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Fun Fact

On average, 
children begin to 

use a microwave at 
age seven.

Hi there!
This week’s feature on birth order is a fun 
one. It’s the kind of topic I enjoy reading 
about and testing out on people I know. Is she 
a typical oldest child? Is he like that because 
he’s a youngest? How come they don’t fit the 
picture of middle children?
I was part of my elementary school’s second 
graduating class. At our eighth grade grad-
uation, the English principal spoke about 
second children. And, as she quoted—from 
the Encyclopedia of Psychology—“Second 
children like to talk.” Well, that was certainly 
true about us!
But while the information is certainly inter-
esting, and the quiz is fun to take, not every-
one fits the stereotypes. In fact, when expert 
Circle writer Simmy Horwitz sent in this ar-
ticle, she added a note: “Now you must guess 
what I am. Then I’ll tell you my guess for you.”
So I read the article, after which I guessed 
where she fell out in her family. And then she 
guessed where I was in my family. And guess 
what? We were both wrong. 
So enjoy learning more about why you might 
be the way you are—but if you don’t fit the 
mold, you’re in good company!

Devorah
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Hi, best mag ever 
I have lots to say about this awesome 
magazine known as The Circle. First of all, 
I love the Lemonade Stand. It’s so much 
fun to see so many different opinions on 
all of the exotic questions. I especially love 
that you started letting kids ask their own 
questions for The Lemonade Stand!
Second, I really enjoy the new comic stories 
about different gedolim. My father always 
tells stories at the Shabbos table about 
gedolim, so I really like that type of column. 
Another thing that I always turn to first, 
is... well... the Safersteins! Don’t laugh at 
me. Just because I’m 13 years old, it doesn’t 
mean that I can’t like the best and most 
amazing comics of All Time (note the capi-
talization). It’s so nice that you made a cute 
comic that’s so much fun to read! And it has 
real lessons that I learn from. So don’t skip 
over that page, Circle readers! 
Now, I won’t go on and on listing everything 
awesome about The Circle, because that 
probably would take up an infinite number 
of pages, soooo... I have one more thing to 
say about your contests. I love participat-
ing in your contests! I especially love the 
writing contests, but that’s just my opinion. 
The thing is that lately, all of the contests 
are just not like they used to be. I always try 
to participate, whether or not it’s a writing 
contest. But the clubhouse one was so hard. 
How was I supposed to build a good club-
house that would wow you? 
And also, the “being creative with noo-
dles”... I feel like the other older contests 
(like “taking beautiful picture contests” and 
“drawing contests”...) were so much fun to 
participate in! I’m just letting you know be-
cause I know that The Circle loves feedback. 
Thank you for a magazine that doesn’t even 
seem possible (it’s like one of those cool 
legends that you hear about).
Can’t wait to read the next issue!
Love,

Nechy A., a true and 
dedicated fan

Hi ,
I love The Circle! It’s the best magazine 
in the world! I have a couple of ques-
tions, suggestions, and compliments.
First, I sent my letter to my Circle 
Buddy two months ago and she still 
hasn’t written back. Baila, if you’re 
reading this, did you get my letter?
Second, I have two suggestions: 
Can you make a column where it says 
what time Shabbos starts? And can 
you make a column interviewing peo-
ple from out-of-town communities?
Last but not least, compliments. I love 
everything in The Circle, but these are 
my favorites: short stories, comics, 
Only Mimi, No Kidding, and serials.
One more thing: Can you please make 
more stories like Domino Effect and 
Class of My Own?

Sara Schuss
St. Louis, MO
P.S. Can you please print this letter 
even though it’s so long? I have so 
much to say!
Wow, Sara, you do have quite a lot to 
say!
We will consider your column ideas, 
and we will also be printing more 
stories from Rochel Braverman, just 
like you asked!
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From our 
Mailbox

Submission Form

Joke Corner

Dear Circle,
You are the best magazine ever! Every 
week I can’t wait to see if I’m in the 
Lemonade Stand. I have a few ques-
tions:
1. Can you interview adults?
2. In the “On the Calendar” box on the 

No Kidding page, can you make the 
date on a Thursday?

Sincerely, 

Sarala Erez
The answer to question #1 is… look out 
for just that in an upcoming column! 
And we’ll send a request to Yael Dorf-
man about the Thursdays.

What did the mommy tomato 
say to the baby tomato when he 

was rolling behind?

Moishy Grodnitzky, 7

Ketchup!



There are so many questions
And so many choices

Send us your answers
We’d love to hear your voices

We will be making a 
professional play this 

year – I can’t wait!
Goldy Grunwald, 14

Seeing who my new 
teachers will be
Malky Berman

Seeing my 
classmates and new 

teachers
Toby Wulliger

Finding out who my 
teacher and class 

will be, and what my 
teachers are going to 

look like
Hindy Stoll, 8

I am looking forward to 
the new teachers because 

we got a lot of new 
teachers and I’m really 
excited to meet them.
Deena Hofstatter, 12

The first day of school – 
it’s the best feeling to have 
everything new, and to see 
all my friends again after 

the long summer break
Toby Drebin

A great new rebbi
Elimelech Zoldan

Shmuel Zelmanovitch

I’m going to be 
having a very good 
teacher this year.

Nachman 
Rosenberg, 9

Taking dikduk tests
Ita Z., 11

Seeing my friends
M.J.

To see all of my 
friends

Malka Stern

Recess
Shui Rieder, 8

My locker
Molly Cohn, 11

Being in junior high 
and having a new 

uniform
Shira Sendic

question

What are you most 

looking forward 

to about the new 

school year?

Issue 148
What's your favorite name and why?
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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

In this week’s parshah we learn that we should always 
follow the words of our rabbanim and do as they direct 
us. Even if we don’t understand why the rav said some-
thing and it doesn’t make sense to us, we should follow 
the rav—even if he says that our right hand is our left 
hand!
The leaders in Torah receive special help from Hash-
em to make the right decisions. They have da’as Torah, 
and they are always right. Every generation has its own 
gedolim who should be followed and respected.
Rav Yechezkel Abramsky zt”l once disagreed with the 
posek hador, Rav Yitzchak Elchanan Spector zt”l, the 
Kovno Rav. That day, the Bolsheviks came into his 
town, and he was forced to hide in the house of a wid-
ow. While there, he was looking for a sefer to learn from. 
The widow found one sefer on top of the closet and gave 
it to him. When he opened the sefer, he was shocked to 
discover that it was written by Rav Yitzchak Elchan-
an and he had opened it to the page where the topic on 
which he had disagreed with him was discussed.
Rav Yechezkel understood this as a sign from heaven 
that because he had disagreed with the posek hador, he 
would be caught. Indeed, a few hours later, the Bolshe-
viks stormed into the house and sent him to Siberia, 
where he suffered terribly.
One Erev Yom Kippur a few years later, while sleeping 
on a wooden plank, Rav Yechezkel had a dream. He saw 
Rav Yitzchak Elchanan staring at him and smiling.
When he woke up, he went to a lawyer and told him, 
“Today I will be freed.” The lawyer didn’t believe him. 
But then, all of the sudden Rav Yechezkel was given 
documents that would allow him to leave Siberia.
At that moment, the Chofetz Chaim, who was over a 
thousand miles away, declared to his talmid, “Rav Ye-
chezkel was set free!” Even though he was so far, he 
knew through ruach hakodesh.
We should have the greatest respect for our rabbanim. 
People who make jokes about the decisions of 
our gedolim don’t understand that they are 
playing with fire.

May we all be zocheh to see our elders 
lead us to greet Mashiach Tzidkeinu  
b'meheirah b'yameinu, amen. 

Weekly words from

Rabbi Leibish 
Langer

Parshas Shoftim

Always Right

A fresh new start
Rikki Halperin, 12

I am looking forward 
to getting new things 

for the school year. 
Chana Stern, 9

My head counselor is 
going to be my teacher.

Leeba Greenspan

Making sure the 
classes weren’t 

mixed
Kayla Subar, 8

Meeting my friends
Dovid Shloimy, 8

Collecting money for 
“Od Yosef Chai”

Yisroel Shimmy 
Straus, 6

Becoming an eighth 
grader and getting any 
seat I want on the bus

Heshy Weiss

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 148
What's your favorite name and why?



World News
IDF STRIKES 
HEZBOLLAH BASE 

 

Last week, Lebanon said that 
IDF drones bombed a Hezbol-
lah base on the border between 
Lebanon and Syria. No one was 
killed or injured in the attack, but 
the Hezbollah leader said that his 
group will try to shoot down any 
Israeli drones in Lebanon from 
now on.
The IDF has rarely bombed such 
sites in recent years, and resi-
dents are hoping that the situa-
tion will remain stable.

 

PM JOHNSON 
SUSPENDS 
PARLIAMENT
  

Westminster Palace, where  Parliament meets
 

As you may recall, Boris Johnson 
became prime minister of the 
United Kingdom upon Theresa 
May’s resignation. 
Now, he has asked the queen 
to prorogue Britain’s Parlia-
ment until October 14. Since the 
deadline for Brexit is October 
31, Prime Minister Johnson can 
pretty much figure out Brexit all 
by himself, leaving little room for 
comment from Parliament mem-
bers. Lots of people both inside 
and outside the British govern-
ment are worried that this move 
is unconstitutional and undemo-
cratic.

 

G7 SUMMIT 
HELD IN FRANCE

Last week, the G7 Summit got 
together in the seaside town of 
Biarritz in southwestern France. 
The seven world leaders dis-
cussed boring but important is-
sues such as international taxa-
tion, stabilizing the situation in 
Libya and Hong Kong, and ensur-
ing that Iran does not acquire nu-
clear weapons. 
Russia had been part of this group 
until 2014, when it was expelled 
by the other countries.President 
Donald Trump and President 
Emmanuel Macron (of France) 
agreed that Russia should rejoin 
this group in 2020, at which point 
it will once again be called G8.



HURRICANE 
DORIAN HITS

It’s hurricane season! This 
year we have Hurricane Dorian 
making a landing. At first, the 
people around Puerto Rico pre-
pared for a state of emergency, 
but they didn’t get hit badly at 
all. As the week ends, Florida 
has declared a state of emer-
gency, and Governor Ron De-
Santis reminded all residents 
to stock up with enough food 
and water for a week. In this 
way, he said, “We are fully pre-
pared to support any communi-
ty that might be impacted.”

DEADLY COBRA 
ESCAPES IN 
GERMAN TOWN 

Dozens of residents of Herne, 
Germany, have been evacuat-
ed because a deadly cobra is 
loose in their area. The snake 
was seen in the hallway of an 
apartment building last Sun-
day and has disappeared since. 
Four buildings on the block had 
to be evacuated, and people in 
the area are making sure not to 
walk in tall grass.
Antivenin for this snake’s bite 
is in stock at a nearby hospital 
just in case someone is bitten.  

Chana Teller

HEZBOLLAH 
is a Palestinian terror group 
based in Lebanon.

PROROGATION 
is when the king or queen 
of England formally 
prorogues, or ends, a 
session of Parliament. 
Members of Parliament 
will not meet again until 
the official State Opening of 
Parliament.

BREXIT 
is the vote in which the Brit-
ish people decided to leave 
the European Union.

G7, 
or Group of Seven, is a 
group of today’s seven most 
economically advanced 
countries: Canada, France, 
Germany, Italy, Japan, the 
United Kingdom, and the 
United States. Their leaders 
meet to discuss world econ-
omy issues.

News 
Demystified



Deena Fenster

NEWS THAT REALLY HAPPENED

What would it take to get you to pause in the middle 
of playing your favorite sport? I would hope you’re 
not like this golfer in Florida, who was too focused 
on his shot to pay attention to the alligator that crept 
along just a few feet in front of him. 
Steel Lafferty was golfing in Orlando when the 7-foot 
alligator crossed his path while he was taking a shot. 
Lafferty said he  was concentrating too intently  on 
his shot to pay attention to the reptile, which seemed 
equally uninterested in the golfer as it strolled across 
the golf course.
Lafferty said his focus paid off and he made the shot, 
and the alligator walked off to a nearby lake. See you 
later, alligator!

What do you get when you combine 88 British schoolchildren and a clever contraption that allows them all to play 
on a single piano? A Guinness World Record, that’s what!
The University of Sheffield’s Faculty of Engineering, Advanced Manufacturing Research Center, and Department of 
Music teamed up with elementary school students all over the country to create the cool-looking contraption that 
would allow all those people to play on a single piano at the same time. 
The record-breaking system was unveiled at a concert to commemorate 500 years since the death of artist and in-
ventor Leonardo da Vinci.

PIANO PLAYED 
BY 88

NEVER MIND THE 
ALLIGATOR

WITH JUST A FINGER

AND THE THIEF IS…
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While fishing with her husband on Lake Champlain in Upstate New York, Debbie Geddes 
couldn’t stop snapping photos. Why? Because the trout she’d reeled in had a unique facial 
feature: two mouths! She shared the pictures, which quickly spread all over.
“I’ve had messages from all over the world, like people asking about this fish and it seems 
like everybody’s got an opinion on what is the cause of this fish having two mouths,” she 
said.
Viewers of the photos had many theories about the cause of the fish’s second mouth, 
including a genetic mutation and an injury from a swallowed hook.
Geddes, merciful woman that she is, released the fish back into the water after taking 
the photos. She has bigger fish to catch.

Bet you can’t do this! A Georgian may have set a new world record after he man-
aged to pull a 220-ton ocean tugboat about 16 feet using only one finger. A video 
shows Giorgi Rostomashvili using a rope tied around his middle finger to pull the 
Tamara 2, a boat weighing about 220 tons.
The boat moved almost 16 feet closer to the shore while Rostomashvili pulled. The 
Georgian Records Federation said the attempt was a national record for the heavi-
est boat pulled with a single finger. Evidence from the attempt is being submitted 
to Guinness World Records to see if it qualifies as a record-breaking stunt. Think 
he’ll get it?  

A grocery store in United Arab Emirates chain 
broke a Guinness World Record after they used 883 
bottles of ketchup to build an 11-foot-tall tower.
After the Carrefour hypermarket collaborated with 
Heinz to create the ketchup tower, using 52 volun-
teers who spent more than 48 hours constructing 
the tower, Guinness World Records recognized the 
structure as tallest-packaged food display. 
Even if you like ketchup, that’ll take a LOT of French 
fries to finish!

WITH JUST A FINGER

HOW MUCH 
KETCHUP CAN YOU 

EAT?
Who stole Spotty’s box of dog food? 
A Pennsylvania family’s home security camera captured 
the perpetrator: A bear had wandered onto their porch 
and stolen the box of dog food they’d ordered. In the video, 
the Newman family saw the bear  grabbing the box from 
their front porch in Thornhurst, PA and dragging it into 
the woods.
 The box was from Chewy,  a dog food  company, which 
offered to send a replacement box of dog food after they 
watched the video.

TWO MOUTHS ARE 
BETTER THAN ONE

AND THE THIEF IS…
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HOUSEHOLD HACKS

Icky-tasting medicine? Numb your tongue with an 
ice cube before taking it. 

WHAT’S THAT  CALLED?

TOWER
A group of giraffes

TRUE COLORS

Most mirrors, even though they look silver, 
are actually a light shade of green.
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Yael Dorfman

PICKLE JUICE SODA
Sold in Pennsylvania, this drink is made of pickle 
juice and sugar. Refreshing!

UNCONVENTIONAL
EATS

TRUE OR FALSE

IF YOU CUT A WORM IN HALF, IT TURNS 
INTO TWO WORMS. 
False! The head section will continue living, but 
the other half will not become another worm. 
(Some species can regrow the tail.)

TOP 3 MOST COMMON PHOBIAS
A.  Fear of flying (pteromerhanophobia)

B.   Fear of enclosed spaces (claustrophobia)

C.  Fear of insects (entomophobia)

MIND BLOWER

Museums are just giant show-and-tell displays.

ON THE CALENDAR

SEPTEMBER 4: EAT AN EXTRA DESSERT DAY
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Yael Dorfman

Illustrations by Hadassah Lengler

BUMPY JUMPING

DO YOU THINK THERE’S A SAFERSTEIN TRAMPOLINE IN THE FUTURE?

TROUBLE SPOTS

THE SOLUTION:

 Trampolines cause more than 100,000 injuries (including serious injuries) every year.

The safest place to jump is an official trampoline park, but if you’re jumping on a 
backyard trampoline, always follow these safety rules:

 I wish Abba and Ima 
would let us get a 
trampoline like the 
Hirts. It’s so much 
fun and it’s even 
good exercise!

Check the net 
for damage 
before every 
use.

Position the 
trampoline 
far away from 
trees, fences, 
and buildings.

 Cover the 
springs and 
frame with 
safety pads.

Never jump 
higher than 
the net.

Dry the tram-
poline before 
you jump.

Take off all 
jewelry or 
loose-hanging 
clothing and 
empty your 
pockets before 
jumping.

 Don’t do flips 
or somersaults.

Never go 
underneath 
the trampoline 
or store any 
objects there.

Kids under age 6 
shouldn’t jump on big 
trampolines; move 
the ladder or step 
stool so that they 
can’t climb on.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9

10
Only one person should jump at a 
time. It’s fun to jump together, but it’s 
also more dangerous!

 chapter

O
n 

th
e R

un

Avraham Ohayon
 chapter 8

Recap: Alex fixes the problem in the Chabad house’s fuse box and is paid for his efforts. He takes a taxi 
to the port, where he decides to contact Yuri, his father’s friend who is also a head detective. 

Good thing I have 
his phone number in 

my pocket. 

Hello, may I please 
speak to Officer 

Yuri? 

Yes, 
speaking. 

Yuri, surely you 
remember me. I’m 

Alex, Grisha’s 
son. Remember 

Grisha, your 
friend from 

school?

Yes, yes, 
sure! How 
can I help 

you?

What do 
you mean, 

entangled? 

I’ve been waiting 
for this call for 

a while… 

Are you sure it’s 
okay for me to 

discuss this with you 
on the phone? 

In Yuri’s house:

Yuri’s hand reaches for his 
recording device… 

Don’t ask. I got 
entangled in a 

real mess. 
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Yael Dorfman
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Recap: Alex fixes the problem in the Chabad house’s fuse box and is paid for his efforts. He takes a taxi 
to the port, where he decides to contact Yuri, his father’s friend who is also a head detective. 

Good thing I have 
his phone number in 

my pocket. 

Hello, may I please 
speak to Officer 

Yuri? 

Yes, 
speaking. 

Yuri, surely you 
remember me. I’m 

Alex, Grisha’s 
son. Remember 

Grisha, your 
friend from 

school?

Yes, yes, 
sure! How 
can I help 

you?

What do 
you mean, 

entangled? 

I’ve been waiting 
for this call for 

a while… 

Are you sure it’s 
okay for me to 

discuss this with you 
on the phone? 

In Yuri’s house:

Yuri’s hand reaches for his 
recording device… 

Don’t ask. I got 
entangled in a 

real mess. 



Yes, I know what you’re 
talking about. Do you want 

to come to my house? 

Where are 
you? I can send 
someone to pick 

you up. 

I’d love that. 

I’m at the port. 

Amazing. I have a police car doing 
its rounds in your area. Be ready 

in five minutes, I’ll tell him to 
wait for you at the west exit. 

Something smells fishy. I feel 
like he knows something. All 
this friendliness… How did he 

remember me so quickly? 

I’ll go to the 
electronics store. I 
must get hold of an 
identical hard drive, 
and then I’ll hide the 

original… 

 chapter

to be continued...

Page 30 
1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 

5. 
Page 31 

1. 

2. 
3. 

4. 
5. 

Page 32 
1. 
2. – 
3. 

4. 
5. 
6. 

I have only two minutes left! I 
must find a hiding place for the 

hard drive. 

Alex counts his footsteps so he’ll 
remember where he hid the hard 

drive. 

Eight steps… 

Hmm. The hard 
drive you have here 

is a bit strange, 
but I’ll try to 

find it. 

Would you be 
able to sell 

me an identical 
drive? 

Quick, I 
must run! 

Okay, okay, 
I’ll check. 
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Eight steps… 

Hmm. The hard 
drive you have here 

is a bit strange, 
but I’ll try to 

find it. 

Would you be 
able to sell 

me an identical 
drive? 

Quick, I 
must run! 

Okay, okay, 
I’ll check. 



Eating Meat and Dairy at 
the Same Table

At lunch, Sara has a salami sandwich while Rivky has a 
cheese sandwich. Are they allowed to eat at the same table?

יו”ד סי’ פ”ח

Issue 144 Winner:
Leah Malka Axelrod, 

10
Cleveland Hts., OH

Enjoy your    Shabbos treats!

    הלכות בשר בחלב 

DISCUSS 

THE 
HALACHAH AT 

YOUR TABLE 

and send us 

the right 

answer on our 

submissions 
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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!
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May they eat together?

Must they eat at 
different tables?

May they eat together if they put a 
schoolbag between them?

Last Week’s Answer:
Milk Meat Spoon for Dairy
#2- One should not use meat utensils for dairy, or vice versa, even if it’s cold. However, if it was used, it does not be-
come treif because all the food was cold.
If there are no other utensils available, one may temporarily use a cold clean meat utensil for dairy, or vice versa.
שו"ע יו"ד סי' צ"א ס"ב

3

May they eat together if they 
put a bottle between them?

4

Rochelle HeilpernRochelle Heilpern



Why Am I Not Poisonous?
First let’s clarify: Why are some animals poisonous to begin with? 
Well, it’s usually a defense mechanism. If a predator eats a poisonous animal and suffers a terrible stom-
achache the next night, he’ll think twice before stalking that particular animal again. 
Of course, sometimes the poison is strong enough that the predator dies. That’s one less predator to worry 
about. 
Sometimes, animals are poisonous because they have special poison glands that produce poison; in other cases, it’s because they 
eat lots of venomous animals—animals that don’t kill them, but whose poison can make their flesh poisonous to others. 

Did You Say Poisonous Snake?
First things first: snakes! 
There seems to be some debate over which snake is actually the deadliest, most 
poisonous one, but we’ll talk about a few of them. The consensus seems to 
be that snakes like vipers, cobras, and mambas are generally considered 
the most poisonous—though it’s important to keep in mind that often, 
a snake will only attack if it feels threatened. Sometimes, a snake can be 
extremely venomous, but because its personality is more docile (tame) and 
it won’t attack unless it’s provoked, it isn’t considered a very deadly snake.

This Is Not Candy
Then we have the box jellyfish. No, these are not candy that come in a box. These guys come 
from Australia, and if someone should get on the wrong end of one—oh, dear! A sting from one of 
these fellas can cause body cells to develop tiny holes, which can cause potassium to leak out of 
the cells and eventually can lead to collapse of the heart and lungs. Yikes!
Death can come as quickly as 3-5 minutes later—but don’t worry. Not only is there an antidote, 
but stings from the box jellyfish are actually not all that common. Also, there are vinegar posts all 
over Australian beaches. Yes, vinegar. It may sound strange, but vinegar can be used for rapid first 
aid for jellyfish stings when nothing else is available. 

Look! Over there! It’s a poisonous snake!
Oh no! Yikes!!!

Okay, enough with the exclamation points. We can all calm down, because that snake is nowhere near you. He’s 
safely behind glass, along with the other cool poisonous animals I have imported for you to study. 

Poisonous animals? But why? They’re so scary! 
Like I said, they’re not going to hurt you if they’re behind glass –as long as you don’t do anything foolish. And there’s so 
much to learn about them.
What kind of things, you want to know? 
Oh, things like the difference between poisonous and venomous animals; things like which animals are the most poi-
sonous; and even why animals are poisonous to begin with! 
Ready? 

Poison and Venom
A Different Form of Defense

Western Green 
Mamba

Viper

King Cobra
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Fun Facts

2 43 5

Floral snakes get 
their poison from 

the poisonous toads 
they eat, and store it 
in their glands. They 

pass it on to their 
babies when they’re 

born, so they’re 
already protected!

Millipedes produce 
a toxin that insects 
really don’t like, so 
monkeys often rub 

them on their bodies 
to keep fleas away! 

Well, that’s certainly 
original.

Poison dart frogs, 
whom you may have 

met in The Circle 
before, are vividly, 

gorgeously colored—
but it isn’t just for 
show. The bright 

colors warn predators 
that this is a highly 
poisonous frog and 

that just one touch of 
its skin can kill!

Not only are mon-
arch butterflies 
poisonous, but 

they taste terrible 
too! So don’t eat 

them.

FiveThe difference be-
tween poisonous and 
venomous animals is 
that while both pro-
duce poison, venom-

ous animals delib-
erately deliver the 

poison through their 
fangs. Poisonous ones 
simply carry it in their 
bodies, so they’re only 

dangerous if they’re 
eaten or touched.

Matti Fischer

Animals large 
and small can 
be harmed 
if they try to 
eat this toad, 
though its 
poison is par-
ticularly dan-
gerous to dogs. 
And not only is 
the toad dan-
gerous, but the 
tadpoles are 
too! I guess these guys learn young, huh?

Bugs that Burn 
And here is the Spanish fly. 
Ooh, a bug! Yes, I know, most people don’t 
love bugs at the best of times, but there’s 
even less reason to like these guys. 
You see, Spanish flies are a type of beetle called 
a blister beetle; they produce a toxin called cantharidin 
that can cause terrible burning, itching, and irritation 
on contact with skin. And if an animal should happen to 
swallow one of these beetles, the itching and irritation 
can spread to their entire gastrointestinal tract (basi-
cally, their insides). It can lead to organ failure, internal 
bleeding, and death. 
But don’t worry, they’re generally found in Southern Eu-
rope, so you’re probably safe…. 

The cane toad

Hawksbill sea turtle

I’ve Got a 
Stomachache!
The hawksbill sea turtle is an example of an animal that is 
venomous because of its diet. Because it consumes lots of 
poisonous organisms like algae, sponges (yes, sponges are 
alive. Not for today, sorry), jellyfish and the like, its flesh be-
comes venomous. 
If someone should accidentally or purposely eat one of these 
guys, he would not have a pleasant night. Chances are he’d 
suffer from nausea, vomiting, and various other stomach is-
sues. Oy. 

Even the Young 
Can Kill
The cane toad is the largest toad species in the world. It has 
venom glands, which means it produces its own venom—and 
it’s powerful! The venom they produce is called bufotoxin, 
and it’s one of the most deadly toxins in the world. 



How do you spend your free time? During those 
pockets of time after school or on Sundays, when 
you can’t find anything to do, you know what 
comes next. It’s the call of “I’m SO BORED!” 
But Yaakov Berelowitz, 13, from Pittsburgh, PA, 
found a solution so that boredom would find 
greener pastures to visit. During his spare time 
in the spring and summer, he runs his own lawn-
care business, where he gets to enjoy the wonder-
ful feeling of helping his neighbors.

CIRCLE: How did you start your business?

YB: Believe it or not, the man who took care of all the 
lawns on my block got arrested. Once he was out of the 
picture, a problem sprouted and grew each day – every-
one’s grass kept getting taller and taller! So the neigh-
borhood boys decided to start mowing lawns.

CIRCLE: Did you work with a group?

YB: Only at the beginning, but not anymore. When I 
first started, I only took care of my family’s 
and one neighbor’s lawn. Then some 
of the boys got tired of doing lawn 
work, so they stopped. I was happy 
to take over their jobs and got six 
lawns to keep up. And my list of 
customers keeps growing!

CIRCLE: What type of 
equipment do you use?

YB: At first, I got a manu-
al lawnmower and a Weed 
Wacker, which helped a lot.

CIRCLE: How long have 
you been working?

YB: I started when I was 11. This is already my third 
season.

CIRCLE: That’s a lot of time. Your customers are 
really benefitting from your experience! What’s 
the best part of your business?

YB: I enjoy the work and it keeps me busy. It’s also a 
good way to make some pocket money.

CIRCLE: How do you figure out how much to 
charge?

YB: When I first started, I charged by the size of the 
lawn. As I became more experienced, I decided to 
change my system. By the beginning of this year, I be-
gan charging per hour.

CIRCLE: That sounds reasonable. Sometimes a 
smaller lawn can involve more work than a larg-
er one, depending if it’s hilly or if there are a lot of 
weeds. How did you publicize your business?

YB: I went around knocking on doors, asking, “Do 
you want me to mow your lawn?” Of course, 

the first question always was, “How 
much do you charge?”  When I men-

tioned my price, everyone was ex-
cited and hired me on the spot. I 

charge a lot less than a profes-
sional company.

CIRCLE: Is there more 
involved than simply cut-
ting the grass?

YB: When I go to work, I 
also bring along a rake and a 

broom. That way, I can clean 
up and leave my customers with 

a clean sidewalk.

K dK dinterview
YAAKOV BERELOWITZ, 13

A GRASSROOTS ORGANIZATION

let's meet
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CIRCLE: What great customer service! 
When do you work?

YB: I’m in school from 8 till 4, and then I often 
have after-school activities that keep me busy. 

Sometimes I skip supper (don’t read this part, 
Ma!) so I can put in a few hours. During the sum-

mer, I work after camp and on Sundays.

CIRCLE: Have any interesting stories happened 
on the job?

YB: I was once working on a job that was taking a long 
time. I began feeling dizzy and weak and realized I was 
getting dehydrated; I had forgotten to bring along wa-
ter. I quickly knocked on my customer’s door and asked 
for water. After I got a drink, I felt better.

CIRCLE: I’m so glad they were home – dehydra-
tion can be dangerous! It’s a good reminder for all 
of us to keep drinking, especially in the heat.

What message can you share with our readers?

YB: If you’re thinking of starting your own business, go 
for it! It’s a good idea to work in your community where 
there are lots of Jewish people around. They have so 
many connections, so they will help your business 
grow through word of mouth. And it’s so much safer 
to work within our own circles!

CIRCLE: Absolutely! Do you still 
use a manual lawn mower? Be-
cause those are really strenu-
ous!

YB: You’re not kidding! When 
my business began to grow, I 
told my parents that it was 
getting hard for me to do so 
many lawns with a manual 
machine. They researched 
electric and gas lawnmowers 
and ended up buying me an 

electric one, which they felt is safer. They paid for half 
of the cost as a way of thanking me for doing our lawn 
for free, and I agreed to pay the rest. My parents offered 
to pay for the whole thing at once, but I prefer to pay it 
off slowly, so that’s what I’m doing. It feels good to take 
care of my own bills.

CIRCLE: Very impressive. But this sounds like 
a lot of work for one person! Do you ever get any 
help?

YB: Sometimes I bring along a younger boy who is very 
capable, and other times I ask one of my siblings to 
pitch in. Of course, I pay them for their time.

CIRCLE: I’m glad you have assistants to call upon. 
Is there any part of the job that you don’t like?

YB: When people leave things all over their lawn, it 
makes my job harder. Either I have to clean up or ask 
their children to take care of it before I can start work-
ing. 

CIRCLE: Do their children listen?

YB: (Chuckle) Sometimes.

CIRCLE: Have you had any special work-related 
experiences?

YB: Sometimes I have families who are 
dealing with hard situations. I want 

to help them, so I mow their lawns 
regularly and don’t ask for mon-

ey. They usually insist on pay-
ing me, but I don’t give them a 

price. I tell them they can pay 
me whatever they want.

CIRCLE: What a beau-
tiful chessed, Yaakov! 
Yasher koach on keeping 

your neighborhood in tip-
top shape! 

Rachel Stein

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

Something unique about you: ___________________________________________________________________________________
_______________________________________________________________________________
Parent’s Signature _____________________________________________________________________________
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.
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School always smells so fresh after the summer 
break, mused Mastermind, inhaling a deep 
breath of the clean-hallway scent. His shoes 
squeaked on the newly waxed floor. And it al-
ways sounds so squeaky. 
“Hey, Mastermind! How was your vacation?” 
Ari Nurbrenger clapped his friend on the back.
“Hi, Ari.” Mastermind nodded. “Wedding plan-
ning central.” He rolled his eyes. “How about 
yours?”
Ari laughed. “My sister’s not a 
kallah, but she’s pretty annoy-
ing too. My summer was good, 
though. You heading to the of-
fice?” He held up a sealed en-
velope and gestured down the 
hallway. “I’ve got to give in my 
tzedakah.” Without waiting for 
an answer, he continued down 
the hallway as he explained, 
“My grandparents each donated 
fifty dollars to the yeshivah. My 
mother would probably give me 
away to the neighbors if I lost 
this envelope.”
Mastermind scurried to keep up after him. 
“Yeah, I might as well give mine in too,” he 
agreed. “I did my part, knocking on doors.” He 
didn’t add that he had actually only knocked on 
two doors: his cousins’ across the street, and his 
own, which his mother had not found funny. 

“Shua, I’m in the middle of cooking for the 
mechutanim, and you ring your own bell? Real-
ly?” 
He had laughed sheepishly. “Want to donate to 
Yeshivah Toras Emes?” he’d requested, pink-
faced. Collecting was not really his thing. 
The two reached the office door and gave a light 
tap, then pushed it open and walked inside.
“Hey, where’s Mrs. Greenstein?” Ari blurted out 

in surprise.
A friendly looking man with a 
bushy black beard grinned back 
from behind the secretary’s 
desk. 
“What, you mean I don’t look 
like her?” he jested, eyes twin-
kling. He adjusted a little sign 
on the top of the desk to face 
the boys, and they silently read 
the printed words: “Secretary 
Goodman.”
“You’re the new secretary?” 
Mastermind lifted his eye-
brows. 

“Sure looks that way,” Secretary Goodman 
smiled. “I’m going to be here for a few months 
while Mrs. Greenstein is out. Now, did you come 
here special to grill me or did you have some-
thing else in mind?”
Guiltily, the boys lifted their envelopes and 

Private Eye

The Case of 
the Stolen 
Tzedakah

A friendly-
looking man 
with a bushy 
black beard 

grinned 
back from 
behind the 

secretary’s 
desk. 
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Mastermind leaned forward to hand them over. 
“We didn’t mean to be nosy,” he apologized. “We 
just wanted to give in the money that we collected 
for the yeshivah.”
The secretary brightened. “Well, that’s wonder-
ful!” he exclaimed. “You talmidim have really done 
an incredible job over the summer. Look at this 
box!” He held up a large grocery box overflowing 
with stuffed envelopes. “The yeshivah is really go-
ing to benefit from all of your hard work.”
With a wave and a smile, the boys headed off down 
the hallway to get ready for class.
“I’ve never heard of a man secretary before,” Ari 
noted, as he turned to take his leave from Master-
mind, “but Rabbi Goodman seems really nice.”
Mastermind agreed.
It wasn’t easy to get back into the swing of things 
after a month-and-a-half-long break, even for a kid 
who liked school. Mastermind spent the morning 
trying valiantly to keep his eyes open and his brain 
tuned in, but he had to breathe a sigh of relief when 
his rebbi announced that they would be stopping 
for a special ceremony. 
“Let’s all close our Chumashim and head to the 
lunchroom for an exciting program,” Rebbi said. 
“Nice!” came the whispers from around the room.
Class 5A filed into the lunchroom, curiously trying 
to peek over each other’s heads to figure out the 
reason for the special interruption.
When the whole school was sitting and settled, a 
pleased-looking Rabbi Glicksman, the menahel, 
took the stage with a satisfied smile. 
“Good morning, talmidim of Yeshivas Toras 
Emes,” he boomed over the microphone. He 
paused expectantly to allow the students to re-
spond, “Good morning, Rabbi Glicksman!”
He nodded in approval, then continued, “First 
of all, I would like to say that I am very happy to 
see all of you back in the heilege halls of yeshivah! 
I hope you all had a nice, relaxing, geshmake, up-
lifting, meaningful, and inspirational summer 
vacation and are now ready to dive back into your 
learning with a bren!”
Loud applause erupted, mostly from the rebbeim 
who stood around the aisles. 

The menahel forged on. “Now, you’re probably 
wondering why we’ve called you all here today. Of 
course, it’s first and foremost so I could see your 
shining faces! 
“And secondly, we want to thank you. The results 
of our collection campaign have been absolutely 
astounding! Thank you for collecting and fund-
raising on behalf of our yeshivah. If all of you could 
please give a drumroll…” He motioned for Secre-
tary Goodman, who had been standing and wait-
ing off to the side, to come forward. “…we will now 
tell you just how much money you’ve raised!”
He motioned again to the secretary, this time 
more urgently. The menahel moved his 
microphone to the side of his face and 
covered the top with one hand. “Come, 
come,” he whispered. “Bring the box!”
The secretary shook his head, dis-
tressed. “But that’s the thing!” he ex-
claimed. “The box is missing!”
Gasps sounded around the room. At 
Mastermind’s table, they exchanged 
nervous, wide-eyed looks.
“I searched everywhere,” the dis-
traught secretary explained. “It 
was right by my desk the whole 
morning until I went to bring pa-
pers to the third-grade classroom. 
When I came back, it was gone. And 
I can’t find it anywhere. Someone 
must have stolen it!”
Although they weren’t using the 
microphone anymore, Mastermind 
was sitting close enough to the front 
that he could hear every word of the 
exchange. Without a word of expla-
nation to his classmates, he slipped 
away from the table and ran to find the 
third-grade rebbeim. 
“How long ago did you ask for copies?” 
he asked Rabbi Honigman. 
The rebbi frowned in confusion. “I 
didn’t.” 
Mastermind tried the next third-grade 
rebbi. “About thirty minutes before this 
assembly,” answered Rabbi Lobel. 

Simmy HorwitzSimmy Horwitz



It can’t be too far, the detective mused.
Pushing open the lunchroom door, Mastermind 
considered the long hallways of yeshivah. Which 
way should he check? Might as well start near the 
scene of the crime, he decided. As he headed to-
ward the office, Ari appeared at his elbow. 
“Wherever you go, I’m coming,” Ari said. “I want 
my $100 back.”
Inside the office, the desk looked 
in order, and Secretary Good-
man’s new name plaque still 
gleamed. A stack of copy paper 
boxes were piled next to the copy 
machine with a delivery slip on 
top, and a line of 5-gallon water 
bottles had been placed near the 
water cooler. 
Time to talk to the deliverymen, 
Mastermind determined. Lifting 
the delivery slip off the top box, 
he dialed the number on the bot-
tom of the receipt.
“Hello?” 
“Hi,” Mastermind responded 
confidently, trying to deepen his 
voice to sound older than he was. “I’m looking for 
the person who delivered copy paper to Yeshivas 

Toras Emes this morning.”
Ari placed his ear close to the receiver to listen 
along.
“That was me,” said the man’s voice. “Was there a 
problem with the delivery?”
“No,” Mastermind answered, “we’re just looking 
for a grocery box. Did you see one while you were 
here?”

“Me? No,” the man responded 
defensively. “I just did my job. 
Brought in the copy paper, set it 
down, and left.”
“Okay, no hard feelings,” Master-
mind assured him. “It’s just that 
our secretary lost a box, that’s 
all.”
“I did not see your secretary 
or his box,” the man answered, 
growing angry. “You can go look 
somewhere else!”
A click, followed by silence, told 
the boys that he had hung up the 
phone.
“Well,” announced Ari, eyes 
wide. “I guess we had better try 

the water guy. That was a dead end.”
Mastermind smiled. “I think we actually caught 
our fish on the first try,” he grinned. “Let’s tell Rab-
bi Glicksman that he should have the police search 
the paper delivery truck.” 

Why did Mastermind think 
he had found the thief?

See answer on Page 62 >>>

“I did not see 
your secretary 
or his box,” the 
man answered, 

growing 
angry. “You 
can go look 
somewhere 

else!”
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Filler
Rabbi Menachem M. Karmel

Dear stuck,
Wow, that’s hard! As much as you and I know that be-
ing mean and standing by when others are mean is nev-
er, ever okay, that doesn’t make it easy, especially when 
your best friend is the one being mean. 
While it’s uncomfortable to talk about it, build up your 
courage to sit down and be open with your friend. Tell 
her that she may not realize it, but sometimes she comes 
across a little mean to this other girl. Be sure not to talk 
down to her; simply tell it to her as a caring friend who is 
pointing out something that she may not realize is hap-
pening. Even if you feel that she surely realizes it, saying 
it this way will a) help you fulfill your obligation to be 
dan l’kaf zchus as best as you can, and b) be much easier 
for her to accept your guidance without feeling guilty. 
Often, when we give people mussar, it’s hard for them 
to accept it because they feel guilty about what they’ve 
done, especially when the person giving the mussar is 
someone their age. They may try to deny it or simply get 
upset at you. 
Before beginning the conversation, think about how 
your friend will react. In fact, if you’re pretty sure the 
mussar won’t be accepted, it should not be given at all. 
In that case, I’d consider an adult who knows both of you 
– maybe a teacher – and ask her advice. 
A “softer” approach to the conversation can be to make it 
a group effort. Try something like, “I noticed that some-
times when we deal with ‘Chanie’ we aren’t always so 
nice to her. I know she’s not our best friend, but she does 

like to hang around 
with us, and when she 
does, let’s try to be nice 
to her. I’m sure it both-
ers her when we’re 
not.” If your friend tries 
to avoid reality and re-
sponds by denying that 
this is taking place, 
leave it at, “Well, it’s 
just something I felt, 
so let’s be extra careful 
in the future.” The next 
time it happens, don’t 
pounce on her on the 
spot, but later, mention 

something like, “You know, maybe today we weren’t su-
per nice to ‘Chanie.’”

Hopefully, with a calm and sensitive approach, you will 
be able to slowly sway your friend’s behavior. What a 
tremendous mission – to be following in the footsteps of 
Aharon Hakohen, making peace between two 
fellow Yidden!  

Hatzlachah rabbah! 

Rabbi Karmel
Rabbi Menachem M. Karmel is 
the elementary school menahel at 
Yeshiva Gedola of Montreal.

Often, when 
we give people 

mussar, it’s hard 
for them to 

accept it because 
they feel guilty 

about what 
they’ve done, 

especially when 
the person giving 

the mussar is 
someone their 

age. 

Dear Menahel,
I have a best friend who’s really nice 

to me and some other girls. There’s 

another girl who doesn’t have so 

many friends and tries to tag along 

with us, but my best friend can 

be really mean to her. I want to be 

friends, but I don’t want my friend to 

be mean. Please help!

Stuck

Now’s your chance to ask 

your questions to a
 real 

menahel! 

Email your questions to 

askthemenahel@circmag.com



I CAN’T BELIEVE IT’S ALMOST 
THE FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL. 
I love the summer. It’s so quiet and peaceful 
and such a change from the busy, noisy school 
year. The grass is swaying and beckoning, prac-
tically yelling, Play ball on me! Have fun! Run 
around! The classroom is empty, the desks stay 
neat and where they belong, the lockers look 
airy, the sun is shining – ah, it’s such a relaxing 
season. 

Ouch! What was that? I just felt something on 
my nose. 

Click. Clack. There it goes again. That hurt. Oh, 
I should be used to this by now. Click. Clack. 
Click. Clack. It’s a staple gun. Rabbi Stein, the 
fourth-grade rebbi, is posting his Historiah 
chart right onto me. 

I should introduce myself. Most kids just call 
me The Walls of the Fourth-Grade Classroom. 
As a wall, I get to see things that most people 
don’t. Ever heard the expression, “The walls 
have ears?” Well, it’s true. We do. And we’ve 
got eyes, too. We see and hear things you’d nev-
er believe. But that’s just between me, you, and 
the four walls (which is me, of course).

If I told you the stuff that went on in last year’s 
fourth-grade class in Yeshivas Toras Moshe, 
you’d find it amazing, just amazing. You got a 
couple of minutes? 

So they walked in on the first day of school, and 
I was able to figure ‘em all out, just by looking at 
them. Well, almost. 

They walked in, the tall and thin boy, the round 
and cute one, the boy who looked so studious I 
bet he’d never take his finger off the place. One 
big guy caught my eye. He had a shock of or-
ange hair and a smattering of freckles, and he 
kicked every briefcase in sight until he chose 

JUST JUST 
BETWEEN BETWEEN 
ME AND ME AND 

YOUYOU
The view from my 
side of the room is 
hardly what you’d 

expect.

SHORT STORY
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a seat in the far-right corner. Mark my words, that boy 
would rather be playing baseball than sitting in a class-
room right now, I thought as I watched him squeeze 
into a desk that was a little too small for him. 

In a span of five minutes, he’d tripped 
a boy walking to the back of the class 
to sharpen his pencil, made a paper 
airplane out of a sheet of looseleaf 
paper, and opened the window to send it 
flying out. 
Trouble-maker material, I noted. All the boys around 
him were shooting him Looks with a capital L. When 
Rabbi Stein took attendance, I learned his name was 
Eli Korngold. 
Ah, Korngold, now everything made sense. 

Gadi Korngold had been in this fourth-grade classroom 
two years ago. I knew things were not easy in the Korn-
gold home. I didn’t know the exact details, but I’d over-
heard Rabbi Stein whispering to Rabbi Rapaport, the 
principal. Things like, Not an easy situation at all…boys 
need a father figure…mother is busy trying to be every-
where at once…

Gadi had acted out a lot that year. I remember the guys 
in his class calling him a grizzly bear. And now Eli 
Korngold was in the class. Well, I knew things were go-
ing to be interesting in this year’s fourth grade. I folded 
my arms and sat back, ready to watch the action.

There was Tzvi Krasnow, the genius. Levi Brecher, the 
class clown. Shimshy Zeldes, baseball captain. And 
then there was Dovid Feinzeig. 

Dovid walked in with a smart pair of gold glasses, 
shoulders straight, head erect; he threw me a charming 
smile, and I knew then that he had it all. At recess, the 
boys congregated at his desk, and I could see everyone 
liked him. A lot. He was always high-fiving the oth-
er guys, slapping them on the shoulder, making them 
laugh, the type of boy everyone wanted to schmooze 
with, hoping some of his confidence would rub off on 
them. Class King, I thought to myself. 

The Class King usually aces everything, so I was kind 

of surprised that Dovid didn’t really raise his hand in 
class. 

I learned more six weeks into the school year. Dovid got 
back his first mishnayos test and quickly stuffed it into 
his briefcase without even looking at the mark. Now, 
why wouldn’t the Class King want to see the sparkling 
100% on top of his paper? At lunchtime, I watched 
Dovid grab the test from his briefcase and run into the 
coatroom. He opened the test a tiny drop and peeked 
inside…71%. Who woulda thunk? 

His face turned red, and he crumpled it 
into a tight ball and stuffed it into his 
briefcase before anyone could see. 
Test after test, I saw Dovid breathing heavily as he 
scribbled answers, writing and erasing, looking up 
at the ceiling in desperation. His palms were always 
sweaty, his paper slightly curled by the time he handed 
it in. And then, inevitably, he’d get it back, give a quick 
peek, his cheeks bright. The boys didn’t notice. Or at 
least they didn’t seem to. 

Until one day in January when there was a big mish-
nayos test on three months’ worth of material. Dovid 
was joking with the rest of the guys, smiling and talking 
loudly like he usually did, but I noticed his sweaty 
palms thrust into his pockets. At recess, just before the 
big bechinah, he looked into his briefcase and his eyes 
widened. Inside was a chocolate danish with a note. It 
read: 

Hatzlachah on the test today, 
You’re a star and A-okay.

It doesn’t matter what you get,
Only that you tried to do your best!

Ruchie Drew
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Dovid grinned, and I saw him fingering the note during 
the bechinah after lunch. 

The following bechinah, there was a chocolate wafer 
with a new note that said:

From then on, every time there was a test, there was a 
treat with a different poem inside Dovid’s briefcase.

And then there’s Rabbi Stein himself. What a rebbi! I 
love the way the boys surround his desk after the bell 
rings, asking him questions and telling him about all 
the mazel tovs and updates in their families. It’s funny 
that they don’t realize that Rabbi Stein is a person who 
happens to live in a regular house, with a real live fami-
ly – and not in yeshivah, like I do. 

I remember the long-awaited Friday of the class 
siyum. The boys had prepared for weeks, nosh 
lists, choirs, and games. Just before walking 
into class that morning, Rabbi Stein and Rabbi 
Sender (the fifth-grade rebbi) were in the hallway. 
Rabbi Stein stifled a yawn and said, “Don’t ask. I was 
with my Zevi in the emergency room last night until 
2 a.m. He fell off his bed and got a cut on his hand and 
needed stitches pronto. Till we got home and settled 
him back into bed…(another big yawn)…I was going to 
take the day off today. But then I remembered the si-
yum. And I couldn’t. You can’t have a sub the day of the 
siyum! Who’s going to act out the Dancing Bear perfor-
mance that I always put on?”

So, while the boys gobbled up popcorn, 
scooped out ice cream, turned up the 
music, and laughed as Rabbi Stein 
danced in his bear costume, only I knew 
story behind Rabbi Stein’s yawns and 
red eyes.

Yeah, they were a great bunch last year, I loved every 
one of them. Great guys and great rebbi. 

Oh, you’re still wondering who put the treats into 
Dovid’s knapsack, hm? Well, don’t tell anyone I told 
you…but it was none other than Eli Korngold! Yup, 
class bully, troublemaker, grizzly bear – call him what 
you want, but that guy knows what it’s like when life 
is not all peaches and plums, and he noticed Dovid’s 
disappointment and looked out for him all year long. I 
like to think of Eli as a teddy bear – big and strong on 
the outside, soft and cuddly on the inside, with a heart 
as big as the forest. But let’s keep these things just be-
tween me and you, okay? 

Here’s a wafer with a 
card,

Because you studied so
, so 

hard.
Don’t worry about the

 

mark,
The main thing is – 
don’t lose your spark.
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written and Illustrated by E. Eichler Chapter 14

I want you all to search for Mendy. 
Scour the streets and courtyards.

Rabbi Guttenstein and Rabbi Friedman, gather 
the boys and take them to the nearest shul. 

Say Tehillim with them, teach them the 
parshah, and tell them stories until things 

settle down.

Ahlan Abdul! You 
got yourself a nice 

house here.

And how! We’re 
going to have 

a party to 
celebrate. 
I already 
ordered a 

festive meal 
for us!

You’ll all help me set up this place to 
make it livable. That means… It’s so lonely here. I 

wish Bentzy was here... 

Maybe Zalman Leib feels like 
this, too. I’m so hungry. It’s 

been hours since I’ve 
eaten...

When I get out, I’ll help 
Zalman Leib fit in with the 

rest of the chevrah. 

The boys finish davening in their various locations. 
The Menahel calls the melamdim to a meeting.
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Look how hard the 
caterpillars are working. 

They’ve been beating 
around for half an hour 

already!

You’re right, Zalman 
Leib. They’re 

working hard, and 
their efforts will 

pay off.

Wow! What beautiful butterflies. They’re spreading 
their wings apart so gracefully. 

Zalman Leib, I wanted you 
to see Hashem’s wondrous 

creatures in order to 
learn an important lesson.

First, that in order to 
become great, one needs 
to work hard. I know that 

learning is sometimes 
difficult for you, but your 

efforts will bear fruit. Secondly, pain and 
suffering enable a 
person to spread 

their wings and soar. 
Do you understand?

We’ve been searching for so long and we 
still haven’t found Mendy! I think we need to 

report him to the police.

Let’s wait another hour. 
The police don’t usually 
tackle missing-persons 

cases that quickly.

Okay, guys, we’ll meet again 
tomorrow and get started on the 

work.

Did they leave? 
It’s become so 

quiet suddenly. I 
can finally come 

out!

At the flower shop:

What?
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can you find 
the secret 
message?

How are the 
boys getting 
onto the roof?

Can You 
Find…

Two siblings who accidentally 
took each other’s backpacks

Someone getting her hair done

Rock paper scissors

Someone who got sent home 
for wearing inappropriate 
clothes

the person who won the 
game of toss-your-shoe-the-
farthest

Someone missing a book

5 squirrels 

Two people waving to each 
other

4 sleeping children

BONUS:
COLOR ME!

Hadassah Lengler

WHAT ELSE 
CAN YOU SPY? 



FEATURE

SUCH AN SUCH AN 
OLDESTOLDEST
SUCH A SUCH A 
YOUNGESTYOUNGEST

DOES BIRTH ORDER REALLY MATTER?



Simmy Horwitz

>>>
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RINA STACKED A PLATE INTO THE 
DISHWASHER, THEN REACHED 
INTO THE SINK FOR ANOTHER 

ONE. 
“Too dirty,” she murmured, turning on the faucet to rinse 
it off.
She was up to utensils when Dassa came bounding into 
the kitchen like a kangaroo let loose. 
“Where’s Ma?” Dassa asked breathlessly, pushing un-
tamed curls off her forehead. 
Rina tucked her own straight locks behind her ear as she 
stood up from her loading. “She went to rest for a little 
bit,” she answered quietly. “Try to keep it down.”
Dassa groaned loudly. “But I need to ask her permission!” 
she moaned. The disappointed Dassa fell back against 
the refrigerator, hitting it with a clunk. “Everyone’s leav-
ing now for Cold Swirls. The girls are all gonna go ahead 
without me if I don’t ask her now!” Her eyes lit up, and 
Rina caught the sudden gleam.
“Would you just tell her I went?” Dassa opened the 
change drawer and pulled out a five-dollar bill. “And that 
I took five dollars? I’ll pay her back when I babysit tomor-
row night – I’m out of cash right now.”
Rina’s eyes widened. “Dass – you can’t do that! What if 
she was going to say no?”
Dassa brushed away her sister’s concerns. “She always 
says yes; it’ll be fine.” With a wave and an air kiss, she 
pushed open the front door. “Love ya! See you later!”
Now, if you had to guess, which sister would you 
say is older? Which one is younger?
Got your answer?
If you said that Rina is older and Dassa is younger, you 
picked just what was intended. And why is that? It’s be-
cause Rina’s character was created with all of the “old-
er” sister stereotypes – responsible, mature, cautious, 
and orderly – while Dassa’s character was created with 
an equal amount of “younger” stereotypes – charming, 
spontaneous, daredevil, and relaxed.
Is this how all older and younger siblings are? Is this how 
you and your siblings are in your family? Does the order 
in which you were born truly make a difference?

GOOD QUESTIONS! LET’S FIND OUT!



Putting it in Order
What is birth order? As simple as it sounds, birth 
order is the order in which the children of a fam-
ily are born. First born, second born, third born…
that’s it. 
Since the late 1800s, psychologists have believed 
that the place in which a person was born in the 
family can greatly affect the way his or her person-
ality and preferences turn out.
Alfred Adler was the first psychologist to intro-
duce this idea. He compared the OLDEST CHILD to a 
prince on a throne: before the second child is born, 
the first-born is waited on hand and foot by his lov-
ing parents. They read him books when he wants, 
feed him supper when he’s hungry, and pay lots of 
attention to their darling, precious little one.
But then the SECOND ONE comes along and…yikes! 
The first child gets “dethroned” – thrown off his 
royal seat with a thump back to Planet Earth. Sud-
denly, Mom and Dad might be too busy taking care 
of Baby to get Mr. Oldest Prince what he wants. 
Adler suggested that this creates a quality in first-
born children that stays with them for life: They’re 
always trying to get their parents’ favor back, so 
they follow the rules, set high goals, behave re-
sponsibly, and try to accomplish a lot. First-borns 
also tend to develop into leaders because they’re 
used to leading in their own family.
First-borns are not the only ones affected by their 
birth order. MIDDLE CHILDREN are said to be ignored 
or overlooked because their parents are busy fig-
uring out the new stage of life that their oldest is 
in, plus taking care of the younger ones – and this 
causes middle children to look for ways to get at-
tention. They might become the family clown, 
making everyone laugh, or the family talent, im-
pressing everyone with their skills. They’re also 
caught between the older ends and younger ends 
of the family, so they often become peacemakers, 
bringing everyone together.
And the LAST BORN? Since they grow up with ev-
eryone thinking they’re cutest kid there ever was, 
they get used to getting what they want, without 
worrying about following the rules. They grow 
up more relaxed – and often, more creative. Be-
cause they’re used to receiving praise, they’re not 
worried about trying something new or different; 
people always love them anyway! This often leads 
“youngests” to becoming inventors, experiment-
ers, and risk-takers.
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Truth in Types
In recent years, scientists have begun to 
study these claims, trying to find out: are 
these assumptions really true?
The answer? It’s kind of hard to tell.
There are so many factors that combine to 
create a personality. One family may have a 
boy first and then a girl second – so the girl 
can take on characteristics of an “oldest” 
because she’s the oldest girl. Another fam-
ily may have a particularly talented second 
child – so the oldest is the one who often feels 
ignored. And every family has their own cir-
cumstances – such as how involved the par-
ents are, how many kids they have, and even 
what neighborhood they live in – that all af-
fect the way the children turn out. 
There’s no way to know if Rina is responsi-
ble because she’s the oldest or because of 100 
other reasons!
While many psychologists today stand 
strongly by the claim that birth order mat-
ters, modern research has yet to prove that it 
is definitely true. 

Where Do Twins 
Fit In?
If birth order makes a difference, twins can 
certainly complicate matters. Does Chaim 
really count as the first born if he’s only 30 
seconds older than Shmuel?
Birth order experts say that twins will usual-
ly find their place by taking one spot for the 
price of two. If the twins are in the middle, 
they’ll both be true middles. And if they’re 
the youngest or the oldest, they will share the 
characteristics common of those positions – 
they can both be carefree, pampered young-
ests, or both be responsible, leader-type 
oldests. Wherever they end up in the family, 
they’ll usually share the spot with each other.

A Birth Order Riddle
Wrap your head around this true story: Little 
Samuel and Ronan Peterson are twins who 
were born in November of 2016, but their birth 
order is a complicated tale. Samuel was born first, 
but Ronan is older. 
Who is the first born in this family?
Confused about how that could even be possible? 
Here’s the explanation. Samuel was born at 1:39 
a.m. on November 6. Twenty-one minutes later, 
his twin had still not made his appearance, and the 
nurses began pulling down the clocks on hospital 
walls. It was the night of Daylight Savings Time, 
and it was time to change the clocks from 2:00 a.m. 
back to 1:00 a.m. Just ten minutes after that, little 
Ronan was born – at 1:10 a.m., earlier than his old-
er brother!
On their birth certificates, it certainly looks like 
Ronan is older. According to the times that they 
were born, Ronan arrived 29 minutes earlier. But 
the family knows the truth: Samuel was really first. 
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Can You Change 
Your Traits?
If the tales are true, your personality 
might develop a certain way based on 
when you were born, whether you like 
it or not. You’re the oldest, so you like 
things to be orderly and precise – but 
you have a hard time relaxing or say-
ing yes to a friend’s spontaneous invi-
tation. Or perhaps you’re the young-
est, and you can’t keep on top of your 
schoolwork – it’s just too hard to be 
organized and neat. 
Is it possible to change the way you 
are?
As Torah Jews, we know that we can 
always grow, change, learn, and im-
prove our middos. In fact, that’s one 
of the reasons Hashem put us in this 
world! He wants us to become the best 
that we can be. And we can do that in 
two ways: by gaining the positive char-
acter traits that we don’t have, and by 
using the natural characteristics that 
we do have in the right way.
First-born, last-born, totally mid-
dle-born – wherever you are, it’s just 
where you’re meant to be!

Your family photos say you’re third, but your easygoing nature 
says you’re last. Or does it? Take our quiz to see if you match your 
true spot in the family.

Everyone is in the mood of a different kind of supper. You 
say:
A) “I just want everyone to be happy!”
B) “I think pizza is the best choice because the largest num-
ber of people want pizza.”
C) “I’m so in the mood of beef and broccoli. Can we please do 
Chinese?”
Your class is assigned an essay called “What I Want to Be 
When I Grow Up.” You write:
A) Something hands-on, out-of-the-box, and original
B) A teacher, CEO, company boss, or other leadership posi-
tion
C) A grown-up!
Your mother had a long day and needs to take a rest. She asks 
you to:
A) Watch all of the others, prepare supper, or straighten up 
B) Keep it down while she’s sleeping
C) Stay out of trouble!
The cleaning lady is coming to straighten up your bedroom. 
When she walks in, she finds:
A) Hurricane Sandy the Second – it’s an absolute mess
B) Piles of creative pursuits, such as crafts, colored pencils, 
and building tools
C) A neatly made bed, tidy dresser, and clear floor
Your class gave every student in the room a funny title. Yours 
is:
A) Class BFF 
B) Center of Attention Charlie
C) Mr. President

Oldest: 1. B 2. B 3. A 4. C 5. C 
Always responsible, reliable and mature, you’re the one people 
look up to and know they can depend upon. You’re a natural role 
model, so use your power of influence to inspire others to do 
good!
Middle: 1. A 2. C 3. B 4. A 5. B
You know what it’s like to be caught in the middle, so you try to 
keep others happy while you make yourself stand out. A peace-
maker, yet at the same time, funny and the one to watch, you can’t 
always be bothered to straighten up, but who cares? You make 
people smile and bring life to the room.
Youngest: 1. C 2. A 3. C 4. B 5. A
Charming, creative, and barrels of fun, you know what’s like to 
get your way, but you also know how to carve your own path. Peo-
ple adore you, so keep their favor by knowing when to toe the line 
and when to push the boundaries in a good way.

Does Your Personality Match Your Place?Does Your Personality Match Your Place?
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Famous and First 
Born… or Not
First-born folks are most expected to become 
leaders, but check out this list of accom-
plished people and you might think twice!

MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. 
second child of three

PRESIDENT JOHN F. KENNEDY  
second child of eight

BILL GATES 
second child of three

PRESIDENT ABRAHAM LINCOLN 
second child of three

PRESIDENT DONALD TRUMP 
fourth child of five 

Birth OrderFive Fast Facts about

• The majority of 
US Presidents were middle children. 
Some say this is because later-borns are 
bigger risk-takers!

• Out of the first 23 NASA 
astronauts, 21 of them were first-borns. 
That’s pretty risky, too!

• A big gap between children 
can cause a later-born child to act like a 
first-born. If the youngest child in the 
family is five or older when the next 
baby is born, he may act almost as if a 
whole new family is starting. 

• Only children are 
said to act like a combination of an 
oldest child and a youngest. They have 
the responsibility and maturity of being 
first-born and the charm of the baby!

• Middle children 
are said to be the most secretive of all 
the birth orders. Need to share top-secret 
information? Find a middle child!
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Was it 
Eliyahu HaNavi?
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Reb Leib, a talmid of the Baal HaTanya, Rav Shneur Zalman of Liadi, suffered so many difficulties in 
his life that he became known as Reb Leib Baal Hayessurim (the afflicted one). But all the suffering he 
went through only made him greater. In fact, when he passed away in 1836, he promised to help any-
one who would come to daven at his kever in Tzefas.
With this background, we can understand an incredible story that took place recently. 

•••
Though all her friends were married and settled with families, Leah Goldberger had not yet found her 
match. Over the past decade, her parents had tried just about everything to help her, with no success. 
One day, her father, Rabbi Binyamin Goldberger, suggested to his wife that they travel to the grave of 
Reb Leib Baal Hayessurim and recite the entire Sefer Tehillim. He had heard about Reb Leib’s promise 
and felt it was worth the trip up North from their home in Bnei Brak.
As they traveled toward Tzefas, snow began to fall. Snowstorms in Eretz Yisrael are unusual, and the 
fact that it was happening specifically on the day that they had chosen to travel made Mrs. Goldberger 
very uneasy. She was ready to give up and decided to return to Bnei Brak on the next bus heading in 
that direction. 
Reb Binyamin, however, would not give in so easily. He viewed the snowstorm as just another chal-
lenge, a bump that he would have to pass. He continued to make the trek northward by bus on his own 

while the snow began to accumulate. Before long, the ground was covered and the wind 
picked up, as well. Now there were blizzard conditions, and all public transporta-

tion stopped. But he refused to surrender.
Finally he reached the cemetery. But when he did, he was in for another 

surprise. The entire cemetery was a blanket of white. Snow covered ev-
erything. He had no idea where the grave was and had expected to ask 
someone when he arrived. But now, with all of the graves covered in 
snow, how in the world would he find the proper place to daven? 
He strained to see inside the cemetery and finally caught sight of one 
man standing and davening at a kever. Although it was a long shot, he 

hoped the man would be able to direct him to Reb Leib’s 
kever. 

Reb Binyamin carefully climbed down the steps of 
the cemetery, slowly made his way to where the 
man was standing, and asked if he knew where 
Reb Leib was buried. Amazingly, it was precisely 
at the spot where he was standing! Reb Binyamin 
couldn’t believe his good fortune. What were the 



chances? 
Reb Binyamin poured out his heart, reciting all 150 perakim 
of Tehillim. By the time he was finished, several hours later, 
he was completely drained and covered in snow from head to 
toe. But at least he’d had his chance to daven!
All along, the other man remained by Reb Binyamin’s side. 
And when Reb Binyamin finished reciting Tehillim, the kind 
individual helped him find his way out of the cemetery, assur-
ing Reb Binyamin that he wouldn’t leave him alone until he 
found his way back home. 
After leaving the cemetery, the two of them looked for some 
way, any way, to get to Bnei Brak. But the 
streets were deserted; no cars had been seen in 
a long while. 
Suddenly, a cab appeared, and Reb Binyamin 
ran toward it. “Nahag!”
The taxi driver stopped and rolled down his 
window. It was hard to imagine that his car 
could maneuver through the snow-covered 
streets, but this was Reb Binyamin’s only hope. 
“Please. Take me back to Bnei Brak. I will pay 
you whatever you want.” 
The taxi driver agreed. Before climbing into 
the car, Reb Binyamin turned around to thank his benefactor. 
But the stranger was gone. 
Reb Binyamin called out repeatedly, but no one responded. 
He didn’t know what to do; it was as if his newfound friend 
had disappeared into thin air. But the taxi driver was growing 
impatient; he could not stand there forever.
And then it hit him. It must have been Eliyahu Hanavi! 
After a long journey through inclement weather and treach-
erous road conditions, Reb Binyamin finally made it home. 
He walked into the house and told his wife the entire story. 
She nodded and acknowledged all of it. However, when he de-
clared that he had encountered Eliyahu HaNavi, she immedi-
ately dispelled the notion. “Not every person is zocheh to meet 
Eliyahu.”
He went to his yeshivah the following day and told some of 
his friends the story. They, too, were happy he had been able 
to daven at the kever, but they also dismissed the idea of their 
friend meeting Eliyahu Hanavi. 
Frustrated, Reb Binyamin went to tell his story to the posek 
hador, Rav Shmuel Wosner. He told the Rav all: how they 
waited for 10 years for their daughter to find a shidduch, how 
he’d traveled to Tzefas through a snowstorm to daven at the 
kever of Reb Leib...and how he met Eliyahu Hanavi. 
At that point, Rav Shmuel did what the others had done. He 

expressed great satisfaction that Reb Binyamin was able to 
complete his journey, yet informed him that despite what he 
may have thought or felt, he had not met Eliyahu Hanavi.
Reb Binyamin went home and accepted that no one was going 
to believe him. Maybe he was overreacting. 
But then, early the next morning, there was a knock on the 
door. 
It was Rav Wosner’s gabbai, with a message that Rav Shmuel 
wanted to see him. Reb Binyamin ran out the door and went to 
meet with Rav Shmuel. 
Rav Shmuel greeted him warmly and told him that he had to 
clarify something. “I told you yesterday that you did not meet 
Eliyahu. Indeed, you did not. Then last night I had a dream, 
and Reb Leib Baal Hayessurim appeared to me and told me 
that the Aibeshter saw how distraught you were, how lost you 
felt — and He sent Reb Leib himself down to earth, to help you 
out and to make sure that you did not feel alone.
“I dismissed your claims, though I shouldn’t have. Perhaps 
you didn’t encounter Eliyahu Hanavi. But you met Reb Leib 
Baal Hayessurim.” 
A short while later, Reb Leib fulfilled his promise and Leah 
found her shidduch.
We must never forget the message of this story. No matter how 
dejected we may feel, we must always remember that Hashem 
does not leave a Yid alone.  

By the time he was finished several 
hours later, he was completely drained 
and covered in snow from head to toe. 

But at least he had his chance to daven!
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The mere words gave me chills. They came to me in 
good dreams; they chased me in my nightmares. 
You know what? I still remember when I was in first 
grade. All those years and years ago. I walked into 
the big, big lunchroom of grades one through five, 
and I felt very, very small. Then I saw a table full 
of screaming and giggling giants, and I knew, I just 
knew, that they were the fifth graders. 
They were so big, I felt like a pea near them. 
And now, little old me was going into fifth grade!
Here’s what’s funny: I didn’t feel very big. I actually 
felt very…small. 
Like, the eighth graders? They were so BIG! 

•••

“Ohhhh, nice braid!” Shevy said. I blushed and 
self-consciously put a hand to my head. I thought 
fifth grade was a nice time to change my hairstyle. 
Shevy was going into tenth grade. She was prac-
tically of marriageable age. 
Scary. Not for the first time 
in my life, I was glad I wasn’t 
Shevy.
“Pancakes, Mimi?” Mommy 
offered. 
I shook my head no. There 
were about 15 elephants sit-
ting in my stomach and steal-
ing my appetite. ‘Cause, yeah. 
Fifth grade. 
“What are you most excit-
ed and nervous about?” my 
mother whispered as she sat 
down near me. There was a sprinkling of flour on 
her nose, but I couldn’t even smile. My face felt fro-

zen in an “o” shape, like a donut with 
too much frosting on it. 
“Fifth GRADE,” I squeaked. 
“It’s scary,” Mommy agreed. “But so, so 
exciting. No?” 
I nodded. 

FIFTH GRADE!!!
•••

The school bus filled with girls of var-
ious ages and stages, and slowly, the el-

ephants in my stomach went to sleep. Leah was still 
Leah, the bus was still the bus, and (I looked down to 
make sure) Mimi was still Mimi.
But there was a difference. There was a pea-sized 
difference sniffling in the front of the bus. She was 
definitely a first grader; I could see it in the way her 
eyes were looking at me and Leah and our friends as 
if she was scared we would squash her by mistake. 
“Think First Grader,” I thought. “On her first day 
of school. She must be feeling afraid. She might not 
know where to go!” 

“Leah, do you mind saving my 
seat for a minute?” I whispered. 
A lesson I learned early on in 
my school-bus-riding career 
was that your seat was some-
thing worth guarding. If you 
weren’t careful, it would be 
snatched by a monster, eighth 
grader, same thing. 
Survival tactics, we call it. Us 
fifth graders. 
“Where are you going?” 
I tilted my head in the direc-
tion of the red-eyed first grader. 

Leah nodded. She understood that I was once again 
going to save the day. 
Or else she just pretended to know what I meant. 
Whatever. 
I headed to Sniffler in the front. She turned to look 
at me and then turned away. I put an arm around her 
shoulder. 
“Hi, I’m Mimi. Don’t worry,” I said in my most sooth-
ing voice. I remembered what I’d felt like when I was 
in first grade. “I know it’s tough, being the youngest 
on the bus and everything. But it gets better. And 
you’ll grow older. And soon the fifth graders won’t 
even look so big!” 
Sniffler sniffed. And shook her head from side to 

There were about 
15 elephants sitting 
in my stomach and 

stealing my appetite. 
‘Cause yeah. Fifth 

grade. 
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DON’T JUDGE A BOOK BY ITS COVER

FIFTH GRADE. 



43Issue 146• September 2, 2019 • The Circle

Illustr
ation by Sar

ela Judow
itz, 8

side. Her glasses slipped and I caught a 
glimpse of her red eyes. 
Oy. Such tzaros in Klal Yisrael. My heart 
went out to her. 
“Leave it to me,” I said with a Mimi smile. 
“We’re going to get you to your classroom 
and your morah in no time. You don’t have to 
worry about a thing.” 
Again, Sniffler sniffed. And shook her head. 
I was not taking no for an answer. There was 
no reason in the world why someone should 
suffer unnecessarily. I walked back to my 
seat, the elephants gone completely. 
Wow. I didn’t think being in fifth grade would 
be such a responsibility. Such an opportuni-
ty for chessed. Wait 'till I told my family!
They’d be so proud of me, little old me, for-
mer first grader, current giant. 
Woohoo! 

•••

“This year is a special year,” Mrs. Tingler 
said in an anticipatory tone. 
I sat up straighter in my chair, even if ev-
ery teacher said that. Every single year. But 
FIFTH GRADE! This year was a special 
year. 
My teacher was definitely right. 
When we left the bus, Sniffler had disap-
peared as if kidnapped by a group of aliens. 
I said a kapitel of Tehillim, hoping she would 
be okay. Not easy, being a first grader. I won-
dered how she was doing in her new class-
room. 
“… and the contest rules are as follows.” 
My head snapped back up from its perch in 
my elbow. Contest?

“Every girl will get a – Hello, Mrs.             
Pertinent!” Mrs. Tingler motioned to us 
to stand up. The principal had entered 
the room. 
There was a girl with her. 
Everyone started whispering. 
“A new girl!” 
“I heard she’s from Israel!” 
“And she’s Gila’s cousin!” 
I just stared. Sniffler stared back at 
me. Her eyes were still red. Confused, 

I raised my hand in a mini wave. She didn’t 
wave back. 
“Girls, meet Chaya Perela Liss. She’s from 
Eretz Yisrael, and she’s happy to be joining 
your class this year. I’m sure you’ll all do your 
best to make her feel comfortable.” Mrs. Per-
tinent smiled and then nodded at Mrs. Tin-
gler to continue. Then she left the room. 
Chaya Perela was seated two seats away 
from me. 
I felt terrible, assuming she was a first 
grader and everything. She was just 
short. A short fifth grader, but a fifth 
grader nonetheless. It was one of those 
“Earth, please swallow me up if you 
don’t mind,” moments. 
Suddenly, a note landed on my desk. 
I unfolded the glittery paper, and a shower of 
glitter cascaded onto my skirt. 
Dear Mimi, 

Thank you for trying to help me on the bus. I know 
I’m short, and I’m used to people thinking I’m 
younger than I am. I’m sorry for not answering 
you before, but I have terrible allergies (that’s 
why my eyes are tearing) and my throat hurts 
me when I speak. 

Are you the famous Mimi from The Circle? 
You look like her.

I hope we can be friends. 

Love, C.P.L.

I lifted my eyes and smiled. Chaya Perela 
smiled back. 
And you know what? At that moment, I felt 
really big.  

ONLY MIMI!
DON’T JUDGE A BOOK BY ITS COVER

G. Schiff



Avi

There was one thing I knew for sure: I was 
much too young to be caught in the middle 
of this battle.

In the ominously dark cellar, the Ukrainian 
man and his henchman stood their ground 
menacingly, but Mr. Y and Rabbi Stein-
wurtzel stared back in defiance.

In a weird way, I felt like I was watching a 
tennis match between two fierce sets of 
competitors, and I was more than a little 
curious who would win. 

But my racing heart reminded me that this 
was NO GAME.

Whoever lost could be badly hurt – or 
worse! – and I was scared stiff of what the 
outcome might be.

These terrifying men had spent a lot of time 

and money to get Rabbi Steinwurtzel back 
to Ukraine, and they would not give up on 
that mission without a fierce fight. 

Even Mr. Y – strong, silent, and intimidat-
ing Mr. Y – knew that the larger Ukrainian 
man was a ticking time bomb, ready to ex-
plode.

“Gregory, you don’t want to do anything too 
rash,” he urged the man who lumbered over 
us. “The police are on their way, but you 
have time to run before they arrest you for 
entrapping us. Go before it’s too late.”

But Gregory only laughed. “Did you forget 
that, unlike you, the Ukrainian people are 
not cowards?” he sniped. “When Maksim 
humiliated me by running away with all his 
nuclear secrets, I promised myself I would 
drag him back, no matter the cost and no 
matter the danger. So I’m not afraid of the 
American police. The weapons I have are 
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Rabbi Steinwurtzel and Mr. Y find Avi in the cellar, but then they are all trapped by Gregory, the 
Ukrainian who has been searching for Rabbi Steinwurtzel.
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as strong as those the police carry, so the police 
should run from me before it’s too late.”

My knees nearly buckled beneath me.

Did Gregory have a gun? It sounded like he had 
weapons even more dangerous than guns! 

Bombs? Grenades? Missiles? 

Rabbi Steinwurtzel must have 
sensed my terror because he 
pushed me backward and stood 
in front of me like a shield. 

“Let the boy leave,” he demanded, 
his voice low and gravelly. “This 
struggle is between you and me, 
Gregory, and he doesn’t have 
to be caught in the middle of it. 
Let him go, and I will go back to 
Ukraine with you. I will go back 
to Ukraine without a fight.”

A sob welled up in my throat. 
“No!” I burst out, almost with-
out thinking. “I won’t let you go back! They will 
throw you in prison – who knows what they’ll do 
to you! – just because you want to live your life as 
a frum Jew.”

Rabbi Steinwurtzel motioned frantically for me 
to stay quiet, but Gregory only laughed. “Smart 
boy,” he sneered. “Maksim will go to prison, prob-
ably for the rest of his life. But I’m not letting you 
leave either. You’ve already proven yourself to 
be a troublemaker, and I’m not letting you out 
of this cellar until I have Maksim on a plane to 
Ukraine, where he belongs.”

I felt sick to my stomach.

Gregory was going to keep me in the cellar, even 
after they left?

How was he going to do that? I knew the way out!

Gregory signaled for his henchman to approach, 
and the two of them reached into a black bag 
Gregory had at his side.  

My whole body started to shake.

What did they have in there? Handcuffs? Ropes 
to tie me up? Chemicals to put me to sleep? A 
gun? What would they use to keep me in the cel-
lar and out of their way?

Panicking, I looked to Rabbi Steinwurtzel and 
Mr. Y for help, but neither of them was looking 

in my direction. Instead, they 
were staring intently at each 
other, as if they could commu-
nicate with only their eyes.

I swallowed anxiously. Were 
they as scared as I was? Did 
they know what Gregory had in 
his bag?

But I didn’t have time to find 
out what Gregory was looking 
for or what Rabbi Steinwurtzel 
and Mr. Y were planning. The 
moment Gregory began pulling 
something out of his bag, Rabbi 

Tzippy Kestenbaum
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Steinwurtzel and Mr. Y pounced.

“Now!” they shouted in unison.

Like a pair of choreographed dancers, Rabbi 
Steinwurtzel and Mr. Y each grabbed a man 
in a headlock and hit him hard on the side of 
the head with their left fists. Within seconds, 
Gregory and his henchman crumpled to the 
ground like paper dolls and lay heavy and 
motionless on the cold cellar floor.

I pinched myself to make sure I wasn’t 
dreaming. What on earth had just happened?

“That was so fast!” I gasped. “Are they alive?”

Rabbi Steinwurtzel placed his fingers on 
Gregory’s neck to 
locate his pulse. 
“Yes, very much 
alive. But it looks 
like he might be 
unconscious for 
a bit.”

“Same for this 
guy,” Mr. Y de-
clared wryly 
about the man 
at his feet. “But 
he’s also going to 
enjoy a nice, long 

nap until the police get here.”

“How did you do that?” I sputtered in awe.  

“Years and years of military training,” Mr. 
Y wheezed. He was struggling to catch his 
breath, but I was still amazed. For a man his 
age, he was a powerhouse!

“And Hashem’s help,” Rabbi Steinwurtzel 
added. Mr. Y nodded in agreement.

“You have got to teach me how to 
do that!” I burst out. “No one will 

ever start up with me again!”

Mr. Y shook his head. “My 
brachah to you is that you 

never need to know how to fight like we do. 
You should focus on your learning and stay 
as far away from dangerous men as you can.”

I blushed sheepishly. He was right. I never 
again wanted to feel as scared as I’d felt only 
a few seconds ago!

Before I could say anything, the cellar door 
was wrenched open again.

“It’s the police!” a deep voice shouted. “No-
body move!”

I nearly collapsed in relief.

This time, I heard no Ukrainian accent. It re-
ally was the police!

Rabbi Steinwurtzel, Mr. Y, and I all threw our 
hands up in the air to show the police that we 
posed no threat, even though there were two 
bodies at our feet.

Two men in uniform climbed into the cellar 
and surveyed the scene in confusion. “You 
guys have a lot of explaining to do,” one of-
ficer said with a raised eyebrow, as he bent 
down to examine Gregory and his henchman. 

“We’re going to need an ambulance,” the oth-
er officer barked into his radio.

“Happy to explain everything, officers,” Rab-
bi Steinwurtzel replied. “Just as soon as this 
poor boy gets out of here. He’s been stuck in 
the cellar for hours and could really use some 
fresh air.”

“Sure thing,” the first officer said. “But we 
have a few questions for this young man too.”  

I gulped.

None of the adults had believed me 
for a very long time. Would every-
one be ready to hear my story now? 

And, once all my secrets were 
out, would I dig myself out of 
trouble once and for all?

to be continued...
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Chapter 30

Bella and Binyamin hide the vial moments before the men burst into the hut. The men demand the vial, but the kids 
won’t give it up. The man makes a phone call. 

Bella’s staring at me like 
I’m the key to this puzzle. 
Like I’m the one who’s 
supposed to know who 

this man is and who we’re about to speak to. 
I shrug my shoulders. “I have no idea.” 
She keeps staring until her eyes look like drills.  
“What?” I say. My mouth feels weird, like my jaw was 
knocked off my face and is hanging in front of me. I 
move my mouth around, but the words are stuck in my 
teeth. 

Then Bella opens her mouth. My eyes shake and her 
teeth start to fall. They are shaking and clattering as 
one, two, three – they hit the ground. 
My eyelids feel like rocks. 
Bella – her name pounds somewhere in my head, and 
her teeth keep falling and falling. 
Why are her teeth falling out? And how many teeth does 
she have? Did that man hit her? Did he hit her?!
“Binyamin!” She’s screaming my name. 
I try to turn my head. 
“Binyamin!” 

Binyomin
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It’s too late. I can’t stop him 
now. He has already yanked 
up Binyamin’s sleeve and 
plunged the shot deep into 
his arm. I don’t even know 

why I called for help. I don’t know who they are. May-
be they’re our enemies – and who knows what he did 
to Binyamin?
I look around, frantic. No one else could have saved 
him. 
“Don’t worry!” the man calls, and that’s when I realize 
that I’m still screaming. 
“We got him just in time. He’s going to be okay.” 
I look down. Binyamin is still wobbling, but his eyes 
are open. 
“There you go,” the man says. His hand is propped be-
hind Binyamin’s neck, and my back prickles. 

My tongue feels thick, like a heavy piece of wood. 
“Who are you?” I finally ask. “And what did you just do 
to him?” 
“Ah,” the man behind me says. “So you finally want to 
know who we are?” 
I turn, and he’s grinning like he’s about to hand me a 
triple-scoop ice cream cone. 
“Where’s the compound?” he asks. 
My mouth drops open. “I have no idea what you’re 
talking about,” I say. 
His eyes flash, but he laughs. “Hey, I’m kidding.” He 
shrugs. “Sort of.” 
He hands me the phone. “Here, someone wants to talk 
to you,” he says. He wipes his hand across his face. 
“Then you’ll give us the compound,” he says. “There’s 
no question about it.” 

BINYAMIN!
Help! He 
fainted!

Stand 
still! Wait! What are 

you doing?

Bella

Uh, hello?

Bella! 

Grandma?! 

Bella, I’m glad to 
hear your voice!

Who are these men? 

They’re my 
men. They 
came to 
save you. 

Save us? 
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I don’t understand. 
I look at the man. “I don’t 
understand,” I say. “What 
are you saving us from?” 

He throws his head back and actually laughs.  “You 
kids were in so much trouble, you have no idea.” 
He reaches into his pocket and pulls out our watches. 
“Hey!” I say. “That’s mine.” 
He shakes his head. “No,” he says. “They’re actually 
mine. I built them with your Grandma.” He turns the 
watches over in his hands and moves closer to me. 
“See that?” he says. He points to a small hourglass that 
we never saw before. It’s bright red and blinking. 
“I don’t want to scare you kids,” he says. “But if you 
would have used those watches even one more time, 
you would have faded away and we could never have 
saved you.” 
A weird surge of anger runs through me. 

“We would have figured it out,” I say. “You didn’t have 
to jump us!” 
He looks straight at me. “You have no idea how pow-
erful these watches are.” He smiles. “Besides, you kids 
would have done anything to get that compound to 
your Grandma.” 
I swallow a big lump that is suddenly in my throat. 
“Our father’s very sick,” I say.
The man nods. “My name’s Joe, by the way,” he says. 
“And we’re going to get you and that compound out of 
here.” 
“We’re going back to New York?” I ask. 
Joe shakes his head. 
“We’re going to Israel,” he says. “Your parents are wait-
ing for you.” 
“What about Grandma?” Binyamin asks.  
“We’ll get that compound to her,” he says. “If you kids 
will ever hand it over.”

Bella

The end.

Over there! 
Over there!

You kids are heroes. 

Hero! 
Hero!

He’s a hero 
too. 

Then let’s 
find a way 
to get him 
to Israel. 

But first, we gotta get this 
compound to Grandma and get 
you kids home. You’ve had enough 

adventure for this summer. 

For our whole lives, 
I think. 

Hmmm… I don’t know. If you 
refilled those watches, 
maybe we’d do this again.

Maybe, if we had food and 
a place to sleep and…

That would be no 
fun at all!



Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
Play-Doh

Earth isn’t the 
only planet that 
experiences 

rain, but rain on other planets 
is totally different than ours. 
Jupiter gets liquid helium rain; 
Venus’s rain is sulfuric acid. 
And on Uranus and Neptune, it 
rains diamonds! There’s even 
rain on the sun – it’s made of 
plasma, an extremely hot type 
of gas. 

“It’s raining cats and dogs!” 
While that’s never actually hap-
pened (the phrase comes from 
the 17th century, when animals 
commonly got washed out 

through drainage systems), there have been 
times when animals – including frogs, birds, 
fish, spiders, and octopuses – have rained 
down from the sky. 
Scientists believe that 
it may happen when 
tornados form over 
the water, pick up the 
animals, and release 
them later on, but that 
explanation has not 
been proven.

Raindrops come in different 
sizes, and they fall at different 
speeds depending on size. Driz-
zle drops fall at an average of 4.5 
mph, while larger drops fall at 

up to 20 mph. 
On average, it 
takes a drop 
of rain two 
minutes to fall 
from the cloud 
to the ground.

Every minute 
of every day, 
one billion 
tons of rain 
fall on Earth!

Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
RAIN

10

9
8

1
Even the littlest kids know what rain-
drops look like, right? Guess what – 
they’re not actually the teardrop shape 
that you think they are! Raindrops are 
actually shaped more like hamburger 

buns; as they 
fall, they’re 
nearly sphere-
shaped, but as 
they get closer 
to the ground 
they flatten out 
on the bottom.

2



Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
Play-Doh

On the opposite end of the wet/
dry spectrum is the world’s wettest 
place: Mawsynram, India, where 
they get 
over 460 
inches of 

rain every year.

Hey! 
I NEVER 

KNEW THAT!
RAIN

7

In one of the driest climates on 
Earth, you can witness “phantom 
rain.” That’s when the rain evapo-
rates before it reaches the ground, 
so there can be “curtains of rain 

dangling in the sky,” as one environmen-
talist describes the phenomenon!

In Botswana, a super-dry Afri-
can country, rain is so precious 
and rare that the word for rain – 

“pula” – is also the name of the currency.

Love that after-rain smell? It’s called 
petrichor, and technically it comes 
from the ground. The scent is an oil 
that the earth releases when rain 
hits it.

3

You may think the driest 
places in the world are 
the huge deserts in Africa, 
but the place that gets the 

smallest 
amount 
of rainfall 
every year 
– less than 
six inches 
– is Antarc-
tica!

5

4

6

Yael Dorfman

51Issue 146• September 2, 2019 • The Circle



WE’RE BACK WE’RE BACK 
WITH MORE! WITH MORE! 

LOTS OF LUCKY CIRCLE READERS ARE 
BUSY WRITING LETTERS TO THEIR CIRCLE 

BUDDIES. WANT TO BE ONE OF THEM? SEND 
US THE STUB TO REQUEST ONE OF THE CIRCLE 

BUDDIES LISTED HERE!

Already corresponding with your Circle Buddy? Let us know how it’s 
going, and you may be featured in our upcoming Circle Buddy Corner!

Shira Schwartz, 11
Grade 5
Providence, ri

Sussy Goldstein, 13
Grade 7
SPrinG valley, ny

Sarala Goldstein, 8
Grade 3

MonSey, ny

Perry Goldstein, 9
Grade 4

SPrinG valley, ny

Leah Alpert, 8
Grade 2

lakewood, nJ

Chaya Sara Brustowsky, 15
Grade 9

lakewood, nJ

Raizy Blum, 11
Grade 5

lakewood, nJ

Ruchella Weil, 12
Grade 6

Brooklyn, ny

Hudis Brustowsky, 12
Grade 6

lakewood, nJ

Rochi Metzger, 12
Grade 6

lakewood, nJ

Molly Cohn, 10
Grade 5

clifton, nJ

Dina Zegerman, 13
Grade 7

clifton, nJ

Estie Lichter, 14
Grade 8

MonSey, ny

Malkie Malinowitz, 13
Grade 7

lakewood, nJ

Miri Goldberg, 9
Grade 3

lakewood, nJ

Bracha Leah Becker, 9
Grade 4
lakewood, nJ

Hadassah Hager, 12
Grade 7

JackSon, nJ

Malki Tyner, 14
Grade 8

loS anGeleS, ca



Chaya Brenner, 11
Grade 5

clifton, nJ

Devorah Bowick, 14
Grade 8

oak Park, Mi

Yocheved Gettinger, 11
Grade 5

loS anGeleS, ca

Yitty Gettinger, 9
Grade 4

loS anGeleS, ca

Elisheva Carlebach, 9
Grade 3

lakewood, nJ

Esther Malka Marcus, 11
Grade 6
Boca raton, fl

Adina Carlebach, 8
Grade 2
lakewood, nJ

Perel Hirsch, 9
Grade 4

PaSSaic, nJ

Chaya Ita Greenspan, 13
Grade 7

lakewood, nJ

Malky Oppman, 10
Grade 4

Brooklyn, ny

Rachel Schachter, 11
Grade 5

Providence, ri

Sori Katzenstein, 11
Grade 5

far rockaway, ny

Hindy Dyckman, 10
Grade 4
Brooklyn, ny

Bracha Brustowksy, 11
Grade 5
lakewood, nJ

Leah Laufman, 10
Grade 5

Brooklyn, ny

Ettel Sternbuch, 8
Grade 3

lakewood, nJ

Simi Lunger, 13
Grade 7

SPrinG valley, ny

Esty Lunger, 9
Grade 3

SPrinG valley, ny 

Esther Kaufman, 9
Grade 3
lakewood, nJ 

If you would like to be Circle Buddies with someone on this 
list, please submit your information by September 13.
Name _____________________________  Age _________________________ 
Grade_____________________________   Phone ______________________
Full address ____________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________________
I would like to become Circle Buddies with ________________________
If Circle Buddies receive multiple buddy requests, they will select 
from the names they receive. So if you don’t hear from the person 
you requested, look out for more names that will be printed in the 
coming weeks!

I’m a proud Circle Buddy!
My name ________________________________________________
My Circle Buddy’s name _________________________________
How many letters we’ve written one another _______________
What we have in common _______________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
If we could go somewhere together, it would probably be ____
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________

email submissions@circmag.com | fax 732.813.1551 | mail  The Circle  235 River Avenue Lakewood, NJ 08701

SHIRA SENDIC, chicago, il 
& HENNA LEVOVITZ, cleveland heights, oh

Shira and Henna have already exchanged ten letters—and 
there are more coming! 

What they have in common: “We both are the oldest 
girls in our families, and we both like to read.”

if they could go someWhere together, it would 
probably be Eretz Yisrael.

ROCHEL SILVERBERG, airmont, ny

& SHIRA LUCHINS, passaic, nj

So far, Shira wrote three letters and Rochel wrote two. They 
also spoke on the phone!

What they have in common: “We both LOVE to read!”

if they could go someWhere together, it would 
probably be The Circle office.

CIRCLE BUDDIES CORNERCIRCLE BUDDIES CORNER



A Royal 
Encounter
Rav Tzvi Hirsch Spira, the Munkaczer 

Rebbe, lived from 1845-1914.Marienbad, Austria, 1908. The queen of Holland 
is arriving for a short, unofficial vacation.

Your Majesty, 
we have arrived 

in Marienbad. I am 
sure Your Majesty 

will enjoy a nice 
vacation.

The media has not 
been informed of your 

trip. We should be able 
to avoid crowds and 

attention.

Why 
is there such 

a large crowd of 
people? It looks 

like they are here to 
greet an important 

person.

I 
will find 
out, Your 
Majesty.

He 
told me 

that the Rebbe 
of Munkacz is 

arriving. A rebbe is 
a leader among the 
Jews, an extremely 

wise man. People come 
for advice and for 

blessings, which 
are often 
fulfilled.

Hmmm. I have 
never heard of such a 

thing. I have no children, 
and I worry that I will be 
the last queen from my 

family. Perhaps I can 
get a blessing.

See 
if you can 

arrange an 
appointment 
for me with 
the Rebbe.

Your 
Majesty, the 

Rebbe will meet you 
here. Because he only 

speaks Yiddish, he 
will bring along a 

translator.

I 
will 

try, Your 
Majesty.

Whom 
is everyone 

here to 
see?

The 
Rebbe of 

Munkacz will be 
arriving soon.

What is a 
Rebbe?
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Yona Yagid

One year later:
36 years later:

For 
many years I have 

not been blessed with 
children. It pains me to know 

that I will be the last member 
of my family to rule Holland. 

If the Rabbi will bless me 
to have a child, I will be 

forever grateful.

Congratulations! 
Her Majesty Queen 
Wilhelmina has given 
birth to a baby girl! 

Long live the 
queen!

Ribono 
Shel Olam! This 

is the second time 
they denied my request! 
What will I do? There is 
no future for Jews here 

in Hungary! 
I have an idea. I will 
write directly to 

the queen.

Your 
majesty, we have 

received a letter 
from Hungary. It is 
written in Yiddish.

Call the 
chazzan of the 

local synagogue. 
Ask him to 
translate.

To her royal 
Majesty,

After suffering through the war, I 
would like to rebuild my life in Holland. 

I am sure Her Majesty remembers that day 
in the park in Marienbad when the Rebbe of 

Munkacz blessed Her Majesty with a child. 
I was the man who translated the Rabbi’s 
blessing for the queen. I humbly request 

to be allowed to come to Holland.

How can I 
forget that day? I 

am forever grateful 
to the holy rabbi. 

Send this man a visa 
immediately!

Hashem will bless 
you with a child this 

year. And the monarchy 
of Holland will remain 

in your family until 
Mashiach arrives.
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Back-to-School 
Cookies

Hi! 

We call these back-to-school cookies in our house 

because my mother always makes a huge batch be-

fore we start school. They’re great to take for break-

fast when you’re running late, as a recess snack, or 

even frozen as an evening treat. Just make sure to 

double the batch – they’re that good!

Menachem Murray

Equipment:
 � measuring cups and spoons
 � mixing bowl
 � mixing spoon
 � cookie sheet

Munching
Menachem

withwith

Faigy Murray

    Directions:
1. Place the first 6 in-

gredients in a large 
bowl and mix. Add 
the rest and mix un-
til just incorporated. 
Don’t overmix!

2. Shape into small 
balls and place on a 
lined cookie sheet.

3. Bake at 350° for 10-
12 minutes.

Enjoy!

Ingredients:
 � ½ cup oil
 � ½ cup brown sugar
 � ¼ cup sugar
 � 1 egg
 � 1 tsp vanilla extract
 � 1 tsp cinnamon
 � 1 cup flour
 � ½ tsp baking soda
 � 1½ cups old-fashioned 
oats 

 � 1 cup chocolate chips or 
raisins (or both!)
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Back-to-School 
Cookies
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or a minute no one breathed. Then Yo said, “Okay, I think –”

“Quiet!” Moe snapped in a whisper. “He’ll hear us!”

“Who, Rabbi Berkowitz? He –”

“Not Rabbi Berkowitz. The intruder!”

“What?” I wheeled around to face Moe, but there was a pokey thing coming out 
of nowhere. I tripped and fell heavily against someone, and we tumbled to the 
ground with a muffled crash. We froze, but no one came.

“Sorry!” I whispered.

“’S’okay,” Yo whispered back. By the thin light coming in from under the door, I could vaguely 
make out his outline as he staggered back to his feet.

“Quiet!” Moe hissed again. “The shooter could be out there right now!”

I tried to keep my voice steady. “How do you know there’s a shooter?”

“Didn’t you hear the announcement? The school is in lockdown! What else could it be?”

It was quiet for a minute. I rocked from side to side, shifting my weight from my right leg to 
my left. The electric room was really more of a closet than a room. It was dark, and it wasn’t 
designed for three kids to rest comfortably while they figured out what to do.

RULES 
GAMEOF THE 

F
Moe, Yo and Yitz sneak out of school to the pharmacy across the street. They get back 

late and hide in the electric closet. The school goes into lockdown.

rena zoberman
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“This is crazy,” Yo muttered. “We 
have to get out of here.”

“Brilliant,” Moe hissed back. 
“How exactly do you think we’re 
supposed to ‘get out’ of here? The 
intruder could be anywhere.”

“We could run right back out-
side,” Yo suggested, still whisper-
ing. “Same door we came in. It’s 
right here.”

“Won’t the door be locked?” I 
said.

Moe rounded on Yo. “Lockdown, 
get it?” 

I heard Yo slap a fist into his palm. 
“Lockdown means the teachers 
lock their doors. You think Rabbi 
Berkowitz went around locking 
all the outside doors?”

“Uh, yeah, actually,” I said, trying 
to remember what Officer Ned 
had told us. “I do think that’s the 
point of a lockdown; no one can 
get in or out.”

“We’d have heard if someone had 
come past to lock the door,” Yo 
said.

“They can lock the doors auto-
matically, from the office!” Moe 
said. “Duh!”

Yo turned toward Moe, lost his 
balance, and lurched forward 

in the small space. He 
caught himself and said, 

“Oh yeah? So what do 
you think we should 

do, stay here forev-
er?”

Actually, I did think we should 
stay there. Was the intruder likely 
to think of looking in here?

“Of course not,” Moe snarled. It 
was quiet for a minute, then he 
muttered, “This would never have 
happened if not for your dumb ce-
real.”

“Excuse me?” In the tiny, 
crammed closet, Yo’s whisper 
sounded unnaturally loud. “What 
does the cereal have to do with 
it?”

“Because!” Moe sounded bit-
ter. “If you hadn’t made a whole 
deal out of wanting the cereal we 
would have been back on time!”

Yo’s voice was full of disbelief. 
“Oh, really? Maybe it was your 
fault for wasting time hunting for 
Jolly Ranchers! Which you didn’t 
even buy!”

“Guys, quiet!” I reminded them.

“We went there for the Jolly 
Ranchers!” Moe retorted. “That 
was the whole point! Not the ce-

real!”

“You’re making too much noise!” I 
said frantically.

“We went there because you were 
bored,” Yo said, lowering his voice 
slightly. 

I cleared my throat. “I think we 
should be talking about a plan,” I 
said, as loudly as I dared. Neither 
of them responded immediate-
ly, so I continued, “The way I see 
it, we have three options. We can 
stay here until the all-clear…”

“Like sitting ducks,” Moe mut-
tered. “Stuffed into this closet so 
the guy can just yank open the 
door and get us all at once.”

“Thanks for the chizuk,” Yo 
snapped. 

I took a deep breath. “Another op-
tion is to make a run for the out-
side door. If it’s locked, like you 
said it might be, we can run back 
in here and then decide what to 
do next.”

“We don’t all have to run check 
the outside door,” Moe pointed 
out. “One of us can go, and if it’s 
open, the others can follow.”

It was quiet for a minute while we 
thought about this. 

“What if the door is locked, and 
the criminal comes when the kid 
who’s checking is still in the hall-
way?” I asked.

“Don’t run back into the clos-
et, then!” Yo said immediately. 
“You’ll lead him right to us!”

RULES 
GAME

CHAPTER 14

“Quiet!” Moe hissed 
again. “The shooter 
could be out there 

right now!”

rena zoberman
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“ME?” I said. Now my voice was 
rising. “Sorry, I am not going to be 
the guinea pig.”

Now it was a different type of qui-
et. My eyes had adjusted a bit to 
the darkness; I could see Moe and 
Yo look at each other and glance 
away. They expected me to do it, I 
realized, shocked. They expected 
me to go check! 

Just like I do everything else they 
say?

I shut down that train of thought. 
We had to get out of here; I could 
analyze everything later. 

“And the third option,” I said, “is 
to try to make a run for Rabbi 
Berkowitz’s office.”

“Rabbi Berkowitz?” Moe sound-
ed disgusted. “Are you crazy?”

“It’s the nearest safe place,” I 
pointed out.

“They lock all the doors,” Yo 
said suddenly. “Remember? All 
the doors get locked and you’re 
not allowed to open them until 
the all-clear. For anyone.”

“I don’t think Rabbi Berkowitz 
would just leave us stuck in the 
hallway!” I protested.

“You don’t think, huh,” Moe said. 

I lost my patience. “I’m trying to 
figure out what we should do!” I 
whisper-yelled. “I don’t see you 
doing anything useful!”

“Sure, blame me,” Moe hissed. 
“This whole thing is your fault.”

“My fault?”

“We would never have left if not 

for you! You had the money!”

“What?” That was totally unfair. 
“It was your idea! You forced me!”

“I forced you?” Moe laughed. 
“How did I force you exactly? If I 
recall correctly, you were pretty 
eager to go.”

I opened my mouth and closed it. 
He was right. I hadn’t wanted to 
look like a loser. I had jumped up 
and gone with them.

I made one last attempt. “I…Lis-
ten, I know we’re all stressed out…
and scared. But let’s just focus on 

figuring out what to do.”

“Who are you calling scared?” 
Moe said.

“I’m not going to Rabbi Berkow-
itz’s office,” Yo stated flatly. 

“So go check the outside door,” 
Moe told him.

“Me? No way. Why me? Maybe 
you should!”

“Why do I always have to do ev-
erything?”

They continued arguing, but I 
tuned them out. They weren’t go-
ing to take any action. That much 
I could tell for sure. I wondered 
what Pinny would do if he was 
here – try to get outside? Run to 
Rabbi Berkowitz? One thing I was 
sure of: he wouldn’t be fighting 
with me.  

Moe and Yo were never my 
friends, and they would never be. 
In the darkness of the electric 
room, I could see that clearly. I 
stared at the ceiling, blinking the 
moisture from my eyes. All the 
memories of the past few weeks 
came rushing into my head. I 
tried to block them. Loser. Pinny 
was right, Moe was right. I was a 
loser.

Moe and Yo were still fighting. I 
wished they would stop. I wished 
we could get out of here.  I wished 
I had never gone with them to the 
pharmacy. I wished I had never 
played for their team.

I shoved my hands in my pock-
ets and spun around, trying to 
move as far away from them as 
possible. There wasn’t really any-
where to go. I just leaned against 
the back wall of the tiny closet, 
trying to block everything out. 
I closed my eyes and leaned my 
forehead against the wall. The 
wall was cool. Metal. I opened my 
eyes, staring in shock, my fingers 
found the edge of the metal, it was 
real. “Hey, guys,” I said, as loudly 
as I dared. “You’ll never believe 
what I found!”

“ME?” I said. Now 
my voice was rising. 

“Sorry, I am not 
going to be the 

guinea pig.”

to be continued...
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riddle:  
How do you make the number 7 even 

without addition, subtraction,
multiplication, or division?

FIND THE
MAXIMUM

RIddle: Drop the “S”!

FInd the max: 5883

Point of view: 1-7. 2-8, 3-6, 4-5.

GUESS WHAT IT SAYS?

Point of view
can you match the front view of each 
group of pencils to the back one?

match the halves of the card. 
which number is the greatest?

Each box's word arrangement represents 
a popular expression.

1
another                      one thing

2                                    
                                         but
thought                         thought

3
historyhistoryhistoryhistory

Guess what it says:

1, one thing after another

2, but on second thought

3,history repeats itself



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.

The delivery man said that he never saw 
the secretary, but he gave away that he 
knew the secretary was a man. He said 
that he didn’t see “his box.” If he had tru-
ly never seen him, it’s unlikely that he 
would assume the secretary was a man, 
since the position is more commonly a 
woman’s job. 
The only way he would have seen him, 
Mastermind figured, is if he was check-

ing for the secretary on purpose – to see if 
anyone was coming back, so that he could 
sneak away with the box. 
“I can’t believe you found it,” grumbled 
the deliveryman, when Rabbi Glicksman 
showed up with the police. “I could have 
bought a car with this much money.”
“It’s certainly a lot,” Rabbi Glicksman 
smiled proudly. “We can’t wait to put it to 
good use – for our yeshivah!”

Answer

Answer to 
Mastermind Meyer 

(Page 22)
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Teaser

in Next 
Week's 
circle

Learn. Grow. Join the fun!

Carefully, he directed his aircraft and sig-
naled to Jimmy Rawnsley, the gunner sit-
ting at his side. Within seconds, an anti-air-
craft missile flew out from beneath the 
airplane and, a moment later, reached its 
target – the Nazi aircraft had been 
destroyed, even in the darkness!

COVER FEATURE

When this particular type of jellyfish comes 
to the end of its life, it doesn’t die. Instead, 
it loses its tentacles, its body shrinks, and it 
falls to the ocean floor where it starts the 

cycle all over again. 

So it never really dies.

DISCOVER!

On July 20, 1969, the day that man 
landed on the moon, everybody stopped 
what they were doing and awaited the 
historical announcement.

SPELLBOUND BY A STORY

ISSUE 147

Raizy Snyder

Gavriel Perlow, 10

Chani Labell

Esther Zoberman, 5

Cha
na

 Fleisher, 9, Tom
s River, N

J

Yona Kestenbaum, 5

Suri Katz, 9

Tehila Blejer, 10

Suri Rother, 4

Applegrad Family, 
Monsey NY

Eliyahu Basch

Yisroel Isser & Yaakov Loebenstein

Shragi Zimmerman, 5, Toronto



Find the Hidden Pictures

Can you find...

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

Ever heard the expression, “The walls have ears?” Well, it’s true. We do. And we’ve got eyes, too. 
Get a whole new perspective in this week's short story, "Just Between You and Me."


