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Fun Fact

Once a diver reaches 
33 feet below sea level, 

he can’t see red or yellow. 
If he would cut himself 
at that depth, his blood 

would look blue.
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Hi there!
I have a friend who is proud to say that she was 
bitten by a manta ray. Yup, that’s right. She went 
deep sea diving and was feeding huge rays. The in-
structor told her to hold her hand wide open, but 
it seems that she closed it a bit, and the ray (which 
has no teeth, by the way) sucked hard on her finger 
as it tried to slurp the food out of her hand. She gave 
a little squeal (around her breathing mouthpiece) 
and the ray pulled off and let go. The best part is 
that she has a video of the whole thing because 
the instructor was recording it on her underwater 
camera. 
And that’s not all. She has shown me videos of 
swimming alongside giant whales, huge sea tur-
tles, sharks… anything you can imagine that lives 
underwater.
It’s amazing to think that before divers invented 
the equipment to stay underwater, we had no idea 
that any of this existed. It was like an entirely dif-
ferent universe with alien creatures that no one 
had ever seen or imagined. In fact, not that many 
years ago, the deep sea was the stuff of science fic-
tion, not Discover articles.
This week we share the fascinating story about 
how divers got started deep in the sea. So… anyone 
want to feed the manta rays? 

Devorah



Dear Circle,
I can’t even describe how much 
I love The Circle!
I wait every day until finally it’s 
Tuesday,
You are the best mag in every 
single way.
I love The Circle from cover to 
cover,
Everyone loves it, from my 
baby to my mother.
My favorites are Hey! I Never 
Knew That! and the comics,
And of course, the contests are 
the best to do and even better 
to win.
I have some questions: How 
do you get the Circle trading 
cards? And can you do a Hey! 
I Never Knew That! about 
school?
Thanks again!
Love,

#1 Circle fan from 
Passaic
Why thank you, #1 Passaic fan!
We’ll try to respond as best as 
we can.
Trading card information will 
be coming very soon
Look out for it in the mag that 
comes on Tuesday before 
noon!
And as for your second ques-
tion,
We will strongly consider your 
wonderful suggestion!

Dear Circle magazine,
I would like to compliment you on the 
best paper ever. My favorite section was 
Munching with Menachem. Whenever it 
came, my family fought over who would 
get it first. We all wanted to read it!  The 
schnitzel, French fries, milkshakes, and 
cookies were all divine. The pizza balls 
hit the spot!
I’m having surgery on my toes and I can’t 
wait to read The Circle while I recuperate. 
I also can’t wait for my mother to make all 
the delicious food for me.
Can you include a hot popper recipe?
Thank you!
Love,

Tila Weiss from Baltimore
A hot popper recipe is a great idea, Tila! 
If you see it in a future issue, you’ll know 
it was because of you. Hope your surgery 
goes well!
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A bat doesn’t have one but a ball does. 
You can find it during swimming but 
not in riding. I am part of tennis, but 

not cricket. What am I?

Chana Tsivia Bensoussan, 7

A double letter

Joke Corner

Did you get your magazine this week?
If you live in Lakewood, Brooklyn, Monsey, Passaic, Clifton, or Five Towns, your magazine should be 
delivered to your home early Tuesday morning. If you don’t receive your magazine, call our subscrip-
tion office (732-592-5437) no later than Thursday morning for redelivery before Shabbos.

To the Most Cool, 
Interesting, Remarkable, 
Captivating, Likable, 
Entertaining Magazine 
Ever,
You’re the best! The Circle is amazing for 
all ages – I like it, my little sisters like it, 
and so does my mother! I like the short 
stories, the Social Scene, and Kid Inter-
view. I like to save The Circle for Shabbos, 
but sometimes I can’t wait that long!
I have a suggestion: Can you please start a 
column that is a comedy comic strip? You 
can call it something like “Beary Funny” 
or “Comedy Column.” I like your comics, 
but sometimes they are a bit too scary! 
Thank you!
Your #1 fan,

Yael Jacobson
Great idea, Yael! We’ll discuss it and see 
if we can implement it. Keep those ideas 
coming!



There are so many questions
And so many choices

Send us your answers
We’d love to hear your voices Cold winter weather 

because it means that 
we are in middle of 

school, and I love school
Malka Fraida D.

Spring weather. It’s 
not too cold or too hot, 
and it means summer 

is on its way.
Kayla D., 13

Ice cold
Chanala 

Augenstein

Snow 
Reuven Ferziger
Efraim Seleh, 12

Menachem Deutsch
Shamshy Kaufman, 9

Yehudis W., 7

Warm and clear, 
because I love playing 

football and basketball
Ezra Kalfa, 11

Really cold, so I can have 
hot cocoa in front of the 

fireplace 
Shana Bracha Pollock, 9

Hot summer weather, 
because I get to drink 

lemonade while 
reading the Lemonade 

Stand!
Shifry Weingot, 14

Warm
Hadassah Biegeleisen

Raizy Schwartz

Crisp fall air
Dovi Biegeleisen

Sunny
Batsheva W., 7

Summer weather, 
because that means 
I’m off from school

Chaya Leah Shain, 9

Spring weather, 
because it’s not too hot 

and not too cold
Leah Heinemann, 11

Winter weather, 
because I love playing 

in the snow and having 
snowball fights

Leah Malka 
Greenwald, 12

Rain, because it’s 
so much fun to run 
around and get wet
Chavi Deutsch, 10

Hot, because then I can 
go swimming

Rivky Levine, 5
Reena Kreindler

question

What is your 

favorite type 

of weather?
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Send your answers to
 thelemonadestand@circmag.com, fax: 732.813.1551, 

hotline: 732.592.5437, or see the submission form, p.3

Did you ever stop to think how lucky we are to have such 
Avos and Imahos, the greatest ba’alei chessed, the greatest 
servants of Hashem? We inherited their middos tovos; it’s 
in our genes. All we have to do is practice following in their 
ways, and those genes will come out.

Chazal tell us that even though Iyov was a great host, he 
didn’t compare to Avraham Avinu. He gave everyone what 
they needed and what they were used to eating, unlike Avra-
ham, who gave each guest the best-quality foods, regardless 
of who he was. He was looking to do chessed; he didn’t wait 
until people knocked on his door.

When the great Rav Shach zt”l was weak, his family asked 
him to slow down, watch his health, and give fewer shiurim. 
He answered, “The main foundation of life is to do chessed. 
Without giving, life has no meaning.” He turned to look at 
his furniture and said, “Look how little luxury I have. All I 
can give is some Torah, and if I stop doing that, I stop my 
main purpose in life – giving to others.”

Rav Chaim Ozer Grodzensky had to stop overnight in the 
city of Brisk because a snowstorm had started and the 
trains weren’t going. He arrived at the house of Rav Chaim 
Brisker at 2:00 a.m. He looked through the window and saw 
Rav Chaim holding a cup of milk with a spoon, feeding ba-
bies. He cleaned their faces, put them to sleep, and covered 
them with a warm blanket. Then he sat down to learn.

Rav Chaim Ozer knocked on the door. Rav Chaim was sur-
prised to see the great Rav of Vilna in front of him. 

“Who are these babies?” inquired Rav Chaim Ozer. He was 
shocked to hear that some mothers abandoned their chil-
dren because they don’t have food to feed them. They would 
place the babies in front of Rav Chaim’s home, knowing he 
would take good care of them.

Rav Chaim said he didn’t know to whom these children be-
longed. “If I would open up the door right away, I would see 
the mother, but she would be embarrassed. I would rather 
jump into a fire than embarrass another person!”

Can we imagine such a gadol hador taking care of babies by 
himself, and when he later asked people to adopt these chil-
dren, he paid all the expenses?

Such dedication comes from our Avos and Imahos. 

Next time your mother asks you to help with 
your siblings, grab the opportunity to help 
in any way. You will learn to enjoy life, and 
you will be following in the footsteps of the 
leaders of Klal Yisrael! 

Weekly words from

Rabbi Leibish 
Langer

Parshas Vayeira

It’s in our Genes

A snowy day because then 
I can sled down the hill in 
the backyard and have a 

blast
Toby Levine, 7

Rain, because it’s a 
brachah from Hashem

Shuey Goldman

Not too hot and not too 
cold, just perfect

Yechiel Steinberg

Spring weather
Yosef S., 10

Hot
Dovid Rottenberg

Very snowy
Rachel Halioua, 4

Cool and windy
Avraham Halioua

Do you have a question for the Lemonade Stand? 
Want to know what other kids think?

Send your questions to 
thelemonadestand@circmag.com.

Next question: 

Issue 157
If you could be the author of any column in The Circle, 

what would you choose and why?
Submitted by Slavy Schlaff, 12



World News
GAZA AIRSTRIKES

 

Last Friday, terrorists in Gaza 
ended a month of peace when 
they shot 10 rockets into Eretz 
Yisrael.  B’chasdei Hashem, no-
body was injured in the attack. 
In the southern Israeli town of 
Sderot, one house and a few cars 
got damaged by the rockets. In re-
sponse, the IDF bombed out ter-
rorist weapon storehouses and 
compounds.  

 

TRUMP PULLS OUT 
OF PARIS 
AGREEMENT
  

Trump announces his decision to pull out of the 
Paris agreement.

In 2016, President Barack Obama 
convinced leaders of many coun-
tries to sign the Paris Climate 
Agreement. In the agreement, 
over 100 world leaders promised 
to make laws in their countries to 
decrease pollution. The leaders 
also agreed to give money from 
their countries to the world effort 
to become more environmentally 
friendly. 
When Trump became the pres-
ident, he complained that the 
agreement takes a lot of money 
away from the US, and he doesn’t 
feel that the money is being spent 
well. When Obama signed the 
agreement in 2016, he prom-
ised that the US wouldn’t leave 
the agreement for at least three 
years. Now that the three years 
are up, Trump can choose to leave 

the agreement. He got that pro-
cess started last week, angering 
environmental groups across the 
globe.

 

SMOG IN NEW 
DELHI
 

 

While President Trump turned 
away from environmental action, 
citizens of New Delhi, India, held 
their noses because of air pollu-
tion. Literally. The crowded city 
was blanketed with a thick yel-
low-gray haze of air pollution for 
the past week as India’s air pollu-
tion reached dangerous new lev-
els. The smog was so thick that 
planes couldn’t land and schools 
had to close. Locals complained 
of headaches and coughing and 
noticed that they couldn’t see 
down the block because of the 
haze. 
India does little about their pol-
lution issues, and that’s why the 
problem has gotten so bad. Every 
year around this time, weather 
conditions make the haze even 
worse, making Indians realize 
that they really have a problem on 
their hands. 
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AL-BAGHDADI’S 
WIFE AND SISTER 
CAPTURED

In a follow-up on last week’s 
top story that Abu Bakr 
al-Baghdadi had been killed in 
a US military strike, Turkish 
President Erdogan announced 
the capture of al-Baghdadi’s 
wife and sister in Syria. He said 
that Turkish authorities are in-
terrogating the two women for 
information on ISIS and its ac-
tivities. The capture of the two 
women shows how weak ISIS 
has become, and that’s great!

ELECTION DAY 
2019

While presidential elections 
are still a year away, Americans 
headed to the ballot booths on 
Election Day Tuesday to vote 
on everything from mayors to 
trustees, governors, taxes, and 
how their tax money should be 
spent. 
A few highlights from across 
the nation: In Kentucky, the 
incumbent Republican Gover-
nor Matt Bevin lost to Demo-
crat Andy Beshear. Bevin was 
a sore loser and refused to ac-
knowledge that Beshear won. 
Residents of Scranton, Penn-
sylvania, elected the city’s first 
female mayor (Paige Cognetti), 
and in Wickliffe, Ohio, citizens 
voted that the school district 
should build a new school cam-
pus. 
Let Election Day be a reminder 
to us to be grateful that we live 
in a country where citizens get 
to vote for their leaders and 
laws!

ELECTIONS 2020 
UPDATE 

 There are 12 months until US 
election day 2020, and already, 
the race is heating up. Elev-
en top candidates are running 
against President Trump. The 
three leaders in the pack of 11 
are former Vice President Joe 
Biden, Vermont Senator Bernie 
Sanders (back on the campaign 
trail after recovering from 
health issues), and Massachu-
setts Senator Elizabeth War-
ren. Behind them are South 
Bend, Indiana Mayor Pete Butt-
igieg and California Senator 
Kamala Harris. The remaining 
six contenders are business-
man Andrew Yang, Minnesota 
Senator Amy Klobuchar, New 
Jersey Senator Cory Booker, 
Hawaii Congresswoman Tulsi 
Gabbard, former Texas Mayor 
Julian Castro, and billionaire 
Tom Steyer. The bottom six 
could easily drop out of the race 
pretty soon, and we’ll keep you 
posted if they do.  

SDEROT
Sderot is a town in the Negev of Israel. It’s less than a mile away from 
Gaza, so whenever the terrorists in Gaza fire rockets into Israel, the 
residents of Sderot have to flee for shelter. Life in Sderot is difficult 
and has seen many tragedies, but the people who live there are deter-
mined not to give in to the terrorists.

SMOG
Smog is fog that combines 
with smoke (smog = smoke 
and fog) in the atmosphere 
to form a moist, thick, hazy 
cloud.

News 
Demystified

      Zahava Silver
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NEWS THAT REALLY HAPPENED

Nebraska police are looking for a man who tried to 
open a bank account with a one-million dollar bill. 
Problem is, one-million dollar bills don’t exist. Bank 
tellers patiently explained to the man that his bank 
note was most definitely fraudulent. The man pro-
tested loudly, but the tellers stood firm. Finally, the 
man left the bank, and police are now using the bank’s 
security cameras to try to get a clear picture of the 
man so they can find him and stop him from tricking 
others.

Mike Kahoe is an 18-year-old 12th-grade student in Revere, Ohio. Last week, Mike got elected as Revere’s youngest 
school board member. Kahoe said he decided to run because the school board makes so many decisions that affect 
him personally, so he figured his opinion would be important on the board. 
In order to win the elections, Kahoe campaigned in the evenings after school by knocking on doors and introducing 
himself as a candidate for the school board. Kahoe’s campaign worked! The young politician won 2,664 votes. He 
says he’s excited to get started at his new job. 

STUDENT IN OFFICE, 

BUT NOT IN TROUBLE 

ONE MILLION 
DOLLARS 
WORTH 

NOTHING

                Zahava Silver
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Holly Persic was driving to her local li-
brary in Pennsylvania when she noticed 
that her car was acting funny. She called 
her husband, Chris, and told him that 
the car smelled like smoke and was mak-
ing weird noises. Chris advised Holly to 
open the hood, and when she did, she 
was shocked to find over 200 walnuts 
and squirrels’ nests stashed away on the 
car’s engine! Seems that some squirrels 
prepared for winter by hiding their win-
ter food in the Persics’ car. 
Chris says he spent almost an hour clear-

ing the nuts out of the car, but he noted that he 
felt bad for the poor squirrel now that its hard 
work has gone to waste. 

If you happen to have an unpaid parking ticket at the University of 
Alaska-Anchorage, you are in luck. The university just announced 
that for a limited time, they will accept peanut butter and jelly as 
payment for the tickets. Huh? 
The university says they will donate the peanut butter and jelly pay-
ments to hungry students who need food. University officials say 
that only closed jars will be accepted. Two 16-ounce jars can pay off 
$10 tickets, three jars pays off $35 fines, and five jars will equal $60 
fines.

TRAFFIC 
“JAM” 

NUTS!

A clerk at a Louisiana medical clinic has been arrested after police realized 
she was writing out fake medical excuse notes to students who wanted a 
break from school. Police say the clerk wrote out 14 phony medical excuse 
notes for local students. She charged each student $20 for her “service.” No 
word yet on if the students got punished, but one thing is for certain: Lying 
is never worth it.  

DISHONEST DITCHING
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THAT’S IRONIC!

Researchers have found that duct tape is one of 
the least effective methods for sealing ducts!

WHAT’S THAT  CALLED?

DYSANIA
Having a hard time getting out of bed in 

the morning 
(“Please excuse Yaakov’s lateness, he 

had dysania today.”)

TRUE OR FALSE

COLUMBUS DISCOVERED AMERICA. 
True – but it wasn’t North America. Colum-
bus’s voyages landed him in South and Central 
America and several Caribbean islands. (Plus, 

other explorers got there first.)
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Cheddar cheese is naturally YELLOW. (It turns 
more orange during different seasons, so many 

dairy producers dye it orange year-round.)

TRUE COLORS

MIND BLOWER

T-shirts with long sleeves should really be 
called M-shirts.

ON THE CALENDAR

NOVEMBER 21: USE LESS STUFF DAY

TOP 3
MOST VENOMOUS ANIMALS

Box jellyfishBox jellyfish Brazilian wandering Brazilian wandering 
spiderspider

Indian red scorpionIndian red scorpion

      Yael Dorfman

11Issue 155• November 11, 2019 • The Circle



It might seem like a very little deal, but our friends really appreciate when 
we ask before we touch their stuff!

So my mother said that as a 
reward, she’ll take me after 

school to Unger’s for a custard 
donut…. Bentzy? Why are you touching 

my looseleaf?

No problem. I 
just don’t like 

when people 
touch my stuff. 

Especially 
my looseleaf 
— it has some 

private papers 
in it.

Your mother’s so nice for 
taking you to Unger’s! My 
parents just made me a 

chart for something… maybe 
I’ll ask them for a donut 

when I finish the chart.

 Why are you holding my ball? It’s okay if you 
play with it, but can you ask first? My uncle 

just brought it from Eretz Yisrael and I really 
want to be careful with it so it doesn’t break too 

quickly.
Oops! I guess 
I just took it 

without thinking 
— I didn’t even 
realize I was 

holding it!

Sorry, I was just spacing out. I like how 
the cover feels.

Illustrated by

Hadassah Lengler
Zahava Emanuel, MSW

ITCHY FINGERS 

Quiet 
and shy, but 
remember: 

still waters 
run deep. 

The brain 
of the bunch. 

The world 
is Kalman’s Kalman’s 
science lab! 

Fun, 
bubbly, and 
full of life. 

When Bentzy Bentzy 
walks in, the 

party 
begins!

BentzyBentzy

KalmanKalman

Yosef
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Avraham Ohayon
 chapter 17

I’m sending out a 
police car. It’ll 

be there in a 
minute.

Halt! Do not 
move from your 

place!

We’re members 
of the Secret 

Service.

What’s going on? I 
need to get down to 
my secret hideout!
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Stop! Stop!

We don’t know who you 
are. Come with us to the 

station and tell us why the 
detectives threw a grenade 

at us. 

We didn’t 
throw a 
grenade.

Oh yeah? So it 
landed on us 
from heaven?

You will pay 
dearly for 

this!

Wonderful! Now I need to 
save those tefillin before 

the police realize that 
those men really are 

detectives.

Moshe hides behind a tree. As 
the police officers examine the 
detectives’ identity cards, he 

throws a grenade toward them, 
making it seem as though it 
came from the detectives. 

The detectives try 
to escape the scene.



to be continued...

G-d, help me! I 
can’t handle this 

anymore.

Enough! Leave me 
alone already! 

What do you want?

Shh. I came here 
to help you. 

Come outside 
quickly!

Who are you? 
How did you get 

here?



Smoky Situation

The neighbor’s clothes are getting smoky, and she asked me 
to  extinguish the barbecue fire. 

Do I have to stop my barbecue?

שו”ע חו”מ סי’ קנ”ה סל”ז ובש”ך וגר”א ונתיה”מ שם

Issue 153 Winner:
Eliyahu Cohen,  12

Brooklyn, NY
Enjoy your    Shabbos treats!

DISCUSS 

THE 
HALACHAH AT 

YOUR TABLE 

and send us 

the right 

answer on our 

submissions 

page. 
If we receive it by THIS 

TUESDAY, you’ll be 

entered in a raffle 

for a Shabbos treat 

for your family, 

delivered to 

your door!

נזקי שכנים



1 2

Can I continue because they also 
make barbecues sometimes?

Do I have to put it out?
May I continue because it’s 

in my backyard?

Halachah Facts
•	 In a residential area, one may not open a business that disturbs others.
•	 This includes a tannery (where animal skins are processed), because it creates a bad smell, 

and a factory from which there is a lot of smoke or dust.
•	 Neighbors may even stop each other from taking a job in their neighborhood that makes a 

lot of noise, such as being a blacksmith.

Last Week’s Answer:

Watching the Neighbors
#3- One must not look into another’s house or garden. This is because it causes the other person to be unable to use his property in 
a private fashion. One should also not stand around in a way that makes it seem as if he is looking in. However, if it is clear that there 
is a reason to be standing there, such as hanging a curtain from the window, it is permitted.
שו”ע חו”מ סי’ קנ”ד ס”ז וסמ”ע ס”ק י”ד

3

May I continue with the barbecue 
and pay her for the damage?

4

נזקי שכנים

    Rochelle Heilpern



I’ll Pass… I’m Allergic to You 
Say hello to the slow loris. Isn’t he cute? He is. Also, he’s slow. (Did you figure 
that out already?) How’s a slow-moving fella like that supposed to escape danger? 
Well, the loris has poison glands on its arms, and it rubs poison from these glands 
on its fur and teeth. When a predator comes looking for a snack, it won’t find it 
in these guys — because the poison causes them to go into anaphylactic shock! 
That’s like the predator having an allergic reaction.
As you can imagine, this is not very beneficial for the predator. 

These Guys Are Suicidal
Behold the Malaysian exploding ant! 
These fellas are also called suicide bomber ants. Suicide bomber ants have a strong 
sense of clan loyalty, which is admirable. If you were an ant, wouldn’t you want guards 
who would protect the colony with their lives, literally? 
These ants have two large poison-filled glands 
in their bodies, near their stomachs. When a 
stranger tries to invade the colony, the ants 
spring into action. They contract the muscles 
around these glands, which causes them to sort 
of explode through their heads, shooting poison 
all over the attacker. Bye-bye, attacker. 
Too bad it’s also bye-bye, ant. They die in the 
process — hence the name. 

It’s a tough world out there, no? Especially if you’re little. There are lots of big, scary animals (and people!) just 
waiting for a sign of weakness, ready to pounce and devour you alive! If you’re an animal, that is. 

Some animals are big, some are scary — but what about the small, defenseless ones? How do they survive? 
Here’s a secret: No animal is truly defenseless. For the animals that aren’t so big and strong, Hashem makes sure 
they have other ways of protecting themselves — and oh my, some of these defense mechanisms are quite inter-
esting! Let’s have a look at some of them.

Keeping Your Head in a Dangerous World
Amazing Defense Tactics

The slow loris

Malaysian exploding ant
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Let us not forget about 
the skunk — when 

threatened, it releases 
a noxious-smelling 

chemical that warns 
attackers to keep away! 

Electric eels can 
produce a powerful 
electric shock that’s 

quite effective against 
predators.

Remember opossums, 
who play dead? When 

they’re frightened, they 
fall into a temporary 

state where they resem-
ble a corpse. They even 
start to smell like one!

And of course, 
there’s the timeless 
porcupine, which is 

equipped with sharp 
quills. Whoa, predator 

— back away!

Five
We featured this one 

before: the Texas 
horned lizard. This 

guy sprays blood from 
its eyes that can blind 
and poison predators!

Is It Water? Is It Play-
Doh? Nope, It’s Slime

Ooh, let’s talk about sliiiiiime. Icky, gooey slime.
Why, you ask? Well, there’s a fish called the hagfish that 
slimes its enemies. When it feels threatened, it releases a 
slimy substance; when it mixes with the ocean water, it turns 
into a type of goo that can blind, trap, or even suffocate the 
fish’s predators by clogging their gills!

Built-In Knives
Here’s a fun one: the Iberian newt. 
A newt is a type of salamander, but not just any salamander. 
The Iberian newt has quite an interesting defense mecha-
nism: When threatened, it can push its ribs out through its 

skin like spikes! Basically, it moves its ribs away from 
its spine at an angle; they then push through 

the skin, coated with a poisonous 
substance that’s produced by tiny 
pores in the newt’s skin. 

Hm. Poisonous spikes?

NOT my cuppa tea, fellas. Let’s move 
on! We’ll find lunch elsewhere. 

So when a predator tries to take a bite, he ends up gagging ter-
ribly and spitting out the hagfish. 
The good news, though, is that the slime glands take about 
three or four weeks to refill — so if you happen to be a predator, 
try to catch the hagfish during this time. 

I Will Trap You with My 
Intestines
Here’s a creature that seems 
pretty boring at first glance, but 
has a pretty cool way of defend-
ing itself. It’s known as the sea 
cucumber. 
The sea cucumber is a type of 
creature known as an echino-
derm, which can actually re-
generate parts of its body if nec-
essary. Similar to a starfish. That’s not the cool part, though. 
When sea cucumbers sense an enemy, they — get ready — shoot 
out their internal organs (like intestines) through a hole in 
their bodies. These organs are sticky and can trap their would-

be attackers. In addition, they’re covered with 
a chemical that can be poisonous to 
some predators. 

A car is covered in hagfish and slime after a highway accident.

Sea cucumber

Hagfish

      Matti Fischer



Sometimes the winter months can be a drag. You 
know those never-ending weeks of school when all 
that you want is a change of pace? Well, sixth-grad-
ers Sury Gelbman and Yachy Steinberg of Mon-
sey, New York came up with a wonderful way to 
break the monotony. They created and directed a 
play that was viewed by more than 30 neighbors. 
This is how they did it.
CIRCLE: Hi, Sury and Yachy. Who was in your 
play and where did you perform it?
SURY: There were eight actresses and four heads, 
Yachy and myself included, and we made the play in 
the Steinberg basement.
YACHY: That’s my house.
CIRCLE: What was the name of the play? What’s 
the storyline? 
SURY: The play was called A Varme Shabbos, A 
Warm Shabbos. It was a play in Yiddish, based on 
the Yiddish book A Varme Shabbos.
YACHY: The book is about a girl 
who keeps Shabbos in Commu-
nist Russia. She needed to 
go to school to take a ma-
jor final on Shabbos, but 
stayed home instead. 
She went out into the 
freezing cold and got 
sick, and when her 
teacher came to see 
why she was absent, 
she saw that the girl 

was sick and didn’t punish her. 
CIRCLE: Did you write the entire play by your-
selves? 
SURY: The book was already written in play for-
mat, so we were able to use a lot of those lines, but 
Yachy and I still did a lot of rewriting.
YACHY: Also, aside from the script, we put on two 
dances and a finale, which we created on our own.
CIRCLE: I am mighty impressed. Reworking the 
script and coming up with those dances must have 
been only the start! After that you also had to direct 
the play.
SURY: Right. That was the most challenging and 
also the most fun part. We practiced with the girls 
three or four times a week for a few weeks before 
the play. We had a grand time.
YACHY: We really invested a lot in the practic-

es. First, we held tryouts in Sury’s backyard. We 
asked girls to say different lines and 

tried figuring out how things would 
work. Then, once we figured that 

out, we started the actual re-
hearsals. The girls weren’t 

sure how it would work 
out, but after practicing 

week after week, they 
all started to feel really 
confident.
CIRCLE: How old 
were the actresses?

SURY: They were six 

K dK d let's meetintervie
w

PLAYING OUR PART
SURY GELBMAN AND YACHY STEINBERG
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or seven years old – first and second graders. My sis-
ter was one of the actresses and the others were her 
friends. 

YACHY: We headed the play with another two fifth 
graders. 

CIRCLE: Amazing that you were able to direct a play 
with girls who were only three or four years younger 
than you! 

SURY: That’s what the audience said! The mothers 
were so impressed. They kept saying, “Wow, we can’t 
believe how you got all of the kids to cooperate and 
act so naturally!”

CIRCLE: I agree! And now, moving away from the 
rehearsals and practice, let’s talk about scenery and 
props. What did you do about that?

YACHY: We were pretty relaxed, using only whatev-
er was available. The play was in my basement, where 
we have a kitchen that used to belong to a playgroup, 
so we used that as scenery for the house scene. We 
used folding chairs and desks for the school.

SURY: We also put apples on top of the books on the 
desks for the school scene so it looked really cute. 
And instead of using curtains, we just turned off the 
lights and shone a flashlight onto the area that the 
girls were acting in. 

CIRCLE: Sounds adorable! Who came to watch the 
play?

SURY: Kids from the neighborhood and all of the ac-
tresses’ mothers. There were about 30 people in the 
audience. I know because that’s how many chairs we 
borrowed for the play. 

YACHY: We advertised the play with a flyer that we 

copied and hung up on all of the mailboxes on our 
street. Lots of kids and neighbors knew about the 
play and came.

CIRCLE: How did the performance work out?

YACHY: It was really nice. Everyone loved it!

SURY: We charged every family a dollar for atten-
dance, and the play was about an hour long, so it 
helped the neighbors fill their afternoon.

CIRCLE: I’m sure it did! How did you feel after the 
play was over?

SURY: So, so satisfied. I had never headed a play be-
fore; this was so new and different. When the whole 
thing was over, I felt so grateful that I’d managed to 
pull it off.

YACHY: We also got to see how much the girls 
learned from the play. After all the hard work, it was 
so nice to see how well they knew their parts. 

CIRCLE: How did the actresses feel after the play?

YACHY: They all said they’d had a great time. It 
wasn’t only the play that was great, it was all of those 
practices beforehand, the time with friends, and the 
fun.

SURY: We gave all the girls pens with reversible 
stars and notes that said that they’d been stars in the 
show. They really were! None of the girls could have 
known what a great job they’d do in the play until it 
happened. And once it was over, everyone felt so ac-
complished.

CIRCLE: Hard work certainly pays off in the end! 
Thank you for telling us about your production. Hat-
zlachah with all of your future endeavors. I sense that 
there will be many more in the future!  

DO YOU HAVE SOMETHING INTERESTING TO SHARE?
Name ____________________________________  Age _____  Phone ____________________________________

Something unique about you: ___________________________________________________________________  ________________
_______________________________________________________________________________
Parent’s Signature __________________________________________ Parent’s email address ______________________________
If you’d like to be interviewed, send us this form or call 732-592-5437, option 3, and leave a message telling us what makes you unique. Be sure to include your contact information.

      Chaya Sara Ben Shachar
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Mastermind woke up in the morning with a 
song on his lips and a big, silly grin on his face.
“Happy birthday to me, happy birthday to me, 
happy biiiirthday to meeee…” He sat up in bed 
and finished with a flourish, arms spread wide 
open. “Haaappy biiiirthdayyyy tooooo mee-ii-
eeeeee!”
Mrs. Meyer clapped earnestly from Master-
mind’s doorway. “Bravo! Bravo!” she applaud-
ed her son. Mastermind’s 
mother was in an especially 
good mood these days, now 
that the wedding stress was 
behind her.
Mastermind bowed grandly 
and hopped up to wash ne-
gel vasser. 
“What are our plans?” he 
asked eagerly, as soon as he 
finished. “Breakfast in bed? 
Iced coffee and donuts?” He 
moved his face closer to his 
mother and looked up with 
supplicating eyes. “A day off 
from school?”
His mother laughed and patted him fondly 
on the head. “How about the breakfast of your 
choice – healthy,” she added, seeing his lips start 
to form the word nosh – “and… Tatty and I want 
to take you out to eat tonight, and then pick a 
birthday present at the toy store!”
It wasn’t a day off from school, but Mastermind 
wasn’t going to argue with that plan. 

“Sounds good,” he agreed.
•••

“That boy and I are birthday twins,” Mastermind 
whispered to his father at dinner that night. He 
knew it was rude to point, so he gestured awk-
wardly with his neck to a nearby table. “He or-
dered chicken nuggets and spicy fries, just like 
me, he’s out with only his parents, just like me, 
and he’s even wearing a blue collared shirt and 

gray pants –” Mastermind 
motioned to his own outfit 
to demonstrate, and then 
finished – “just like me!”
Mr. Meyer turned his head 
to look subtly at the near-
by table. “I see the chick-
en nuggets and the outfit,” 
he noted, “but how do you 
know that it’s his birthday, 
too? Maybe it’s just a night 
out… or he earned a reward 
with his parents?”
Mrs. Meyer shook her head 
firmly as she vigorously 

mixed dressing into her salad. “If Shua says it’s 
his birthday, I would trust him,” she advised her 
husband. “Shua picks up on little details that the 
rest of us miss. He just knows these things.”
Mastermind gave a little point to the corner 
of the boy’s mother’s pocketbook, which had a 
card sticking out from the top.
“Exhibit A: birthday card,” he stated.

Private Eye

The Case of 
The Last Chance 

Birthday Gift

“Breakfast in bed? 
Iced coffee and 

donuts?” He moved 
his face closer 

to his mother and 
looked up with 

supplicating eyes. 
“A day off from 

school?”
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Then he pointed to the bottom of the boy’s shoe, 
which could be seen under the table, and had the 
tiniest bit of colorful wrapping paper stuck to the 
bottom.
“Exhibit B: wrapping paper,” he continued. 
Then he motioned again to the boy himself.
“Exhibit C: silly grin,” he finished. “That’s a birth-
day face,” he declared wisely. 
Mr. Meyer chuckled. “Whatever you say, Shua. Hey, 
can I snatch a fry from you?”

•••
When the meal was all done and paid for, the Mey-
ers ambled their way over to the nearby toy store, 
enjoying their time together. It had been months of 
all-wedding-all-the-time, so it was nice to be able to 
have a peaceful night out with no frantic shopping 
list to take care of. They were so busy enjoying each 
other’s company and leisurely checking out the toy 
store display window, that it was hard to say when 
they noticed that Mastermind’s “birthday twin” 
and his parents were also in the toy store. 
Mastermind would have been quick to whisper, 
“See? I knew it!” but he was distracted by another 
sight that greeted him as he walked into the store: 
the mess. 
The checkout counter was covered in a towering 
stack of boxes, and a loose pile of mixed toys sat in 
the “Returns” bin, waiting to be put away. Moun-
tains of delivery boxes lined the stores’ walls, and 
workers weaved in and out through the disarray, 
trying to stock the shelves.
The Meyers stopped in the doorway, stunned. Mas-
termind couldn’t help but peek into the manager’s 
office, wondering if the man had been kidnapped or 
something, which would explain how the store had 
gotten so out of control. The office didn’t give him 
any answers, though – just empty wrapping paper 
rolls and more boxes of new deliveries. 
“What happened in here?” Mastermind wondered 
out loud.
Just then, the manager came scurrying by. 
“Pre-Chanukah season,” he tossed out to Master-
mind, as he balanced a precariously tall stack of 
boxes. “Busiest time of the year.”
Ah. That explained it. 
“Let’s just pick our toy and go,” Mrs. Meyer advised, 

stepping around the mess. 
Mastermind knew just what he wanted. Motioning 
to his parents to follow, he led them to the Building 
Toys aisle, where he had his eye on a certain Lego 
set that came with 1,348 pieces and recreated the 
coolest volcano in ancient history. After you fin-
ished building it, it exploded! 
Mastermind made his way down the aisle, check-
ing up and down for the exploding volcano box. Fi-
nally, he spotted it. He reached out his hand to grab 
it – just as a hand appeared from the other side of 
the box and grabbed it, too!
“Hey –” Mastermind started, and looked to 
his side. “It’s you, Birthday Twin!”
The boy in the blue collared shirt and 
gray pants stared at Mastermind. 
“Birthday Twin?” He blinked, con-
fused. “I don’t know what you mean. 
But did you want this box? Because I 
actually wanted to get it, too. It’s my 
birthday today,” he explained kindly. 
Mastermind nodded impatiently. 
“I know, I know,” he replied. “It’s 
mine, too. But this is the last 
Exploding Volcano box and it’s 
both of our birthdays – so who 
should get it?”
Both sets of parents looked at each 
other uncertainly. What to do?
“Why don’t we bring it up front 
and ask the manager if there’s an-
other one?” suggested Mrs. Meyer. 
“There are lots of boxes waiting to 
be unpacked.”
But it was not to be. “That’s the last 
one.” The manager shook his head, 
distracted. “Sorry, folks. And it’s a 
very popular set, so it’s actually not 
the price that’s listed on the box. For 
the last of any toy in our store, the 
price is doubled.” 
To the four parents’ shocked faces, the 
manager explained, “It’s a hot com-
modity. If you won’t take it for the high-
er price, I’ll sell it to the next person 
who walks in.” He shrugged. “A man’s 
got to make a living, you know.”

      Simmy Horwitz
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Birthday Twin’s parents put their hands apologet-
ically on their son’s shoulders. “I’m sorry, sweetie,” 
his mother said softly. “But if the price is double, 
then it’s out of our budget anyway. This other boy 
will have it and we’ll pick something else. Okay?”
The boy’s head slumped, but he nodded good-na-
turedly. “It’s okay,” he assured his parents. “I’ll find 
another set.” He gave Mastermind a small smile. 
“Enjoy it.”
Mastermind’s parents shift-
ed uncomfortably and smiled 
gratefully to Birthday Twin’s 
parents. “Thank you,” Mr. Mey-
er said. “It would usually be too 
much for us, too, but we just 
made a wedding and our son 
was extremely helpful through-
out.” He turned to Mastermind. 
“For this birthday, we’re happy 
to spend extra. Thanks for being 
such a good sport these past few 
months.”
The manager rubbed his hands together. “Okay, 
now that that drama is over, should we wrap it up?”
Mrs. Meyer smiled. “Sure. This birthday definitely 
calls for a special wrapping!”
The man nodded and reached for the box. “Be right 

back,” he said, disappearing into his office. 
As the Meyers waited, Mastermind peeked curi-
ously into the Building Toys aisle to see what the 
other boy had found instead. The boy was consid-
ering a few sets, but he didn’t look as excited about 
them as he had about the volcano. Mastermind 
bit his lip, feeling sorry that he got to be the one to 
take it home. 

“Okay, folks, that will be $207.98, 
with tax,” the manager stated 
briskly, behind the cash register 
once more. 
Mr. Meyer handed over his cred-
it card to pay, while Mastermind 
suddenly perked up.
“Hey, is that really your last 
set?” Mastermind asked the 
manager suspiciously, motion-
ing to his gift.
The manager startled, and then 
flushed. “Of course it is!” he an-

swered defensively. “Why wouldn’t it be, if I said 
it was?”
Mastermind stared back, without blinking. “If it 
is, it is,” he said slowly, “but if it’s not… you’re mak-
ing a boy really sad on his birthday. And I think I 
can prove that it’s not.” He raised an eyebrow at 
the manager. “What do you say?”
The man paused, then narrowed his eyes at Mas-
termind. “I don’t know how you knew, kid, but fine. 
I’ll go get another one.”
Mr. Meyer called to the man’s retreating back, 
“And don’t forget to lower my price!” 

How did Mastermind know 
that it wasn’t the last 

Exploding Volcano?

See answer on Page 62 >>>

He reached out 
his hand to grab 

it — just as a 
hand appeared 
from the other 
side of the box 
and grabbed it, 

too!

Mr. [Dis]organized
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Mr. [Dis]organized
SHORT STORY       Ruchie Drew

Why am I always leaving things at home – again?

Hey,
Whose idea was it to make cheder walls blue like Powerade? 

And green marble tiles on the floor that look like fruit leather? And long lightbulbs across the ceil-
ing that look like spaghetti? If you’re wondering why I have time during a noisy lunch break in ched-
er to scribble instead of eating a delicious sandwich like the other guys, it’s because my lunch seems 
to have disappeared. Skedaddled. Walked off. 
It’s the strangest thing. I know I had lunch with me today because I saw my mother making it. She 
opened a can of tuna, put in a ton of mayo (“I already put in three tablespoons, Nachman, I think 

that’s enough”), chunked up four pickles, piled it onto pita bread, and wrapped it up in silver foil. 
After that, I assume I took it off the counter, put it in my knapsack, and maybe even said thank 

you.
But it’s nowhere to be seen. I turned my briefcase upside down inside and out, shook it 

over the floor of my classroom, but nada. Out came my signed dikduk test from last 
week (see, I told Rebbi I had it, but it was just nowhere to be seen), a fidget spinner 

(from two years ago, when they were the hottest craze), three kugelach (the oth-
er two are in my room somewhere), a delicious-looking lunch (that smelled 

horrible, I think it was from last week), a bag of Crazy Bones (we don’t play 
anymore, but you never know), and a pencil the size of a dime.

Basically, everything besides my lunch. I’m starving. And I can’t 
even play baseball because I left my mitt at home. Again. 

Where did my lunch disappear to? That’s what I’d like to know. 
Uncle Zalmy’s coming for supper tonight. Yay. Okay, no 

more room on this tissue to doodle. 
Signed,

The Boy Who Would Forget His Head If 
It Wasn’t Attached to His Shoulders 

(that’s what my sisters call me) 
aka Mr. Disorganized (that’s 

what my friends say), aka 
Nachy
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Hey,
Uncle Zalmy couldn’t stop laughing when I found 
my soggy tuna sandwich on the floor of the coat 
closet, right where I left it this morning. He winked 
when I hugged my mitt because I had left it at home 
for three days straight. Then I asked him if we could 
trade stamps so I could update my stamp collec-
tion (Uncle Zalmy travels all over the world), but I 
couldn’t find my stamp album. He said he’d come 
help me look (he’s that nice) but made a U-turn as 

soon as he entered my room (it looks a little 
scary, piled high with stuff and clothing 

and things like that).
Then he sat me down on the living 
room couch, pulled out his wallet, 
and took out five crisp twenty-dol-

lar bills. He asked me what I would 

buy if I had an extra hundred bucks. I closed my eyes 
and said, “Three baseball mitts.” So I could keep one 
in school, one in our backyard, and an extra at home 
in case I couldn’t find those. Uncle Zalmy laughed 
out loud.
And then – guess what? He made a deal with me. All 
I had to do was follow his Organizational Plan (yeah, 
it sounds school-ish, but if I know Uncle Z, he’ll find 
a way to make it fun), and then the hundred bucks 
would be mine to keep! Three baseball mitts, here 
we come! 
Okay, no more room on the back of this tissue box to 
doodle.
Signed,

Mr. Disorganized (but not for the 
next four weeks if I want to get that 
money – and I REALLY do!)

Goodbye tissues, paper towels, backs of tissue boxes, 
napkins, and receipts. I will not be writing on you any-
more. Sorry, guys. Uncle Zalmy bought me something 
new, and he says I have to write everything in here. It’s 
called… a planner. I thought only rebbeim have plan-
ners. Turns out, if I want to follow the Organizational 
Plan, I gotta have one too. Now I have 
one more thing that I have to remember 
to bring to cheder every day. Oh well.
Uncle Zalmy claims it will help me, not 
dis-help me, but I’m not so sure. It has 
a ton of boxes and dates and weeks and 
months and it’s making me dizzy just 
looking at it. I’m not planning to become 

a rebbi; what do I need this for? 
Okay, okay, a hundred dollars is nothing to sneeze at. If 
Uncle Z wants me to fill in when I have a Chumash be-
chinah or when our science project is due, then I will. I 
just hope I remember to write everything down.

Gotta go – but not because there’s no room 
here. There are oogles and googles of lines in 
here. 
Whose idea was it to invent planners? 
Signed,

Mr. Disorganized (who never 
realized trying to be organized 
can throw you into a tizzy)

I told Uncle Z that the planner ain’t helping. I forgot 
my fully loaded pita (turkey, ketchup, and pickles) at 
home yesterday. My writing assignment was on my 
kitchen table (Mr. Leiber said that knocks two points 
off right there). Worst of all, I left my baseball at home 
and got a lot of dirty looks from my classmates. 
Uncle Zalmy told me this week’s project was GRT-
NB. And if I think it stands for Great Nachy Boy (well, 
it fits; Uncle Zalmy’s entertaining like that), that may 
be true, but it really stands for Get Ready the Night 

Before. It’s an astounding thing that I learned. Un-
cle Zalmy sure is brilliant. In short, at night I have to 
prepare everything I can possibly need for school the 
next day. Then I’ll have everything, I won’t go hungry, 
I’ll be able to play ball, and my teachers will have my 
signed tests. Everyone will be happy. 
Sounds like a plan? It is. An Organizational Plan. 
Signed,

Mr. Wishing to be Organized 

Week #1

Week #2

GRTNB GRTNB GRTNB GRTNB GRTNB GRTNB GRTNB
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You’re wondering why it says Week #5 if the deal is 
over? Well… yes, I did get the hundred-dollar reward. 

These past four weeks were hard. Uncle Z offered to 
take me to Dee’s Sporting Goods to pick up the mitts, 
but I shook my head. I hugged him and told him I’d 
never felt so good. Like 15 pounds lighter. Like when 
I walk into my room, I can get to my bed without 

tripping over something. And, most importantly, my 
lunch gets to school every day without skedaddling.
I told Uncle Z I feel like I won the prize. But, if he in-
sists, I’ll take the money. Who knows? Maybe I can 
find a good supply organizer for my desk.
Signed,

Mr. Organized, aka Nachy

Uncle Zalmy says that if it takes me two hours to find 
everything on my LIST, I’m in trouble. He came over 

last night with – I kid you not – 15 bins and 
a big permanent marker. And 
– get this – he sat on the floor 

with me and we organized! 
Everything in my 
room had to go 

in the garbage 
or into a bin. 
The bins 
had to have 
names. I 
wanted to 

call them Spotty, Slinky, and Flutey, but Uncle Z says 
that’s defeating the purpose. They need names like 
collections, books, walkie-talkies, supplies, and gedo-
lim cards. 

It took us three hours. My mother kept smiling and 
coming in with drinks and stuff. She said she never saw 
my carpet, so she never knew it was blue (reminds me 
of Powerade). 

I’m bombed tired. What a day.

Signed,

Mr. I-did-this-for-FOUR-Weeks-
Woohoo!

Uncle Zalmy saw that GRTNB isn’t helping either. 
See, I was getting ready the night before, but I forgot 
stuff. Like my mitt. And my Gemara. And my snack 
(two jumbo cookies).
So, this week we’re doing LISTS. And I’d better write 
everything down if I know what’s good for me. To-
night’s list looks like this:

Week #4

Week #3

Week #5

Lunch

Snack

Baseball mitt

English homework

More snack

School supplies

Hebrew homework

Science project

Food
Signed,

Mr. Slightly-Getting-

There-Organized 
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Send us your Chanukah-themed picture or design made with any me-
dium (drawn by hand, computer, photographed, etc.) for a chance to be 

featured on the cover of The Circle’s Chanukah edition! 

Honorable mention will be featured in a special section of the 
Chanukah edition.

 

 
 

Honorable mention will be featured in a special section of the Chanukah edition.

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

• All designs must be original – we want to see your creativity!
• We recommend using markers or pen. Pencil drawings will not be considered. 
• Entries must be designed on plain 8.5”x 11” paper, portrait orientation.
• Leave a space for The Circle logo in the top left corner.
• Contest is open to ages 8-15.
•  One entry per person.
• Please submit your cover no later than Wednesday, December 4. Entries will 
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OF THE

France    APRIL 1932

Jacques-Yves Cousteau sits on his hospital bed, his arms bandaged 
and hanging in two slings across his chest. Next to him, his friend 
Philippe leans forward.

“It’s a miracle you survived that car accident, Jacques. Witnesses at 
the scene say it was just awful.” 

“It’s true.” Jacque nods. “It was terrible. And I’m still feeling pretty 
awful. The doctor just told me that because of my injuries, I won’t 
be able to work as a Navy pilot anymore! I was halfway through 
naval school! I’m so upset!”
Phillipe sighs. “It’s tough, Jacque. Really tough. I feel for you. Are 
you starting to feel better at all?” 
Now Jacque sighs. “Not too much better yet, no. Remember 
what the nurse told us last time she was here? She said that by 
next week, I must start exercising my arms in order to recover 
from the accident. She said swimming would be best, that maybe 
I’ll feel better once I start moving around more.” 

Phillipe smiles and takes a small wrapped package out of his 
leather messenger bag. “I remember her saying that. In fact, I’m 

even lending you a swimming gift!” 
Jacque’s mouth drops open. “Wow, Phillipe, you never miss a beat, 

do you?” 
With a quick rip to the shiny gift wrap, Jacques opens the package. 

He grins widely. 
“Phillipe – goggles! The perfect thing! I’ll be traveling to Toulon next 

week – you know, the big port city. Perhaps I’ll swim my way to full 
recovery in the Mediterranean Sea!”  

Phillipe grins and stands up to leave as a nurse bustles in. “Good idea, 
Jacques. Before we know it, you’ll be good as new. Until then, hang in 

there – and enjoy the goggles!” 

LITTLE DO PHILLIPE OR JACQUES KNOW 
THAT THE ACCIDENT AND THE GOGGLES WILL 

CHANGE THE WORLD…  

>>>

      Zahava Silver

forever.
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THE 
M EDITERRAN EAN 
COAST
JUNE 1932
The blue sky stretches endlessly over even bluer waters. 

Arms hanging limply at his sides, Jacques takes a deep 
breath of air, squints through his new goggles, and bobs 
his head underwater. A dazzling yellow fish swims by. 
It’s followed closely by a large, clear jellyfish. Jacques 
shrinks back but continues to swim along the surface 
with wonder. For the first time in months, he doesn’t 
feel the constant pain in his arms, but even better – he’s 
seeing a whole new underwater world, a world that un-
til now he could only dream about.
I wonder what I’d see if I could go miles under the wa-
ter’s surface, and hang out there for hours on end… but 
how? How can I stay underwater longer than my longest 
breath?  

SUMMER 1947
Shaking the water off his face af-
ter a dive, Cousteau stands on the 
deck of his boat and catches his 
breath, droplets of water falling 
from his nose. “What just hap-
pened to me?” he wonders aloud 
to Pierre, his diving partner. The 
salty sea air blows against his face, 
drying him off quickly. In the dis-
tance, gulls dip and soar, their 
shadows marked in the sea’s calm 
surface. 
Pierre cocks his head toward 
Cousteau. “That feeling again, eh? 
The one you call the rapture of the 
deep?”
Jacques nods. “I can’t figure it out. 
I know I was diving. I was deep. 
Then… I don’t remember what 
happened next. I just know that I 
wanted to stay there forever, even 
though I knew I should surface…. 
I wanted to go deeper and deeper. 
It seems like something strange 
overtakes my head when I’m more 
than a hundred feet under the wa-
ter’s surface.”
Jacque turns to his diving com-
panion. “We have to figure this out. 
I invented the Aqua-Lung. If it’s 
dangerous to use deep underwa-
ter, I must warn other divers of the 
dangers. I must determine what’s 
going on underneath the water. It’s 
the weirdest thing.” 
Pierre leans forward and drapes a 
spare towel around Jacque’s wet 
shoulders. 

Deeper & Deeper
By the time Jacque became interested in diving, people 
had been diving for centuries. Back in the olden days, 
people didn’t have good equipment for diving underwa-
ter, so the activity was risky and often ended in tragic 
accidents.
Fascinated by what he saw underwater in the Medi-
terranean, Jacques Cousteau examined the underwa-
ter devices that had already been invented and spiffed 
them up a bit. In 1942, he partnered with another en-
gineer and created something called the Aqua-Lung, 
which is basically what we call SCUBA gear today. 
Armed with his Aqua-Lung, Cousteau was free to dive 
and explore underwater. And explore he did! The more 
he dove, the more of the underwater world he wanted to 
see. Literally. 

“WHAT DO YOU 
SUGGEST?”

COUSTEAU STARTED TO REALIZE 
THAT  WHEN HE DOVE REALLY DEEP 
UNDERWATER, HE’D BE FILLED WITH 
A STRANGE AND EERIE FEELING THAT 
WAS HARD TO EXPLAIN.
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JACQUES STARES OFF INTO 
THE DISTANT WATERS, THE 
HOT SEA AIR BLOWING ON 
HIS TANNED FACE. 
“I might have an idea. How about the next 
time I go down, I go with a marked rope?” 
Jacques grows animated and talks 
quickly as the idea grows in his mind. 
“I’ll go down with a 300-foot rope. 
It’ll have 18 boards attached to it, 
each one a bit lower down than the 
other. I’ll carry a waterproof pencil 
with me and write how I’m feeling 
as I pass each board. When I start 
to feel that feeling, I’ll write about 
it. This way, we’ll know exactly 
what’s happening to me under the 
water.”
Pierre scratches his head and 
looks at his sandaled feet on 
the ship’s deck. “I don’t know, 
Jacques. Let’s say you get that 
feeling so strongly and you never 
come up?”
His words fall heavily on the airy 
deck.
“We have no choice. It’s either me, 
or every other diver who uses the 
Aqua-Lung. And if I never come up, at 
least you’ll have the boards I wrote on 
to tell you what happened.”
It’s a terrifying plan, but it’s brilliant. 
Jacques readies himself. He ties the pen-
cil to his equipment and lowers the rope 
ahead of him. With a quick wave to Pierre, 
Jacques pitches himself overboard and starts 
moving down.
He holds the rope in a light grip as he shoots down, 
heavy with weights. 
One, two, three, four, five, six white boards fly by. At six, 
Jacques stops. He thinks for a minute. 
I don’t feel anything weird, he muses. He takes out his pen-
cil. “EVERYTHING OKAY,” he jots. 

 



HE LETS GO OF THE 
ROPE AGAIN.
Seven, eight, nine. He stops at 
nine. Still okay. “EVERYTHING 
OKAY,” he writes again. 
He drops the pencil, lets go of 
the line, and the boards fly by 

again. 
Ten, eleven, twelve. 

A light feeling fills Jacque’s chest. 
He feels as if he’s floating on air. 

Jacques moves his tongue around 
his mouth and feels his Aqua-Lung’s 

mouthpiece in his mouth. It feels fun-
ny. There’s a weird taste in his mouth. He 

takes out his pencil. He fingers it. Why am 
I holding a pencil? What am I supposed to do 

with it? Confusion falls over Jacques. He thinks 
for a minute. The water feels heavy all around him. 

Oh, right! I remember now! I’m supposed to write how I 
feel when I come to a white board.

“WEIRD TASTE IN MY MOUTH,” he scribbles. Should I con-
t i n ue? I’m still feeling pretty okay; I’ll continue. Decision made, Jacques once 
again drops the pencil and drops the line. 
Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen. The water feels amazing, Jacques thinks. Thick like butter. Gold like the sun. 
Joy bubbles deep inside his heart. I could stay here forever! Deeper! Let me go deeper! 
Ignoring the board and his pencil entirely, he drops the rope again. 
Sixteen. Seventeen.
What’s this white board doing here? Everything around it is so beautiful and tropical. Look at that fish! Let 
me spit out my mouthpiece! I could stay here forever! Why am I holding a rope? What’s this pencil doing 
here? 
A quiet voice whispers urgently in Jacque’s head. You’re supposed to write something, Jacques. The board 
is here for a reason. So is the pencil. Confused, Jacques falters. 
That’s right. I’m here. I’m not supposed to stay down forever. I’m supposed to do something. 
The happy voice interrupts. You can stay right here, it says soothingly. You don’t have to write anything!
Jacques fingers the pencil. Finally, he raises his eyebrows under his Aqua-Lung mask and scribbles down 
his name. 
He carelessly drops the pencil, lets go of the line, and drops down to the last board. 
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Jacques named the deep-water feeling “rapture of the deep.” His research taught all divers 
that deep-water diving can only be done safely at certain levels. 
Jacques went on to become famous for diving in different seas and oceans and filming his 
discoveries with underwater cameras. He made videos of the underwater life and ship-
wrecks he found, and he became one of the most famous divers of all time. 
But most importantly, his work taught divers all over the world about safe diving and the 
dangers of the rapture of the deep.

Rapture of the

THIS IS IT. BOARD EIGHTEEN. 
I’m not sure why this is a big deal, but 
I know it’s a big deal, Jacque muses. 
Something about this is exciting, 
something from up above the water. 
The thought dies quickly. The water is 
positively glowing; it’s beaming at him 
in ripples of yellow, gold, and white. The 
amazing pressure squeezes on Jacque 
and he can barely feel himself breathe. 
He feels around the water. Let me just 
unstrap this Aqua-Lung and spit out the 
mouthpiece. Then I’ll be free. 
Somewhere deep inside, a voice tells him 
it’s a bad idea. But Jacque can’t even listen 
to that voice right now. He’s just too hap-
py right here in the water. What’s this rope 
tied to me? It’s so annoying! He wriggles 
the weighted rope off his leg. 
Instantly, he shoots up, up, up, white 
boards whizzing below him, and seconds 
later, he bobs up at the water’s surface. 
Pierre shouts and pulls him out of the wa-
ter. 
“YOU CAME BACK!” Pierre shouts joy-

ously. He wipes down Jacque and waits for 
the report. Jacque lies on the ship’s deck, 
exhausted, breathless, and disoriented. He 
mutters. 
“What’s that?” Pierre asks, once again 
wiping down Jacque with the sun-baked 
towel. 
“I said I don’t remember what happened 
down there anymore. I just remember be-
ing so happy, and then…”
“Then what?” Pierre asks impatiently. 
“Then I don’t remember what happened.”
“So let’s bring up the boards!” Pierre races 
to the deck and starts to tug at the line. The 
rope appears and Pierre tugs the whole 
thing up, the boards falling on top of each 
other with a series of clattering bangs.  
Together, Pierre and Jacques read the 
boards.
“I REMEMBER NOW!” Jacques yelps. “It 
was so eerie. It’s like I lost all my common 
sense and knowledge down there. It’s was 
crazy!”
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Well Worth 
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Before World War II, Efraim Greenberg, a Belzer Chassid, made his living as a jeweler and devel-
oped a reputation as a scrupulously honest businessman. Since people trusted him with their big 
jewelry purchases, he built up his business until it was thriving. But when the war began, he knew 
that it was time to close up shop. He took his remaining jewels and went into hiding, eventually 
becoming separated from his family. But since he had his jewels on him, he managed to bribe count-
less guards, officers, and strangers so that they would not divulge his hiding place. Eventually, he 
was caught and sent to the concentration camps, where he went through years of torture and diffi-
culty.
When the war finally ended, his body was broken and he needed a place to heal. He was sent to Swe-
den, where he was miraculously reunited with his wife and children. 
Now the time had come to rebuild. Once again, he opened a jewelry shop, where he also repaired ex-
pensive watches. For the most part, he fixed more than he sold. It would take time for him to rebuild 
his business, and for now, fixing was the way to go.

One day, a well-dressed non-Jewish woman entered the store and placed an expensive watch on 
the counter. She told him that the watch had stopped working, but before she gave 

it in for repair, she wanted to know how much it would cost. Efraim explained 
that the only way he could tell was if he opened up the watch, and she was 

somewhat skeptical. After all, once the watch was open, she would be 
helpless, and who knew how much he would charge her? Neverthe-
less, she sensed that there was something trustworthy about him, so 
she allowed him to open the watch. In the meantime, she sat down to 
wait.
A short while later, Efraim emerged from the back room and told the 

woman that the watch needed only a minor repair, which 
would cost very little. The woman was impressed 

with his honesty; he could have named any price 
and she would have paid, since they both knew 

she had no choice. She thanked him profusely 
and the two began to talk. He explained to her 
that throughout his life, he had always made a 
point of being truthful and that it was always 
worthwhile; there was nothing to be gained by 
overcharging. 
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As they continued to converse, she noticed 
that as a result of the years of malnutrition 
during the war, Efraim’s teeth were miss-
ing, rotten, and in need of repair. She kind-
ly offered the professional services of her 
husband, an expert dentist, promising that 
her husband would fix Efraim’s teeth free 
of charge. Now it was his turn to thank the 
woman, as he made arrangements to see 
her husband in his office the next week. The 
dentist was happy to honor his wife’s gener-
ous offer, and a few hours after walking into 
the office, Efraim walked out with a brand-
new set of teeth. It was the first time he felt 
good about looking in the mirror since the 
war had begun.
In the course of conversation with the den-
tist and his wife, the wife spoke of her admi-
ration for the Jewish people and their cour-
age. Then she revealed something startling: 
“I am so impressed with the Jewish people 
that I even have two Jewish young ladies living in 
my home, whom I am raising as my own. Their fam-
ilies were destroyed and they have nobody in the 
world. It is, in a sense, my revenge on Hitler, who 
tried to destroy these people. In fact, I plan on mar-
rying them off to members of my own family.”
Efraim felt as if he had been stabbed in the chest. 
Two young girls marrying into a non-Jewish fami-
ly? Obviously, the woman meant well. But she didn’t 
realize that she was also annihilating Jews, quietly 
and softly and with the best intentions. Yet the re-
sult would be the same — there would be nothing 
left of these girls if they married out of the Jewish 
nation.
He asked if he could come visit her home, and she welcomed 
him warmly. When Efraim walked into the house and saw 
the two Jewish girls, his heart skipped a beat. Who knew 
how long it had been since they had seen another Jew? He 
immediately called out the first Hebrew phrase that came to 
mind: “Modeh ani lefanecha Melech chai v’kayam…”
Suddenly, the two girls burst out crying. They couldn’t be-
lieve there was another Jew alive! But when he assured 
them that there were thousands of other Jews alive and 
looking to rebuild their lives, they continued to cry. But now, 
the tears were of desperation and relief.
Efraim spoke to the well-meaning Swedish woman and ex-
plained the situation, until she understood that it would be 
best for these two girls to live with Yidden. The next day, 

they moved out of the house and joined Lidingo, a Jewish 
girls’ boarding school established by Rav Binyamin Zev Ja-
cobson, the rabbi of Copenhagen, Sweden. In no time, they 
were acclimated with other Jewish girls their age, and, 
more importantly, their religion and their faith. 
Eventually, Rav Jacobson walked these girls, as well as the 
other Lidingo girls, down the aisle, and they built beautiful 
families of their own in Eretz Yisrael.
Perhaps what’s most amazing about this story is that the 
girls’ salvation came about because of a broken Jew’s hon-
esty. He was certainly desperate for the money, and no one 
would have known had he charged the non-Jewish woman 
a little bit more. But he decided not to, and because of that 
generations of Jews were saved.
Looks like he got his money’s worth for fixing the watch, af-
ter all. 

Suddenly, the two girls 
burst out crying. They 
couldn’t believe there 

was another Jew alive!
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      Rabbi Yechiel Spero
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Tatty looked startled.  

Almost as if he hadn’t been aware of my presence all along.

 “Please,” I wheedled. “I’m old enough to understand adult 
conversations. I know the shul is in some kind of crisis and 
I have zero clue if it’s a nuclear threat or an evil person re-
porting on the shul, saying it’s illegal…”

Tatty laughed. “Baruch Hashem, neither of those.”

Mommy placed a generous helping of salad on my plate. 
(Unfortunately, she didn’t believe that ketchup and fries 
qualified as vegetables.) “Does that mean you’re old 
enough to hang up your coat every day?” she asked with 
a smile.

I think mothers the world over are allergic to unhanged 
coats. “I for sure hung up my coat at least once this week.”

Tatty leaned forward. “Well, here’s the story. The shul 
property used to belong to a wealthy businessman named 
Mr. Marcus, who rented it to the shul for a very low price. 
He was planning to sign it over to the shul as a gift, but he 
passed away suddenly without leaving a will. And then 
there was that fire.”

Chapter Five

Zevy and Shimshy come up 
with a name for their busi-
ness and then hang up posters 
around town. During supper, 
Zevy listens to his parents’ 
worried discussion regarding 
shul matters. Bursting with 
curiosity, he asks his parents 
to fill him in.
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I shuddered at the memory.

“Because Mr. Marcus didn’t have chil-
dren,” Tatty continued, “his nephew 
inherited the property. This nephew 
doesn’t know much about Yiddishkeit 
and just wants to sell the property to 
the highest bidder. Now that the shul is 
growing, we desperately need to move out of our base-
ment. You see how cramped it is, especially on Shabbos.”

I nodded vigorously. “Yeah, Mr. Grouser is forever tell-
ing me to get my elbow out of his siddur.”

“Exactly. So the shul board started a campaign to raise 
enough money to buy the lot and rebuild the shul. Every-
one’s been working very hard, and we were getting our 
hopes up.” He sighed, rubbing his eyes.

“And then?”

“And then this fancy barbershop chain became very in-
terested in the lot. Prime location, they said. They’re de-
ciding between a few buildings, but they have their eye 
on our spot. I’m afraid that unless we can offer a higher 
bid, the barbershop will end up with it.”

I dropped my fork with a clatter. “A barbershop in the 
place of a shul? That’s ridiculous! Like… like foxes walk-
ing on the Har Habayis!”

A sad expression crossed Tatty’s face. “It’s heartbreak-
ing to think that the shul, which stood here for over fifty 
years, will become the new address for Italian haircuts.”

“Maybe there’s a cheaper building that the shul could 
buy?” I said lamely.

Shaking his head, Tatty reached for a bentcher. “We real-
ly need to be in the center of town so no one has to walk 
too far on Shabbos. This is a prime location for us, too. 
Because we don’t want to be neighbors with the tavern 
or the ballet school or the Muslim Cultural Society… You 
get the picture.”

Distractedly, I pushed around the lettuce on my plate. 
Things really sounded bleak.

The shul needed lots of money, and fast. I wished I had 
piles of cash that I could donate and save the entire ke-
hillah from being stuck in our basement forever.

Wait a minute.

I wasn’t a rich man… yet. But I was about to open a busi-
ness that could rake in thousands.

My breath caught in my throat. I could almost envision 
Shimshy and me handing Tatty a bulging sack, stuffed 
with all the profits of Balloons with a Twist. (Well, ob-
viously we’d keep a few thousand for ourselves – just 
enough to cover our basic needs. Like hoverboards, 
drones, all the latest comics…)

Dream on, Zevy!

No, this wasn’t so far-fetched. I’d read enough stories 
about kids my age in Wyoming or Kentucky raising as-
tronomical amounts for one charity or another. One boy 
had collected scrap metal. Another had rented a pop-
corn machine and popped out a fortune.

Anything was possible.

Here was a challenge dangling in front of my eyes. Teas-
ing me, almost.

I could do this.

And I would pass with flying colors.

I was in my bedroom, wrestling with my 
math homework, when The Call came. 

Our. First. Customer!

Although my stomach was doing a wild little dance, I 
managed to sound somewhat professional. I think.

The woman said she’d seen our flyer near Paws and 
Claws (told you it was a winner spot!) and had gotten 
really excited because it would be the perfect entertain-
ment for her daughter’s birthday party next Sunday.

I opened my calendar and marked the date. “How old is 
your daughter?” 

“Gabby’s turning three,” the woman said, a trace of pride 
in her voice.

“That’s, uh, nice.” I added, “Happy birthday.”

It was a bit of a downer to launch Balloons with a Twist 
with a three-year-old’s silly party, but I took it as an en-
couraging sign that she actually trusted us, without ask-

“A barbershop in the place of a 
shul? That’s ridiculous! Like… like 
foxes walking on the Har Habayis!”

      Rochel Braverman
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ing for references or even how old we 
were.

“So, what do you charge?” she asked.

Whoops. As prepared as we thought we 
were, we’d forgotten this not-so-minor 
detail.

I cleared my throat, my brain racing. I 
couldn’t tell her that I’d have to consult 
with my partner – it would sound pa-
thetic. Shimshy would have to trust me. 

“It’s twenty-five dollars an hour.”

“Fantastic!” she gushed.

Too late, I realized I 
probably could’ve asked 

for way more. Oh, well. 
The next client would 
have to be a victim 
to severe inflation. 
(Oh, Mr. Dolson 
would be proud that 
I remembered that 
term!)

I took down the rest 
of her information 

and hung up. After 
giving over the de-

tails to Mommy – one 
of the conditions was 

that she had to check out 
every family – I flew over to 

Shimshy’s house to tell him 
the latest.

“A three-year-old’s party?” he moaned. 
“I hope no one in school hears about 
this!”

“I know. But think of it as a practice 
run.”

He brightened. “Good point. No one 
will chap if we flop. Hey, that actually 

rhymed.”

We still had plenty of balloons in stock , 
so we were able to start prepping things 
right away. We made a monkey, cat, dog, 
flower, and fish as samples to show the 
kids. The next day we put on a mini 
show for Shimshy’s younger siblings. 
They had a blast.

Sunday dawned cold but sunny. Mom-
my drove us to Gabby’s house and we ar-
rived right on time. We settled with our 
equipment in the dining room, which 
was infested with every pink princess 
tchachke you can imagine. And a ginor-
mous frothy princess cake. Gag.

Suddenly, Shimshy grabbed my hand. 
“Look who’s in the kitchen!” he hissed.

I followed his gaze. Oh no no no no. Of 
all the people in the universe.

It was Mr. Stricker, our English princi-
pal.

I whispered, “What’s he doing here?!” 

Shimshy’s face paled under all his freck-
les. “Bet you he’s the grandpa or some-
thing.”

Mr. Stricker had a terrifying stare that 
could reduce the biggest chutzpaniak 
into a whimpering little puppy. Nebach 
on the kid who was sent to his office. 
Shimshy was still traumatized from his 
encounter two years ago.

How in the world could we put on a 
whole performance –  the first one in 
our career! – with him eyeballing our 
every move?

I broke out in a cold sweat.

To be continued...

I wasn’t a gvir… yet. But I was about 
to open a business that could rake in 
thousands.
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KIDS

Lighting Up Lighting Up 
the Worldthe World

My name is Meira. 

I’m 13, and I live in Hadera.
My story is about a special boy. His life is full of so much 
light that he could illuminate all the children and even 
Klal Yisrael. I’m talking about my older brother, Yair.
When I say “my older brother,” you’re probably imag-
ining a physically big boy. My older brother is five years 
older than I am. He’s 18, but he’s not like a regular older 
brother.
Yair was born premature, and his development was 
delayed. He’s always been slower, dreamier. He’s nev-
er been like all the other kids, and now that he’s a teen, 
he’s not at all like the other boys his age.
When he was younger, he would sit in school like a pot-
ted plant, not bothering anyone and not learning any-
thing either. But amazingly, his friends loved him, even 
though he didn’t participate in their games. He was just 
too weak physically. They’d take care of him and try to 
include him in their own way. He’d run to bring them 
the ball, and they’d compliment him. That’s how they 
could include him in the game with ruining it for them-
selves. In return, they’d carry his backpack and let him 
be part of their group.
When his friends graduated, they went on to study in 

good yeshivos, but he couldn’t get into any school. So 
he stayed home.
If he was sad, he didn’t show it. But we were sad enough 
for him. My mother explained to me that a regular ed-
ucational institution wouldn’t be a good match for him 
because of his development problems, and a place for 
people with delays wouldn’t either be good for him be-
cause he wasn’t in that category. We all knew he was 
pretty smart.
You might say that Yair fell between the cracks because 
he didn’t fit into any specific category. But because of 
his personality, he was able to become a popular kid 
with tons of friends, and I’m not exaggerating. Anyone 
he met became his friend.
He’d do chores around the house, help my father with 
shopping, and help my mother with cooking. Between 
one thing and the other, he’d talk to us, ask us questions, 
show an interest in what we were doing, and mostly, 
give compliments.
That’s the point I want to emphasize. Yair would com-
pliment people on every single thing. For instance, he 
complimented our mother on her cooking (even though 
he’d helped her), me on my braid, someone else on their 
backpack. He’d express appreciation for the classes he 
attended, admire out loud the grades his friends got, 
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and applaud the songs we sang. And he’d do it in such 
a special way. Whenever I finished singing a song, he’d 
say, “You sing so beautifully. Can you sing one more?”
It was so sweet that I’d feel like crying.
A few years ago, I went shopping with Yair in the shuk. 
We filled up our shopping bags until they were loaded 
down with all sorts of stuff, but when we finished shop-
ping, we realized we’d missed the last bus.
I knew we could never carry all the bags ourselves, 
because Yair, even though he was so much older than 
me, wasn’t strong at all. He was short and thin because 
he hadn’t developed well, neither physically nor men-
tally, so all he could carry was two bags of lightweight 
vegetables like coriander and scallions, and maybe a 
few apples. We didn’t have a cellphone with us, and we 
were a few miles from our house.
“Do you have any money left for a taxi?” Yair asked me.
I hesitated because a taxi costs a lot more than a bus. 
But he convinced me that Abba wouldn’t be upset and 
that if he was, Yair would pay for it from his pocket 
money.
I agreed.

A few minutes later, we flagged down a taxi. And like 
many taxi drivers, this taxi driver started talking and 
didn’t stop. He explained everything we didn’t know 
about everything that didn’t interest us, like politics, 
wars, and all that kind of stuff. Naturally, I didn’t pay 
any attention because I’m not interested in politics. 
But the driver was satisfied with an audience of one – 
my brother Yair. That audience turned out to be alert 
and interested. Fascinated, even.
When the taxi pulled up in front of our house, Yair said 
to the driver, “You know what? You’re a really good 
driver.”
“Very funny.” The driver suspected Yair was making 

fun of him.
“I mean it,” Yair said. “You’re really a good driver. I see 
how you grip the steering wheel and how you squeezed 
your way through on that narrow street where that the 
blue car was parked too far from the curb. See? I’m not 
just saying it. You’re not the usual driver, you’re a pro.”
The driver grinned like he’d just won the lottery.
“Listen, pint-size,” he said. “I drive hundreds of people 
every day, but I’ve never heard one compliment about 
my driving.”
“That’s strange,” Yair said. “You’re such an exceptional 
driver; how could they miss it?”
“Maybe they take it for granted,” the driver said. “The 
same way they don’t tell a street sweeper what a great 
job he’s doing. I mean, he’s expected to sweep. That’s 
his job.”
“They probably don’t understand driving,” Yair con-
soled him. He didn’t quite get what the driver meant 
about the street sweeper.
“Obviously,” the driver said. “Good thing you do.”
“Thank you,” Yair said, his cheeks flushing. It didn’t oc-
cur to him that the driver meant it cynically.
It was time to end this embarrassing conversation, so I 
asked the driver, “How much?”
The taxi driver thought for a moment and then said, 
“There’s no need. I like your brother. The ride is free.”
Yair liked that. “You gave us a free ride? You’re a good 
man. You’re the most professional taxi driver I’ve ever 
met and the kindest one too.”
“Thanks, kid. You’re not so bad yourself,” the driver 
said with real feeling.
We got out of the taxi with all of our shopping bags and 
waved goodbye to the driver.

•••
A week later, my older brother Nehorai told us an in-

“Listen, pint-size,” he said. 
“I drive hundreds of people 

every day, but I’ve never 
heard one compliment 

about my driving.”

Lighting Up Lighting Up 
the Worldthe World

     Chaim WalderOriginal story by

When they graduated, his 
friends went on to study 
in good yeshivos, but he 
couldn’t get into any school. 
So he stayed home.
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teresting story.
He was walking down the street with Yair, and they 
passed a construction site where four workers were 
taking a lunch break. Yair stopped and stared at the 
building.
“Let’s go,” Nehorai said, but Yair ignored him and in-
stead walked over to the workers.
“Hello, construction workers. Are you building this 
building?”
“Why do you ask?” they wanted to know.
“Because I think you’ve done an amazing job. I can’t 
believe how you managed to build such a big, beautiful 
building.”
By now, they were suspicious.
“Are you looking to get something from us?” one of 
them asked.
“Yes,” Yair said. (He didn’t really understand the ques-
tion.) “I want you to tell me how you learned to build. 

How do you manage to build without falling? And how 
did you discover your talent at building?”
It took them a while to realize that he sincerely ad-
mired their work and wasn’t making fun of them. They 
relaxed and opened up to him. They told him what 
they’d built, how they built, and the dangerous situa-
tions they’d faced. When they finished answering his 
questions, they parted from him as friends, and Yair 
said to them, “It’s people like you who build the world.”
Nehorai told us that the workers looked like they’d just 
won a prize. Which reminded me of the taxi driver.
On the way home, Nehorai said to Yair, “You know 
something? I think the building contractor should pay 
you.”
“For what?” Yair asked, puzzled.
“I’m sure those workers are going to work extra hard 
and do some really outstanding work now, at least in 
the next few days.”

•••

We got used to the fact that Yair makes people feel good. 
He takes an interest in them, asks them questions, and 
gives them compliments. Lots. But they aren’t just 
random words of approval. They’re on target and very 
convincing. Yair was like his name: He brought light to 
other people. And most of all, he gave us all a good feel-
ing, every single one of us, and we weren’t even aware 
of it at first. 
It took us time to realize that he was like a fire, warming 
everyone around him with his light. Maybe he wasn’t 
the most developed kid around, but he brought light to 
everyone around him, and everyone returned his love.

•••
Before my bas mitzvah, my parents and I sat down to 
plan the program.
Girls do all sorts of things for their bas mitzvahs. Some 
do a family history project. Some take on a chessed 
project. And some just want a super-fancy party with 
dancing and activities. 
But I had a different idea.
“I think I want to do something my friends haven’t seen 
before. Not the usual stuff. Something that will make 
them better and want to improve themselves.”
My parents raised their eyebrows.
“Do you want us to bring a speaker to talk about im-
proving one’s middos?” my father asked. I know him 
well enough to know from the way he said it that he 
didn’t think my friends would go for that.
“Meira,” my mother said, “improving our middos is so 
important, but at a bas mitzvah party girls also expect 
to have a little fun. Maybe we can think of some kind of 
special play that would include all those values.”
“I already thought of something,” I said.
I presented my idea to them. They were so surprised, 
they didn’t know what to say at first. Then they won-
dered if my idea was even possible, and if it was, how it 
would go over. In the end, I managed to convince them 
that it was what I really wanted to do and that it could 
be spectacular if we did it the right way.
Over the next two months, our whole family worked 
with professionals on this special project. We kept it 
a family secret. No one else knew about it. It was all 
hush-hush. A week before my bas mitzvah, we knew we 
had something special, something that had never been 
done before.

•••

“Thank you,” Yair said, his 
cheeks flushing. It didn’t 
occur to him that the driver 
meant it cynically.
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The party started out like most parties, with decora-
tions, a special sweet table, and lots of great food. We 
danced and then laughed out loud at a comedian’s 
skits. Toward the end, we asked everyone (including 
close family, distant relatives, and my friends) to take 
seats in front of a giant screen.
None of the guests knew what to expect. Actually, they 
all expected the usual: clips of me growing up, set to 
music, and a poem written in honor of my bas mitzvah 
that one of my friends would read aloud. You know, 
something like, “Meira, you’re the best / you pass ev-
ery test / happy bas mitzvah from us to you / and lots 
of success in all you do.”
But instead, big, bold letters appeared on the screen:
“Lighting Up the World: Meira’s Bas Mitzvah Project.”
It was a video about Yair.
For two months, we’d filmed him as he went through 
his day, showing his interest in everyone he met, ask-
ing them questions, and mostly being amazed by them 
and giving them compliments. It was funny, it was fas-
cinating, it was entertaining, it was unbelievable. And 
mostly, it was moving to the point of tears.
As the director, I approached the theme from several 
angles. One was “Yair with people.” But I wove into 
the video interviews with those same people. With the 
grocer, with the barber, and even with the taxi driver 
(it took us time to locate him), and with dozens of peo-
ple Yair shone his light on. They all said how Yair, with 
his simple words, made their day. They said he showed 
them respect, made them feel good, and even found 
positive parts of themselves they’d never thought 
about.
They had a lot of good things to say about Yair. They 
said he was all heart. What I discovered is that people 
are happy when someone sings their praises in public. 
When I think about it, it’s so obvious. We all like when 
people say good things about us in front of friends, 
teachers, and even our parents, who know us. But I 
learned from the film that it’s important even for par-
ents to have people tell them nice things about their 
children.
Which is exactly what Yair did, and you could see it in 
the video. He didn’t miss a thing. He got everyone to 
feel good about themselves and got others to view him 

with respect. Everyone could see the light that this 
boy, my brother, was spreading.
At the end of the film, I appeared on the screen and 
spoke directly to my friends and family. This is what 
I said:
“I decided to make this video about my beloved broth-
er Yair for my bas mitzvah. His name says it all: Yair, 
whose light shines on other people. Some people might 
think that life didn’t exactly light up his world. But be-
cause of his own inner light that he shines on others, 
life does shine its special light on him.
“I thought a lot about this special ability of his. Why 
doesn’t everyone have it? Don’t we realize that giving 
is receiving? That giving a compliment changes the 
world — especially your own world? 
“We all just saw what a kind word can do, how it chang-
es the world for good, and also your own world.
“Today, on the day of my bas mitzvah, I’m asking every-
one to please leave here with a big flashlight to light up 
the world.”
The film ended. 

•••
Ever since then, no one has forgotten my bas mitzvah.
My class changed. Every girl tries to light up the world, 
to do chessed.
I hope every boy and girl who reads this story will take 
the idea and decide to light up the world. All you need 
are kind words, a smiling face, compliments, and kind-
ness.
Try it, and our world will be a better place. And when it 
happens, no one will forget where this change started 
and who gets the credit.
Yair, my fabulous brother. 

“Today, on the day of my 
bas mitzvah, I’m asking 

everyone to please leave 
here with a big flashlight to 

light up the world.”
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“Ladies and 
gentlemen, I 
have a grave 
announcement to 
make. 

“Those strange beings who 
landed in the Jersey farmlands 
tonight are... an invading army 
from the planet Mars.” 
That was the CBS Radio broad-
cast on October 30, 1938.  

The audience listened with hor-
ror as the news came in.   An 
enormous meteor from Mars had 
landed in Grovers Mill, New Jer-
sey.   A broadcaster reported as 
the meteorite opened and a terri-
fying, tentacled creature crawled 
out.  The creature was armed with 
a deadly heat ray and poisonous 
black smoke. Soon, the Martians 
had destroyed everything around 
them and began marching toward 
New York.  
People panicked.   They loaded 
emergency supplies into their 

cars and got ready to run.  
The New York Daily News report-
ed that police and fire depart-
ments got dozens of calls from 
people wondering how to save 
themselves. Doctors and nurses 
called to see how they could help. 
Fifteen people were hospitalized 
from the shock of the news.  
All because of a play on the radio.  
That’s right – CBS Radio was put-
ting on a play of a famous book, 
The War of the Worlds, by H.G. 
Wells.  The directors thought the 
book was boring, so they changed 

Truth or Hoax?
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it to sound like a news broadcast 
and made the story take place 
where their listeners lived.  They 
did whatever they could to make 
the show sound realistic – the an-
nouncer even listened to real di-
sasters over and over so he could 
copy what people sounded like! 
But no one in the show thought 
their audience would believe it! 
The play even stopped every half 
hour to remind people which sta-
tion and show they were listen-
ing to.   But anyone who started 
listening just a few minutes late 
missed those announcements. By 
the time the next reminder came 
on, they had already panicked.  
Or did they?  
For many years, books, articles, 
and history classes talked about 
the terror caused by The War of 
the Worlds play.   Some statistics 
claimed that a million people be-
lieved in the alien invasion!
But recently, researchers have 
been questioning the whole story.  
For one thing, a polling compa-
ny called different houses on the 

night of the show and found that 
only 2 percent of people were lis-
tening to The War of the Worlds 
– and they all called it a play, not 
a news broadcast.   (There was 
another show playing at the time 
that was far more popular.)
Hospitals in the area had no re-
cord of patients brought in for 
panic or anything else related to 
the show.   Some people did re-
port being terrified – because 
they thought the Germans were 
attacking, not aliens! This was 
less than a year before the start 
of World War II, and they’d been 
hearing about trouble in Europe 
for a long time.  
There’s no proof that thousands 
of people panicked over a fake 
Martian attack.  
And that’s probably because they 
didn’t.    
So why did the newspapers report 
“unbelievable scenes of terror”?
Well, radio was pretty new 80 
years ago, and newspapers were 
scared of the competition.   They 
were delighted at the chance to 
make radio stations look bad. One 

newspaper even wrote that radio 
listeners were clearly not very 
smart if they believed in alien 
invasions.   So, the news reports 
might have been a little exagger-
ated – or a lot!
On the other hand, there are peo-
ple who remember being terrified 
of The War of the Worlds – and 
their friends and families pan-
icked, too. One woman told about 
an entire restaurant being glued 
to the radio, sure that their world 
was being destroyed.  But at work 
the next day, she said, everyone 
claimed that they’d “never really 
believed it.” 
Did thousands panic from the 
War of the Worlds?  Did the news-
papers exaggerate the stories of a 
few terrified people? Or was ev-
eryone just too ashamed to admit 
that they’d been fooled?  
 
    

What do 
you think?

Martian Mistake
      E. Werblowsky
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Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
Play-DohWhile pan-

gram-writers 
try to include 

every letter, people who 
write lipograms try to do the 
opposite: write a sentence, 
paragraph, or page without 
using one specific letter. A 
famous lipogram is a full-
sized book – over 50,000 
words long! – called Gads-
by: Champion of Youth. The 
letter E doesn’t appear any-
where in the entire story!

What’s the last letter in the 
alphabet? It’s Z, of course. But 
depending on where you’re 
from, you’ll pronounce that 
differently. In the US, it’s called 

a “zee” – but Canadians, Brits, and most 
English speakers around the world call it a 
“zed.” (It comes from the 
Greek letter zeta, but 
somewhere along 
the way Americans 
adopted a new pro-
nunciation.) 

The word “alphabet” comes 
from the names of the first two 
Greek letters, alpha and beta. 
And those two names original-
ly came 

from – you got 
it! – aleph and 
bet!

A 
pangram 
is a 
sentence 
that 

contains all of 
the letters of 
the alphabet. The most recognized 
pangram (that people use to learn how 
to type) is “The quick brown fox jumps 
over the lazy dog.”

Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
The alphabet

10

9

8

1
The most 
common 
letter in 
the alpha-
bet is the 

letter E. It’s found 
in about 11% of all 
words, and it can 
be found approx-
imately once 
in every eight 
letters. 

2
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Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
Play-Doh

In an attempt to make En-
glish more readable, Ben-
jamin Franklin proposed a 
revised alphabet. He wanted 
to get rid of the 
letters C, J, Q, 

W, X, and Y and replace 
them with six new 
letters that he invent-
ed himself! (It didn’t 
take off.)

Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
The alphabet

7

Another letter that was 
dropped from the ABCs was 
the “wynn,” which made the 
/w/ sound. In the 1300s, it 
was replaced by a “uu” (and 

that’s why it’s called W!), which even-
tually turned into the W of today. (It 
looks like it’s made out of two Vs rath-
er than two Us because the original 
Latin V made a /w/ sound.)

There are about 100 languag-
es that use some form of the 
Roman alphabet (including 

English). While English has 26 letters, other 
languages have different versions of the 
alphabet (Finnish has 21, Croatian has 30, 
Spanish has 27), but all of them are based on 
the original 23-letter Roman alphabet. (The 
original alphabet didn’t include J, V, or W.)

The original English alphabet had two more 
letters than it has today. One was called 
“thorn” and made the /th/ sound. It looked 
almost like a Y, so it was eventually dropped 
from the alphabet. That explains why 

“ye” was used in Old 
English instead of 
“the” – it was ac-
tually pronounced 
“the” (and not “yee” 
like we say it today!).

3

It may only have 26 letters, but the 
English language has more than 40 
different sounds. That’s why most 

letters make more than one sound, like the Cs in 
cookie, chip, and city.

5

4

6

      Yael Dorfman
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Gliding
GraceWITH

DIARY SERIAL

As told to Chaya Sara Ben Shachar

Brand-new leather school 
shoes. Shiny Shabbos shoes. 

Cute sandals with braided straps. 
Girls dream about shoes all the time, 

but for me, pretty shoes were never part of 
my reality.
Until recently.
Let me explain. Since the age of 18 months, and 
certainly since I can remember, I’ve been wear-
ing the same thick, bulky pair of white orthope-
dic shoes with my leg braces and scoliosis jack-
et. The orthopedics company would add pink or 
purple butterflies to the sides of those shoes, but 
that made no difference. They were ugly! Also, 
the big white lift with foam pieces under my left 
shoe (because my left leg is shorter than my right) 
did nothing to help the ugliness. I’d work hard to 
choose cute patterns for my leg braces, but that 
look was always ruined by my orthopedic shoes. 
When I was six, one of my brothers was about to 
have his bar mitzvah, and I really wanted a pair 
of Shabbos shoes. The orthopedic shoe compa-
ny doesn’t make Shabbos shoes, and my mother 
kept telling me that, but I was still determined. I 
begged my mother to take me to OrthoStep (the 
store where I always bought my shoes), and she 
took me there, probably because I begged really 
hard. 
At the store, I wheeled myself straight up to Hes-
hy, the nice man in charge of the store, and said, 

“I need Shabbos 
shoes for my 
brother’s bar 
mitzvah.” I sniffled. 
“Not ugly white 
sneakers to ruin 
the look of my 
pretty dress.”

Shoes.
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Grace

“Excuse me, I want 
Shabbos shoes.” 
The store man-
ager looked down 
at my braced feet 
and up at my de-

termined face. 
“I’m sorry,” he said 

softly. “They don’t 
make Shabbos shoes 

that fit over leg braces.”
“I need Shabbos shoes for 

my brother’s bar mitzvah.” I 
sniffled. “Not ugly white sneakers to 

ruin the look of my pretty dress.”
That did it. Heshy patiently took me into his office and 
scrolled through his computer in search of my dream 
Shabbos shoes. Hard work pays off: We found a pair of 
shiny black shoes that would fit over my braces, and I was 
ecstatic!
When the shoes arrived at the store, Heshy had a black lift 
instead of a white one placed underneath my left shoe. I 
went to my brother’s bar mitzvah like a queen – with black 
patent leather Shabbos shoes just like everyone else!
Actually, those shoes were bulky and really not cute, but 
they were my first Shabbos shoes and I loved them.
Fast forward to when I was ten. During Chanukah last year, 
my parents, therapists, and I decided that I’d stop wearing 
leg braces and just get around the world in a wheelchair. 
No longer wearing leg braces had an exciting fringe bene-
fit. It meant I could wear a regular pair of shoes. Yay! 
Well, sort of.
My club feet (feet that face inward instead of straight) 
mean that regular shoes don’t fit my feet. We realized 
that after I tried on almost every shoe in the store. Not to 
worry, though. Since the weather was cold outside, there 
were booties galore in the store, and those shoes (so long 
as they were two sizes bigger than I really needed) covered 
the funny shape of my feet, no problem. I chose a pair of 
purple suede booties and proudly wore them to school the 
next day. 
My new shoes attracted plenty of attention, probably 
because they were a lot nicer than my white orthopedic 
shoes. They attracted so much attention that while I was 
sitting and enjoying our Chanukah chagigah, my princi-
pal suddenly called me over.  “Dassy,” she said. “As it says 
in the Bais Faiga handbook, booties may not be worn to 
school.” 
“Really?” I squeaked, awed and confused. (Who knew 
there was such a rule?) 
“Indeed. Please come to school wearing a different pair of 
shoes tomorrow.”

When I got home, the feeling of awe at being told off by 
my principal faded quickly. I removed my booties, peered 
down at my feet, and saw what I always see: club feet. 
What to do?
“Mommy,” I said. “I think I have a problem.” 
“Hmm,” my mother said after I told her about my issue. 
“The booties did a really good job hiding all your feet is-
sues.”
“I think I should try to speak to my principal again nicely,” 
I said.
I was nervous. Bais Faiga is a big school, and third graders 
don’t usually beg their principals to rethink the dress code 
rules. “I’ll help you,” my friend Sara said. “I’ll write the 
principal a letter telling her how much booties help you, 
and hopefully she’ll let you wear them to school again.”
Sara is a great writer, so I gave her free reign of the pen.
“Dear Principal,” Sara wrote. “As you know, my friend 
Dassy Weinberg has spina bifida. Her feet are misshapen 
and it’s hard for her to find proper shoes. Booties hide the 
problem really well. So would it be okay if…”
The letter went on and I approved every word. During re-
cess I went to the principal’s office together with my shad-
ow, Sara Locker.
My principal liked the note and smiled. “Approved,” she 
said. “What a respectful way of asking for something you 
need!”
I left my principal’s office smil-
ing, and Sara Locker gave 
me a high five. 
I enjoyed my purple 
booties all winter, 
and then, just as 
I began to wor-
ry about how I’d 
deal with my prob-
lem in the spring, 
Hashem solved my 
problem by bringing 
sock shoes into style. 
Since the tops of those 
shoes are soft as a sock, 
they fit over my feet really 
well. 
But you know the best thing about 
those shoes? The fact that they’re 100 
percent permitted according to the Bais Faiga dress code. 
No need for me to enlist anyone’s letter-writing services!
Best,

Dassy

“I need Shabbos 
shoes for my 
brother’s bar 
mitzvah.” I sniffled. 
“Not ugly white 
sneakers to ruin 
the look of my 
pretty dress.”

Just 
as I began 

to worry about 
how I’d deal with 

my problem in the 
spring, Hashem 

solved my problem 
by bringing sock 

shoes into 
style.

Shoes.
CHAPTER 7



For the Honor
of the Tzaddik

Rav Yaakov Chaim Sofer, who lived from 1870-1939, 
was known as the Kaf Hachaim, the name of the sefer 

he wrote on halachah. He was born in Baghdad and 
later moved to Yerushalayim, where he lived for the 

rest of his life.

Sarah, I 
bought a chicken. 
Now we can have 

fleishigs for 
Shabbos!

Mottel, 
something doesn’t 
look right here. I’m 
afraid this chicken 

might be treif.Oh, no! 
I will bring 

it to the Kaf 
Hachaim to 
show him.

This 
chicken is 

treif.

Rebbe, what is 
the halachah with 

this chicken? 

It is 
totally 
kosher.

You look 
surprised. Look what 

I’m doing – I’m cutting off a 
small piece of this chicken. 
I will put it in the cholent 
that I will eat tomorrow. 

You can be sure it’s 
kosher.

The Rav 
said that the 

chicken is 
kosher!

Great. 
I will put half 

of it in the soup for 
tonight’s seudah, and 
half in the cholent 

for tomorrow.

Oy vey! 
Treif! That means 

we won’t have fleishigs this 
Shabbos! Hmmm…. I heard that 

the Kaf Hachaim is a big machmir. 
I think I will show this chicken 

to the Tefliker Rav. Maybe 
he'll say it’s kosher.
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In those days, people did not have fires that burned all night. 
They would put their cholent in the bakery oven and pick it up on 

Shabbos morning. (Of course, the town had an eruv.)

 The next morning:
The next day…

Many times, there is a machlokes between poskim about 
what the halachah is. We have to remember that both are 

Torah, and both are the words of Hashem. But once we 
get a psak from one Rav, we should not ask a different 

rav to try to get a different answer.

Zemel, 
bring this to 

the bakery so 
they can put it in 

their oven for 
us.

Yom 
Hashishi…

There’s 
smoke coming 

out of the kitchen! 
Something is 

burning!

 So you see, Rebbe, 
we did not get to eat 

the chicken. We had only 
milchigs this past 

Shabbos.

It is as I said: 
The chicken is treif. 
Hashem protected 
you from eating it.

Oy! The soup is 
burnt! What will 
we eat tonight?

Oy 
vey! It must be 

because I didn’t listen 
to the Kaf Hachaim. I 

will tell him the story 
tomorrow and 

apologize.

I am so 
sorry! We 

forgot to put it 
into the oven and 

it didn’t get 
cooked!

Good 
Shabbos! 

Can I have my 
cholent?

I guess we 
will have to eat 

milchigs. At least we 
will have cholent 

tomorrow…

Hmmm… 
I wonder what 

the Tefliker Rav 
would say. I will 

go ask him.

Rebbe! Half the 
chicken got burnt, and the 

other half didn’t get cooked. 
Is this a sign that the Kaf 
Hachaim was right and it 

was treif?

Mottel, the 
chicken is 100% 

kosher. I put a piece 
in my cholent, and my 

cholent didn’t get 
burnt. I ate it!

But you 
didn’t tell me 
that you asked 
the Kaf Hachaim 

first.

Once 
he said it was 

treif, you shouldn’t 
have asked me. In 

Shamayim they stood up 
for the honor of the Kaf 
Hachaim and made sure 

you wouldn’t eat the 
chicken.

      Yona Yagid
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Winners

FIRST PLACE 

WINNER 

FISH & 

CHIPS
Yael Gross, 12

Waterbury, CT
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Enjoy 
your Circle 
sweatshirt! WHERE DID YOU

FIND THIS RECIPE? 
It’s a family recipe.

Cereal ingredient used: corn flakes

Fish
White-fleshed fish (like flounder or 

tilapia)
1 cup flour
3 eggs
2 cups corn flakes, crushed 

Spices (to taste):

Garlic powder

Black Pepper

Salt
Paprika
Parsley Flakes 

Oil, for frying

Homemade French Fries

Potatoes
Oil spray
Garlic
Black pepper

Salt

Dipping Sauce

½ cup mayonnaise

1 cube frozen garlic 

1 cube frozen parsley 

EQUIPMENT
3 small bowls 

2 plates or bowls 

whisk
fork or spatula 

large frying pan

cookie sheet

parchment paper

small dip bowl

INSTRUCTIONS
Fish
1. Place the flour in one bowl, the eggs in another, and 

the crushed corn flakes in the third.
2. Make an assembly line in that order, and coat the 

fish with flour, then egg, and finally corn flake 
crumbs. As you do this, place the fish on a plate or 
into a bowl. 

3. Pour oil into the frying pan. When it starts sizzling, 
place the fish in the pan. Flip the fish when it turns 
a golden brown, and take it out when both sides are 
brown. 

INGREDIENTS

French fries
1. Slice the potatoes in thin or thick strips, depending on your liking. 
2. Line a cookie sheet with parchment paper and spread out the fries. 
3. Spray them well with oil; season with garlic, pepper, and salt. 
4. Bake at 350° for approximately 45 minutes, depending of the thick-

ness of the potatoes.

Dipping sauce
Place garlic and parsley cubes in a bowl. When melted, add  ½ cup of 
mayonnaise and mix well.

ENJOY!
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efore I even opened my eyes in the morning I remembered that today 
was The Day. 

The day of the game. The day of the game against the eighth graders, 
which we needed to win so we could get the court for the rest of the year. 
The day that Moe was going to stop Pinny from playing, even though we 
really needed him, and I, his best friend, couldn’t figure out what to do.

“Yitz, time to get up.” My mother rubbed my back and flicked on the 
light.

I rolled over and stuffed my head under the pillow. “I’m not going to 
school.”

My mother slid her hand under my pillow and felt my head. “No fever,” she said pre-
dictably, and I knew she hadn’t thought for one second that I might really be sick. 
“What’s bothering you?”

“Mfffbbllmmbf,” I said.

“That’s what I thought.” She waited a few seconds and then repeated, “Yitz, it’s time 
to get up.”

I pushed the pillow away, then jammed my fingers over my eyes to block out the light. 

RULES 
GAMEOF THE 

B
Yitz confronts Moe, demanding that he let Pinny play, but Moe won’t give in.

rena zoberman
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“Nooooooo,” I moaned.

“Yitz,” she said again. There 
was an edge in her voice. “It’s 
Sunday, just half a day; please 
get up now and don’t miss your 
bus.”

“I caaaaaaaan’t.”

My mother sat down on the 
edge of my bed. “Why can’t 
you?” she asked. I could tell 
she was trying hard to be pa-
tient.

I didn’t answer.

My mother stood up. “I expect 
you to get up now,” she said. 

“I don’t feel good,” I blurted, 
and it was perfectly true. I had 
never felt worse in my life.

“Well, if you really don’t feel 
well enough to go to school,” 
she said, still sounding sus-
piciously patient, “then of 
course you should stay in bed. 
But that means you don’t feel 
well enough to lounge around 
the house snacking and play-
ing, and you don’t feel well 
enough to go out in the after-
noon with your friends either.”

Ooof.

I got up.

•••

Pinny sat with me 
on the bus, but we 

didn’t say a word 

the entire time. It was kind of 
like all the words had already 
been said. Pinny had picked 
me for his team when Moe 
tried to humiliate me, and I 
had stood up for Pinny when 
Moe tried to exclude him. 
What was there to talk about? 
We understood each other.

But still, it killed me. It wasn’t 
fair that Pinny wouldn’t get to 

play. I wanted to make it right. 
Especially… for all the times I 
had picked Moe over him, for 
all the times he had stood by 
me anyway – I wanted to make 
up for that. 

I kept hearing Suri’s voice in 
my head: If they don’t let Pinny 
play, what are you going to do?

I could only think of one thing.

Could I do it, though?

Two months ago I couldn’t 
have done it. Two months ago 
I’d done whatever Moe told 
me to do. I played on his team 
when Moe picked me, even 
if Pinny asked me to play for 
him. I went up to bat when 
Moe told me to, even if it was 
someone else’s turn. I let Moe 
do all the talking, I never spoke 
up when a play was in ques-
tion. When Moe told me to 
break school rules and come 
to the pharmacy and give him 
money, I did. 

I stared out the window, feel-
ing Pinny nearby, watching 
the trees and houses flash 
past. I tried picturing the 
game later today, the eighth 
graders ready to play, the 
whole class watching. 

I couldn’t do it. Could I?

But there were times when I 
hadn’t listened to Moe, I sud-
denly remembered. I hadn’t 
gone to 7-11 with him be-
cause my mother had said I 
had to babysit. I remembered 
that feeling, sitting on my 
bike at the edge of the drive-
way. Even now, sitting on the 

bus, I could feel the rubber 
handlebars sweaty under my 
palms, I could see the emp-
ty road unrolling ahead, feel 
the asphalt digging into the 
tips of my sneakers as I held 

RULES 
GAME

CHAPTER 23

Pinny sat with me 
on the bus, but we 
didn’t say a word 
the entire time. It 
was kind of like 

all the words had 
already been said.

rena zoberman
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the bike back with my toes. In 
one minute I could have been 
rolling, rolling, rolling inevi-
tably down the block – to Moe 
and Yo and Slurpees and being 
cool and having fun. Or I could 
have swung around and gone 
back inside, done what I was 
supposed to do, even though it 
was boring and not at all cool 
or fun. 

And I had done it. I had gone 
back inside.

The bus hit a bump and I fell 
forward. I had done it. I had 
done the right thing then, even 
though it wasn’t what Moe had 
wanted me to do, even though 
it made me less cool. And I 
had done the right thing at the 
practice game too – I had stuck 
up for Pinny even though I 
knew Moe would ridicule me.

But now the stakes were even 
higher. 

I had done it before. I sat up 
straight. I could do it again.

•••

“Hey, Yitz.” 

I looked around. It was Sruly, 
motioning to me urgently 
from the side of the classroom. 
I glanced at Pinny. He gave a 
half-wave and walked toward 
his seat.

“Yitz! C’mere!”

I followed Sruly to the corner. 
“What’s up?”

“The game,” he said. 

“What game?” 

“Very funny.” He looked wor-
ried. “Listen,” he said. He 
glanced toward the side. I 

could see Gedalia hovering 
nearby, watching us. “You’re 
gonna play, right?”

“I–”

“Of course he’s gonna play!” 
Gedalia broke in, abandoning 
all pretense and joining our 
huddle. “Right, Yitz? Other-
wise we’re gonna lose and you 
know what happens then!” 

Just in case I didn’t know he 
spelled it out for me: “We’re 
gonna lose the court for the 
whole year.”

“I–”

“You have to play,” Sruly told 
me seriously. “Forget about 
Moe and Yo and everything. 
It’s not about them.” 

“Forget about them?” I said 
incredulously. 

“You know what I mean.” He 
waved a hand. 

“But…”

“At least until the game is 
over,” Gedalia said. He turned 
to Sruly. “Yitz is right, you 
know. We really need to do 
something, It’s not fair, the 
way Moe pushes everyone 
around.”

“Fine,” Sruly said. “After this 
game. We need to win this 
game first. Okay, Yitz?”

I didn’t know what to say.

“It’s not about Moe and Yo!” 
Sruly said furiously. “It’s about 
the whole class! You have an 
achrayus to play!”

Then he added, “If we lose, it’s 
gonna be your fault!”

 “It’s not about Moe 
and Yo!” Sruly said 

furiously. “It’s about 
the whole class! You 
have an achrayus to 

play!”

to be continued...



riddle: T 
riddle:
What is in the middle of water but is 
not an island?

unscramble the 
direction words

1. NREA

2. AFR

3. ATSE

4. AAYW

5. ONLG

6. HSTUO

7. ESCOL

8. TRNU

9. RHGTI

10. REVO

word scramble 1. NEAR, 2. FAR,         

3. EAST, 4. AW`AY, 5. LONG, 6. SOUTH

7. CLOSE, 8. TURN, 9. right, 10. over

DRAW HORIZONTAL OR VERTICAL LINES (BRIDGES) from 

one numbered circle (island) to the next so that all the 

islands are connected. The total number of bridges coming 

out of any island should equal the number printed in the 

island. Any two islands may only be connected to each other 

by a maximum of two bridges. Bridges may not cross each 

other.

Answers

copyright:    www.mathinenglish.com

Connect all numbered circles (islands) by drawing horizontal or vertical lines 
(bridges) between them.The number of bridges that connects an island must 
be equal to the number of that island. The maximum number of bridges 
between two islands is 2 and bridges may not cross each other.
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6 by 6 Bridges

Connect all numbered circles (islands) by drawing horizontal or vertical lines 
(bridges) between them.The number of bridges that connects an island must 
be equal to the number of that island. The maximum number of bridges 
between two islands is 2 and bridges may not cross each other.
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Send your high-resolution picture of 
a creative masterpiece to 

masterpieces@circmag.com for a 
chance to be featured on this page.

Please note: The Circle prints 
pictures of girls up to age 6.

When Mastermind walked into the store, he noticed that the manager’s 
office was out of gift wrap. There was no way the man could have wrapped 
his present unless it was wrapped already from before.
“The manager keeps some of the boxes wrapped in advance,” he ex-
plained to his parents, “so that no one can see what’s inside. Then he can 
charge double because he claims it’s the last one.”
Birthday Twin clutched his Exploding Volcano box with glee.
“The birthday grin is back!” Mastermind said.

Answer

Answer to 
Mastermind 

Meyer 
(Page 22)

Scanned by CamScanner
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Teaser

in Next 
Week's 
circle

Learn. Grow. Join the fun!

Shortly after the limo passed the Book 
Depository building, Mrs. Connelly 
leaned toward the president and said, 
“Mr. President, you can’t say Dallas 
doesn’t love you.” 

Those were the last words John F. 
Kennedy ever heard.

COVER FEATURE

Get the scoop on 

Trump's impeachment

IN-DEPTH NEWS

The Fortezza Medicea restaurant is 
housed inside a working high-securi-
ty prison. The restaurant is operated 
by prisoners, and diners have to pass a 
background check and several security 
checkpoints before being allowed in.

HEY! I NEVER KNEW THAT!
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Find the Hidden Pictures

Can you find...

Objects may appear in any color.
Look out for the answers next week.

People fled in panic when they heard the radio broadcast — or did they?
Read all about it in this week's Believe It — or Not!


