to head back to 

her dormitory. Suddenly she heard something. A voice. Camouflaged by the windy night but 

still, a voice. She turned around, squinting in the darkness, hoping to see what she had been 

waiting for. 

 A small hand waved out of a window. Her heart lurched. She ran as fast as her feet 

could muster over to the window but it was too high for her to reach. Her only option was 

the tree next to the window. She climbed, ignoring the tears and cuts it gave her nightgown 

and her skin. Finally, she grasped Isaac's hand in her own and squeezed it firmly. Isaac 

squeezed back.  

"Isaac, are you alright?" she whispered. A sniffle, then a firm squeeze to her fingers 

again. 

"A-are you crying, Isaac?" She passed the words through the lump in her throat. It 

was silent for a moment, then finally she heard isaacs soft voice filter through the window. 

"I've missed you so," he said quietly, sniffling once again. Ruth's heart constricted. 

"I've missed you too."  

They sat quietly for a long moment. Finally, isaacs voice broke through the window 

once again. 

"Are you angry with Ma and Pa, Ruth?" The question caught her by surprise. 

"Angry?" 

"Yes, angry." 

"Why would I be angry, Isaac?"  

He was silent for a moment, probably thinking of a response. 

"Angry at them for leaving us. For leaving us alone," he answered, his voice cracking. 

"G-d chose that, Isaac. Not Pa or Ma." 

"Are you angry at G-d then?" 

Ruth shut her eyes tight, breathing deeply. The night of Ma's death replayed itself In 

her mind painfully. Ma sweating, groaning in pain. "Protect him with your life, child." She 

shook her head, trying to remove herself from her thoughts forcefully. 
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"You know, Isaac," she whispered thoughtfully. "The night before Ma passed she 

told me something I will never forget." Her mind brought her to another world and she 

could almost see Ma in front of her, hear the words she whispered in her ear. "It was around 

this time of year. Chanukah time. Do you remember Chanukah, Isaac?" Isaac squeezed her 

hand in affirmation and she continued. 

"It was Chanukah and Ma had been getting worse and worse." She swallowed deeply. 

It hurt to remember. 

"I was crying. Pa had died only a week before and I was still shattered. Ma stroked my 

head gently, hushing me softly." A lone tear escaped Ruth's closed eyes as she continued 

with a shaky voice. 

"Ma lifted my head to look into my eyes. 'Ruth, do you know how oil is made?' I 

shook my head and she went on to explain. 'In order to make oil, Ruth, you have to take 

olives and crush them completely. Squeeze it and crush it until the oil comes out. Our lives 

are like oil making. All the bad that happens, all the crushing and squeezing that happens, it 

feels like G-d is just hurting us. But really all that is really to get the oil out of you. To bring 

the good in your life. So that crushing is actually good.'" By now the tears were flowing 

freely down her cheeks and she wiped them away roughly. 

"So am I angry with G-d, Isaac? No, I don't think so. Somehow, all this is really good 

for us. Losing Ma and Pa, losing our job, losing the house, being brought here, being 

separated. I don't know where that good is but it's there somewhere." 

"I really hope G-d shows us that good sometime," Isaac whispered. 

"He will, Isaac." 

Suddenly, Isaac moved his hand back inside the window. Ruth's stomach clenched as 

she heard the Masters gruff voice through the window. 

It was time to go back. 
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Failure 
Failure doesn’t mean one stain 

On gorgeous works of art. 

Failure’s not one pang of pain 

In strongly beating hearts. 

 

Failure doesn’t mean a race 

Where I’m not in the lead. 

Failure doesn’t fill my space 

When I just don’t succeed. 

 

Failure rather tops my list 

Of fears, perhaps - but I 

Know now failures don’t exist, 

As long as I still try. 
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From Yahrzeit to Birthday 
 

It is jarring to approach my father’s grave on his first yahrzeit. The fresh matzeiva, its 

grayness blending in with the late November sky, cements the permanency of his absence. I 

read the summary of my beloved father’s 88 years of life and picture him in his blue woolen 

vest, rocking the recliner ever so slightly, smiling at everyone who arrives. 

A minyan and a half of close relatives huddle near the grave. My siblings and I each 

light a candle and pledge money to tzedakah. It is our duty, yes, but we do it out of love, 

understanding that our actions elevate our father’s neshama. 

Our small group says Tehillim and Mishnayos aloud. After my brothers recite 

Kaddish, we leave for the seudas siyum in my father’s honor. I note the men’s carefully 

hidden tzitzis, shielding our dear father from the pain of no longer being able to perform 

mitzvos.  
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We trudge toward our cars, and I reflect how fitting that the yahrzeit is in Kislev, 

when the trees are bare, the sky gray, the ground colorless. My father, ever satisfied, needed 

nothing. He ate whatever was on his plate, never requesting special orders. He drove the 

same car for years. The proverbial sameach bechelko, he didn’t seek honor, didn’t notice 

what others had, and never wished for better.  

When we were children, my mother called the four of us into her bedroom a few 

days before my father’s birthday and removed a shopping bag from the corner of the closet. 

She laid out socks, a tie, boxed pajamas, and a gray or blue pullover. The collection differed 

each year but was predictable in its simplicity and practicality. We each chose one item. On 

the big day, wrapped boxes in hand, we marched to my father’s favorite chair in the living 

room, singing “Happy Birthday.” Of course, this was a lesson on how to honor him, and 

when we grew old enough, we purchased our own gifts, which my father didn’t need but 

graciously accepted.  

When my children were toddlers, I mentioned to my mother that we don’t celebrate 

birthdays in our house.  

 “It’s just not Jewish,” I said. “Pharaoh was the only one in the Torah who celebrated 

his birthday.”    

“Every person should have one day a year when he feels special,” said my mother. 

Indeed, my parents’ photo albums are replete with birthday party scenes. Dressed in 

Shabbos finery, standing on a chair, the birthday child beams, eyes dancing like the colored 

candles on the cake in my father’s hands. A motley group of classmates, cousins, and 

neighbors sit around the table, conical hats secured on their heads with elastic string, as they 

look up at the honoree. My aunts smile nearby, but selfies don’t exist, so my mother, queen 

of party planners and the family photographer, is missing. 

My mother was right. Everyone should be celebrated at least once a year, so birthdays 

became important in our house too. Presents, cakes, parties, surprises—whatever one can 

imagine.  

But I never imagined my father’s yahrzeit and my birthday melding into one. When 

my father passed away the day before my birthday, I knew I’d forever ponder its 

significance.  

It’s been a long day, my father’s yahrzeit, on one of the shortest days of the year.  

When it ends, my thoughts shift from elevating a neshama to celebrating my birthday. 
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My husband surprises me with a gift, and our children, laden with treats and good 

cheer, come with their families, despite it being a school night. It feels weird, too abrupt after 

a year of mourning. Like my father, though, I thank them all. I tie the balloons to the back of 

my chair and eat the caramel cheesecake slowly, mmmmm-ing after every few bites. 

As I entertain my guests, I contemplate the juxtaposition of life and death, and then I 

get it. I had spent the day doing mitzvos for my father, cognizant of his dependence on 

children and grandchildren to elevate him in olam habah. But I had disconnected my 

existence from this reality. Now, as Hashem grants me a new year, I grab it, appreciating its 

value while recognizing that it is as fleeting as a slice of birthday cake. 

Life is our chance, our only chance, to accumulate mitzvos. To please others, to recite 

brochos, to increase the positive, to be a kiddush Hashem. 

Death thwarts that ability. Forever.  

“Chap Arein,” I hear my father urging. “Grab all you can while you can.” 

My children leave for home, and I thank them again for their gifts. Then I close the 

door and thank my father for his.  
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I Got the Smarts 
A shiny glint of silver 
My fingers twitch and slither 
Stomach growling, lift the coin 
With the others, it will join 
Steal from the rich for me to eat 
Pickpocketing aint an easy feat 
The streets are full of lots of pickins 
I’m now being chased – the plot thickens 
I got the smarts 
 
My glasses perched upon my nose 
Surreptitiously construing the prose 
Its verses brief and exquisitely phrased 
Leaving my mind, heart, and body glazed 
Reading, writing, learning, thriving 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

Ascending higher, always striving 
School and tests and work I ace 
You can’t try to keep up with my pace 
I got the smarts 
 
By the look on your face, I just know 
All your feelings you clearly show 
The shape of the mouth, the bright eyes’ light 
It’s clear to me as day and night 
The way you slightly tremble and shake 
I hardly ever make a mistake 
Your emotions are clear and easy for me 
All of them I naturally see 
I got the smarts 
 
I look at a little seed 
I know exactly what it needs 
On my hand, a green thumb I’ve got 
With me your plant will never rot 
My care is to perfect perfection 
On a dead plant I can do resurrection 
Some of this water, and a bit of that food 
The soil is cultivated and smooth 
I got the smarts 
 
Everyone is worried but somehow 
The future isn’t that different than the here and now 
I can tell you what’s going to be 
Can feel it in the world’s melody 
It runs through my blood; it runs through my bones 
A premonition, it all foretold 
I know, in the future, what will occur 
To me, it’s not just one big blur 
I got the smarts  
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I can’t respond or motion to you there 
My body is held together in this chair 
I can’t control my vocal chords 
I can’t formulate my thoughts into words 
But, I take everything in at a high speed 
My brain processing does exceed 
So please, now won’t you, be my friend 
I understand and comprehend 
I got the smarts 
 
I clutch my siddur oh so tightly  
Look up to Shamayim insightfully 
Everything in this world is up to You 
That I know nothing is what’s true 
Though sometimes I feel in control 
Really, it’s all You causing the ball to roll 
In this world I know my place 
Underneath You, Hashem’s embrace 
I got the smarts 
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It Would’ve Been Enough  

for Me 
Dear Tatty and Mummy,  

Had you brought me into this world, but not cared for me, it would’ve been enough 

for me. 

Had you cared for me, but not made me laugh, it would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you made me laugh, but not sent me to school, it would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you sent me to school, but not listened to my troubles, it would’ve been enough 

for me. 

Had you listened to my troubles, but not gotten me the help I needed, it would’ve 

been enough for me. 
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Had you gotten me the help I needed, but not taught me, it would’ve been enough 

for me. 

Had you taught me, but not watched me graduate, it would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you watched me graduate, but not found a husband/wife for me, it would’ve 

been enough for me. 

Had you found a husband/wife for me, but not walked me down to my chuppah, it 

would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you walked me down to the chuppah, but not made sure I was okay each day, it 

would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you made sure I was okay each day, but not helped me with my own children, it 

would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you helped me with my own children, but not given me advice, it would’ve been 

enough for me. 

Had you given me advice, but not loved me, it would’ve been enough for me. 

Had you loved me, but not shown it, it would’ve been enough for me. 

So thank you for all this and more. 

Love, 

Your grateful daughter 
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Legs 
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“Look at baby חנוך 

Crawling on his legs.” 

“Look at baby יהודה 

Using his legs to  

Scoot across the floor.” 

The latter having developed 

Only three legs
1
. 

Both are approaching  

The same stage in 

Their first year of life. 

 is following the חנוך

Laid out plan, 

But יהודה needs  

Some extra pushing 

To get there.  

 has gone through יהודה

Many a month 

Being born in ניסן, 

Going through סיון  

And ּתשרי as well.  

Whilst חנוך has seen 

Those months and more, 

Being born in ּכסלו. 

“You see” 

The evaluator begins 

                                              
1
 Legs refers to each baby having 2 arms and 2 legs. 
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To try and make me understand. 

  has a leg-start חנוך“

Over דהיהו , because  

He has already lived  

Through a חנוּכה.” 

I look at the evaluator, 

Waiting for a clearer answer.  

 ,teaches us how חנוּכה“

To live and thrive 

In the dark. 

How to light up our pintele Yid 

In our own מקדש מעט.” 

I respond: 

 will need יהודה“

Spiritual therapy?” 

“Yes. You see, 

 חנוך and יהודה

Share the same 

‘Three legs’ in common.” 

“Legs?” 

“No, that is unwise. 

“The three legs are: 

Pesach-when we were freed from  

Mitzrayim and granted freedom. 

Shavuos-when we accepted the Torah. 

And the third is, 

Succos-when we held a special dveikus to ה׳. 
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Since חנוך has already 

Been through a חנוּכה, 

He has previously developed 

His fourth leg, 

And learned how to 

Crawl his way 

Through the dark 

On all four legs. 

Whereas יהודה  

Has yet to 

Reach a ּכסלו. 

All he needs  

Is some time, 

To live through חנוּכה. 

Then יהודה just  

Like חנוך will have 

Strengthened and developed 

His ‘light leg’ in the dark.” 

A few months pass  

Now the יהודים are crawling 

On the same pace with חנוך- חנוּכה  . 

As we go through 

The twelve חדשים of 

The Jewish calendar 

Strengthening, developing, fortifying 

Our four legs: 

Pesach- freedom 
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Shavuos- Torah 

Succos- dveikus 

Chanukah- lighting up our pintele Yid 

So that now every יהודי can 

Crawl on all four legs 

To the light, 

Through the dark! 

*The main idea of the poem of the legs is taken with permission from the Nefesh 

Shimshon weekly, Parshas Vasyeshiev/Chanukah.  

If you would like to receive the weekly Nefesh Shimshon- divrei Torah of Rav 

Shimshon Dovid Pincus zt”l. 

Please email: nefeshshimshon@gmail.com  
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...Penned from the 

Shrouds of Darkness 
 
 

It’s lonely watching them flicker, staring at the candles, with tears in my eyes. It’s 

painful that this joyous time evokes so much sadness within me. I feel the hurt, throbbing in my 

heart, and I know that it’s that time of year again. 

 

It’s always hard. Let’s not kid ourselves. Always hard to see families join together in 

regular activities of life, all the while knowing that the word family can’t describe the scattered 

shards of relatives in my life. I hate Shabbos and Yom Tov. I hate milestones and celebrations. 

 

Why live these moments when you have to live them alone? 

 

But at this time of year, the hard turns murderous, unbearable and heart breaking. 

 

For most, Chanukah is an eagerly awaited time of year. I listen to my workmates chatter 
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about cozy Chanukah parties. I watch children eye the menorahs and dreidels in the newly set 

up Chanukah aisle of the grocery store. But inside, I feel none of it. No anticipation, no 

excitement, just deep, dark dread. 

 

Before you judge me for being pessimistic, over-reactive and whatnot, give me a few 

minutes to describe my Chanukah to you. 

 

Life, as I’ve mentioned earlier, is far from a picnic. Each day requires inhumane efforts 

to get through. Each weekend, a scramble of where to go for Shabbos. Yomim Tovim are 

marked 

by tears and sadness. It’s been years since I’ve had a normal life. And by normal I mean, 

single-parent-but-at-least-happy-home. The memories bring a lump up to my throat and threaten 

to strangle me. So I prefer not to remember. Not to think at all. 

 

A few years ago, all that went up in smoke. My mom remarried and we moved into her 

husband’s home. My siblings are all married, living in their own dysfunction. They haven’t 

grown up in a stable environment and it’s painful to see each of them struggle with marriage and 

parenting. I sometimes wonder if that’s my destiny, and if it is- why get married? They say that 

abused women are attracted to abuse. And I guess it’s true. Mom’s new husband is a control 

freak. He is looked up to and well respected in the community. But what goes on behind closed 

doors… I’d say, “Don’t ask.” 

 

Back to Chanukah. 

 

Take a time that is personified by family, celebration and laughter. Take a time that 

commemorates miracles, joy and light. Take a time like that and put it through the wringer, 

throw 

it into the mud and spray black graffiti over it, and then maybe, only maybe, can you begin to 

picture what it feels like for me. It’s a holiday of contrasts, pure versus impure, weak versus 

mighty. But to me it’s the disparity of normal versus dysfunction and connection versus 

loneliness. And in both, I feel the latter. 

 

I’ve learned to drown out the Chanukah beat from my heart. I tune into the jingle bells 

to silence that tune. I’ve turned down the sound from the joyous medley, only to take the 

searing heat off of the pain. And year after year, I just wait for the Festival of Lights to be over 

so that I can come out from the shadows of darkness. 

 

Why am I sharing this with you, you may ask. What is the purpose of this depiction? Our 

lives each have their fair share of morbidity and I am not looking to add to yours. I just want to 

present you with the only Chanukah gift that I can offer, and that is- recognition. We have 

become accustomed to taking everything for granted and maybe now you can see how blessed 

you truly are. For every night that you feel loved, cared for and are surrounded by family and 

friends; be grateful. Your appreciation and recognition of the good that you have in your life, 

will light up each night of Chanukah. And perhaps, knowing that I have contributed something 

to the world, my night can be lit up too. 

  

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the 
purpose of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written 
permission. If you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact 
us at info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

Sheimos 

 

I heave the boxes to the shed 

behind the cemetery office.  

I start to walk to the car and then 

I turn around. 

I can't just leave them like that. 

I can't leave the torn creased papers 

the spiral pads full of notes  

from shiurim I remember to this day, 

the siddurim,  

chumashim 

and random volumes of Navi, 

without saying  

thank you 

thank You 

and goodbye. 

 

Especially the sefarim. 

 

For there are no random sefarim. 
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There are volumes that my children 

- children! I've been blessed with children!  

Who wore out sefarim! - 

merited learning. And these were so worn 

that no one would come for them 

when I offered them on the community listserv. 

 

Goodbye dear sefarim. 

Goodbye dear chumashim.  

 

And the siddurim: they are like seashells: 

I think that if I hold them to my ear 

I'll hear the sound of my children 

davening from them with a sweetness 

and purity 

that I want to grasp in my hand 

and bottle. 

And take out with a dropper 

when I need an infusion. 
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The Choice Is Yours 
 
“Good morning, Chaya Malka,” the nurse said as she bustled around the room. It was a 
day after Chaya Malka had given birth to a baby girl, and the nurse had come to take her 
vitals. 
  
“So I’d like to tell you about this amazing new invention. It’s shocked the world.  When a 
child turns five years old, the new thing is to have a party with the ChoiceMaker in the 
center of it all.” The nurse paused to catch her breath. 
“It makes the decisions for you. What this microphone does is that it announces all the 
friends that the child will have, which school it will go to, what husband or wife it will 
have… do you understand what I’m getting at?” the nurse asked. Chaya Malka nodded 
again and shifted the baby in her arms. 
  
“I actually bought the ChoiceMaker for my daughter, on Amazon for only $400 and it 
really worked! She is doing quite well,” the nurse blabbered on.  
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“I’ll check out the ChoiceMaker soon, thank you,” Chaya Malka said. “I’m sure it’ll be 
super popular with my friends!” 

“It will be – for sure,” the nurse said assuredly. “It certainly has taken the world by 
storm.” 

-------------------------- 
“Happy birthday,” everyone sang. After a delicious meal that Chaya Malka cooked all by 
herself, all eyes turned to the ChoiceMaker microphone. It sat there motionless on its 
acrylic stand waiting to share its wisdom with the birthday girl Ayala. 
With bated breath, Ayala made her way up to the microphone and switched it on. 
  
“Happy birthday, Ayala Weiss,” the microphone blared in a shrill voice. “Now, the 
moment you have all been waiting for! You will attend Bais Chana Elementary School, 
then go on to Tiferes Bais Yaakov High School, and for seminary you will attend Bnos 
Sarah in Yerushalayim. Your husband will be Mordechai Rubin from Lakewood. Your 
group of friends will be… “ 

  
Chaya Malka scribbled everything down with a happy, contented smile. It was five years 
later that the nurse’s prediction had happened - it was too good to be true! To have 
one’s life decisions planned out for you! 
What an incredible invention. Surely Ayala would have no problems now, now that the 
ChoiceMaker had shown Ayala her path in life. 

-------------------------- 
“Mommy, I don’t like it there!” seven-year-old Ayala sniffled. Chaya Malka looked 
around to see if anyone was listening, before responding. “Ayala, this is what the 
ChoiceMaker has planned for you! So I am sure it is the right choice!” 

  
“But Mommy,” Ayala said tearfully, “I don’t like it! I don’t want it! I want to go to school 
with my friend Brochi, to Bais Yaakov! Not to Bais Chana!” she threw herself onto a 
chair, exhausted. 
  
But after a few weeks, Chaya Malka was forced to admit that her daughter Ayala was 
not happy with the choice that the ChoiceMaker had decided for her. Ayala spent all her 
evenings playing and schmoozing with Brochi and Dini, girls from Bais Yaakov. None of 
these things had been specified in the ChoiceMaker’s announcement. 
  
“I don’t know what I should do,” Chaya Malka said to her mother on the phone one 
evening. “On one hand, Ayala is unhappy and I desperately want to switch her to Bais 
Yaakov. On the other hand, what will everyone say when they find out? ‘Chaya Malka 
Weiss didn’t listen to the ChoiceMaker! How could she dare’?!” 
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“I see what you’re saying,” her mother sympathized. “Everyone else in the extended 
family didn’t have problems. Why only you?” 

After a long conversation with her mother, Chaya Malka sighed. Is it my family’s 
problem or is it society’s? she thought. 
  

-------------------------- 
“How was the date, Ayala? Want to talk?” Chaya Malka asked. 
  
“I’m definitely not going out again,” Ayala said as she kicked off her shoes—sorry, 
heels—and sank into the couch. “He’s WAAAY too modern orthodox for me!” 

  
“Modern orthodox? That’s a term now?” Chaya Malka kidded. Then she said soberly. 
“But this is Mordechai Rubin we’re talking about!” 

  
“I know, tell me all about it, Ma. I know you’ve been chasing him for a couple of months 
already! But it’s a definite no.” 

  
“You’ve already decided? Can’t you think about this a bit more? After all, the 
ChoiceMaker already has made the decision for you!” she cried, forgetting that saying 
the word “ChoiceMaker” was a bad idea. 
“Ma! I knew you’d say that!” Ayala pounced. “You depend on that thing for your life!” 

Ayala looked immediately contrite. “Sorry, Ma, for saying that. I know it’s not true. It’s 
just delicate, I understand.” 

  
Mother and daughter looked at each other, and Chaya Malka understood what she had 
to do. 
  
“I know I should throw the thing out,” Chaya Malka said. “But it’s so hard! After all, it did 
make successful choices for Chani, Moishy, Baruch and Aharon. But for you, it has totally 
failed!” 

  
“I think it’s our world that has failed,” Ayala sighed. “The world has swallowed society’s 
lies whole! And of course, I have to suffer!” 

  
“I agree,” Chaya Malka said. “Now, there are all these categories and types, and if you 
don’t fit into the mold, it’s social doomsday!” 

  
“Thanks to the ChoiceMaker,” Ayala said bleakly. 

-------------------------- 
It was after the l’chaim that Chaya Malka remembered. 
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After Ayala had nixed the shidduch with Mordechai Rubin, things had moved quickly. 
Ayala had been redt to another boy, Eli Katzman, and a few weeks later, they got 
engaged! Everyone was really excited. 
  
During a pause in the nonstop preparations, Chaya Malka went down the steps to the 
storage area. She opened the creaking door and walked through the piles of old photos 
and other souvenirs from over the years. Her hands grasped an old, dusty box. 
  
She took it out, wiped the dust off, and read the words again on the box: The 
ChoiceMaker: The Ideal Way Towards Your Future. 
  
“I am looking forward,” she whispered to herself. “I am looking forward to getting rid of 
this machine once and for all.” 
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The Gift of an Open Heart 
“Would you like this wrapped ma’am?” The cashier smiles brightly as she takes the toy from my 

hands. My hands are so sweaty from the nerves that jangle within me; I’m surprised that she 

didn’t need to peel it out of my grasp. I almost begin to cry, but I catch myself and respond with 

what I hope is a semblance of a smile, “No that won’t be necessary.” She nods her blonde 

ponytail up and down with the same cheerfulness as before, “Oh, I hear you ma’am. These dolls 

are rare enough, they don’t need any wrapping.”  

 

She leans in and mock whispers “Kids these days don’t have much patience for opening things. 

Wrapping is just for the parents.” I somehow muster up a chuckle though what I’d like to do is 

dissolve into tears. I pay for my transaction and leave the toyshop. My anxiety is only increasing 

as it begins to drizzle under the grey winter sky as I fiddle for the car keys in my oversized 

handbag—why haven’t I switched over to a smaller one? Who do I think I am? Mary Poppins? 

At least the kids liked her, I muse. I finally find them and thankfully the downpour begins a few 

moments as I pull away from the curb.  

 

The weather matches my mood. How funny that only a couple of months ago I felt as if I was 

walking on a cloud, blissfully content and deliriously happy. At that point I had taken on the 

name Mrs. Leah Weitz and finally married the man of my dreams, Shimon Weitz. All right, so I 

hadn’t exactly dreamt of marrying a widower who was a father to an adorable albeit stubborn 

eight-year-old girl, but when you’ve waited as long as I had to find the one then you really see 

the quality of a person and not just their life circumstances. I had met Shimon and knew that this 
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was it. Everything clicked; he was all I had been looking for. I knew that becoming a stepmother 

would be a tricky transition for all of us. I had asked for eitza before making the engagement 

official of how to properly handle it. I wanted to be a nurturing presence for my stepdaughter, 

Shani, and at the same time not give off the impression of replacing her mother. No one could. 

Shimon was doing his best, juggling his new role as my husband and still being a solid father 

figure for Shani. I have to admit he’s doing a great job not cracking under the pressure of it all. 

Shani though hasn’t been receptive to all of my attempts. She’s never said anything chutzpadik 

or nasty. I’d much prefer that. She’s just been so…apathetic… I keep getting the cold shoulder 

every time I try to stoke a fire within her.  

 

I look over at the shopping bag on the passenger seat recalling how I overheard her animatedly 

discussing this doll with her friends out on the porch a couple of weeks ago. When I had 

approached Shimon about it he casually brushed it off, “those dolls are so overpriced; I can’t 

bring myself to get one. She already has a bunch of dolls.” I guess as a man he didn’t realize 

how much Shani longed for it, but I saw. I saw that dreamy look she’d get as she perused the toy 

brochure that was delivered in the mail. Not to mention that she would talk about it incessantly 

to Shimon. He’d good naturedly remind her he was saving up for her wedding, not a doll.  

 

Of course she never mentioned it to me. She didn’t really talk to me except for the perfunctory 

statements. I felt desperate for Shani to slightly open up her heart to me that I did what any 

rational adult would do—I bought the outrageously overpriced doll. This doll is my desperate 

stab to stoke those embers within and hopefully get some warmth in return.  

 

I pull into the driveway and dash inside, trying to protect the precious parcel from the deluge. I 

haphazardly drop my soaking coat by the vanity and hurriedly begin to set up the Chanukah 

table by the window. After weeks of searching both online and word of mouth for this doll, I 

finally was able to find one that happened to be available in a shop across town. I knew it was 

going to be a tight squeeze of time before Shimon and Shani would be home, but hopefully it 

would be worth the hassle.  

 

As I place the newly polished menorah front and center by the living room’s window I begin to 

doubt my decision of not wrapping the gift. Oddly I feel that if I don’t wrap the gift then Shani 

won’t see how much I’ve invested of myself.  It somehow feels as if I’m being exposed and 

vulnerable with the apparent effort of gift- wrapping. I inwardly sigh and belatedly decide to go 

against my discomfort because if I’m going to invest myself in our relationship, I need to do it 

right. Even if in the end I get hurt.  

 

Thankfully my job as a florist serves me well and I’m able to wrap up the doll in a beautiful gold 

motif presentation. I take a deep breath and place it by the menorah, front and center as well. I 

hope I’m not wearing my heart too much on my sleeve with this present, but I so badly want 

Shani to like me. I want to have a relationship with this beautiful girl who I know has a heart of 

gold, though she may have one of stone towards me.  

I jump involuntarily as Shimon walks into the living room.  

 

His gentle smile usually calms me, but I’m so wound up I laugh nervously, “You scared me! I 

had no clue you picked up Shani from school already. I must have been wrapped up in my 

thoughts.”  
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“Speaking of wrapped up in things.” He gestures to the table, “That gift looks beautiful. I’m sure 

Shani will love whatever is inside.” 

 

“I hope so.” I timidly whisper.  

 

His expression turns thoughtful as he prepares the menorah’s wicks. “Give it time Leah. You’ll 

see, Shani just needs some more time.” He finishes setting up the oil into the cups and turns to 

face me, “It’s hard, but I want you to know that I really appreciate all your efforts.” I genuinely 

smile back, though my heart is still fluttering from my anticipation.  

 

Shani comes in at that moment and stares at the table so blasé that I wonder if she perhaps 

missed the package. Shimon clears his throat, a habit I’m beginning to understand is when he’s 

either nervous or uncomfortable. I feel my chest tighten as he gestures enthusiastically to the 

gift.  

 

“Leah got you something special! Doesn’t it look beautiful? Let’s light so that you can get a 

peek inside. Sounds good, Shana’le?”  

 

She shrugs her shoulder, “Sure, Abba.”    

 

I try to seem calm and collected as we light—I need to remind myself that there may be no 

reaction, but I have a gut feeling that this doll will surely elicit a girlish scream of delight or at 

least a bright smile in my direction.  

We finish up Mao Tzur and Shimon motions for Shani to go ahead and open the gift.  

I try not to hold my breath as Shani peels away the last layer.  

Shani’s expression seems indifferent as she casually remarks, “Oh, a doll… Thanks.”  

 

Shimon looks almost as stunned as I, but I’m not sure if it’s the fact of how much was spent on 

the gift or his daughter’s reaction to it. Before he can get a word out Shani excuses herself to her 

room and rushes up the stairs. We both stand there momentarily each in our own whirlwind of 

shock. 

 

I stoop down to collect the remains of the wrapping. I can’t hold it back any longer and my tears 

stream down unabashedly. My mind is muddled with so much pain and confusion. A doll? No, 

it’s THE doll. The one I spent hours upon hours searching and inconveniencing myself for. The 

one I thought would get a smile, a thank you, or at least a twinkle in her eyes. Shani is so 

determined to keep her distance. Nothing I do will ever make a difference towards her attitude 

towards me. Maybe I’m doomed to be the evil stepmother.  Shimon clears his throat again as he 

bends down to take the wrapping from my hands.  

 

He toys with the gold ribboning, his voice soft and gentle, “I’m so sorry Leah. That was so 

generous of you. Shani probably didn’t know what to say or—“ I put my hands up to stop him as 

I valiantly try to swipe the tears away, “I know, I know. You don’t have to explain it to me, 

Shimon. Shani just needs more time.” I try not to notice the look of pain and confusion in his 

eyes as I get up and walk out of the room.  

 

The next few days of Chanukah are a blur until suddenly it culminates to us standing in front of 

all eight candles. Each night I’ve somehow deluded myself into thinking that tonight would be 
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the night Shani would give a warm thank you or something along those lines. But no such luck.  

She hasn’t mentioned or even taken the doll out of the packaging. It all feels so hopeless. After 

lighting I go into the kitchen to prep some latkes as Shimon goes out to his nightly chavrusa. I’m 

in the middle of peeling when I look up and notice Shani hesitating by the doorway.  

 

“Want to help me out with the latkes?” I ask as I raise a half grated potato. Shani nods, takes the 

potato from my hand and grates silently. I try to fill the awkward silence with conversation, but 

even to my own ears it sounds more like babbling.  

 

“You should have seen the last time I attempted latkes! Oh, did my friends get so sick! I didn’t 

think I’d ever make latkes again! Last night I was talking to your Aunt Sarah and she convinced 

me that she had the best foolproof latke recipe. She insisted that I try it out. Tatty told me that 

it’s your Ima’s recipe. If that’s the case then I’m sure it must be the best in town.” I place the 

note with my chicken-scratch notes of a recipe on the counter between us as I scoop up the 

spatula to begin the frying. Shani glances at it and puts down the potato she’s been peeling. I 

look over at her and notice to my utter shock—and honestly horror—tears glistening in her eyes. 

Was it insensitive of me to be cooking her mother’s recipe? Should I have not mentioned it? 

Why did I put my foot in my mouth when I was finally getting a rare moment with her?  

 

I was about to blabber some type of an apology when Shani whispered softly in a choked up 

voice, “Ima made the best latkes…and would get me the best Chanukah present each year.” I put 

down the spatula and make the bold move to place my hand upon hers. I firmly squeeze her 

hand. Shani begins to cry and as the tears cascade upon her petite face I take the risk and 

maneuver our hand holding into a warm embrace. Shani doesn’t resist and sobs into my arms. 

We stand there for what feels like a moment and eternity as I hold her tightly against me, hoping 

the words unsaid are enough of a healing balm for her broken heart.  
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The Gift of ADHD 

 

Max, the red racing car with the white stripes, could barely put out enough juice to move his 

engine forward. For the first time in his life, he trudged slowly home. The few blocks that he 

usually raced in minutes, today seemed like miles.  

 

“How am I going to tell my parents?” he panicked. “They are going to kill me!” The teacher’s 

harsh words replayed again and again through his mind.  They were followed by another 

depressing thought: What am I going to do now? 

 

When Max reached the park, he paused, not able to find enough strength to take another step, 

and he burst into tears. While the sun was shining, the birds were chirping, and the flowers were 

blooming vibrantly, he didn't notice any of it. He felt hopeless. His tears flowed so freely he was 

worried he would begin to rust.  

 

“Is everything OK?” A deep voice asked with concern. “Can I help?” 

 

Max looked up to see the caring face of the old jalopy in front of him. At first he shrugged, 

hoping the clunker would go away and leave him alone in his misery. But no such luck.  
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“My name is Mr. Tim. Can I park next to you?” the elderly car asked softly. Max was too polite 

to kick him away so he gave another, this time barely noticeable, shrug yes.  

 

“Looks like you're having a rough day,” Mr. Tim said with compassion in his voice. “Want to 

talk about it?”  

 

Max shrugged for the third time. Mr. Tim looked at him patiently. A minute passed and then 

another. 

 

“It's a long story,” Max finally said.   

 

“I've got all day”, Mr. Tim replied. “When you are an old clunker like me, things can be pretty 

dull. Not much on my schedule lately.” 

 

Max shared with him his history- growing up in the village of Orderville, where all the cars were 

Chevrolets; sturdy, square bases with reliable motors. His father was the mayor of the town. Dad 

loved everything “slow and steady, dependable and reliable”. That, in fact, was how the town 

was built- with houses in organized rows, horizontally labelled from A- Z and vertically from 1-

35. Max’s family lived in A5.  

 

From the moment Max was born, however, it was clear that he was different.  “Look at me,” he 

cried, “there is something wrong with me! I can’t seem to follow the simple directions that my 

parents give me.  I also keep getting in trouble in school. Today, my teacher said that I was 

being disruptive because my engine kept revving in the middle of class, and she sent me home 

early. She said that I should only come back when I fix my behavior. Doesn't everyone know 

how much I have tried? I must have a defective engine, and what am I supposed to do about 

that?” Max bawled.  

 

“Sounds really tough!” the aged car responded with deep sympathy.  “I hear your frustration and 

your sadness touches me deeply. I wish I could wave a magic wand to make things better. I 

understand you wish you could trade in your engine for a more stable type. If you don't mind 

listening for a few minutes, I'd like to share with you a perspective which is very different from 

yours. Are you open to hearing some new thoughts?” 

 

“Sure,” said Max, wanting to forestall his conversation with his parents for as long as possible. 

He also had a spark of curiosity and maybe even a teeny drop of hope. Was there another way to 

view his situation? Could it be that  he wasn't doomed to failure? 

 

He looked up with his tear-stained eyes and saw caring and compassion in the eyes of the old 

car; even some love.  

 

“Have you ever learned about the different types of cars?” Max began. “Most cars here in 

Orderville are road cars, like your parents. They are designed to be dependable and last a long 

time. Then there is a completely different type of car called a race car. Instead of having a 

sturdy, square build like street cars, race cars are lean, with smooth lines like yours. They are 

actually specially designed to put out tremendous raw power and for their speed in races. They 

are specifically created to produce short bursts of high energy, and it takes a great deal of effort 

to learn to filter their force so they can be used effectively. 
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“Maybe you could look at your engine in a different way? What if it's not a problem that you're 

fast and have so much power in your engine? Maybe it's even actually a gift? Could it be 

possible that you have a higher-powered, capable, strong and useful engine– that can accomplish 

so much more in such a short time than the others? I think that you may even be a Ferrari!” 

 

Mr Tim continued, “In fact, I had a friend who was just like you!.He realized that he actually has 

an awesome brain, a special turbo-charged brain, like a Ferrari race car which is incredibly fast, 

talented and will ‘win lots of races’. But his ‘brakes’ were only bicycle brakes and were not 

strong enough to control the brain- so it was hard to slow down and focus. He worked to learn to 

strengthen his brakes so he can slow down when he needs to- and he has accomplished amazing 

things in his life.  

 

Max was astounded to hear Mr. Tim’s wise words. It gave him a lot of food for thought.  

 

P. S. My prayer is that all of our children can have a Mr. Tim in their life- someone who helps 

them see past their challenges to find and develop their unique gifts. 
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Two Men   
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Locked eyes. 
Two pairs 
of eyes. 
One pair: 
Cold 
Steel 
Gray, 
like his 
Crisp 
Clean 
Starched 
Uniform. 
The other pair: 
Wet 
Cloud 
Gray, 
like his 
Worn 
Washed 
Faded 
Yarmulke 
 
Two men. 
His name is Hans 
and 
His name is Hershel. 
 
Short breaths. 
He’s excited 
about his task, 
and 
He’s terrified 
of what comes next

Sticky wetness. 
His blond hair 
is soaked 
with sweat. 
It comes 
from nerves, 
and 
 
His black beard 
is soaked 
with blood. 
It comes 
from repeated blows. 
 
Thoughts racing. 
He thinks: 
Oh my 
Führer, 
give me courage 
to do this 
and 
He thinks 
Oh my 
Father, 
give me courage 
to overcome this. 
 

Shaky movements. 
He raises his hand 
his fingers clutching 
his 
Luger 
and 
He raises his hand 
his palm covering his 
Eyes. 
He says 
“Heil Hitler!” 
and 
He says 
“Shema Yisrael!” 
 
He steadies his grip 
and smiles 
Wickedly 
and 
He finishes his prayer 
and smiles 
Triumphantly. 
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To Travel Through Time 
The first time I wanted time to stop was at my eight year old birthday party. It was 

just a small party, and it was so perfect.  

My parents, my grandparents, my siblings, cousins my age.  

Only Mindy, the cousin I couldn’t stand, was not there because she was sick with the flu. 

Coming after a year of IV-lines snaking into my veins, poking and prodding, prayers and 

tears, when all I wanted was to go to school like my friends, the celebration was a goodbye 

to suffering, hello to party! Finally I was eight (going on eighteen). I was clear. I was normal! 

I looked around the dining room, at the to-be-unwrapped presents, at the balloons, the 

yummy birthday cake, the eight candles shining merrily. 

I closed my eyes and wished, wished so hard, from the roots of my new tufts of hair down 

to my little wriggling toes. That it should stay. Stay like this.  

Me and my family, round the festive dining room table. So amazingly, sparklingly, perfect! 

It didn’t. 
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By the time my ninth party rolled around the bash was considerably smaller.  

Bubby and Zeidy had bought separate houses. And my beloved Zeidy did not come to my 

party to let me take a secret puff on his cigarette. 

My mother’s face had new wrinkles too. And my least favorite cousin Mindy was there, just 

sayin’.  

There were moments after that. Many moments really. A perfect shabbes meal, a 

barbeque, a family choir by the menorah. I’d close my eyes and beg, with fully grown hair 

now, to stay, stay, stay. 

It didn’t.  

Time. It doesn’t just listen to you.  

It rushes when you want it to drag. It hovers when you need it to fly. And it just does its 

thing when you need it to do your thing! 

Do I sound obsessed? I was obsessed. All my school projects, public speaking 

projects, science projects, even my essays were about one subject: time travel. 

Geeks exist. In the books they have freckles, round glasses and pudgy noses with wrinkles 

around the edges. 

I had a pudgy nose and round glasses, but I wasn’t a geek. 

I was just ‘slightly’ anxious to know how, if, ever! I could do something to change this 

aggravating habit of time. The habit of ignoring my desperate tries to keep things normal 

and familiar. 

“But no”, Mr. Time says, “things have to pass, things have to change. Tick tock, tick tock.” 

Leaving me with what? An empty, frantic hunt for something that would stay mine. Forever.  

Tick tock. 

I never found it. 

I knew time travel is science fiction, and science fiction is geeky. 

But nonetheless, the shelf in my room was full of books about time travel. 

My wall had a mural depicting a time travel machine. 

And my signature doodle was something that looked like an alien in- yeah- a time machine. 

I wasn’t fixated, well, I was, just a little. But it was the very last hope I could hold onto when 

things became knotty. So knotty that the neat ball of yarn called life became an 

unrecognizable mess.  

Then my Dad lost his job. It was sudden. We moved to a cramped apartment and 

wore extra layers of clothing when it got cold. My mother started baking instead of buying. 

My parents were proud people. Not too proud to make sure we had enough to eat. But still, 

proud enough to make me stay home from for every school outing that year.  
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It was hard. Very hard. My heart felt cold and empty. My pillow saw its fair share of tears 

during that long, cold winter. 

And yet, there were sparks of light. 

And as we sat by the Chanuka candles, huddled into our jackets but feeling warm inside, 

eating freshly fried latkes, I looked around me and tried to keep my tears in check. 

“Hashem!” I cried silently, “I have the most amazing family! I have the greatest parents! 

Please, please, please, help my parents! Help me! Make this happy moment stay!” 

It didn’t. 

Of course it didn’t! Did I expect Hashem to stop all the clocks from ticking so that 

one broken girl could stay around the menorah with her family? 

That evening we sat around the computer watching old family videos.  

The computer was old. And sloooow. 

Suddenly, there I was in all my eight year old glory, at my birthday party. I felt all fuzzy inside 

thinking back to that perfect time.  

We laughed at the crown of cottony hair and my goofy grin.  

Then the screen froze. My sister groaned and my brothers yelled, but I stared at the 

computer transfixed, as if it could tell me more. 

Because, suddenly, I did see more. 

Right there, on the screen, were my Bubby and Zeidy. And they were glaring at each other. 

Glaring! 

Huh? 

I felt shaky. 

I didn’t remember! Didn’t remember gray and clouds and monsters! All I recalled was the 

happy time, the presents, the cake, the company.  

What was I thinking? Obviously, if my grandparents divorced that year, it must have been 

old news. It couldn’t have happened from one day to the next, right? 

So- 

The screen flickered once and came back to life. My sister clapped, my brothers whooped. I 

shook my head till I saw stars. Something to think about. Later. 

Later found me sitting on my bed, staring at the picture of my old bedroom mural. 

My sister chose that moment to waltz into my room, okay, our room, singing a song on top 

of her lungs. 

“What ya looking at?” She plopped down on my bed and looked at the picture over my 

shoulders. I stifled a scream. 

“Time travel, huh?”  

She gave a little sigh.  
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“Sometimes I also wish we could go back to the good times.” 

Huh? I started. That wasn’t why I wanted to time travel! 

“I don’t want to go back to the past. I just want it-“ I swallowed past the lump in my throat. 

“I want the good times to stay.” 

Was I really having a DMC? With my sister? I am not a DMC person. This was private. 

My sister laughed. “Wanting the present to stay is the same thing as living in the past. Not 

possible dear.” 

As if I didn’t know that. As if I hadn’t known that for years and years. 

“No present without a past, sis”, were her last words of wisdom before she jumped off my 

bed and disappeared from my field of vision. 

I shivered. That was a new one. A true one.  

Because Bubby and Zeidy would have still been together if not for the past. 

They wouldn’t have been glaring at each other on the screen if they hadn’t- maybe- had a 

fight the day before. Right? 

Ha, obviously, if there’s no past, there’s no present either. 

So, what about- all the rest? 

My delirious happiness, my crown of hair, they wouldn’t have been there either if not for the 

year of pain that had brought us to that moment.  

The present- isn’t it only what it is because of the past trailing behind it? 

I grabbed the picture of my old house that I kept hidden under my cushion and stared at it 

through glassy eyes. 

What had happened during that heart stopping moment around the menorah, when I 

wanted to grab my entire family and hold them close, forever… would it have been the same 

if not for the struggles that had brought us to this day? 

Holding onto the past, building on it, is that what made the present so special? 

And- if I actually got my wish and stopped the present at every precious moment I 

encountered, would I be preventing all the future presents that could come at the tail of my 

past? The past that was happening now? 

So complicated, my head started spinning. 

I shoved the mural-picture under my bed and reached for my unfinished scrapbook. 

Time travel could happen in real life too.  

And it did. 
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The Alternate Door 
Rochi Rubin relished those times when Mrs. Feingold turned her back on the class. 

Usually, it happened when Mrs. Feingold was writing on the board. On occasion she even 

turned and left the classroom. Rochi took advantage of those precious moments.  

Like today.  

A hurried rap on the door and Rochi was alert and on guard.  

“Mrs. Feingold?” A senior was standing there looking harried. Her frizzy hair was all over 

the place and Rochi couldn’t help but stifle a giggle. She recognized the girl as Shifra, one of 

those goody goody types that didn’t mind running errands for teachers. As much as she 

loved cutting class, Rochi would never volunteer to run an errand for a teacher. She would 

always find the perfect excuse to weasel her way out of any request. Rochi noticed Shifra 

smiling sweetly at Mrs. Feingold and grimaced. Why would any student seek to please the 

teachers? In Rochi’s eyes, the teachers were the enemy.  

“Yes?” Mrs. Feingold smiled back at dear old Shifra. Her past student and probably her pet, Rochi 

realized.  

“Uh, you have a message at the office.” 

Mrs. Feingold’s eyebrows lifted quizzically. “Do you mean now?” she asked. “I’m in the 

middle of a lesson…”  
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As if Shifra couldn’t see that! 

“They said it’s very important…” Shifra trailed off.  

“Well, then. I wonder what could be so important now, in the middle of class? Girls, I’ll be 

back as soon as I can. You can continue on to questions 8 and 9 and use Rashi, Radak and 

the metzudos to help you. Please stay seated.” Rochi noticed Mrs. Feingold’s meaningful look 

in her direction.  

As soon as Mrs. Feingold had exited the classroom, Rochi sprung out of her seat. “Teacher’s 

gone!” she yelled. “Coast clear!”  

A few girls giggled. A few others, the Shifra types, continued sitting in their seats and 

working studiously. Suri and Kaila, two of Rochi’s partners in crime, had jumped up together 

with Rochi, already anticipating some fun.  

“Ok. So first of all, none of us are going to actually going to fill in those questions, are we?” 

Rochi fixed her gaze on the studious group. Some of those girls blushed but continued 

working. Others looked undecided. There was only one girl though, Nechama, who dared to 

speak up.  

“Well, some of us are,” Nechama shot back. Nechama’s fiery passion to do the right thing 

grated on Rochi’s nerves. But Rochi bit her tongue, realizing that they probably didn’t have 

much time. She simply rolled her eyes at Nechama and continued. 

“Ok, now all we have to do it put our Neviim away and pretend that the lesson is finished.” 

“But why?” asked Nechama, genuinely puzzled.  

Rochi sighed. Girls like Nechama would just never change.  

… 

Rochi leaned back against the wall, picturing Mrs. Feingold’s surprised and angry face 

after she had realized what they had done. It had been good, Rochi nodded to herself in 

satisfaction. Really good. Most of the girls had gone along with the plan. There were a few girls 

that could have ruined the whole thing, but Rochi had known how to deal with them. 

“Girls, where are your Neviim?” Mrs. Feingold had asked on her return to the classroom, 

her eyebrows knitted together.   

Silence.  

“Girls?” she repeated. “Can I please have an explanation for this?” Mrs. Feingold never 

shouted, but Rochi could tell that she was very angry.  

“We thought the lesson was finished Mrs. Feingold,” Rochi replied sweetly. Suri and Kaila 

nodded. 

“Finished? You all knew that I was just stepping out for a few minutes. I told you to stay 

seated! Ah”- she pointed at Nechama and a few others who still had their Neviim open. “I 

see that not all of you were sure that the lesson was finished.”  

“Oh Mrs. Feingold, what do you expect? Nechama, Malky, Dina and Chaya Rena always go 
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over the material after class,” Rochi said quickly before Nechama could say a word.  

Mrs. Feingold shook her head in annoyance and sighed. “Please take out your Neviim,” she 

said quietly.  

Though Rochi admired Mrs. Feingold as a teacher who kept their composure even under 

stress, she still didn’t regret her earlier actions.  

Just then, Rochi was shaken out her reverie as the wall behind her started giving way. She 

quickly regained her balance and realized that what she had been leaning against was not a 

wall, but rather door. “That’s strange,” she said to herself, “I never knew there was a door 

here.” Never the one to miss an adventure, Rochi pushed open the squeaky door and found 

herself in pitch darkness. “Huh?” she muttered. “Where am I?”  

After groping around a bit, Rochi gathered that she was in some sort of large storage closet. 

She could feel some broomsticks and mops and a few buckets of paint. “The janitor’s 

closet?” Suddenly Rochi heard a noise. “Help!” she jumped. After a moment, she realized 

that the noises were coming from outside of the closet. While calming her racing heart, she 

strained to listen.  

“What’s the matter, Sarah?” Rochi could distinctly hear Mrs. Kaplan’s voice, her 

mechaneches from last year. She sounded concerned. 

“Don’t ask,” Mrs. Feingold replied. “It was a tough lesson. Very tough! I needed to step out 

of the classroom for a few minutes, and when I came back the girls had put their Neviim 

away already. Well, most of them,” she muttered. “’We thought the lesson was finished Mrs. 

Feingold,’ is what they said to me. What, do they think that I’m dumb? I just don’t 

understand them! This is 11th grade we’re talking about here! Not second grade!” 

Standing inside the dark closet, Rochi held her breath. Was this closet she was standing in 

situated directly behind the teacher’s room? She didn’t dare move to check.  

“If it would have been Adar, I might have understood,” Mrs. Feingold was continuing.   

“How terrible! Tell me… I know this class all too well, I taught them last year. Was this… 

Rochi Rubin’s idea? I know that she is usually the ringleader of those sort of pranks.” 

Rochi drew a sharp breath. She knew that school rules prohibited teachers from speaking 

about specific students. How dare Mrs. Kaplan speak about her to Mrs. Feingold? She 

waited to hear what Mrs. Feingold would say. 

“Does it really matter?” Mrs. Feingold’s voice had calmed down.  

“You’re right, I’m sorry. Forget what I just said,” Mrs. Kaplan sounded contrite, but for 

Rochi, it was too late. She already knew that none of the teachers liked her, but this was the 

last straw. What, they all thought of her as a troublemaker and an annoying girl who didn’t 

have any good traits in her at all? She would show them!  

Rochi knew that class had most probably already started, but she didn’t care. Rochi’s hand 

brushed against the other side of the closet, against the doors leading to the teacher’s room. 

Was it really the teacher’s room? She decided to open the door a crack and check. The 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

voices had died down and all seemed quiet. Good, Rochi thought, that means that they have left. 

She pushed open the door a tiny bit and realized that she had been right. It was indeed the 

teacher’s room with the grey couches, fridge and huge blue bulletin board. Rochi smiled to 

herself, thinking of the fun she could have inside this room. All of a sudden there was a 

movement near the table at the far end of the room. So the room isn’t empty after all! Rochi’s 

heart leapt to her throat as she quickly pulled the closet door closed. Before it closed 

completely Rochi noticed the teacher who was in the room. It was none other than Mrs. 

Feingold.  

“Who’s there?” Mrs. Feingold asked in alarm, but Rochi had already slammed the doors 

shut, retreated back to the outer door and zipped back to class in the nick of time.  

… 

Uncharacteristically, Rochi didn’t tell anyone of her adventure earlier that day, not 

even Kaila and Suri. After the last bell rang, she stayed sitting in her seat, another thing that 

was very unlike her.  

“Coming Rochi?” Suri called when she noticed that Rochi hadn’t budged from her chair. 

Suri and Kaila had already started walking to the door, fully expecting Rochi to be hot on 

their trail. 

“Uh, I have to stay here for a few minutes, to uh… finish something up,” she explained 

lamely. 

Suri raised her eyebrows quizzically. Rochi sure wasn’t acting like herself! “Want us to wait 

with you?” she offered generously. 

“No that’s ok, I don’t want to keep you. We’ll see each other tomorrow!” Rochi smiled at 

her friends, but her mind was miles away. Suri and Kaila waved and were gone. 

“I never thought I would actually feel relieved to see my friends go,” Rochi said to herself 

wryly.  

Now, her brain was on fire, what can I do to show those teachers that they are wrong? And specifically 

Mrs. Kaplan since she was the one who spoke about me… aha! Rochi knew exactly want to 

do.  

Taking out a pen and paper, Rochi wrote busily for a few minutes, and then she was done. 

With a flourish she reread her note and nodded in satisfaction.  

 

Dear Mrs. Perlowitz, 

It has come to my attention that a few teachers were talking negatively in the teacher’s room about a student 

in the school, thereby breaking school rules. Please reenforce the important rule of not having the teachers 

speak about specific students. As well as it being not fair to the students, it is also lashon hara.  

Thank you 
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She made her way to the principal’s office, the note clutched tightly in her hand. The 

school was silent and empty, a good sign. For a wild moment Rochi feared that Mrs. 

Feingold would jump out at her from around the corner, but quickly calmed herself down.  

There was still one secretary present in the building; Rochi had to keep quiet to avoid 

detection. Finally, she was standing before the principal’s door. This door was no stranger to 

Rochi. She entered the room. Though she had been in this room countless times, she had 

never been here by herself before.  

She glanced around at the tastefully decorated room. Being that the principal spent so many 

hours in this room, she probably wanted to feel at home. There was even a small aquarium 

in the far corner of the room! Rochi smiled at the pictures of Mrs. Perlowitz’s grandchildren. 

She had to admit, they were cute. It was already getting late. Rochi placed the anonymous 

note in the center of the large cherry wood desk. She didn’t have time to type the letter, but 

she was glad that she had remembered to write in capitals as so not to be recognizable. 

According to the letter, the writer could either be student or teacher, which was good. Rochi 

didn’t want anyone to find out that it was her who wrote it.  

Walking quietly back out of the room, Rochi pulled her bag higher up on her shoulders and 

got ready to leave the building, not even dreaming of the commotion this small letter would 

make.  

… 

“Girls, girls, please quiet down.” Mrs. Perlowitz waited until the last of the murmurs 

ceased and then continued. “You are probably wondering why I am calling this assembly 

when it is not Rosh Chodesh. Well, I’ll tell you. It has come to my attention that…”- here 

Rochi blanched at the familiar words- “someone here thinks that the school rules are very 

important. So much so that she went and wrote a letter to me, telling me to re-enforce one 

of them. However, it was done in a way that wasn’t very appropriate and I am very upset.” 

Mrs. Perlowitz shook her head sadly.  

There were a few muffled whispers and giggles. Rochi’s heart was racing, and she had balled 

her fists, her nails digging uncomfortably into the palm of her hand. Don’t move, she told 

herself, don’t blush, don’t do anything. Just don’t give it away that it was you!  

“The girl who did it knows that I am talking to her.” Mrs. Perlowitz’s eyes swept the room, 

and in that one glance she somehow managed to look every student in the eye. When her 

eyes reached Rochi’s, Rochi tried hard not to flinch. How does she know that it’s a student, and not 

a teacher? she wondered.  

“I’m giving this girl two days to own up. If she doesn’t confess by then, I will have no choice 

but to punish the whole school.” 

“But that’s not fair!” one girl shouted.  

“Yeah!” another girl agreed. “Why do we have to get punished if it’s not our fault?” 
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“I realize it is not fair that the whole school will have to suffer for one girl’s misdemeanour. 

But if this girl lacks the courage to do teshuva, then unfortunately this is how things stand at 

the moment.”  

“What could this girl have done for Mrs. Perlowitz to call a whole assembly for? I just don’t 

believe this!” Kaila whispered to Rochi.  

Rochi nodded and tried to look shocked.  

… 

“Tziporah is coming for supper today,” Rochi’s mother informed her as soon as she 

walked in the door.  

“Really?” Rochi brightened. Tziporah was her older cousin whom Rochi really looked up to.  

“Yes. She’ll be here in about an hour.”  

“How come she’s coming?” 

Rochi’s mother replied absent-mindedly. “We haven’t seen her in ages, we thought it would 

be nice to have her over.”  

“Great!” Rochi bounded up to her room to make it look a little more presentable. Though 

Tziporah was four years older, she spoke to Rochi as if she were her age. Rochi loved their 

relationship and thrived on their DMCs.  

 

Yet, when Tziporah finally arrived, she wasn’t acting like her usual self. She looked 

really tired, and she was unusually quiet. She ate with everyone else, smiled and thanked 

Rochi’s mother at the end of the meal, but Rochi could tell that something was not quite 

right.  

“Tziporah?” she asked, once they were sitting comfortably in Rochi’s room, “anything the 

matter?”  

“Well, yeah,” Tziporah sighed. “I may as well tell you. As you already know, I’ve just started 

my teaching job…” 

When Tziporah first told Rochi that she was going to be a teacher, Rochi found it hard to 

look at her favourite cousin in the same way. A teacher? Her very own much-admired cousin 

was going to work at the job that she, Rochi, most detested? But Tziporah was still Tziporah 

and Rochi still loved her despite her occupation.  

“Nu,” Rochi queried, “so how’s it going?” 

“Why do you think I’m in such a bad mood?” Tziporah responded with a question. 

“So you mean it’s not going well?”  

“I love teaching… but there is one girl in the 8th grade class who are just making things 

miserable for me. I don’t think you’ll want to know all the gory details…” she trailed off.  

“No, please tell me,” Rochi begged. As Tziporah told her what had been happening in her 

classroom lately, Rochi gasped. There were actually girls who would do things like that? And 
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to someone like Tziporah no less?  Rochi started thinking about the letter and her latest 

string of behaviours. The stories Tziporah was relating sounded quite familiar…  

 

Finally, Rochi came to a dawning realization. She needed to apologize. And not only 

to Mrs. Perlowitz. She had to apologize to a whole host of teachers. But how, how would 

she do it? She was so nervous, so scared!  

… 

After a few failed attempts at trying to bring Rochi with them to the lunchroom, Suri 

and Kaila left her to mope on her own in the empty classroom.  

What should I do? What should I do? The thought echoed in Rochi’s mind. She really didn’t want 

to get the whole school in trouble, but how could she muster up the courage to apologize? 

How?  

Suddenly, the classroom door creaked open, sounding louder than ever in the emptiness.  

 Mrs. Feingold walked in and sat down right next to Rochi.  

“Rochi,” she said, “I know it’s very, very hard, but please apologize. Do it for yourself. Trust 

me.” 

“Wha- how do you even know that it was me?”  

Her teacher smiled slightly. “I saw you in the closet in the teachers room.” 

“You did? But… but I thought I pulled the doors closed before you could see me!” 

“You nearly closed them in time, but not quite. I saw you…”  

Mrs. Feingold had kind eyes, Rochi noted. She’s really a special teacher. She never loses her temper even 

when I try my hardest to provoke her. How, how could I have been so… so horrible?  

“Mrs. Feingold?” she asked in a whisper. “If you knew that it was me… why didn’t 

you just tell the principal?”  

“Rochi, I don’t talk about students to anyone. Anyone,” she looked closely at Rochi. “Mrs. 

Kaplan made a mistake; she didn’t even continue talking about you after she realized that it 

wasn’t right. The teachers can slip up as well. You know that, don’t you?”  

“I know,” Rochi said. She breathed out shakily. “Mrs. Feingold… I’m really, really sorry. 

Can you please, please forgive me? I don’t even know what made me do what I did, all those 

times.” 

“You’re forgiven. Rochi, I want you to know, the teachers are not the enemy. We are on 

your side.” 

How does she know?  

“I know that now. When I was in 3rd grade one of my teachers yelled at me in front of the 

whole class and I hadn’t done anything wrong. I’m always worried that that would happen 

again,” Rochi revealed.  
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“I understand. But that sounds like a traumatic, one-off experience. Most teachers are not 

like that...” 

“I think I’ll go and apologize now to Mrs. Perlowitz,” Rochi said slowly. She bit her lip.  

“Rochi, I’m proud of you. Tell me afterwards how it went. I have a feeling it’s not going to 

be too bad!”  

With those words Rochi bravely started for the door. But as she opened it her teacher’s 

voice stopped her. Rochi spun around.  

“One more thing,” Mrs. Feingold had a twinkle in her eye, “how on earth did you manage to 

get into that closet?  
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The Healing Power of 

Silence 
 

Feeling scared?  
Anxious? 
Worried? 
Uncertain?  
 
Then tap into the power of silence and let it soothe you, 
Hug you, 
Calm you.  
Let it envelope you like a big, warm hug 
Let it soften the hard edges 
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And be a blanket of warmth and affection.  
Huddle with it and see what it has to offer you.  
Listen to it carefully, 
Don't miss a beat.  
Allow your entire body to immerse in its presence, 
To bathe in its power, 
To soothe your weary spirits and frightened soul, 
Allow the tension to pour out as the silence soothes you.  
 
Sit with it, 
Be with it,  
And experience it with all your senses.  
 
Breathe in…  
And exhale out…  
 
You got it!  
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Crash Landings 
Here we are: going into our second Covid-era summer. We’re still smarting from the last one. We’ve 

become walking Googlemaps. We can’t travel to Covid hotspots South Africa, Botswana, Bolivia, and 

United Arab Emirates. And if you do get into Israel like I did, you just have to draw blood for the serology 

antibodies test to avoid 14 days quarantine.  

A refuge from the uncertainty of Summer 2021 is to look back at our memories (in my case, foibles..) of 

Summer 2020.                     

Thus, it occurs to me that the two things most dear to my heart (besides the children, of course!) 

crashed that Summer of 2020; my phone and my husband. 

We were vacationing that Summer in Bibione, a small seaside town along the Adriatic coast near Venice, 
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a three hour drive from my hometown of Milan, Italy.  During the ‘70s and 80’s there had been a strong 

Jewish presence in Bibione of European vacationers, with Minyanim organized by my dear father-in-law. 

He had convinced the Chief of Police, a certain Pasqualino Codognotto (I know it sounds like a Mafia 

Godfather!) to donate a room in the Carabinieri, the local police station, to serve as our shul. I became 

the Bibionese Rebbetzin, serving a mean cholent every Shabbos. One of the congregants suggested that 

after my cholent one had to wait 12 hours before eating dairy! 

Fast forward to that fateful summer, we found ourselves without Wifi in our summer home and my 

husband was in dire need of coverage to log onto his myriad shiurim online. We went to a local shop in 

town, called a Tabaccheria, to buy a new Sim card that would give us Wifi coverage.   

 An interesting detail- since 1946, the Tabaccheria has been selling Totocalcio tickets. This national 

pastime of playing Totocalcio  earned the state 800 million euros a week. It was initiated by a Jew, 

Massimo Della Pergola, a journalist who lost his prestigious position at Gazzetta della Sport due to the 

Italian racial laws promulgated by Fascist Italy from 1938 to 1943. He escaped to Switzerland for the 

duration of the war. Upon returning, he devised a  format of predicting the outcome of the 13  soccer 

games played every Sunday, on a ballot that was then registered at the local Tabaccheria. The winnings 

were in the millions of euro, till interest waned in these past years. 

This introduction illustrates why every owner of a Tabaccheria seems to feel omnipotent. In fact, the 

new Sim card that we had to purchase for Wifi coverage was sold to us by just such a Tabaccheria 

owner. He confidently took my Sim card out of my phone and attempted to substitute it with the new 

one. No luck. He replaced the original Sim card back into my phone and asked, “What is the password of 

your email account set up when you bought this phone? Without it, your data will be lost forever.” 

Gagging, I blurted out ,”You mean the password I used to set up my phone 5 years ago? You’re joking. 

Right?!!”  

‘Well,” he continued, “If you want to retrieve your data you had better come up with it.” 

“Excuse me,” I yelped to this omnipotent clerk (rhymes with j-rk), “I have no clue!” 

He brightens up and says, “You wrote the following riddle as backup, “Who is my favorite daughter-in-

law?” 

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I’m thinking. 

The mistakes of my youth. Whoa! Besides for the fact that I’ve always had 4 daughters-in-law from way 

back when! I must have been sugared out or something. 

A blank screen was all my phone could cough up. 

In need of a hacker to retrieve 5 years worth of photos of post-Pesach, key-shaped, freshly-baked 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

Challos, and grandchildren blowing out birthday candles, we were sent to a Venetian phone maven. He 

told me to leave him my ID card with my personal data and he would open the phone even if it meant 

he’d have to create another email address. What did I have to lose? Little did I know.  

I unwittingly left it to him and returned the next day to find he that had great news to give me.  He had 

created another email address i.e. my maiden name followed by my BIRTH YEAR ….19--! 

MY BIRTH YEAR! 

Not even my own grandchildren know that info! And now it’ll be global knowledge!’’   

Since then, I’ve obviously been using my husband’s email address. Why is it that when I look at my new 

email address, my arthritic pain starts acting up? 

After my phone crashed I announced that I had had enough excitement for one vacation. Well, “From 

my mouth to G-d’s ears” was obviously not in the cards. 

Entering the garage upon arriving in our summer home, my husband waxed nostalgic seeing the 15 bikes 

that had accumulated over the years. Reminiscing over kilometric biking trips with his boys, he was 

tearing up. I’m nursing a premonition here; uh oh. 

“After knee surgery this past Autumn, I hope you’re not entertaining the thought of mounting one of 

these things!” 

Next day my husband disappears with his favorite bike to get the tires pumped up. When he returns, I 

see him in front of the house tentatively raising one leg  to mount the bike. Before you can say  ‘Lance 

Armstrong’ he crashes to the pavement and five tourists run to help him. 

My husband  is telling me he can’t stand on his feet, so we take a taxi to a hospital in Portogruaro, a 

town nearby. 

Driving to the ER, our gregarious taxi driver is regaling us with stories about  every  fracture  he ever 

experienced. My husband is glancing towards me with pleading eyes. He just wants to suffer in peace; 

but my philosophy is that every conversation we are witness to is a gift from G-d and is meant to be 

heard. The taxi driver is saying  that he went to the same  ER we are headed to for his fractured ribs  a 

year ago. The x-ray they took did not reveal the extensive damage he was suffering, so he insisted they 

do a CAT scan which revealed that his broken ribs were puncturing his lungs. I store that information,  

and lo and behold, after hours of waiting and doing an X-ray of my husband’s hip, the doctor is giving us 

a clean bill of health and is about to discharge us, when I retrieve that conversation with our taxi driver.  

I insist the doctor note my husband’s pain when he stands on his feet and I demand a CAT scan be done. 

BH they comply and discover that his femur is fractured. We are shuttled to another floor to be visited 

by an orthopedic doctor who, lo and behold, has a Jewish name, Dr. Abraham Nahum. I share with my 

husband- we are in good hands, a Jewish doctor here in Yahupitz! What are the chances? 
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Dr. Nahum studies the scan and tells us to prepare for surgery within 48 hours to be followed by a 10-

day  stay in the hospital. I assure my husband that this Jewish doctor is here for a purpose and he will be 

our messenger for the right solution. Then Dr Nahum looks pensively at my husband’s Tzitzis and says, 

all of a sudden, that he wants to ask an opinion on our scan from the head physician of the department  

who happens to be next door visiting a patient. As he leaves, the nurse tells us that this head physician is 

a world class Orthopedic surgeon, Professor Turchetto. I turn to my husband and give these directions, 

“Storm the heavens now… meditating on every act of kindness you have ever done to anybody, and I 

will do the same, so as to serve us as merits in order to change the decree of this  upcoming operation, 

unrealistic as that may sound !’ 

Ten minutes later our Dr Nahum walks in saying these words; 

’Professor  Luigino Turchetto says there is no need for surgery. Your bones can knit by not putting your 

weight on that leg for 40 days.’ 

I look up to heaven and say a prayer of thanks to G-d for changing the decree before our eyes. I think I 

lucked onto a new patent for direct intervention from Hakodosh Boruch Hu when the going gets rough!! 

Back in Milan, we experienced my husband’s convalescence period in a mindful way, aware that G-d 

never abandons us and sweetens the bitter pills of life with His magnanimous showers of affection.  
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Pesach in Utopia 

I bought this pink planner with all these encouraging stickers, fantasizing that 
this year I would eliminate those last week Pesach jitters, the sufferers of the  Pesach 
Preps Procrastination Syndrome  (PPPS  in short) are afflicted with annually.  Blaring 
through my head is the well-known proverb that my mother would merrily declaim: 
“Time and tide wait for no man” (and I’d add: “or woman either!”) Or how about the 
grating internal chatter of “if only I had started      10, 9, 8, 7, 6, weeks ago, I would 
feel much less of a jangled pretzel”, and the equally comforting mantra of “Everyone 
sits down to seder night in the end, no matter what.”  

“So where are you up to?” my favorite neighbor, Mrs. Spitzel, airily inquires as 
she sticks her nose into my humble abode.  “I’m just about done, all my potato kugels 
are cooling off. Gotta make sure they go straight into my ‘Pesach’ freezer before any 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

of my hungry Yeshiva bochurim get even close to demolishing them”, Mrs. Spitzel 
trills away, oblivious to my growing discomfort. Her smugness is getting on my 
nerves, goading me to the dark alleyways of uncharitable thoughts.   

My jaw hurts from the plastic smile pasted on my face, but inside the story is 
different: “Really, Mrs. Fake Balaboosta2, I bet you never lifted a finger. Maria or 
Valentina did the brunt of the cleaning, whilst you directed the show and now all you 
do is prance around and take all the credit! ”Oh, that’s amazing that you are so ahead 
of the game,” I sweetly intone, “I’ve almost completed the Pesach cleaning marathon, 
and, well, as for cooking, some of us don’t have the luxury of a Pesach kitchen, do 
they?”  There, she can put that in her pipe and smoke it, for all I care. 

I’m a real grump right now but there’s no choice, I have to get moving and 
pronto. Beating a hasty retreat and go and make myself a cup of chamomile tea to 
calm down my frazzled sense of equilibrium.  With the comforting cup of tea in hand, 
I sit down at the kitchen table that is piled high with all sorts of stuff that is patiently 
waiting to be tidied, as I conjure up my version of a Utopian Pesach.   

By Rosh Chodesh Adar I would instinctively switch into Pesach mode without 
any of the internal or external prodding. Still, for added security, in case I am not that 
focused on Pesach preparations, the words “competition”, “comparison” and 
“marathon” would be expunged from the Pesach lexicon.  And geshikt3 ladies will be 
prohibited from asking the question “So how’s Pesach coming along?” with those 
cloyingly sweet tones of self-satisfaction of a job well done, when they have 
deceptively had their mental and written planners open since Chanukah. 

Well, now that I’ve got my pet peeves off my chest, we can get down to the 
nuts and bolts. We all have to clean for Pesach, so how to make this process stress 
free, with no frayed tempers at all? I have this brainwave of an idea straight from the 
book “Charlie and the Chocolate Factory”, that a team of Oompa Loompas (they 
were the workers at Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory) would magically appear in time 
for the pre-Pesach season, to do just about everything! They’d create lists and more 
importantly, painstakingly work out a detailed schedule for the myriads of errands and 
elements that are needed to complete the Pesach jigsaw puzzle. The Oompa 
Loompas, fastidious, strong reliable creatures, a merry and melodious crowd, would 
clean and scrub (and do spring cleaning along the way – no harm in that, I have a 
whole army of them swarming around my house, so why not take advantage?   

                                              
2
 Impressively competent homemaker. 

3
 Skillful, adept. The Yiddish word geshikt is untranslatable. 

 For the closest meaning, refer to  footnote #1: Balaboosta,:  Impressively competent homemaker 
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Thus, with the magic hands of the Oompa  Loompa Pesach Crew, my whole 
house will have been cleaned from chometz including, of course, the peaceful 
changeover to Pesach mode wherever necessary (and in the kitchen especially).  I 
would then have the peace of mind to cook and bake to my heart’s content, the 
Oompa Loompa Pesach Crew at my beck and call. Shopping for clothes and shoes 
for children would be a piece of cake, now that my mind wouldn’t be racing down the 
cleaning, shopping, and cooking isles, all at the same time.  

A different option would be available for those who do not wish to avail 
themselves of the Oompa Loompa Pesach Crew. Specifically, the creation of a fair 
market, with no exploitation either of cleaning ladies by their owners or vice versa.  
The “owners” of cleaning ladies would not be able to hike up the hourly rates to 
retain exclusive rights to said cleaning ladies. Likewise, cleaning ladies would not be 
allowed to independently jack up their rates to blackmail their employers and thereby 
preclude them from suavely declaring “Misses, me not come next week, me go to 
Mrs. Cohen” etc. etc. (Pity though, with these rules in place, my future bestselling 
book “The Treachery of Cleaning Ladies” wouldn’t sell out as fast as I had formerly 
anticipated.) 

So the next time Mrs. Spitzel comes near to preening her peacock feathers of 
efficiency, she’ll get the shock of her life as she sees me relaxing one bright sunny day, 
around about two weeks before Pesach, as I nonchalantly peruse through cookbooks 
for the fluffiest potato kugel recipe that will have her Yeshiva bochurim sons taking 
up permanent residence at our home (well, really, for Pesach only).  

Yes, I know, I still have to work on my middos specifically the one relating to 
gazing into greener pastures. But the pleasure of having outsmarted Mrs. Spitzel is 
well worth it.  At least I’d still have six months or so until Yom Kippur to klap Al 
Chet for the glitches in the Ayin Tova department .… Meanwhile, the chometz 
crumbs are urgently seeking my attention and rudely bursting through my floating 
thoughts of Pesach in Utopia. 
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Locked Up
 

I always want to speak 

 

Give the world a peek into my mind 

 

Behind the scenes 

 

But it’s harder than it seems 

 

I’m trapped within confines 

 

I created long ago 

 

And I need to know how to let go 

 

But I don’t 
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I can’t combat my worries, can’t conquer my fears 

 

And believe that people want to hear me 

 

And are cheering me on 

 

When I speak up 

 

The words are stuck inside me 

 

Fears divide me far too much 

 

It’s not such a hard thing 

 

To ask a question or two 

 

Show I care about you 

 

But the words are stuck within 

 

Phrases swirling in my brain like a storm 

 

Each word torn apart before coming out 

 

Each sentence beginning and ending with doubt 

 

And I want to shout 

 

Why can’t I do this? 

 

When I write, 

 

My words are eloquent 

 

Even elegant 

 

But when I try to speak, 

 

They’re tumbling and bumbling 

 

I can’t get past mumbling 

 

Stumbling over the simplest of statements 

 

I wish words would slip from my lips with ease 

 

But something is blocking them 
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Something is stopping them 

 

The words in my head 

 

Remain unsaid 

 

No matter how much I want to say them 

 

I wish there was an easy way 

 

To say the things I want to say 

 

Not tumbling, not bumbling 

 

Not mumbling, not stumbling 

 

And not scared of what the world might say 

 

I long for connection 

 

But I’ve always feared rejection 

 

So I hide in the protection 

 

Of my sealed-off mind 

 

I can’t find a way 

 

To smash the locks 

 

But I need to break through 

 

This mental block 

 

I need to just talk 

 

And let go 

 

Somewhere deep within 

 

I know people care 

 

I know you’re there for me 

 

And I shouldn’t fear rejection 

 

I’ve only been rejected once 
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But once is enough to damage 

 

Once is enough to plant permanent doubts 

 

To quiet the shouting voice within 

 

That’s telling me to speak up and share 

 

Yes, I’m healing, 

 

But healing takes time 

 

And I’m still afraid to speak 

 

I stumble and mumble 

 

Because I’m afraid 

 

That my word will be turned against me 

 

Twisted into terrible types of accusations 

 

And rejections, disconnections 

 

Held against me 

 

It’s easier to hide inside 

 

But is it worth it? 

 

Is it worth losing any connection 

 

Just because I’m afraid of rejection? 

 

No 

 

It’s not 

 

It’s not worth the loneliness and pain 

 

That’s so much a part 

 

Of staying locked up 

 

And anyway, 

 

Most of the people I know aren’t bullies 
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None of the people I love are bullies 

 

And despite my fear of speaking, 

 

I love a lot of people 

 

And there are times and places 

 

When I let go 

 

Speak up, laugh, smile, share, 

 

People know me sometimes 

 

You know that 

 

If you’re my friend 

 

I want you to know that I care 

 

I care more than I’ll show, 

 

More than I share 

 

I care about you 

 

Even if I don’t speak up 

 

And someday soon 

 

I’ll find the courage 

 

To always believe 

 

That you care, too 
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Drums 
Starting as a young boy, my brother Eli lived, loved, and listened to music all day. My 

mother already bought him a keyboard when he was 6 years old. As he matured, so did his 
musical palate. He wanted a drum set to be added to his ‘band’. And so he set his eyes on this  
seemingly impossible goal. 

 
But hellooo, who ever heard of owning a drum set in a Brooklyn apartment? My 

younger r brother begged and pleaded with my parents, day in and day out, to buy him the 
‘Present  of all Presents’. 

 
Money, our small house...despite all that, nothing seemed to be standing in his way of 

attaining it. We all kept reiterating to him that it's not possible to have a drum in a Brooklyn 
apartment! The whole house (and block) would come crashing down from the noise emanating 
from his room! 

 
My Yiddisha mama, seeing his innocent desperation, encouraged him to daven that we 

should move to a house with a basement; and with a studio (!!) in it. We girls almost laughed at  
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our mother's naiveté. We thought she was being a ‘tad’ too unrealistic for having such far-
fetched dreams. I mean, let's see us first moving to a house with a basement! Having a studio 
room in it?! It personally got me a little annoyed. After all, Chazal warns: If you ask for too 
much, you get nothing. I still wanted to move to a "biggish" house! 

 
My sensible perspective notwithstanding, still I felt bad for my brother, seeing his utter 

desperation. But life, as they say, is life. (This just happens to be my motto in said life. 
Pun totes yes intended.) It wasn’t like I was being pessimistic; I just couldn’t fathom the 

unfathomable. 

〜 

Fast forward some coupla years and we were looking to move, since we were 
outgrowing our mansion humble abode. As my parents were going leaving to check out a nice 
house at a decent price, they got the news that someone had already purchased it in the blink 
of an eye. They had obviously offered more money. We were very disappointed and felt 
betrayed. Yet we knew that obviously Hashem had something suited perfectly for us. It was just 
not meant to be. 

 
Not long after, another house was suggested to us (uh huh, just like a shidduch). While 

my parents were checking it out, the Italian owner of the house exclaimed: 
 
"Ok! Now let me show you the basement. I've got a surprise down there!'' The wheels in 

my parents' heads began churning. What could he be hiding down there?? (My father, who 
loves animals, thought, perhaps a zoo with various animals??) They just couldn't think of 
something that might be of such magnanimous interest to them. They walked down the 
corridor, to be met by a door, smack in the middle of it. 

 
They continued on, and cautiously entered the room on the far end of the corridor. That          

was not before pushing open a heavy double door... Then there was a little step raised off the 
floor, and as they entered, their eyes were met by an incredible sight. They were actually 
standing in a real live STUDIO!! It turns out that this Italian was a DJ. The room was completely 
insulated, and thus soundproof! It contained all the criteria of a studio room! So this      explained 
the door in the hallway, and the fat double doors. The room even had an exclusive light fixture, 
so as not to absorb any sound. The guy simply couldn't comprehend why my parents’ mouths 
were agape. He had reckoned on their excitement, but this was taking it to the next level. 

 
My parents instantaneously knew this was our sign from Hashem, that THIS house, was 

OUR house! 
 
Customarily, people like to explore the market before settling on one. The checking-out-

houses procedure could take forever. Yet, here it was, literally given to us on a silver, 
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personalized platter! We were ecstatic, to say the least. My brother, who was 13 at that time, 
was in camp. Therefore, he wasn't aware of all the going-ons in the house, on a daily basis. 

 
That very night, he was talking to my mother on the phone. He mentioned to her, with 

his innocent maturity, that he had Davened to Hashem today, that his dream should come true.  
 
My mother couldn't believe her ears (and very soon, my brother wouldn’t believe his 

either!). This          was such open Hashgacha! It was an absolute miracle. Right after he davened to 
move to a house with a studio in the basement, his prayer materialized. It had just needed that 
one final tefillah, after davening in those few previous years. When my mother informed him of 
our precious find, his joy knew no bounds. It was through the roof! All he wanted to know was 
when we were moving in! 

〜 

Fast forward 6 months and we were in our new house. A short time later, my 
brother finally got his... Drumroll... Drum set!! (see what I did there? ;) His simcha was 

ain leshar. 
And we still thought his dream, (and my mother's sage advice of davening for a studio in 

the basement), was sooo fantastic, (as in a fantasy, not as in great). As well as implausible, 
aaand unrealistic. With all that, my brother has just that: his own private studio, in the 
basement, And most importantly there's the drum! 

〜 

Epilogue: 4 years later and my brother, now a big bachur, is still sitting and hitting his 
drum without anyone having to suffer from it. All these years later and it still gives us 

the chills when we think back to the ‘Then--- (the time we hadn't dreamt in a million years that 
we could acquire something so out of the ordinary), and the ‘Now’--- (Seeing the spectacular 
drum set sitting so regally in the studio) 

 
It was literally like we had received a custom order from Heaven, comprised of a young 

boy’s long standing dream; which some of us had deemed weird all these years ago. After all, 
how many kids own their own studio, in their house?! It's not like we went out on a hunt for 
this seemingly impossible possession. It was hand delivered to us by Hashem. 

 
Moral of the story: never underestimate your tefillos! It may sometimes seem like 

there’s  nobody there to ‘take the call’, though Hashem is always listening. My brother’s 
‘situation’ looked hopeless. It took 3 years for his ‘drum Tefillos’ to ‘yield results’...and it was all 
worth it. 

 
Remember: Hashem is capable of anything! No cheshbonos required. Just leave the  

how and when to Him. 
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Nightmares of Truth 
 
Northern Eretz Yisrael 
“No! You can not take him!”  
  The woman clutched him in her arms tightly, but gently so as not to hurt her precious son. Men lunged toward her, trying 

for the boy. They wrestled him out of the woman’s protective arms, paying no heed to the cries echoing in the small room.  
  “Ares! Ares, my boy!” The cry was heart-rending. 
  As the man holding him advanced toward the door, he watched as the woman morphed into a gruesome creature. She 

opened her mouth wide, showing blood dripping from her fangs. He could hear the crackle of flames and the blood-curdling screams 
of Shema Yisrael accompanied by the woman’s high-pitched cackling. 

   
He woke covered in sweat, breathing heavily. Menashe was already standing over him, an earthenware cup in his hand. He 

sat next to Yonason and proffered the cup.  
  “Make a bracha and drink. It was only a dream. Nothing but a dream,” Menashe whispered soothingly as he watched his 

brother shakily lift the cup to his lips, wetting them. 
  Yonason set the cup on the floorboards and leaned into his brother’s embrace, breathing in the familiar scent of dirt and 

trees. 
  “It was so real.” 
  Menashe’s hand rubbed soothing circles on his back. “I know. I know.” 
  They sat that way until Yonason had regained his composure to sit up.  
  “Do you want to go back to sleep?” 
  Yonason shook his head, “I’ll just have the dream again.” 
  “You don’t have nightmares every night.” 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

  “I’m too frightened to try again.”  
  Menashe nodded. “I understand.” 
  When he made no action to return to his mat, Yonason turned to his older brother. “You don’t have to stay with me, 

Menashe. My bar mitzvah is not 3 months away.” 
  “I don’t want to leave you.” 
  They spoke nothing else until the sun began to peek over the mountains. 
  “Yonason. There is something I must tell you.” 
  “What?” 
  Menashe looked out at the brightening horizon, his arm unconsciously tightening around Yonason’s shoulder.  
  Is it my place to tell him? Perhaps Ima should? Abba instructed that I should be the one to inform him of his past, but am I truly the right 

person to do me? Anyone would be better than me! 
  Yonason has always been closest to me. He’ll take the news best if you tell me. 
  He drew a breath, filling his lungs with the early morning air.  
  “Let’s walk.” 
  They washed their hands over the basin and stepped out into the new day. They walked through the olive grove in silence. 

Their feet directed them to a hillock. Atop the small hill was an ancient olive tree, the first Sabba Yeshayahu had planted when he’d 
purchased the land.  

  Menashe sat on the ground below the tree and gazed out at the grove, shimmering in the sun’s early light. He leaned his 
back against the tree and organized his thoughts. How to say this? How to shatter his younger brother’s vision of life? How to tell him 
that down was up and up was down?  

  As Yonason waited for his brother to speak, he recalled all the early morning shiurim he had learned with Menashe under 
this tree. The countless games he had played in this grove. The numerous strolls through the ancient trees. 

  “Yonason.” 
  Menashe’s voice brought him back to the present. 
  “It’s time you know the truth.”  
 

.  .  . 
 
Antioch, Greece 
Myrine wandered the halls of the mansion aimlessly. She had no activities to attend to and dinner hour was not yet in sight. 

Without realizing it, her feet took her to her father’s study. Voices emanated from the room. She leaned closer to the door to listen. 
  “The situation in Judea is not in our favor.”  
  “His Majesty will not be glad to hear that, Lord Minister.” 
  “The Jews insist on stubbornly clinging to their outdated beliefs and one invisible G-d. Though the number of Hellenists 

has risen, it is but a slight rise. And the Maccabees-” 
  Her father interrupted the minister sharply. “Do not speak of those rebels! They give me enough of a headache. They will 

pay for their rebellion!” 
  “Minister, we must acknowledge the situation; the Maccabees are strong. They are a serious enemy. The fires still burn in 

Judea. We exterminate every Jew we find, however, there are many more we can not find. The children run to the mountainous caves 
to study their scrolls and though we know they are there, we can never spot them! We need another woman like Theressa.” 

  Her father was silent. Myrine’s heart beat fast. Was that what her people were doing to the Jews of Judea? Executing them 
because they believed differently than themselves? 

  She leaned against the wall, feeling faint.” 
  “Minister, are you alright?” 
  “Yes, yes. An idea is forming in my mind. My daughter, Myrine, is of marriageable age.” 
  “You would masquerade her as a Jewess and send her to Judea?” 
  “Yes. It would bring great pleasure to the gods.” 
  “But she has not left the estate since she was but a small child. You stated that you feared her soft heart would cause her 

to dole out money to the poor.” 
  “I must do what the empire needs. And if His Majesty’s reign requires the extermination of religious practices for the sake 

of G-d, I will risk my daughter’s soft heart to bring that about.” 
  She did not care to hear any more of this conversation. She turned on her heel and fled the corridor. 
  Once on her bed, she allowed herself to shake violently. She managed to get to the chamber pot before she could retch 

the remains of her midday meal over the flooring. 
  How could she have not noticed this before? She knew she had a soft heart - something she’d never stopped resenting. 

But she’d never guessed that her heart was the reason her father sheltered her from the world outside the boundaries of the estate. 
  

.  .  . 
 
Northern Eretz Yisrael 
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“The truth?” Yonason’s voice was but a whisper. “About what?” 
  Menashe sighed, “About you. About your past.”  
  “My past?” 
  Menashe let out a breath and looked out at the trees. He decided to come right out and say it without beating around the 

bush. “Your parents… were not mine.” 
  Yonason’s eyes widened, “What… what is that supposed to mean?” 
  “It means...it means that you are not my brother. Abba says that you’re old enough to know who your father was… and 

who your mother was.” 
  “Who were they?” Yonason asked quietly. The tone of his no-longer-brother’s voice hinted that his ancestry was not 

simple. 
  Menashe sighed, “Your father was a rav. A very important rav. His family was one of the most illustrious in Yerushalayim. 

Your mother, on the other hand.” He sighed again, thanking Hashem that they were sitting. “She...her name was Theressa.” 
  “A Yevani?!” 
  The full implication of his words had not yet penetrated his mind. Menashe decided to get through with the story before 

his younger-brother-who-wasn’t realized what that really meant.  
  “Your dreams...they’re...not just dreams. They’re...memories. Hints of what happened to your father and his brothers.” 
  Yonason didn’t dare ask what had happened to his father and uncles. He felt as though this wasn’t happening to him. He 

felt he was watching as an outsider as someone else’s life was being torn apart. 
  “Before your mother showed her true colors, your father had suspected that something was wrong. He wrote to my father 

and asked if you could visit my home, on the pretext of letting us play with each other. My father took you and moved us all to this 
estate in the galil. It was to go to my father anyway - he moved earlier than planned. 

  “But back to your mother. She was sent as a spy to infiltrate the Jewish community and find out all our secrets. Where we 
were hiding, what our strengths were, our battleplans.” 

  “But what happened to my father?”  
  “Just after your 1st birthday, your mother...grew tired of the charade. She gave over all the information she’d amassed to 

the Yevanim and betrayed your father and his brothers. They...were all… killed. The Yevanim, may their names be blotted out, gave 
your mother the ‘privilege’ of...setting the...fire.” 

  Silence reigned on the hill. Menashe’s words reverberated in Yonason’s brain.  
  And then he realized what Menashe hadn’t spelled out for him. His mother was a Yevani. He was a Yevani. He wasn’t 

Jewish.  
  He had no business in this land, on this hill with a member of Hashem’s People. Not his people. He stood and ran. Into 

the trees, trying to escape from the harsh reality. 
  Ye-va-ni. Ye-va-ni. Ye-va-ni.  
  The word sounded in his brain to the tune of his hasty footsteps.  
 
Menashe found him millim away from the olive grove, sobbing into his knees. He tread on the grass silently, sitting a fair 

distance away from the boy.  
  “Yonason.” 
  “Don’t call me that.” He could hardly recognize his voice, choked with tears. “I have no business being Yonason. I’m no 

longer Yonason.” 
  “Shhh, shhh. I came to tell you that no matter what decision you make regarding your future, I will always love you like a 

brother. I don’t care that we were born to different parents. You will always be my brother, no matter what.” 
 

.  .  . 
 
Antioch, Greece 
The night was dark. The moon was covered. She should thank the gods for that, but it just made her escape more daunting. 

How was she to navigate the streets of Antioch if she’d never seen them? How was she to get to Judea if she had no inkling of where 
the port was? 

  Myrine slipped through the hallways on silent feet. She prayed that Father had retired for the night and she would not be 
caught in the act of leaving. At midnight, there were few servants in the halls. Her younger sister Lyssa’s night nurse whispered with 
one of the serving girls. Myrine pressed against the wall and held her breath as she stole away to the staircase.  

  She carefully twisted the doorknob, inwardly cursing her sweaty hands that refused to grasp the knob. She turned back to 
glance once more at the only house she’d ever known. And then stepped out into the warm air and gently closed the door behind her. 

  It was strange, being outside alone, without any of her maidservants to attend to her every need. She walked the path 
leading to the front gates.  

  What am I going to do about the guards? Is it too much to hope that they will be asleep? 
  Despite her prayers, she made out the forms of two armed men standing at the gates.  
  What am I to do? How can I slip past them? I need to get out of here! I can not longer live under the same roof as a man who is content to 

murder people for no valid reason! 
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  She grasped a stone and threw it into the bushes. She watched as the guards had a hurried conversation before one of 
them abandoned his post to investigate the cause of the noise. She hurried to the gate and took advantage of the second guard’s 
momentary distraction to slip through the gates. 

  “Girl!” 
  She had not made it through undetected, after all. She ignored the voice and continued running. After 5 minutes, she had 

to stop. She couldn’t breathe.  
  As she tried to regulate her breathing, she looked around. She recognized nothing of her surroundings. 
  What have I done?! I’m not too far yet and I know nothing of where I am, where to go? I’m alone in this city. It’s not too late. I can still return. 
  But she knew she couldn’t. The echo of her father’s and his fellow minister’s words refused to leave her. She was to 

become the next Theressa? 
  Every Greek child knew the story of Theressa. The woman who masqueraded as a Jew, married a prominent rabbi and 

had a child with him, all for the sake of finding all the secrets of the Jewish community. Then, when she’d gathered enough 
information, she gave a report to the King and informed on her husband and his brothers. They’d given her the privilege of setting 
the fire and killing them all. She was a legend.  

  But Myrine could never understand how she’d done it. Deceived a good man, had a child with him and then personally 
killed him and his brothers. It was pure evil. How had she not seen then, when she’d first heard the tale, how inhumane her people 
were? 

  With those thoughts, she fell asleep in the street. 
 
She was awoken by the thud of boots on stone. She pried her eyes open. Her head hurt, her neck hurt...everywhere hurt. 

Where was she? 
  The events of the past night and day came flooding back to her. She stood, ignoring the pain in her legs from sleeping on 

the hard stone. She turned to see who those thuds belonged to. 
  Soldiers! With any luck they were part of the new regiment going to Judea that Father had mentioned the day before. She 

crept behind them, followed them until the port came into view.  
  “We will crush the insolent rebels in Judea!” 
  “To Judea!” The cry issued from hundreds of throats. Myrine breathed a sigh; she wasn’t sure if it was a sigh of sadness 

for the extra danger the Jews would be facing or a sigh of relief that she had a way to Judea.  
  She threaded herself through the men and prayed that no one would spot her as she made her slow way up the gangway. 

She found a corner for herself somewhere deep in the bowels of the ship and prayed that food and water would somehow find their 
way down there. 

  She stifled a scream at the sight of the rats and mice that were to be her companions. It would be a long journey. 
 

.  .  . 
 
Northern Eretz Yisrael 
Yonason walked the streets desolately. He spent little time at home and had abandoned all thought of venturing to the 

mountains to join his friends in cheder. His 13th birthday was creeping closer, but he did not know whether he would be celebrating it 
as Moshe, Uziel and Aviezer would be. Great Heavens, he wasn’t even Jewish! Not only did he have to be born out of the Jewish 
faith, he had to be born into the cruelest nation in the world. 

  But did he want to tie himself forever to the Jews? They were a persecuted people. They were being felled by the sword, 
burnt in bonfires. Just like Abba and his brothers. 

  The question haunted him day and night. He’d give anything to turn the clock back. To return to the meaningless 
nightmare and the carefree existence he’d had then. Freeze those moments and live in them forever. 

  A laughing group of sweaty boys passed him. Probably returned from the gymnasium. He paid no attention to them.  
  Until a voice he knew well made a humorous, idle comment.  
  He whirled around to look at the group of boys, searching the faces. One matched the voice that had just spoken. He was 

not facing Yonason but turned his head when he stared at him. 
  Menashe’s face went white and he detached himself from the group of boys. Yonason turned and ran. The one thing that 

had remained stable in his life had just crumbled like the buildings of Pisom and Ramses. He heard Menashe’s sandals hitting the 
street as he sprinted to catch up with him. Yonason knew he couldn’t run forever; Menashe had always been faster. 

  “Yonason! Yonason, wait!” 
  Yonason whirled around, his eyes glowing. “Why?” 
  “Yonason, I’m sorry-” 
  “Stop it.” Yoanson’s voice was choked with tears. “Stop. You promised you’d be there for me always.” 
  “I am!” 
  Yonason snorted, “Yes. I believe you. How can you take something so precious and throw it away like refuse?! Like 

something repulsive? You were born with this! And yet you abandon everything!” 
  “Times are changing, Yonason.” 
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  “Torah never changes. Do you think Hashem told Moshe Rabbeinu that there would be a point when the Torah need not 
be followed anymore? The Torah is forever. Torah is emes!” 

  “Yonason-” 
  “No. I’m not finished. At a time where I don’t know whether up is down or down is up, you do this to me? You love 

learning! You thrive on aliya l’regel! And you throw it all away at a time like this? You promised you’d help me through this ordeal!” 
  “I meant it!” 
  “And how are you going to help me come to a decision if you yourself have left everything of value behind? How can you 

think objectively when you have made for yourself a life that is no life? Thank you, brother. At least, I know which direction my life 
will take.” 

  He turned on his heels, starting for home. He vowed he would never tell anything of his encounter with Menashe. It 
would only create pain.  

  “Ima, Abba. I want to be a Jew.” 
 

.  .  . 
 
Greek Army Camp 
The few months that she’d been away from home had shaped her into a stronger person than she’d been before she had 

left. She was no longer the spoiled eldest daughter of a nobleman. She was a fighter. She was a survivor. She was a spy. 
  She’d appeared in Modi’in and sought out a son of Matthaios. She’d finally been granted an audience with Shimon, the son 

of Matitisyahu, as the Jews called him. She’d told her tale, beginning from the conversation she’d overheard and ending with her first 
steps on Judean soil.  

  “I wish to atone, in some way, for the sins of my people. I can not rest until I do something.” 
  At first, he hadn’t believed her but eventually, he’d given in and sent her as a spy to an army camp.  
  “Myrine! How lovely to see you here!” 
  She whirled around, shocked to see Andronikos, a childhood friend, in the camp. She attempted a carefree laugh. “I 

wished to see Judea for myself. Father says it is a beautiful country, and he has been proven right many times over.” 
  “Yes, Judea is indeed a wondrous land. If the Jews would just give up, it would be perfect.” 
  Her hands grew clammy. How was she to get out of this? She couldn’t possibly agree. What should I do? What should I say? 

G-d of the Jews, help me! 
  She’d been silent for too long, “I hadn’t known you were sent here. How long have you been away from Greece?” 
  “Oh, a year and a half, I’d say.” 
  She nodded and gave a small smile. “I’d best be going.” 
  “It was nice seeing you.” 
  “Likewise.” 
  She nodded and smiled at the soldiers guarding the entrance to the camp. They had received orders from the general not 

to mind her. 
  Once she was out of sight, she ran to the wagon stationed for her. She’d been away for 2 months and she had much 

information to give over. 
   
Shimon ben Matisyahu nodded in approval as she handed over her information.  
  “Thank you, Myrine. Your assistance has been invaluable.” his expression grew serious. “But I fear that you must flee. I’ve 

received information from another spy that you are under suspicion by the general of the army camp in Yerushalayim.” He handed 
her a letter. “This is from Levi, the spy in that camp.” 

  Shimon ben Matisyahu, may he live long, 
  A soldier by the name of Andronikos has reported to the general that he witnessed Myrine boarding a carriage driven by a Jew. I overheard 

them plotting to imprison her the next time she puts in an appearance. Send her far away. 
  Levi ben Kalev 
 
“Myrine, is it?” 
  Myrine nodded. Sarah bas Michoel looked to be a warm woman. She was exactly how she had envisioned her; plump, 

kerchief on her head, a baby on her hip. 
  “Baruch Haba. Enter, please.” 
  Myrine stepped into the house and she was immediately surrounded by 3 girls of various ages. There was another girl who 

looked to be her age stirring the pot over the stove. 
  “My boys are fighting with the Macabim,” Sarah said proudly. “My husband should be home after dark.” 
  Myrine nodded. “Thank you for hosting me.” 
  “Nonsense! We’re honored to have you.” 
   

.  .  . 
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Days, weeks, months passed. Myrine settled with the family. They no longer treated her as a stranger, growing used to her 
as if she’d lived there her whole life. 

  She felt happier than she had all her life. As she helped Sarah and Bruria prepare for Shabbos, as she watched Reuven pray 
every morning, as she listened to the little ones recite Shema, she felt her heart swell. She could hardly believe where she was a year 
earlier. Mere months before, she’d been a spoiled daughter of a Greek nobleman. Today, she was the adopted daughter of a Jewish 
family in the Galilean hills.  

  And one day, she realized that it was no longer enough to silently spectate from the sidelines. She wanted - needed - to be a 
part of it. She wanted - needed - to convert. 

  She spoke to Reuven of her desire to join his nation. He tried to push her away, but she would not be dissuaded. She was 
determined to convert.  

  Finally, he gave in. He took her to the rav who taught her the salient laws and, 3 days later, she emerged from the mikveh 
with a new soul, a new name: Nitzeves. The name of Dovid HaMelech’s mother. 

.  .  . 
 
“No.” Yonason’s voice was firm, belonging to a person who had made up his mind and could not be persuaded to change 

it.  
  “Why ever not, Yonason? She is a wonderful girl-” 
  “Ima! It doesn’t matter to me! She can be the queen of Greece, for all I care! She’s a Yevani!” 
  Machla recoiled. “Yonason ben Shelumiel! That is no way to talk! She has converted according to the same halachos as you. 

If you call her Yevani, you can call yourself Yevani, as well!” 
  Yonason’s shoulders slumped. “Ima, I can’t do that. I can’t make the same mistake as my father. He married a Yevani and 

what happened to him?” 
  Machla sighed, “Your father did not know that your mother was a Yevani. She masqueraded as a Yehudi. Nitzeves came 

here as a Greek and converted according to all the halachos.” 
  “How do we know that she was sincere? How do we know that she won’t be the next Theressa? And what a wonderful 

thing it would be! One killed the father and the next will kill the son!” 
  “If you only meet her, you’d see that she’s not like that!” 
  “I don’t want to take the risk. Ima, think about it! In the past 6 months, my life has been turned completely upside down! 

First, I find out that the people I’ve considered family my whole life are not really my flesh and blood. And not only that, my mother 
was a Yevani - which means that I am a Yevani. And she killed my father and all his brothers! Only three weeks after that, 
Menashe…” He broke off at the pained expression on Machla’s face. “And what would meeting her accomplish? My father lived with 
Theressa for 24 months before she revealed her true colors.” 

  Machla sighed again and returned to the soup pot bubbling over the stove. 
 

.  .  . 
 
“What did he say?” Sarah asked. 
  “No. He was adamant. I tried to talk him out of it, but he wouldn’t listen to reason.” Machla moved closer to her sister-in-

law and lowered her voice. “He’s frightened. To tell the truth, I understand him. He’s thinking of his father. He’s scared that what 
happened to Shelumiel will happen to him.” 

  Sarah sighed. “Nitzeves isn’t like that. She wouldn’t hurt a mosquito! She almost cried when she saw Leah squashing ants 
under her sandals!” 

  “He won’t even meet her.” 
  Sarah glanced back at her house. Through the window, she could see Nitzeves feeding Yekusiel while having a 

conversation with Bruria and tending to the younger girls’ needs. She let out a disappointed breath. The shidduch had been her idea and 
she was so certain it would work out. 

  “Maybe he’ll come around.” 
  “I hope so.” 
  The sound of gravel crushing under boots caused the two women to look up. A wealthy-looking man was striding through 

the trees. 
 
“And so-Nitzeves? Are you alright?” Bruria scanned her friend’s pale face. 
  No, she was not alright. Her legs refused to support her, and she leaned on the wall. “Father,” she whispered inaudibly, 

her eyes trained on the man outside the window. 
  How had he tracked her down here? She was so far removed from any Yevani camps, she’d changed her name. Hashem, 

she was Jewish! How could anyone recognize her as Myrine? 
  The door of the house swung open before she had any time to process what had happened. She breathed a sigh of relief 

when she saw it was only Sarah.  
  “Nitzeves. A man is looking for you.” 
  She took a deep breath. Hashem, I’m going because I trust You. Please, help me. “I’m coming.” 
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  Her head held high, she strode toward the door. Bruria’s worried gaze followed her out of the house. 
  “Father.” 
  Her father took in her appearance. Her brown locks were plaited and her simple dress was spotted with flour. She looked 

happier than he’d ever seen her. 
  “Myrine, darling. I’ve missed you.” 
  “I can’t say the same, Father.” She stood stiffly. 
  “You’re wondering how I found you, aren’t you? When I received the letter from General Icarus, I nearly fainted.” Her 

father, Helios’s eyes narrowed. “I never thought you capable of such betrayal. You can not fathom the fear that consumed me when I 
discovered you were missing. I supposed you dead until I received a letter worse than a confirmation of death. Why did you do it? 
Why did you leave?” 

  Nitzeves’s mind flashed back to that fateful day. It seemed eons ago. “Before I left, I heard you speaking with a minister, 
discussing the situation here, in Judea. You wanted me to be the next Theressa! I didn’t presume you capable of such barbarism!  To 
send your own daughter to this sacred land to pretend to be a Jew, marry a Jew and then kill him and his family?! I ran away because I 
could not stand living under the same roof with you! Because I did not want to be forced to become the next Theressa!” her voice 
was choked with tears. 

  “How did you presume that I’d agree to a plan such as this? And even if I did, for some inexplicable reason, do you think 
I’d be capable of killing a man I’d grow to know so well? Would you package me in a box and send me off against my will? 

  “In Greece, Theressa is a legend. But, I never regarded her as such. In my mind, she was equal to the god of death!” 
  Helios took a deep breath, “You do know that Theressa’s son is living here, on this tract of land?” 
  “What purpose do you have in telling me this? Do you wish me to finish the inhumane job Theressa started?” 
  Helios was startled at the venom with which his daughter, his Myrine, mentioned the hero of all Greece. “Perhaps-”  
  “Father, I can never be capable of such a cruel action. I’d die a thousand deaths before I’d do such a thing! Kill me now! 

Turn me into the authorities! If I could not entertain that thought before, how much more so, now that I’ve converted, joined the 
Jewish faith.” 

  Helios’ face turned red and his voice shook with fury. “Myrine, I will not report you to the king but I never want to see 
your face again. If you step as much as one foot on my property, I will report you.” 

  I don’t plan on leaving Eretz Yisrael any time in the near future, so that works for me. 
  Her father drew a breath and then spoke.  
 
“To send your own daughter to this sacred land to pretend to be a Jew, marry a Jew and then kill him and his family?!” 
  There was no way either the girl or her father could have known that Yonason was planning to go to “his” tree at this 

precise moment for them to enact this scene. And the tears streaking her cheeks looked authentic; there was no way she could fake 
tears like that.  

  Yonason turned and re-entered his house. He needed to think. He leaned his head against the door and closed his eyes. 
The conversation filtered through the aged wood.  

  Feeling as though he was intruding on a private family matter between Nitzeves and her father, he turned away and sat on 
his mat. He fought an inner war. 

  She’s a Yevani! 
  She converted! 
  Was she sincere? 
  You can’t doubt her like that after what you’ve witnessed today! 
  But what if- 
  What if the sun refuses to shine, the rain refuses to fall, the Yevanim refuse to let us live? You can’t control the world! 
  But, Abba- 
  Abba no longer lives- 
  Because a Greek woman put an end to his life! 
  If he died, it must be because Hashem willed him to. No blade of grass moves unless the Creator wills it. 
  But we must take necessary precautions! You don’t throw yourself into a lions’ den and hope that Hashem will save you! We can not rely on 

miracles to save us! 
  Why does this require a miracle? You can not assume that every Yevani convert - though they are as rare as Beis Hillel agreeing with Beis 

Shammai - is a woman like Theressa! You can not assume that she will turn out like that rasha after what you’ve witnessed! You can not fake sincerity like 
that! You can’t pose defiance like that! You can not fake tears like those! Give it a try and what will be will be. 

  But- 
  But nothing, Yonason.  

.  .  . 
   
“But how can he trust me after what happened to his father? How can he believe that I won’t be different from Theressa?”  
  Sarah smiled, “That’s why you are so special, Nitzeves. Always worrying about the next person.” 
  “But how?” 
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  “At first, he refused to consider it because of that exact reason but he overheard your conversation with your father. That 
changed his mind. I can’t deny that he’s still a little scared, but he’s willing.” 

  Nitzeves hesitated. No one knew the identity of her aunt. Should she reveal it? “Sarah-I...he can’t trust me! It’s not 
possible! I-”  

  Sarah was astonished at the helpless expression on Nitzeves’ face. “What, child?” 
  “Theressa was my aunt,” she whispered, almost inaudibly. “I didn’t know until yesterday. When I called Theressa 

despicable and a number of other not-so-nice words, Father told me… He told me that the evil woman was my own aunt! How can I 
marry the son of the man my aunt killed?!” 

  Sarah stifled a gasp. This threw a definite stumbling-block on the road that seemed so clear moments before.  
  “Let’s let Yonason make the final decision,” she said, striving for a neutral tone of voice. “Alright?” 
  “I suppose so.” 
 

.  .  . 
 
Yonason threw a tentative smile in his new kallah’s direction. She smiled back.  
  He hadn’t known how to react when she’d dropped her bombshell. Her aunt was the one who had killed his father and 

uncles. Biologically, according to the laws of the Yevanim, they were cousins.  
  He’d been silent for long moments while she twisted her fingers in her lap. He’d closed his eyes. Breathed deeply. Tried to 

block out reality. Pretend that he was the same Yonason he’d been 8 months before. One who wouldn’t panic if a girl his aunt had 
suggested was a Yevani convert. 

  But, he’d had to open his eyes and stare reality in the face. He was still the same Yonason, if a little more scared than 
before. But his struggles had only served to make him stronger.  

  And the two of them together - each strengthened by the hurdles Hashem had thrown their way in the past year - nothing 
could stop them. 
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Full Circle 
My precious, beloved son, 

As I shift your weight in my arms, as your pastel blue stretchy wrinkles slightly, our eyes 

lock. Your brilliant blue eyes gaze into my own hazel ones, the pure, innocent trust 

contained within them mingling with the waves of fierce love emanating from me. Your 

delicious scent wafts upwards, baby mixed with freshly washed hair, and I breathe it in, 

closing my eyes. Your tiny, warm hand reaches out and curls around my index finger, 

holding tight. And then your eyes flutter once, twice – and close softly, your long, beautiful 

lashes brushing the tips of your chubby cheeks.  

As I sit on the carpet, a few paces from you, I coax you onwards. You clutch the couch, 

inching your way towards me, blue eyes fixed on mine. I wait as you inch a bit more, and 

then brave the floor, letting go at last. One step – two – and then you tumble to the ground. 

I help you up and though you reach for my arms, though all I want to do is cuddle you close 

and hear your soft heartbeat, I move backwards. It takes another half-hour of almosts  and 

half-steps, but then – you do it. Your tiny feet stab the carpet with determination as you 
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move towards me, swaying, and eventually collapse into my arms, giggling, your blue eyes 

sparkling with triumph. 

As I watch your sleek blonde hair fly in your face as you run around the yard, cheeks and 

button nose red from the cold, I think about how fast you are growing up; in just a half-

hour, your hair will bother you no longer. And later, as the scissor blades flash in the 

chandelier’s light, and your beautiful silken locks cascade to the floor in a shower of gold, 

your hand reaches out to mine. Your beautiful blue eyes look up to me, and the look upon 

your face, so pure and innocent, makes me want to clutch you close, never let you grow up, 

never let go. And the moment when your brand-new yarmulke is placed upon your newly-

shorn locks, I can barely bear it; you look so grown-up, so unlike the baby I snuggled with 

just three short years earlier. 

As I zip up your backpack for your first day of school, you tug at my arm, willing us to go 

already. But I’m not ready, not ready to let you go, not ready to give you up. At last, I put 

your new backpack on your shoulders, straighten your yarmulke and caution you to wear your 

jacket. You flash that impish smile I know so well, with two teeth missing in front, and then 

you run towards the door, new sneakers thumping against the hardwood, tzitzis streaming 

out behind you. Abruptly, you stop, turn; your blue eyes meet mine uncertainly. And then 

you run back and throw your arms around my knees. “Bye, Mommy,” you whisper, looking 

up at me. “I love you.” And then, with another gap-toothed grin, you’re gone. 

As I dust off your suit jacket, and watch you straighten your brand new black hat, not 

without a touch of pride, tears come to my eyes at how much you’ve grown. Your blue eyes 

no longer hold the trusting innocence of the baby I held thirteen years ago, yet contain a 

maturity and deepness that haven’t ever been there before. In shul, I peek through the 

curtain of the mechitzah to watch you lein your bar mitzvah parsha, the one you spent months 

perfecting, the one we can almost recite by heart too. Your clear voice rings out in the silent 

shul, pinging off the walls, and filling my heart enough to burst. And as you finish the last 

pasuk, you look up, cheeks flushed with pride, and glance almost instinctively towards the 

women’s section; your glowing blue eyes meet my hazel ones, and you break out in a huge 

grin. And my heart overflows. 

As I fold the last white shirt and place it in your suitcase, gently, you bound into the 

room, brow furrowed, eyeing your watch. “We need to go already, Ma.” Your deep, 

masculine voice echoes in the room, startling me, as it always does when you speak; your 

sweet, high-pitched tone is no longer. I know you need to go. But I can’t help thinking back 

to your first day of school, and wishing, as I had then, that I could just hold you in my arms 

and never let you go, that I could just keep you safe from the big world lying out there, 

beyond our home. You look at me now, your blue eyes uncertain; though you’re nervous, 
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you can’t show it, and you need me to be strong for you. I close the suitcase, tenderly, and 

then embrace you. Once I let go, you take hold of the suitcase and step out of the room. 

And then, all of a sudden, you turn back. “I’ll miss you, Mommy,” you say, with a lopsided 

grin, and then you’re gone. 

As I help you prepare for your chuppah, help you slip on the beautifully white kittel, and 

straighten your hat, I have to duck my head multiple times to hide the tears. Tonight, you 

will move on. Tonight, your childhood will have come to a close. Tonight, you, my son, will 

build your own home. And though I know that this is the natural way of the world, know 

that you are lucky to have found the right one so swiftly, salty droplets still seep from my 

eyes, a river of emotion charting its course. Unconsciously, your hands find mine; your 

beautiful  blue eyes fix upon my hazel ones, and I see. I see your joy and your apprehension, 

your excitement and your nerves, your bright eyes and your trembling fingers. You whisper, 

“Thank you for everything, Mommy,” and the soft words flow through my veins as swift 

and as comforting as the life-giving blood within them. You may not be the beautiful, blue-

eyed baby I snuggled with twenty-three years ago, but you are still – and always will be – my 

son.  “I love you,” I whisper back, and we embrace. And then it is time; grasping the torches, 

the red-orange flame flickering ever higher, I take your hand and we move down the aisle, 

towards the chuppah, towards your future. 

As I stand near the couch in the living room, my sheitel windswept and jacket still zipped, I 

watch you holding your newborn baby boy, the blue-and-pink-striped hospital cap perched 

atop his downy head, tiny fingers curled up tight. You haven’t seen me yet; you are under a 

spell, in a trance, you and your son, together, his head nestled in the crook of your arm, little 

body snuggled up against your torso. The scene is so beautiful, and the atmosphere so 

magical, that I can hardly bear to breathe, to move, to disturb the wonder unfolding before 

me. And then my grandson shifts slightly, big blue eyes flickering open, and he looks up at 

you, purity and innocence shining forth from his tiny face. An expression of fierce love 

crosses your features, and I recognize it; it is the same one I wore twenty-four years ago, 

when I cuddled you in my arms. “I love you,” you whisper, as soft as the breeze riffling the 

leaves of the tree out front, and your son’s eyelashes flutter shut. 

I love you. 

  

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

 
 

A 12-Grader’s Plea 
 

Dear high school principals, grade 12 teachers, parents and girls, 
 
I used to dream of seminary  
A year of Israeli bliss 
The fun at the dorm 
The friendships I'll form 
And how much my family I'll miss  
 
I envied my older sisters  
How seminary was so - ra ra 
Their BJJ pride  
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Shone from inside 
And my neighbors would ooh and ah 
 
But now I'm in grade 12 
And I very much matured 
I see the pain 
Which outweighs the gain 
And it cannot be anymore ignored  
 
I may need it for shidduchim  
To glitz up my resume  
But I want to break this trend 
And put to this an end 
And say - this is not okay  
 
My family has the means 
And I can further polish my name 
Yet I'm highly attuned 
That self esteem can get ruined  
And the topic, seminary - is not a game  
 
I wish I could scream out loud  
That seminary -most people cannot afford  
But the pressure is cooking  
And everyone is looking  
Where we will study and board 
 
My transcripts are attractive  
I scored the highest grades 
Since grade nine 
The 100's were mine 
I got the honors and accolades  
 
I know I'll be accepted  
To the seminary of my choice 
Whilst my friends will try 
Most of them will cry 
Only a select few, will rejoice  
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I assume you're aware of the stress 
The pressure to get accepted  
If you got interviewed  
And the Ramban you confused  
Chances are - you'll be rejected  
 
Why should my friends feel belittled  
And their parents take out big loans  
I'll stay in town - for their sake 
And spare them heartache 
And we'll arrange some shiurim on our own 
 
Will you agree with my plan  
Help me rally and promote  
That a job, is perfectly fine  
With our hashkafos it alignes 
You can take a quiet vote... 
 
Can we make it a thing 
That it's not a must - to go 
Can we please dare 
To stop it this year  
Many will silently announce - BRAVO! 
  
Your anonymous honor roll student 
 
P.S. Seminary application deadlines are just a few short weeks away. Can you 

please do something fast!! 
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Chanuka @  
Mesivtas Hogwarts 

 

Some jewish equivalents before we start: 

-Harry Potter = Ari Pollack 

-Ron Weasley = Ronny Weiss 

-Hermione Granger = Moshe Hershel Griffel 

-Headmaster Dumbledore = haMaggid meDublin 

-Rubeus Hagrid = Reuven Hagridstam 

-Severus Snape = Sender Snapeman 

-Professor Quirrell = Rabbi Kvirel 

 

 

The eszaal looks magnificent. Not only are there a dozen gold-covered, lit menorahs and thick 

streamers of ponchkes and latkes criss-crossing the ceiling, but enchanted Alef Beis are falling 

from the ceiling that’s bewitched to look like Gan Eden, emanating a holy light.  
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Ari Pollack is standing under the large archway that gives access to the eszaal, mesmerised by 

the beauty of it all.  

 

“Ari tzadikel, step forward or you’ll get crushed!!” Hershel Moshe Griffel hisses in my ear.  

 

Startled, I send the mezuzah a kiss with my wand before stepping forward.  

 

Herschel Moshe quickly follows suit, clearly intimidated by all the tall, spot-filled faced 

bochurim that seem to be owning the place.  

 

To my delight, I see Ronny Weiss, my chavrusa and best friend, waving me over frantically 

from the Ger table. I squirm through all the Satmar, Belz, and Wiznits bochurim, murmuring 

‘pardon me’s and apologies all along. My toes are killing me after having stubbed them so 

many times, 

 

I finally arrive at my Chassidus Table, and slide into the thankfully empty seat next to Ronny.  

 

“Woah, Ari, you look like you’ve been to Gehinnom and back!!” he exclaims loudly, trying to 

be heard over all the noise and commotion around us. 

 

“Ronny!” Herschel Moshe interrupts with a shocked shout from the seat across me. “Me ret 

nisht azoi! The Chofetz Chaim clearly says that not guarding your tongue is worse than using 

the killing curse, and that whoever guards his mouth preserves his life! I read about it in ‘The 

Chofetz Chaim, A legend To Remember’. Now, if you two don’t mind, I’m going to leave the 

scene of sin before either of you comes up with another geshmakke idea to get us all expelled, 

or worse, have our ponchkes taken away!”  

 

With that, he summons a Gemara up with just a swish of his wand, and starts rocking back and 

forth energetically. One look at Ron’s facial expression confirms my thoughts; he needs to sort 

out his meshugassim.  

 

There’s no time to dwell on it though, because haMaggid meDublin’s powerful voice suddenly 

echoes loudly through the room, causing the exciting buzz of whispers to fade immediately.  

 

“A freilichen Chanuka, my dearest Bachurim at Mesivtas Hogwarts! It is only beChasdei 

Hashem that I am welcoming you here today to…”  

 

While the Maggid of Dublin continues to talk, I’m distracted by some movement behind him. 

Sitting at the far end of the high table, is haRav Reuven Hagridstam, licking his sticky, jelly-

covered grubby fingers, oblivious as always to everything happening around him. Right from 

him sits Sender Snapeman. A thin man with sallow skin, a large, hooked nose and yellow 

uneven teeth, Rabbi Snapeman isn’t exactly known for his friendliness. His shoulder-length, 

greasy black peyos and too tight bekitche give him the appearance of an ‘overgrown bat’ and 
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don’t help increase his popularity status.  

 

Sudden mention of the word ‘kvitlach’ snaps me back to the present, and I let my gaze fall on 

haMaggid meDublin once again, scared to miss any information on the upcoming Kvitlach 

Match. “...will take place on Zois Chanuka after Seder Erev Be’ezras Hashem, here in the 

eszaal. The teams chosen to compete in the first Kvitlach Match of Tuf Shin Pey Beis, are…” 

Here, he pauses, his eyes sparkling under his half-moon shaped spectacles with the pleasure of 

keeping 143 boys in suspense.  

 

“Team Satmar and Team Ger!!!” he finally bellows with force only possible through magic 

intervention.  

 

A cacophony of shouts and cheers fills the room instantly, while the first and last table scramble 

up to their feet and start climbing on their chairs.  

The next few minutes are a jumble of white shirts and bekitches bumping up and down in a 

frenzy on everything higher than floor-level, howling: “We’re gonna win, zicher, zicher, we’re 

gonna win for sure!” on a tune that should be illegal. Especially when half of these boys are 

experiencing voice breaks due to puberty.  

 

Ronny’s and my screams of excitement stand out like sore thumbs; our shrieks sounding 

squeaky and childish.  

 

When Hershel Moshe kindly tugs at my arm and gives me a face that says ‘What in Moshe 

Rabeinu’s name do you think you’re doing??! Get down from that chair immediately and stop 

making a fool out of yourself!’ I shrug it off with a laugh and continue shaking my head left and 

right, stomping my feet as hard as I can on the chair, while woohooing purposelessly in all 

directions.  

 

It is only when Rabbi Snapeman comes to haMaggid meDublin’s aide, points his wand 

heavenward and screams “VEHOYO SHEKET!!” that all sound disappears abruptly. Not 

seeing the point in celebrating silently, all the Gerre and Satmare bochurim resume their seats 

obligingly. After murmuring a silent thanks to Rabbi Stern, haMaggid meDublin clears his 

throat and continues: “Boys I want an ehrliche game! Remember, lo hatotsa’a ikar, ela 

hama’ase. Now yalla chevre, I won’t keep you waiting any longer. Go fill your kishkes with 

latkes and ponchkes!”  

With that, he steps back and takes a seat in the throne-like chair in the centre of the head table.  

 

A waft of heavenly aromas suddenly passes, reminding me of my rumbling stomach. I look 

down at my plate to see that it is magically filled with food that is every bochur’s dream: 

tcholent, herring, tcholent, oil-dripping latkes, tcholent, jelly-filled ponchkes, tcholent, 

chickpeas, and did I mention the countless, heaping bowls of steaming cholent?  

 

I whip around to tell Ronny about this amazing discovery, only to realise he’s already 

discovered it. “A gitten appetite Ari!!” he jabbers between spoonfuls of tcholent.“This is me’ein 
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Olam Habo!!” he continues excitedly while reaching for another latke.  

 

“Wanna hear a joke Ari?” Not waiting for a reply, Ronny takes an-apple sized bite of his 

seventh latke and continues. “Here goes; why do Yidden have big noses? Because air is free!!!” 

he concludes with a roar of yeshivish laughter. I smirk, and bite into a ponchke, relishing the 

feeling of powdered sugar sticking to my chin and nose.  

 

‘Ah, it’s a bochur’s life’ I think, while indulging once more.  

 

Ronny is helping himself to another portion of tcholent when Rabbi Kvirel, the new Zohar 

teacher, sprints into the hall, his shtreimel askew and battered, terror consuming his face. 

Everyone stares as he reaches haMaggid meDublin’s chair, slumps against the table and gasps, 

“Shin Daled- in the Beis Medrash’- thought you ought to know.” He then sinks to the floor in a 

dead faint.  

 

Authors note:  

Have you read the Harry Potter Series10 times? Awesome, I’m positive you caught all the 

famous sentences I ‘fafrumd’ lekovod the Chanuka Party. 

Have you read the Harry Potter Series once? Great, that sure proved to be useful while reading 

this, eh?:) 

Have you never read the Harry Potter Series? I’m happy to see you’re running right now to the 

library to get the first book!! Then, you’ll have a good laugh reading this! It’s never too late:) 

 
  

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

 

Chanukah Through My 

Years 
2008 

It’s a storybook scene. There are toys all over the miniature living room (and beyond). The candles are 

burning brightly in the playroom window, but their light cannot compare to that shine that would be coming from our 

faces, if, y’know, faces could actually shine.  

Totty is holding laffy taffy ropes, sent over by Bubby, waiting to be awarded to the best dancer. Given our 

ages and talent lists, nobody deserves the awards, but we all get them anyways. The boys dance together, with 

Yehuda’s intense peyos flying after his ears like mini brooms and Yitzchok Leib’s voice giving a friendly wake up call 

to those lying in the cemetery across town.  

Being such a big girl ( I’m wearing colorful winter tights. That classifies me as huge! ), I have to join the 

dancing. Who cares whether I can stand for 5 consecutive seconds or not? So I grab my father’s hand and smile, 

Yehuda grabs my other blob of pudge with fingers, and the dancing resumes. When Yitzchok Leib gets too fast, I 

make sure to let him know, and everyone slows down. When I get bored of hearing all my nicknames, and I get bored 

of doing my drunken little horas, I leave the circle to go play with cars. Who cares that they were made for my 
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brothers - I can be an honorary boy! Yitzchok Leib joins me, and we crash our cars and bodies into each other, 

laughing like there’s no tomorrow.  

My memory lines blur with the home video of this event that we watch religiously every year, though I 

suspect it’s more recording than memory. After all, how much do you remember from the Diaper Era? I do know one 

thing, though, that didn't come from the movie: It was Chanukah, I was wrapped up with family, and I was safe.  

2019 

It’s years later, and now I’m really a big girl. We’ve moved to a different house; one where we light in the 

living room, not the playroom, and I’m in eighth grade. You’d think I’m ecstatic, for I have everything going for me, but 

this Chanukah, I’m miserable.  

My brothers aren’t home.  

Yitzchok Leib started dorming, Yehuda moved to Lakewood, and I’m left alone. My family as I knew and 

loved it has disintegrated, with a once-a-week phone call its only remnant. My mother tries to cheer me up, to show 

me that the world isn’t over when your brothers leave, but I can’t hear it. For the first time this year, I’m noticing that 

my heart exists; it’s hurting. As my father starts lighting the wicks, I lay on the couch and pull my crushed velvet 

hoodie over my head. I’m done with lighting. I’m done with singing. I’m done with Chanukah. All over the globe, 

people are celebrating and singing with their families, and I…well, I… I can’t.  

2020  

Ninth grade is exhausting, physically and emotionally, and I’m glad to have the time to sit down and breathe.  

But she’s here.  

She’s close to 40 years old.  

She has no father.  

She has no husband.  

She’s bitter.  

And she has every right to be.  

But I feel my joy and serenity seeping out of me, for how can I be happy? I leave her to sit on the couch and 

talk, and I go upstairs to think.  

2021  

Our brand new house is cozy, though it feels weird lighting by the side window. But when your front door 

opens smack into your kitchen, and the only street-facing windows are in your parents’ bedroom, you learn to be 

thankful for those little side windows.  

It’s just the three of us around the island, singing. There are no toy cars. There are no laffy taffy ropes. 

There are no energetic boys. But I do know one thing, regarding what there is and what there is not:  

It’s Chanukah, I’m wrapped up with family, and I am safe. 
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In the Spotlight 
I feel lonely. No one cares about me. No one loves me.  

No. Not anymore. 

It’s “baby this”, “baby that”. 

Not me. Nothing’s me. Never. No more. 

They used to see me and squeal, laugh, tickle, hug, kiss – but no more. 

It’s all the baby. All the attention is directed towards him. All the presents are for him. All the 

kisses and hugs are his.  

My sixth birthday is in two weeks – is anyone gonna make me a party? They’re so busy 

planning the bris. And even if they do make me a party… Will everyone be hugging me and 

throwing me in the air – or will it only be the baby? 

I’m so sad. 
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The baby’s crying. But he doesn’t want his dummy. Why is he so sad? Maybe he’s hungry – 

or maybe hot, or maybe cold. I take his blanket off him, but he cries even louder, so I put it back on. 

“Muuuummy! Why is the baby so sad?” 

Mummy comes down the stairs. She looks tired. “It’s time for me to feed him,” she says. 

Something in me falls. Feed him… That means she’s going to lock herself in her room and I 

won’t be allowed in. She’s going to be in there for a long time. 

No. No! I don’t let! I want Mummy – I want her! 

I start crying, tears slowly trickling down my cheeks. They’re hot and salty, making my face 

feel sticky and ich.  

“I want you to read to me, Mummy,” I sob. 

“After. After I feed the baby,” she says. 

But I know that by then, she’ll have to make sure everyone eats dinner, bath the baby, rock 

him to sleep – and tell Sari and Nechami to watch me in the bath.  

But I want Mummy. 

“IIIIIII want Muuuuuuuuuummy!”  

Everyone tells me to stop screaming. I’m giving them a headache, I’m making too much 

noise, but it makes me cry even harder until I’m just left there, hiccupping, cold and lonely, in the 

corner of the hallway, angry at everyone. 

Bubby comes into the house. She says she’s taking us to school.  

“Mummy needs to rest,” she tells everyone.  

“Bubby,” I look up at her. 

“Yes zeesele?” 

“Can I have fairy bread for breakfast?” The soft bread with the butter and sprinkles melts in 

my mouth. I haven’t had it in soooo long. It’s so good – it makes me feel loved. 

When we get to school, Bubby gets out of the car to help me, even though I don’t need help. 

She gives me a big hug.  

“Have a good day zeeskeit. I love you so much.” 

I feel my insides warm. Bubby loves me. She hugs me, kisses me – like everyone used to do. 

But now, it’s all about the baby. 
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Even though I agree that he’s so cute, so small, so adorable, but soooo many pictures, soooo 

many hugs, soooo many kisses, soooo many people… 

It makes my day even better when I see that Bubby put a chocolate bar in my lunch bag. 

I love the baby. I really do. I davened to Hashem that Mummy should have a baby – I 

wanted it. I love babies, they’re so cute. And I knew I’d be a really good big sister. I smile so much 

when I get to hold him that I’m scared my mouth will break. Everyone laughs when I say that. I 

aaaalways check on him. He’s soooo cute. I brought pictures to school and everyone wanted to see 

them – I was so proud.  

It’s just very sad, when – when… I can feel my lip shaking, trembling. 

I was the youngest for a long time – nearly six years. I know that I was spoiled – everyone 

told me so. I always got what I wanted. People said it’s bad, but I didn’t know why. I made a tantrum 

if I didn’t get what I wanted. But now – no one listens to me. 

Once I overheard my aunty say about her daughter that when she’s upset, she acts all quiet 

and goes into her own world. 

I also once heard someone say to Mummy that her older son runs away when something 

bothers him. He can’t face it, he acts as if everything is okay, when it isn’t. He doesn’t express his 

feelings she said. 

I kind of understand that. 

But when I’m sad, and lonely, I cry. And sometimes no one knows why I’m crying, but I just 

can’t tell them. Like, it hurts, in my heart, and I cry, but I can’t explain why I’m crying. And no one 

understands. 

Like now, no one understands why sometimes I cry. It’s because I want to spend time with 

Mummy, but she’s always with the baby. I also want everyone to hug me as much as before, but now 

I barely get attention – it’s all the baby! 

It hurts in my heart, and I cry, but I can’t explain it. 

Next week is my birthday. But today is my cousin’s birthday and he’s having a party. 

Everyone is going of course.  

The table is stunning – it’s an animal theme. He’s turning four. Everything looks so yummy! 

All the cousins are here. I walk around the table looking at all the yummy treats.  

“Mummy, can you get me a meringue?” 

“Let her rest. What would you like darling?” my aunty asks me.  

I tell her in a quiet voice that I want a meringue. But I really want Mummy.  
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I like my family. They always laugh at the funny things I say, so I say even more to hear that 

laughter again. I love the attention. But this time all everyone wants is the baby. So cute, so big, so much 

hair, he looks like… That’s all they’re interested in, that’s all they’re talking about. 

Yet when I get to sit down and hold the baby after I eat my meringue, it’s me everyone 

flocks to. 

Conversation is flying, music is playing, everyone is laughing, and sweets are everywhere 

making us all jump off the walls. 

But now the attention is on me.  

Or maybe not – maybe it’s just focused on the little baby I’m holding. 

Spotlight. 

Bright, colourful, shining. 

That’s what my life is about. 

Who is the spotlight on? Who is getting the attention? 

And if it’s not me – I’m angry, I’m upset, I’m lonely, I’m really, really sad. 

But there’s nothing I can do about it. I was always given lots of love, with presents, with 

hugs, kisses and constant laughter all around me. I was excited for the baby to come, yet I was 

nervous – even though I didn’t tell anyone. I mean, I know Mummy would’ve understood me, 

but… 

Sometimes I wish I was the oldest. 

Nechami always gets things, she’s Mummy’s oldest forever. And that won’t change. But I’m 

not Mummy’s youngest anymore...  

I’m no one special. 

I’m just another child. 

Sometimes, when I want Mummy, when I’m lying in bed, but I know that she’s busy feeding 

the baby, my lips are shaking because I’m about to cry even though I don’t want to – sometimes 

then, I feel like I’m in a black world. It may be because my room is dark, but I feel so lonely. I know 

Mummy loves me, she tells me that every night, she gives me ten kisses on each cheek – but she 

used to be able to come to me when I couldn’t fall asleep, because she didn’t have a baby to feed. 

But now she does, and I’m happy, but I’m also sad – even if that doesn’t really make sense. 

What am I supposed to be? How can I be happy and sad at the same time? 

Before the baby was born, I went shopping with Mummy and she met her friend – the one 

who said that her son runs away from things that bother him. This time she said that she knows how 
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everyone has things that bother them, and she understands that. Her older son does, but so does her 

four-year-old. The difference is, she said, that her four-year-old talks to her. He expresses himself 

and she can help him. But her older son – it’s so hard because she doesn’t know what he’s feeling! 

But I’m five, very nearly six, and even I’m not telling my Mummy. Maybe it will help if I do. 

But I don’t wanna make her sad. Then maybe she’ll be angry, or upset – and I don’t want 

that! 

The older girls were watching a video of a play, and I peeked. They didn’t see that I was 

there. I saw spotlights. They changed colours – all different bright, flashing colours.  

And then it was white, focused on just one actress. You couldn’t see the other people who 

were standing there. They were in the dark. You couldn’t see what they were doing.  

I want the spotlight on me so that everyone can see what I’m doing, that I’m still here – that 

I haven’t changed just because Mummy had a baby! 

But I feel like those lonely people in the dark. 

I don’t know if anyone will love me so much again. It will always be the baby. Always. He’ll 

learn to crawl, walk, talk and everyone will find it so adorable.  

But maybe not. Maybe not.  

Even if the spotlight isn’t on me now – maybe… maybe – can I hope that one day it will 

be…? 

Maybe… 

Finally! It’s my birthday!! 

Now I really feel like everyone loves me. The cake is stunning, and everything looks sooooo 

fancy. I can’t wait for everyone to come! I’m gonna get looooots of presents, and I love the special 

balloons in the shape of a six. 

People are coming, the house is filling up with noise, a balloon pops, popcorn is being 

crunched into the carpet and lolly wrappers flutter to the floor. I cut the cake and there’s delicious 

strawberry cream inside it. Someone pops party poppers, everyone starts singing happy birthday and 

my big brothers lift me high, high, high up. 

I feel so good. 

Everyone really does love me. 

I’m not lonely. 

I’m not sad. 
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I’m very happy. 

Super happy. 

I’m six years old. 

Now my birthday is over. But I don’t feel…sad. I’m not so sad. 

Maybe it’s because I’m older, I don’t know. But I don’t feel like I’m sometimes in that black 

world with that sad loneliness. 

Parts of me are singing. I like Yaakov Shwekey a lot, so when I think of singing I think of 

him.  

But now, it’s not like everyone’s soooo focused on the baby, or even on me.  

I’ve learned that sometimes other people are in the spotlight. Everyone has their own turn. 

It was the baby’s turn. And then it was my turn. 

And now maybe it’s all of our turns! 

Today it’s quite cool outside, but inside it’s warm. 

It’s my parent’s anniversary and we’re making a big, beautiful party. 

Everyone’s smiling, everyone’s happy, no one’s fighting – it’s wonderful!  

I love my family, I love my Mummy, I love the baby, and I love…me. 

And today, on my parent’s anniversary, it’s their turn to be in the spotlight. 
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Table for Four 
 

The people in this restaurant are out to get us. 

 

Look, turn around – check out the maître d’. He’s laughing. He’s pointing – at us? Is our misery so 

obvious from across the room?  

 

Why are we being targeted? 

 

It’s (probably) been (about) 482 days since we’ve last gotten out at night. (But who’s counting?) G-d 

bless my children. Nights are not for couples when there are more children in the house than the average 

age amongst them. 

 

But we’re finally here! The fanciest steakhouse in town – we made it!  

 

And it appears we are being persecuted. 

 

We had a reservation, but the only available table is outside. In the Tent. Wedged between two pairs of 
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loudly laughing seminary girls, oblivious to the poor little couple that just wants to connect and talk 

about Stuff. 

We can barely hear each other across the wide expanse of table, that ironically is too narrow for elbows, 

but represents a football field lengthwise. The girls on either side of us keep glancing and giggling. I run 

a hand through my wig self-consciously.  

 

A waiter approaches. 

 

“Are you ready to order?” 

 

“Excuse me,” I manage in a just-above whisper, too soft for the giggle gals to hear, yet loud enough for 

the man in black, “Isn’t there anywhere else we can sit?”  

 

My eyes land on the empty table just across the room. The one with a privacy partition and four chairs. I 

wiggle my eyebrows. 

 

“I’m sorry,” he says, with nary a glance. “We are expecting a party of four. That table is reserved.” 

 

He vanishes and I sink deeper into my puffy parka, despite the artificial heat blasting in the Tent. I don’t 

want to be here. I came here tonight to speak my mind without fear of being overheard, something next 

to impossible in our small home. An attempt to get away from giggling nosybody eyes and ears. But 

alas, I have ended up wedged between several pairs. 

 

My husband’s mouth opens. He closes it. In order to be audible he’d have to raise his voice to a decibel 

powerful enough to cross the long expanse of table between us, jeopardizing our privacy in the process. 

He offers a sympathetic half-smile instead. 

 

Behind us, a rush of cold air blasts through the Tent as the door opens; a smiling couple about our age 

waltzes in, blissfully unaware of their forthcoming plight. I smile at them sympathetically. No privacy 

for couples out here in the Tent. I muse. Maybe another night. 

 

I watch them, greedily, waiting for the smiles to slip off their faces. I am not evil, merely resentful. But 

then, the universe laughs at me, as the couple is guided to the Table reserved for the Party of Four. 

 

My husband raises an eyebrow. I stop him valiantly. “No, dear,” the dan l’kaf zchus in me says, “There 

is another couple coming to join them. That is the Table for Four.” 

 

Minutes tick by, and the couple is now ordering their food. My busybody, nosybody ears perk up when I 

hear the wife’s laugh tinkle through the crowded steakhouse.  

 

Her voice seems to rise unnaturally above the din: 

 

“It was so nice of them to give us a four-person table even though we’re just two people. It’s just so 

comfortable here!” 

 

My heart freezes like ice in my chest. 

 

No. NO! 
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That was the Table for Four. Our Table for Four! You are just two, too. And we were here FIRST. 

My head whips around to face my husband so quickly I almost get whiplash. I am indignant. The 

seminary girls are glancing and whispering again, but I don’t even care. 

 

I am about to speak, and probably regret every syllable that escapes, when another waiter approaches. 

 

“There is another table available, please follow me.” 

 

I grab my bag with a huff and follow the waiter. My husband grabs the glasses filled with water-that-

used-to-be-ice. The seminary girls cover their mouths and snort.  

 

The waiter leads us past the privacy partition. Past the Table for Four. There are more giggles heard 

here. 

 

And then, I see it. 

 

Another Table for Four. 

 

Empty.  

 

He puts our menus down on it and holds out his arm.  

 

“B…b…but what about the Party of Four?” I stammer. 

 

He smiles and bows. “Please let me know when you are ready to order.” Then beats a hasty retreat. 

 

The seminary girls keep glancing and giggling from all the way across the room. The maître d’ keeps 

pointing. My brain is spinning. How did we end up here? Where is the Party of Four? Who spoke up for 

us? Who put us here? 

 

And then, I realize: Who cares? 

 

I am no longer indignant. 

 

The night is ours. 

 

We are at the Table for Four. 
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Three Words 
Dear Mummy 

 

You have never read my writing. You do not know I write. Therefore, this letter might feel strange for 

you to read. 

 

Let me explain. It's me, your 18-year-old daughter, sitting at her computer at 3 a.m. while daddy and you 

are fast asleep. Except that, you're not. I know you're not. You are tossing and turning in bed, worrying. I 

know you have not been sleeping well. I can see it in the bags under your eyes. You are a light sleeper 

and wake up at every breeze. But beyond that, you are a caring, hardworking, devoted mother. I know 

you are, mummy! The only word I can think of to describe your love, your care, your thoughtfulness is 

"a Jewish mother."  

It pains me to know that I am the reason you are up all night. And that you have not had a normal night's 

sleep since this all started, 3 years ago. I know that the years of agmas nefesh I brought upon Daddy and 

you were unspeakable and unbearable.  

 

We put the doubts between us to rest. We stitched up the wounds and put ice on our bruises. We never 

talked. I never talked. But then we argued, and you made your assumptions. Your assumptions were 

correct. A mother always knows what her child is going through. You always surprise me by knowing 
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exactly what is going on, even without me having to tell you. You talked to my therapist and it all finally 

made sense. You understood that I was not a crazy attention seeking teenager, but an abused and 

traumatized little girl. Now, 3 years later, you see me as a mature 18-year-old who has grown out of her 

struggles and developed into a strong, independent and capable young woman. I have come a long way. 

And so have you.  

 

Mum, I want you to know that I never blamed you for what happened! Never! You are the strongest 

woman I know and the best mother I know. And believe me, Mummy, don’t go there. Don’t believe that 

loud voice called guilt. It's NOT your fault! You always taught your kids to tell you when something was 

wrong! You simply didn’t know...  

 

But after you heard the truth, after you knew.  

 

Why didn’t you apologize? 

 

I don’t need an apology for what happened. I am not a demanding teenager who needs her parents to be 

on their knees apologizing for things that weren’t in their control. Nor is it my therapist "putting ideas in 

my head."  

An apology does not mean that you are apologizing for being a bad parent. Or that you should have 

prevented trauma and abuse. 

I mean that you never apologized for what happened. You never said, "I am sorry it happened."  

You never showed remorse. You never said, "I wish you hadn’t suffered so much damage on a daily 

basis."  

 

I know you were very concerned. I know that this was the most heartbreaking realization a mother can 

ever feel. I know it was an unbearable discovery for you. You needed time to digest it.  

But you never asked me how I was. You never continued this conversation! 

You never apologized… 

 

That hurt me. Very much. I know you never see me cry or realize that I suppress my feelings. You 

always called it careless and imprudent.  

It's not your fault, but as a mother, should not you have checked on me after you realized what was 

happening to me? 

It hurt a lot. 

 

But then I realized. Shouldn’t it be the other way around? 

 

You have never read my writing. You do not know I write. Therefore, this letter might feel strange for 

you to read.  

But that's because I have never shown it to you. I never asked for your opinion. I thought my writing was 

private and I didn’t want you to read it. 

 

Let me explain. It's me, your 18-year-old daughter, sitting at her computer at 3 a.m. while daddy and you 

are fast asleep. Except that, you're not. 

  

I can’t fall asleep for the same reason. I can’t bear to face the memories that keep haunting me at night. I 

prefer to stay busy, very busy, so busy that I block out my thoughts and feelings. That helps.  

 

http://www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece


Distributed by Masterpiece: Unite & Write, www.rivapomerantz.com/masterpiece. 
Copyright retained solely by author who has chosen to remain anonymous for the purpose 
of this contest. This piece may not be used, shared or copied without written permission. If 
you need to get in touch with the author of this piece, please contact us at 
info@rivapomerantz.com. 

 
 

I know you don’t sleep either. You are tossing and turning in bed, worrying. I know you have not been 

sleeping well. I can see it in the bags under your eyes. You are a light sleeper and wake up at every 

breeze. But beyond that, you are a caring, hardworking, devoted mother. I know you are, mommy! The 

only word I can think of to describe your love, your care, your thoughtfulness is "a Jewish mother."  

It pains me to know that I am the reason you are up all night. And that you have not had a normal night's 

sleep since this all started, 3 years ago.  

 

Those three years. Three years of pain. Three years of guilt and shame. The sadness. The anger. The 

feeling of loneliness. That I do not belong. That I am... ...crazy. Mum, I knew you were thinking the 

same thing. And I knew you did not understand where you went wrong. Why, after four daughters, 

bringing your fifth daughter up, is just not the same?  

From a carefree, popular, talented and charming little girl to a teenager who was... Crazy.  

 

I did not know how to deal with my feelings. I tried to pretend that everything was okay, I tried to feel 

okay. But I was not. So I let it all out at school.  

 

I know that the years of agmas nefesh I brought upon Daddy and you were unspeakable and unbearable.  

 

We stitched up the wounds and put ice on our bruises. We never talked. I never talked. But then we 

argued, and you made your assumptions. Your assumptions were correct. A mother always knows what 

her child is going through. You always surprise me by knowing exactly what is going on, even without 

me having to tell you. You talked to my therapist and it all finally made sense. You understood that I 

was not a crazy, attention seeking teenager, but an abused and traumatized little girl.  

 

Now, 3 years later, you see me as a mature 18-year-old who has grown out of her struggles and 

developed into a strong, independent and capable young woman. I have come a long way. And so have 

you.  

 

And now I ask you why you never apologized. 

 

But where was I? Why have I never apologized?  

 

Unlike you, Mummy, I have a lot to apologize for. Whatever happened was out of my hands and out of 

yours. But I still have to apologize. For causing you a tremendous deal of grief. For causing you to go 

through everything I have gone through in those same three years. 

 

I hardly ever cry. But now I am on the verge of tears. I do not know how to put those three words down 

on paper. They do not seem like enough. But I want - no, - I need you to know that… 

 

I’m sorry, Mummy! 
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Quick Sand 
 

“Aren’t you nervous about Didi’s date?” Kayla says as she sails into the dining room.  

I look up from the computer, from the numbers swimming before me. I sigh. 

“Look, if it’s meant to be it’s meant to be,” I say and look back at the numbers on the 

screen. Numbers are predictable. Numbers make sense. I steal a glance at my daughter 

before me.  

Kayla did not.  

I manage to note her purple nail polish before I turn back to the screen, to the safety 

of my numbers. Kayla thinks I’m worried about Didi’s date. Didi is a good kid, she always 

was. She had a notebook full of neat notes in high school and the most she ever did to step a 

toe out of line was come late to class because she was helping a classmate. 
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Kayla, on the other hand, I had to send to the more ‘chilled out school’ and even so I 

know I’m going to get a call about her nail polish. Her hair is loose and wild. I have to fight 

with her to take her Ritalin.  

And she thinks all I’m nervous about is Didi’s date.  

When Kayla leaves the room I click on the other tab on my screen. ‘Helping your 

ADHD Child’ the title read. Kayla didn’t know it, but in my bedroom there are dozens of 

books on ADHD. There has got to be a way, there has got to be a formula, just like with 

numbers, to tame Kayla’s heart.  

………………………… 

When Didi comes back from her date, I’m ready with a glass of cold water. I note her 

lush black hair and stylish barrette, keeping her bangs out of her eyes. I’m pleased with her 

choice of outfit; a blue, knit dress. I smile. Didi takes after me. She’s smart, she likes to read, 

she’s loyal. And, mostly, she has her life figured out, thinking ahead, like me.   

Kayla, on the other hand, takes after her father.  

I think of him and I wince. Our Shidduch had seemed like a good idea. Ashi had 

been described as the life of the party, and I thought he would balance out my bookworm 

tendencies. I had a completed a computer programming course; he was planning on full time 

learning, indefinitely.  

But then came the phone call from his Rosh Yeshiva, one morning, when Didi was 

two and Kayla was a six month old baby. 

“Can I please speak to Ashi?” 

“Ashi? Isn’t he in Yeshiva.” 

“He hasn’t been in Yeshiva all week.” I had dropped the phone.   

I shake my head, as if scattering the disparaging memories.  

“How was?” I ask Didi. 

She is calm, reflective. Then she looks at me. 

“It was wonderful.” 

……………………….. 

The next morning I’m making myself a coffee, adjusting my oversized glasses as I 

look at my reflection in the water urn. My phone gives a ping. 
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‘Good time to talk?’ The text reads. My heart quickens. It’s the Shadchan. Didi pads 

into the kitchen in her sweatshirt and slinky skirt, her hair still straightened and smudges of 

makeup under her eyes, leftover from her date last night. She deserves a good Shidduch, she’s such 

a good girl I think. Her first accounting class of the day starts in an hour and she’s already up, 

giving herself time to have a coffee and daven. Kayla on the other hand…I eye the kitchen 

clock. Yikes, if Kayla doesn’t get up soon she’ll be late for school. 

I debate if I should tell Didi that the Shadchan has finally reached out. 

I decide against it. “I need to take a phone call, I’ll be back.”  

“Hello?” I say, breathless as I close myself in my room. 

“Ruchama?” The Shadchan says, “So I…I finally heard back from the other side…” 

“Didi had such a good time! She came back very happy,” I blurt out,hoping the 

Shadchan will reciprocate my enthusiasm.  

“Yes, well, ummmm…” the Shadchan hesitates. Oh no. 

“She’s really a wonderful girl, your daughter…the boy was very impressed. In fact he 

wanted to go out a second time but…” 

“But WHAT?”  

“Punkt they heard last night more information about…your other daughter. I guess 

you have good references. They didn’t breathe a word about her beforehand.”  

I grip the edge of my bed. Air. I need air. 

“But the boy…”  

“Yes, he did like your daughter…but the family now wants to move on. They are 

nervous, I guess, you understand, to marry a family where the daughter might be…well, you 

know…” 

“She’s not off the derech! She’s just…out of the box!” 

“Yes, well, you know how these things go. They are nervous.” 

This family had a peckel of their own. The wife’s first husband had died years ago, 

leaving her with three children, and her new husband was divorced with two kids of his own. 

That was why they had agreed to Didi despite the fact that she…that her father had run 

away from his family, addicted to gambling. I feel my throat closing in at the thought and I 

instinctively reach for my computer, though it isn’t here. I need the numbers. The numbers 

had saved me during that time years ago; their predictability had put a balm on my heart. 
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That and the books on dating and marriage. One day, when I figure out the workings of a 

man’s heart, perhaps I will open up my own to dating again. Perhaps.  

“So, that’s it? It’s over?” 

“I’m afraid, Ruchama, the answer to that is…yes.” 

………………………………………………….. 

It is a morning away from my computer. I’m shuddering as I walk up the marble 

steps. I’m not one for a social outing—far from it—but the poster announcing a parenting 

class geared for parents of ADHD children didn’t seem like something I should miss out on. 

Mondays at eleven. Here I am.  

“What’s your name?”  

I look over at the woman sitting beside me, her eyes crinkling, her teeth white, 

waiting for an answer to her question. I cringe. This was the very reason I hesitated going to 

the class in the first place—the thought of making small talk, meeting new people, isn’t for 

me. But the credentials and expertise of the lecturer had won me over at the end. If I can 

gain some priceless information how to rein in my daughter’s ADHD once and for all it will 

be worth it.  

“Ruchama,” I answer, busying myself looking at the pamphlet that describes an 

overview of the classes. The title ‘Understanding your Child’ caught my attention. These 

classes, I could tell, are different, which is a good and a bad thing. Good because I’ve already 

read all the books on how the brain of an ADHD child works and how to give them 

predictability, schedules, practical tools, and so far none of it has caused drastic change in 

Kayla. Bad because I can’t understand how emotionally connecting to Kayla will get me 

where I want to be. The very act of reaching out to Kayla’s heart involves a degree of letting 

go I simply can’t do.  

White Teeth is going on and on about what a wonderful opportunity the course is.  

My eyes stay glued to the brochure, nodding a bit to keep myself from seeming impolite. 

Where is the instructor? I didn’t come here to make friends; I came here to learn. 

I feel warmth on my hand. Startled, I look up. White Teeth (still didn’t ask for her 

name) is patting my fingers. 

“Is everything alright?” 

The question, unexpected, cuts straight through the noise in my head and pierces my 

heart. My eyes well with tears, like a dam that bursts forth, revealing clear, pure water.  
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I look White Teeth in the eye. I notice the genuine concern, the inviting aqua blue of 

her iris. The rest of the room blurs, though I notice others looking in my direction. I open 

my mouth but no words come out, only tears.  

At that moment the door opens and the instructor walks in. 

…………………………………….. 

There are fat snow crystals falling outside and I can’t help but wonder about the 

cycles of the earth, the heat and health of summer, the shedding in the fall, the stillness of 

winter and rebirth in spring, and the Yomim Tovim which perfectly balance out the internal 

feelings-- mourning in the summer, taking on commitments in the fall with a new year, lights 

that warm up the cold of winter and eating poor man’s bread to balance out the sense of 

freedom spring dons.  

There are donuts, oozing jelly on the counter, and the Menorah is set up by the 

window. It is time to bring warmth to the winter; to summon the fire of faith.  

I gently close the window shade. When I turn around, Kayla is looking at me. I jolt. I 

hadn’t noticed her there.  

Her eyes are ablaze. She’s holding a brochure, her hand shaking. 

“Ma, I’m not dumb,” she spats and throws the brochure at the table. The words 

‘Parenting your ADHD Child’ looks up at me, accusingly.  

“I know Ma. I know about the hundreds of books on ADHD you read, trying to 

figure me out. And now this course-- but did you ever think to just look me in the eye and 

ask me what I want? Ask me what’s important to me? Did you ever take interest in who I 

am? Do you even believe that there is a person behind my ADHD?” 

She is shaking. I recall Kayla as a child, exuberant. She wanted to take dance lessons. 

There wasn’t anything available for frum children and I had wanted to arrange something 

but a teacher had taken me aside and told me to stop. She warned me that Kayla needed to 

be normal, and catering to her whims would teach her to stand out. She needed to learn to 

mellow, not give her energy free rein, the teacher had insisted. And I complied with her 

words. It seemed rational then. Now, I look Kayla in the eye, the tears, the angst. I want to 

hug her, to tell her so many things. But the image of her father materializes and I am seized 

by fear and cannot move.  

Kayla turns at her heels and is gone.  

………………… 
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After candle lighting Didi quietly leaves. She’s been suffering in silence, poor girl. 

Kayla gives me a cold shoulder and turns to her phone, running out the door. 

I’m left alone with the candles.  

I stare into the flames. I think of Kayla, everyone knocking her, trying to squeeze her 

into their mold of who they thought she should be.  

And me?  

I feel my heart sink, I feel despair. My brain switches on, trying to lift me out. I’m 

drowning in quicksand, kicking and screaming, but only sink further. I stare deeply into the 

candles and think of everything they stand for. I bid my mind to stand still.  

“I don’t know! Aibeshter I just don’t know! I have no idea how I’m going to get 

myself out of this!”  

I stop and catch my breath. 

“Please help me, Kayla’s Your daughter too-- I just don’t know!” 

I think of the dozens of books in my room and numbers on my computer screen 

which I’ve mastered. And I’m humbled. Even me, the brilliant know-it-all who thinks she’s 

got a grasp on the world can’t unlock the keys to my daughter’s heart.  

But as tears slip down my cheeks, perhaps, at least, I’ve finally opened my own.  
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