
 

  



  



Tamar Bruk 

Fainting 

The white net loomed over me as I stood on the hot sandy beach with my father and cousin. My 
father slapped me on the back, once, twice, three times as we got another point. The ball was flying over 
head, looking like a shooting star, and it hit the sand with a big “plop” and sand showered all over me. We 
called for a break so we went under the shade of a palm tree to hide from the hot Florida sun. My cousin 
passed me a cold water bottle as I panted from the heat. They passed a few words with their hands hiding 
me from their words. We walked back on to the court and resumed the game. My father hoisted me up, 
my hair dancing in the breeze and my voice grasping out as he curled me into a ball. My father gave me a 
little push and that was the last thing I remember before I fainted. Clammy and sweating, I sat on the hard 
wood bench with my family looking over at me. I’ll never forget the time that my vacation was ruined 
from a mere game of volleyball. 

 

Ahuva Jacobson 

The Interview 

The big day arrived.  I woke up with fear, as my nerves didn't know what to do. “Today's the day,” 
I said to no one in particular.  I was filled with mixed emotions: on one hand, I knew how much of an 
opportunity this was and what a wonderful chance I was being given. On the other hand, I was an absolute 
mess. What should I do with my hair?  Is my shirt stained?  And other petty questions kept swimming 
around in my head.   

Off I went to school trying to forget about what was about to happen that afternoon. When I 
arrived at school, I realized that it wasn't just me:  my whole entire group was freaking out. I remember 
that we went over our interview questions at least five times, and tried to calm each other down with 
hugs and compliments.  

Ring, ring, ring.  The classroom’s phone rang, indicating that our survivor had arrived and that the 
videographer was ready for us.   “Oh, no!” I yelled, concerned that I wasn’t really ready.  This couldn't 
actually be happening.  This all felt like a big dream.  Finally, it was my group’s turn to interview a Holocaust 
survivor and ask our questions.  Our survivor had so much to say, and we had so much to ask.  Hearing 
about all the hardships my survivor went through, I noticed that through all of my years in life, I have 
taken everything for granted.  This interview gave me a better attitude in life, and made me notice that 
everything that happens has a reason for it.  Walking my survivor out of the school doors made me notice 
what an opportunity I had just received and what a memory I get to keep.  After all the stress that I went 
through preparing for the meeting, my experience with the survivor wasn’t just fine, it was beyond 
amazing.   

 

Brooke Carter 

Day in Court 

One of the scariest times in my life was going to court.  Two years ago in camp my friend spilled 
hot water on herself, but since I was in the room when this happened I had to be a witness. The result 
was that I ended up in court for the first time in my life.   



I entered an almost empty room with a long table with chairs all around it.  I was told to sit down 
right away.  I sat at the end of the table with my lawyer sitting right next to me, while across from me 
were two more lawyers.  A typist or stenographer was sitting to the side, while my father sat all the way 
on the other side. My lawyer had to talk to me and ask me questions. After that, a lot of people came in 
and ask me tons of more questions. The entire experience left me quite overwhelmed. 

It got to the point that I felt harassed with the same questions over and over again.  Some of the 
questions hardly made any sense.  “What time did this happen?” they asked me.  “What did you say after 
she spilled the water?”  and “How many rooms away was your division head?”  The questions seemed to 
never end.  “Was she to the left or to the right? How many feet away from you was the counselor?”  The 
questions were almost impossible to answer.  I found myself responding that I just didn’t know and I just 
couldn’t remember.  I was trying very hard not to cry, but I finally could not help myself.  “Can I please go 
to the bathroom?” I asked.  My father tried to calm me down.  I ran out of the room and started to cry.  I 
ran to the bathroom and let out all of my tears.  

On my way back from the bathroom, I heard my father yelling.  “Brooke is done with this,” he 
said.  And we left.  

 

Liel Gershon 

Cutting Hair 

When I was little, cutting hair was my favorite thing to do. I would ask my grandmother to buy me 
some dolls for my amazing plan. She would always listen, and get me a lot of them. Little did she know 
that was the biggest mistake she could've done. I gathered all the dolls into the bathroom with a big smile 
on my face. One by one, I would place each doll on the bathroom counter and grab the scissors from the 
drawer. Snip, snip, snip.  Hair would start to fall into the sink. I was about three at the time, so I didn't 
really know what I was getting myself into. Those days were the best, but it didn't take my grandmother 
long to realize what I was doing. When she found out, it was like my whole world just crashed into millions 
of pieces. And from that day on, she never bought me any more dolls.  I, however, came up with another 
plan.  To be honest, this plan was even worse than the previous one. In this plan, I decided to cut my own 
hair. But, it didn't take my grandmother a while to figure out that one, too. At the end of the day everyone 
lost. I was so sad that I couldn't live up to my dream of cutting hair, and my grandmother had a sink filled 
with hair, a mess that took her a while to clean.  

 

Raizy Glick 

Eighteen Hours 

Eighteen hours later... and we finally arrived in Florida. Last year for Pesach my family and my 
family friends drove down to Orlando, Florida. Although eighteen hours sounds like a long trip, the car 
ride was actually a lot of fun. I lay on the floor, instead of sitting upright in a seat, so I was actually quite 
comfortable. We left on a Saturday night and drove all the way until Monday morning, with a bunch of 
stops along the way, of course. The drive started with my two friends and me in the back, while my brother 
and his friend sat in the middle.  Then, I decided to move onto the floor.  When I was ready to go to sleep, 
I cuddled up with my pillow and blanket and had a great nap.  That nap helped me pass the time, and 
when I finally woke up, we were already much closer to our destination.  One of the stops we took on 
Sunday was to a fun arcade-style park.  We spent a few hours relaxing there before jumping back into the 



car and continuing on our drive. Then for dinner we went to a gas station and just got snacks because we 
weren't that hungry. That night I decided to sleep on the floor again, but this time when I woke up we 
were already almost there. Finally, we arrived in Florida, and we went right to our villa and into the pool.  
In conclusion, although driving to Florida might sound very boring, it was actually really fun.  

 

Leora Lerer 

The Discovery of the Second Mansion 

 They ran up the mountain thinking that no one and nothing was there, but little did they know ... 

      The legend of the haunted mansion goes back to the early ages of Camp Dina. Campers of all ages have 
heard this dastardly story. Legend has it that a very old man once lived in the mansion but died of some 
disease. While he was alive, the house was spotless. Not a speck of dirt was to be seen. Many years after 
he died, the house was still spotless. No one had been in the house for years, and yet it was still clean. 
During camp free time, brave souls climbed through the thick, green woods to catch a glimpse of the 
famous house. I was one of them and it almost cost me my life. 

It was a wet yet clear day. Shabbos free time lasted a couple of hours. Those hours stretched on 
as if the clock itself was so bored, it must have stopped. After talking with my friends for a couple minutes, 
I discovered that they have never been to the mansion at the top of the mountain. I had only been there 
once a couple of days before. Since I would not be able to lead my friends through the neverending woods 
myself, I enlisted my close friend from Brooklyn. From there, we got going on our quest to the mansion 
on the hill. 

Hurt and wet, we trudged through the mud and thorns, the bramble, and rocks to get to our 
destination. Finally, after twenty minutes of cuts and bruises, we made it. The house was gleaming as if it 
were made out of crystal. The fresh coat of paint helped add to the house’s appearance. This would look 
like a modern day home, except for one thing. The landscape was a wilderness in the making. The grass 
was as tall as us. The branches of the tree hung over as if it hadn't been touched for years. Nervous yet 
intrigued, my friends wanted to continue on. All of a sudden, my friend said, “Look!”  In one of the 
windows, a shadow of a human appeared. Not wanting to be seen, we crept away. 

 

Chaya Posner 

Watch Out! 

According to the law, you are not allowed to text and drive, although walking while texting isn't 
that safe either. If you aren’t looking where you are going you can put yourself and others in danger. I 
have recently had a similar experience to this. While walking through a packed area in France, I was texting 
my friends and I wasn’t looking where I was going… which was very unlucky for the tiny little puppy that 
was walking right in front of me. I couldn’t believe that I had stepped on a dog!  And you’d think that I 
would have put the phone down, but no, instead I started texting everyone that I had stepped on a dog. 
This experience should have taught me my lesson, but sadly, it didn’t.  

The second time was not as bad as the first. I was walking into the airport the day that I was 
leaving France. I was so excited because I was going to London on my stopover which I had always wanted 
to visit. I was in the middle of texting someone about how excited I was. Again, I was not looking where I 



was going; this time though, I did not actually stepped on the dog, but I was very close. After almost 
stepping on two dogs, I finally learned my lesson, and I know that I will not walk and text at the same time. 

 

Ariella Rudner 

The 24-Hour Drive 

 “You’re on the curb!  Let me drive!  You are too tired!” my mother yelled at my father as he started 
to doze off behind the wheel.  Fifteen hours earlier, we had started our journey.  Anxious yet excited, I 
had jumped into the car and buckled up, waiting to leave already.  A couple of hours later,  we were finally 
driving down the highway.  That was when I realized that I didn't really want to drive to Florida.  

My family and I always go to Florida for Pesach, but we had never driven before. Every year for 
Pesach my family and some extended family from my mother's side come. We rent out two houses and 
down the block there is a shul in a house.  Usually my family travels to Florida by airplane, but this time 
we drove, a bad decision if you ask me.  Sitting next to my sister, I had nothing to do because of my car 
sickness. Therefore, my only options were to listen to music, look out of the window and take a nap. After 
taking a long nap, I asked my sister if she wanted to play I-spy. I begged and begged her until she said yes. 
“I-spy....I’m bored,” I said, “What can I do?”  But nobody could hear me because I was getting interrupted 
by my five-year-old sister screaming for the millionth time, “I NEED TO GO TO THE BATHROOM!”  This all 
happened only four hours into our trip.  While we were at the gas station waiting for my sister, we saw a 
car next to us. In the car was another family traveling. We had blankets and pillows and so did they. Still, 
they stared at us like we were crazy people. 

We were suppose to be in Florida after about 18 hours. If you are traveling with my family, with 
my little sister having to go to the bathroom every second, you don't get anywhere on time. That is why 
we finally arrived in Orlando after twenty-four long and exhausting hours.  I really enjoy going to Florida 
for Pesach, but I recommend you travel by plane and don’t drive! 

 

Bailee Schwartz 

UFOs Are Real 

Flashing lights were coming from the sky. My heart dropped. What was it? I quickly took out my 
phone to capture this insane moment. I zoomed in to this creepy object, and couldn't believe my eyes. 
There were many rings circling in the sky. It was just a normal Tuesday night. What was going on? I ran 
out of my room, and rushed to my parents’ bedroom freaking out. I told them that i was just sitting on my 
bed looking out my window when this crazy object appeared in the sky. After I had told them what 
happened, I told them they had to check it out. When my parents came back it was gone. My parents just 
told me to go to bed, because they thought I was seeing things. Then I showed them the video, and they 
tried telling me that it was nothing, but I could tell my father knew what it was. 

Every night following that evening I would check out my window around the same time, but 
nothing was there. The following Tuesday I looked out my window expecting to see nothing, but again I 
couldn’t believe my eyes. The creepy object in the sky was there, exactly a week later around the same 
time, and in the same spot. I knew this was not an airplane or helicopter because it would have moved 
after at least five minutes. I also knew it was not a drone because it was too high and did not look like a 
drone in the slightest bit. This continued happening every week for a few more weeks until one night I did 
not see it. I thought, “Okay, they’re gone.”  Until I was in a car, and I saw it going towards my house. When 



I got home, it was there. This is proof that aliens are real, as crazy as this might sound. You can’t believe 
something until you witness face to face in person.  

 

Sarina Sontag 

Israel 

When I was three, I moved to Israel where I lived until I was five.  In Israel, life was very different.  
The people all spoke Hebrew, but I did not speak it.  I was able to understand it, though.  We went on trips 
to visit places and see a lot of holy sites.  I remember seeing the kotel when I was young. When I went 
back to Israel a few years ago, I still wasn´t able to speak Hebrew, but I could understand it.  My friends in 
Israel all speak English and Hebrew, so they spoke to me in Hebrew.  I love visiting Israel and have a lot of 
fond memories of trips there.  

 

Ariella Seltzer 

Eating in the Blind Museum 

Nervous and fascinated in the pitch black room, we sat with nothing to see, forced to listen, smell, 
feel, and taste our surroundings. We were finally in the Holy Land, Israel, for my bat mitzvah trip and today 
we were visiting the Museum of Blind.  

In the car ride to the museum, my father excitedly surprised me that we were going to have the 
experience of eating like a person who cannot see. That means that would be eating in a pitch black 
restaurant.  We went to the Blind Museum of Israel with my cousin Ortal who was boarding in 
Yerushalayim at that time.  Amazed and wowed, Abba, Ortal, and I walked through the large glass doors 
into the large entry way.  We walked up to the long counter, where I ordered a delicious ravioli dish for 
dinner. Then out came a blind waiter, happy to help bring us into the restaurant, where a learning 
experience was going to take place.  

The waiter shocked us when she told us to put our hands on each other’s shoulders to form a 
train to enter the room. We followed her instructions even though we were confused, and formed a train. 
We walked as a group through a white door with a mirror in place of a window, allowing no light to come 
in. Then we walked down a wide hallway with a little light poking through and finally walked through a 
long curtain. The restaurant needed a white door and a long curtain to ensure that no light whatsoever 
entered that room.  

The darkness of the pitch black room scared me so much that some tears started dropping, though 
not heavily, and we were seated at a table near the entrance.  The darkness was scary and I made sure to 
hold someone's hand the entire time, partly for fear of getting lost, but really just because it was fun.  
When we sat down, our curiosity kicked in and had us wondering about the shape of the table.  Therefore, 
we started stretching our arms from one corner to the other and then felt the wall. In the end, we figured 
out were placed next to the wall and the table was a rectangle, but even to this day I am still confused 
about the lay out.   

Our waitress taught us how to pour water from the pitcher into our glass cups the way a person 
who cannot see pours. We had to put two figures in the glass cup as we poured the pitcher of freezing ice 
cold water onto our hand to insure that the water actually made it into the cup and did not spill over. I 
was a little confused when the waitress said that there was yogurt and bread already placed on the table, 



but I still wanted a taste of that yogurt. What I did not know was that when she said yogurt she actually 
meant hummus.   I felt all over the table and ended up sticking my figures right into the gooey mess. I 
licked off the mush right into my mouth and then spit it right out, expecting one thing but getting another. 
Finally, the food we had ordered arrived.  The waitress properly placed our meals on the table.  We relied 
on our other sense to eat, and we made quite a huge mess.  I banged my fork to hear if the food was 
attached before bringing it to my mouth to eat.  I will never know if the food was just slopped on the plate, 
but I do know they were the most devine tasting raviolis I have ever tried. We sat there a while talking 
and learning new things, while trying to eat like a blind person. Eating in the Blind Museum taught me a 
little bit about what blind people endure, and it was an experience that I will never forget.  

 

Rosy Baitz 

My Family’s Bracha 

As my mother broke the news to my family and me, we screamed with joy knowing we would be 
expecting another sibling. I was filled with mixed emotions when I found out my mother was pregnant.  
On one hand, I was delighted because I couldn't wait to have a baby sibling.  I really hoped it would be a 
girl, and I would finally have a younger sister.   On the other hand, my upcoming trip with my mother 
would be cancelled.  We were supposed to go to Florida for a weekend, but my mom couldn't go on a 
plane because she was pregnant.  

I remember counting the days down until my new sibling would be born. October 19, 2016, was 
when I finally met my little baby sister. I remember it like it was yesterday. We rushed to the hospital to 
see my mother and our new sister. My mother and father named her Bella Bracha. She was a bracha 
because the year before she was born my father was in the hospital for a long time. The year after, we 
found out my mother was pregnant, and her due date was on my father’s birthday. 

My little sister, Bella, is now two years old. Over the past two years I have watched Bella grow up 
and become a toddler. I love watching Bella play with toys and I always am eager to dance with her.  I'm 
so happy I have a little sister to care for, and I am excited to continue watching her grow up. 

 

Ita Benson 

Getting Taller 

When I was little I used to take chairs from around my kitchen table or stools from the bathroom, 
then stand on them to reach the enormous high cabinet which I thought was impossible to reach. When 
my parents caught me trying to reach mostly the oreos they would say, “Ita, what are you looking for?” 
Before I answered they said, “Nevermind, get down and I will get it for you.”  I was very short, well 
compared to everyone that was older than me except for one or two of my friends. I hated being really 
short even when my doctor said I was a good height for my age, but I was not a good height for me. I 
would also take my mother’s high-heeled shoes from her closet put them on and walk down the hallway 
into the kitchen. The heels clicked as my mom saw a little 6- year old dancing in her shoes. I liked them 
because they made me look taller and I liked the sound they made when I walked. The shoes were much 
too big for my “little yummy feet” as my mother would say; I did not care. I still wore them until my mother 
told me,  

“Ita, you look very funny in those, but take them off and back in my closet.” At  doctors’ 
appointments I went on my tippy toes when the nurse was measuring my height. Afterward, my doctor 



and mother told me to “keep my whole feet on the floor not just the toes.” Eventually I got over being 
short and then I realized that I was not as short as I thought I was.   

 

Jackie Carter 

Grave Danger 

I felt as though I was in grave danger when my friends and I went to the beach in Florida. It all 
started this past Thanksgiving.  My family went went to Florida and my sister and I were both allowed to 
take one friend each with us. I took my very close friend Ariella and my sister took our family friend 
Shayna.  In general,  it was a very adventurous and fun trip.  However, on Thanksgiving Day I experienced 
a dangerous event that really terrified me.   

On Thanksgiving day I went to the beach where we received a surfing lesson.  The instructor 
taught us how to surf and it was very fun. The waves were not that big, but it was perfect for us. It wasn’t 
until later that something happened that was very scary. 

Later, we went and got paddle boats to go in the water with.  Ariella and I were in the same paddle 
boat together.  We were in the water for about ten minutes when I noticed fish jumping out of the water. 
I started screaming and then Ariella saw thousands of fish swimming and  jumping out of the water. 
Although we know the fish couldn’t hurt us, we became very scared, and we rapidly paddled back in as 
quickly as we could. We ran out, away from the water, while other people quickly ran toward the scene 
to watch all the fish jumping out of the water. It was like flying fish all over. After, we dried off and calmed 
down. A few people came to us and ask us if we were the girls in the water when the thousands of fish 
were jumping out of the water.  Although we did feel a little famous, we didn’t go back in the water for 
the rest of the vacation.  I still enjoy swimming and relaxing on the beach, but I will never forget the 
jumping fish that scared us on Thanksgiving. 

 

Aliza Chaitovsky 

Disney World with My Family 

During winter vacation I went to Disney World with my sister, my parents, and my grandparents. 
Since my grandparents are grandparents, my sister has special needs, my mother doesn't appreciate rides 
and I’m afraid of absolutely everything, finding an appropriate ride was quite a challenge.  My father 
needed to find rides that don’t go too high, don’t go too fast, and... you get the idea. In Animal Kingdom, 
my father said that there was this really nice, calm, slow ride that we had fast passes for. And guess where 
he took us? The dinosaur ride. 

When we got there, the line was out the door, but since we had fast passes, we cut the line and 
only waited for about 20 minutes, instead of, like, two hours. While we were waiting, we saw this video 
about the ride. Basically, we were going in a time machine, and we were going to look for a dinosaur that 
had escaped. When we finally got in one of the cars, the tour guides gave us a whole lecture about how 
you can’t do this and you need to do this during the ride: in other words, they were freaking me out! 
Finally, the ride started. The car shook and in we went. 

 I don’t really know what happened in the ride, because I kept my eyes closed.  I do know that 
there were a lot of screams coming from my sister, a lot of roars coming from the dinosaurs, and a lot of 
“oh we almost got killed there”s coming from the speaker. Suddenly, the ride stopped. The lights went on 



and the dinosaurs stopped mid-lunge. One was right in front of us and one was right behind us, both of 
them looking like they were about to kill us. I was screaming, my sister was screaming, and we were both 
hugging my father who, unfortunately, was sitting in between us. My grandfather thought it was hilarious, 
and my mother and grandmother both looked like they regretted coming on. And my father… I think he 
was losing blood circulation. 

We were sitting there for about ten minutes when the ride started again. The dinosaur right in 
front of us lunged and we went under it, right back into the time machine. In the time machine the car 
started shaking like crazy. The speaker kept saying “I don’t think we’ll get out of there alive!” 

Finally, the ride slowed down and came to the exit. As we got out of the car a wave of nausea hit 
me. My face turned pale, and my palms began to feel sweaty.  I closed my eyes...I felt like I was going to 
throw up right there and then. I wobbled out of the building and sat on a bench just as my father asked, 
“Who wants lunch?”  Although I certainly did not feel like a family dinner right then, spending time with 
my family is something I will look back on ....   

 

Tzilah Genut 

The Cast of a Celebrity 

As a lot of people know, I have a record for breaking my arms. I have broken them a total of three 
separate times, for a total of four broken arms. The first time I broke my arm was when I was in Pre-1-A. 

It all started on the playground. My friend, Berta, and I were playing together. We ran around, 
slid down slides, and even jumped off slides. All of a sudden, she stopped.  

“What’s wrong?” I asked.  

“I really have to go to the bathroom. Can you wait for me?”  

“Of course,” I answered. So she ran off to our teacher to ask permission to go, and I headed off in 
the direction of the little igloo-shaped jungle gym.  

Before I tell you what happened next, let me explain to you something about the jungle gym I’m 
sure you didn’t know. On the jungle gym there are two types of rungs. One of them had a narrow space 
between the next rung, while another type had wide space between the next rung. Usually, we sat on the 
rungs that had the narrow space when we were either bored, talking, or just hanging out. 

So, as Berta was probably running for her life to the bathroom, I decided I would pass the time by 
sitting on the rungs and just watch everybody else play and run around. I sat down, and let go like I usually 
did. All of a sudden, I was falling. I had by mistake sat on the wrong rung! 

I hit the ground with a loud thud.  

When I landed on the ground, my first thought was, Oh, that wasn't so bad. And then I felt the 
pain. I started screaming very loudly as shocks of pain rushed up my arm.  

My teacher ran over to get me out from under the jungle gym. I managed to crawl out on one arm 
without too much pain. Just a couple of yelps and screams and I was out. She rushed me to the nurse, and 
I got an ice pack along with a lollipop and remarks on how big I was. The nurse called my mother and told 
her that I fell and hurt my arm very badly, and recommended that she take me to that orthopedist to get 
an x-ray.  



My mother arrived at my school to pick me up. Luckily, it was almost dismissal time, so I didn’t 
miss too much school work. She spoke in hushed whispers with my teachers and the nurse, and we were 
off. We ordered a car service to take us to the orthopedist, because my mother doesn’t drive.  

After what seemed to be an eternity, we finally arrived at the doctor’s office.  We walked in, 
explained our situation to the receptionist, and sat down in the waiting room. Soon we were called to the 
room.  

The orthopedist was a fun, lively man. He kept making jokes, trying to make me laugh and keep 
my mind on something else, anything but my arm and its pain. After a couple of minutes, he led me to a 
medium-sized dark room. He told he to sit on the chair while he took some high-definition pictures of my 
arm. He moved it this way and that, and snapped the x-ray pictures.  

After he finished, he told me and my mother to wait in the room for a minute or two while he 
checked my x-rays. He came in and announced that I had fractured my wrist and would need a cast. I was 
scared, but he assured me that it wouldn't hurt one bit, just the opposite. He said that if I wanted, I could 
pick the color of my cast.  He showed me the different colors, among them red, dark blue, light blue, hot 
pink, dark green, light green, black, and white. I observed them all, and made my decision. I picked up the 
color I wanted, and said, “Can I please have his one? I think it looks the prettiest.”  

The orthopedist smiled. “Ah… I see that you have picked hot pink. Is that your favorite color?” I 
nodded, and he smiled. He then turned around and started to prepare the cast. I don’t really know what 
exactly he did, because I kept my eyes closed the entire time. The next thing I knew, my mother was 
asking, “Well, how does it feel?”  

Huh? I looked at my arm, and sure enough there was a hot pink cast smiling back at me.  

“You might want to buy a permanent marker so people can sign it,” the orthopedist said. After 
that, we thanked the doctor, and left. On the way home, we stopped at Amazing Savings and bought 
Sharpies of all different colors.  

The next day, everyone wanted to sign my cast, just as the doctor had predicted. I might have 
broken my arm, but I felt like I was a celebrity! 

 

Layla Jacobson 

My Ice-Skating Injury 

Tears streamed down my face as I stumbled off the rink.  Ten minutes before, my friends and I 
had been talking, laughing and just being us. All of a sudden one of my friends lost her balance and because 
we were next to each other, she used me to lean on. We all fell down.  When we got back up, I was crying 
and my wrist was in pain.   

People stopped, stared and skated all around the rink. My father told me to stop crying and to go 
back on to the rink.  I refused.  After staring at the people on the rink and telling my friends to leave me 
alone, my father asked if I wanted to go home. I had stopped crying by then, but I still wouldn’t speak.  I 
just nodded my head.  

Back at my house I told my mother what had happened with tears in my eyes. Because my wrist 
was not swollen, my mother told me to wait until the morning.  Virtually crying and in pain, I fell asleep. 
The next morning my mother took me for x-rays.  My wrist hurt and I wanted to know why.  We finally at 
the urgent care center where my arm was x-rayed.  My uncle read the x-rays and told me that it looked 



like it was just a sprain.  He told me to ice it and it would be fine.  I continued along in my day, but every 
so often my wrist would hurt me again.   

I was at my grandparents’ house for dinner when the phone rang.  The kitchen was silent as my 
grandmother answered the phone and passed it to my mother.  It was my uncle telling us that my wrist 
was in fact broken.  My father took me to CVS to get a splint, but I opted for a full cast from the 
orthopaedist later that week.  I will never forget the neon green cast that covered my wrist for the next 
several weeks.   

 

Tova Judkin 

Falling Fireplace 

My cousin shouted as the fireplace fell.  I was at my cousin’s house, sitting on the living room 
floor, talking to my father.  He left the room to grab his phone when my cousin started shouting.  She was 
climbing the fireplace  to get to the picture she wanted to show me. The fireplace, however, couldn't take 
her weight. It wasn't my idea for her to get the picture for all the way on top of the fireplace, it was hers. 
I gave her the suggestion to grab a chair, but she didn't want to hear it.  

When I wasn't looking I she climbed on it and the next thing I knew all my cousins are surrounding 
me while I was crying. I was in shock for a few seconds and I blanked out.  When I came back to life, I saw 
the inside of the fireplace on my foot. My mom asked my cousins what happened and after they explained, 
my mom asked me if I was okay.  I said, “No, Mommy, my foot hurts.”  She ran to get me a bandage and 
wrapped it around my foot.  She then asked my cousin if she was okay and she said, “NO! a piece of glass 
is in my foot.” 

On Friday night I couldn't stop crying because of my foot hurt. I wasn't able to walk which was 
annoying because there were plenty of stairs, and I had to crawl up and down them, making me very 
frustrated. At the meal I started getting tired. I fell asleep on the couch and I middle of the night I fell off 
the couch. I was a miserable little girl. 

In conclusion that was a tragic day, and I wasn't fun to be around. The lesson is to never climb a 
fireplace and never sit under a fireplace because really bad things can happen. 

 

Leora Lapp 

One Scary Night 

The fog blinded the driver late at night as he drove the noisy teens. Suddenly, the driver slammed 
on the brakes; my head flew forward while our phones slid across the floor. Scared and confused, I looked 
outside the window, only to see speeding  cars and bright lights. In the back of my head I heard sirens. I 
understood it was the police and the ambulance.  From what I saw they were trying to make sense of the 
situation. My head was spinning in circles, like the wheels of a bike riding down a hill. I looked at Nechama 
to make sure she was ok and thankfully she was. The policeman walked calmly toward the van and asked, 
“Are you girls ok?” and we nervously replied,  “Yea.”   

Although riding in a police car was fun, it was terrifying at the same time. We were on our way 
back from Kalahari from a bat mitzvah. It was a very foggy night, but we still made the best of it. The driver 
had trouble seeing and he hit a deer!  My sister, my cousin, and I all squished in the back of the police car, 
while we were driven to the police station from the site of the accident. It was actually cool to see the 



back of a police car in real life because i've only seen them in the movies.  In the car I calmed down and 
realized everything was ok and I finally started to see the good of the situation. We all started laughing 
and enjoying the ride to the police station.  Although it wasn’t until 3:30 AM that were finally driven back 
to my aunt’s house, it was definitely an unforgettable night.    

 

Elisheva Levi 

Space Mountain 

Who knew a father could scare the life out of his daughter? It was winter vacation and we went 
to Magic Kingdom at Disney World in Orlando, Florida.  It was at night, and my family and I were wrapping 
up an amazing fun-filled day at Disney World, until my father and my five year old cousin wanted to go on 
one last ride, Space Mountain. Space Mountain is a roller coaster in the dark.  I had already chickened out 
just from the way it sounded, but my father continued to beg me to go on that ride. He told me that it 
was not scary.   

“Don't worry, it will be fine,” my uncle whispered to me in my ear. “Come on! Do it for your father. 
Make him happy.” So before I knew it, we were on the line for the ride. When we got in, I saw some 
warnings that were frightening. There were short turns and drops. The second I heard that I started to 
panic. I again told my father, “I am not going on this ride,” but my father ignored my request. He even 
asked someone who had already gone on it and they said, “Yeah, you will like it! It will be so much fun!”  
We started to go and I started to screech like I had never screeched before, but that was only the beginning 
of it. Then we went on a drop and it was huge!  After the ride, I got so sick and I was so mad at my father 
for making me go on this really freaky ride. It turns out my five-year-old cousin had an awesome time, yet 
I had the worst experience at Disney in my life. 

 

Shani Machlis 

Cleaning My Dishes 

When I was four years old I put all of my toy dishes in the dishwasher. After watching my mom  
put all the china in the dishwasher every week, I realized that I wanted  to try it out. I put in the soap and 
made a huge slippery and slimy mess, but I cleaned it up. I closed up the dishwasher and turned it on. I 
needed a step stool to reach the buttons to turn it on. It took me a full ten minutes to turn the dishwasher 
on. After one hour my toy dishes were clean, sparkly and looked brand new. I took them out and put them 
in my toy kitchen like I see my mother do each week. I think that when my mother saw, she freaked out a 
bit. She somehow sounded amused when she asked what I had done. I answered her, with a huge smile 
on my face, that I had washed my dishes in the dishwasher! My mother, barely able to control her 
laughter, asked me if I had had fun. I answered with another big smile on my face, “Yeah!”  Looking back 
at it now, I realized that if you try, you can succeed in what you do.  

 

Shoshana Neuwirth 

The Best Gift 

       Although there are so many memories I have in life, from sad to happy to embarrassing, there is 
one that stands out as very important to me.  It was Chanukah and my parents told my siblings and me 
that that night we were going to get a family present, and my parents said that it would be the best gift 



we have ever gotten and probably we will ever get. My siblings and I were so anxious; we just wanted to 
get the present already. Finally, we were finished lighting the menorah and we sat down for dinner. My 
parents were asking us to guess: one of my siblings said an iPad, one said a phone, but we couldn't guess. 
So my mother took out a wrapped present. It was small, and to tell you the truth, we were very 
disappointed.    

     Before we opened it,  my parents gave another hint: they said it starts off small, then grows bigger 
and bigger. Then my little brother guessed a pool! Not really sure why, but he was only six. We still weren't 
able to guess what it could be, so my parents said we should start opening it.  That’s what we did: we 
opened it very slowly, trying to guess what it was. First, we saw a frame and we were getting very 
inpatient. Then we opened it and saw a black and white picture in the frame. We still didn’t know what 
my parents were giving us! My little brother was very upset, and he cried, “Mommy, you got us a picture?” 
My dad explained that the picture in the frame was a picture of our new baby brother or sister that my 
mother was going to have in 6 very long months.  

We were so shocked! We did not know what to do with ourselves.  We all started to scream. 
Simcha was so shocked that he put his head down on the table with his shirt over his head; Gavriel on the 
other hand had no clue what was going on -- he was just upset that it was not a pool!  He understood that 
he would not be the baby of the family anymore, and it took him time until he loved having a baby in the 
house. That Chanukah night was probably the most exciting day of my life...until the day my brother was 
born.  There are so many memories in life.  They can be good, bad, happy, sad, or even funny, but this 
memory is very important to me.  I love my baby brother so, so much! And he continues to add sparkle to 
my life every day.   

 

Batsheva Ratner 

Riding the Wave 

As we lifted up into the air, the wind hit my face. I felt like a bird soaring in the air with complete 
freedom. I couldn´t believe it was this much fun.   

When my father came to me with the idea of parasailing, my first instinct was to say no, but as I 
thought about it more, it sounded really fun. Although I saw some videos online, I really didn’t know 
exactly what it was or that we were going to fly 800 feet in the air. This sounds a little crazy, but one of 
the main things I was worried about was seeing sharks. Even though I knew Point Pleasant Beach didn’t 
have sharks swimming around, it was still in the back of my mind. Another thing I was scared of was falling. 
I held on so tight, my hands were slipping off. Since I was the smallest, I was sandwiched in between my 
older sister and my father. My father kept telling me to relax and look at the view. After a while, I decided 
to calm down and take it all in. I realized that this was an amazing experience that I might not experience 
again. I thought to myself, You’re on vacation in this beautiful place! The water was crystal blue and the 
sun shined very bright. As the Captain’s Assistant lowered us down, the cool refreshing water splashed 
my feet. It made me giggle. It was at that moment that I realized that being afraid can stop me from trying 
new things. I decided that I wasn’t going to let my fear stop me from trying new things. The whole time I 
had butterflies, but that didn’t mean that I was in danger. It just meant that I didn’t know what was going 
to happen.  

My experience with parasailing taught me an important life lesson, and a little bit about myself. I 
learned that it’s important to try new things, even when we are scared. I learned that I can enjoy trying 
something new.  



Kiki Schreiber 

My Biggest Mistake 

 

Everyone makes mistakes, but it’s really hard to top mine. In my life I have made many mistakes, 
but one of them is pretty remarkable. When I was younger I made many mistakes that were stupid and 
dumb, but I learnt from my mistakes. I pulled the fire alarm at a hotel. One summer we were at a hotel 
and my brothers and there friends were playing with the fire alarm as a soda machine. I said “You’re doing 
it all wrong,” so I pulled it and the fire alarm went off, but that wasn’t my intention! To be fair I didn’t 
know what it was. We were forced to go outside with everyone in the hotel. Police and fire-trucks came, 
but there was no fire. The hotel management looked at the security camera footage and saw me pull the 
alarm. They let me off the hook because I was only six, but they had a little chat with my parents. Then 
they had a chat with me and they were a little upset with what I had done, but they knew that I wouldn’t 
try to pull the alarm again.  

In conclusion, we all make mistakes, but we all must learn from them. It’s good to make a mistake 
because you always need to know the better choice for next time. I have made many mistakes, and the 
best part is I never make the same mistake twice.  

 

Shira Schuh 

My Special Feet 

The way I found out that I have two extra bones in my foot is surprising.  It was a regular Thursday 
in school, and my class and I were working on a large banner for our Bais Hamikdash projects in the front 
of the classroom. It was a large classroom with rows of desks and a big roll of paper spread across the 
empty floor in the front of the room.  Six girls were on the floor drawing and coloring. The computer was 
on as Mrs. Jacobson was looking up how to make paper dolls for our poster. After we watched the video 
enough times so that everyone knew how to do it, we turned on some music. As the loud Hebrew music 
from the computer was playing, we started dancing.  

When I sat down from dancing, I suddenly couldn't get up. It felt like the bones in my foot were 
suddenly gone. The 8th graders found me in agony and crying in pain. I was brought to the nurse, and was 
told my mother was out for a district meeting. So I waited. My friends came to visit me but it was hours 
hours in the nurse's office until my mother came back. My legs were propped up on the nurse’s bed and 
I was uncomfortable. My feet continued to ache. While I lay there, I thought, what would happen if this 
was a sprain? Would I need crutches?  

I tried to entertain myself by coloring and even doing math, but I was so bored. Nothing would 
have pleased me more than getting out of that office.  Finally, I got to the orthopedist and had an x-ray. 
In the examination room, I waited for the results. When the doctor finally came back with my foot x-ray 
he told me something I've never heard before. I had inflamed a ligament connected to one of the two 
extra bones I have in my feet. At first I was confused, but then felt relieved that it wasn’t broken or 
sprained.  Having extra bones is genetic so most of my family also has it.  Eventually, I realized that this 
was kind of cool.  In conclusion, now I know that there is something extra unique about me.  

 

 



Maayan Shucht 

The Terrifying Trip 

Right when it started I knew I had made a big mistake. I was scared to death. I went to Camp 
Regesh and we have trips every week. That week we went to Connecticut for a trip to Adventure Park. 
Adventure Park is a ropes course park with so many different levels of difficulty depending on what you 
would like to do. It gives off a very earthy woodsy vibe, especially because it was outside. The people that 
work there show you how to put on the harness and use it because they don’t hook you onto the the zip 
lines or ropes course.  You do it yourself, which is terrifying especially when you are afraid you might have 
done it wrong. They asked us to hold these giant heavy harnesses with so many different hooks and zipline 
things and a mini trolley. They also said we could partner up if we wanted, so I went with my friend.  

My friend and I decided that we would start easy, but  it was not easy: it was terrifying. When we 
finished, we made a stupid decision.  We decided to be brave and go on one of the highest ropes courses.  
At this point I was so scared.  You have to climb up a ladder just to start the course, and I didn’t even want 
to do that!  I pushed through and was indescribably scared.  

It started with little pieces of wood spread so far apart that it was way harder and scarier than it 
looked.  I was trying not to freak out and scare my friend who was behind me, but in reality I felt like I was 
having a panic attack. Suddenly, the giant zipline came upon me.  It has a red, bouncy ball that you have 
to sit on top of and zip across nothing a thousand feet up in the air.  Again I told my friend that it was fun, 
although inside I felt like crying.  All I wanted to do was to get of the ropes course and get onto ground, 
but that wasn't an option; I had no choice but to finish what I started.  

My friend went on it and decided it was her favorite part. For me it triggered my fear.  My fear 
meter was off the roof it was broken. At this point we were a little close to the end. I saw something 
strange - three people on each break stand. I was wondering why there were more than two people there, 
and the man in front of me said that they were all backed up because a boy refused to jump off at the 
end, and that was the only way down.  I was shocked when I heard about the jump, but if it was the only 
way to get down, I wouldn’t have much choice. Everyone was cheering the boy on so he would jump and 
the park employee had to go with him and convince him to jump down. We finally started to move and I 
had to jump or slide off.  My whole bunk was already on the bus ready to leave, and my counselor is yelling 
at us to get going.  But I couldn't; I was trapped. I had no choice, but to jump down, so I that's exactly what 
I did. I was scared in the moment but then I was just happy to be down on land.  

I could barely walk.  My legs were exhausted, but I had to run to catch the bus back.  Breathing 
heavily and tired, we did it and fell asleep on the bus back to camp.  I learned that even the craziest 
experiences could actually be the best experience because those are the memories that teach you the 
most and help you learn from your past. 

 

Chavy Volcovics 

A Survivor’s Legacy 

Waking up on a Wednesday morning, I look at my iPad to see a text saying there is a school delay. 
I cancel my alarms and fall back asleep. I wake up once again and my mother tells me the news. My first 
response is denial. Running to my room, I start sobbing. My mother comforts me, but I couldn’t get over 
the fact that my great grandmother has passed. I can’t stop thinking about the irony. A Holocaust survivor 
has died the week the eighth graders are doing Names, Not Numbers.  



We called her Bubby Surah. So many memories flow through my mind of us, but there’s one that 
I love so very much. Staying at my grandparents home for Shabbat my sister, step-sister, and I walked to 
Bubby Surah. We talked and talked, but then we got bored. We wanted to take a walk. Bubby Surah 
couldn’t really walk outside, so we asked if we could take a walk around the street and return shortly. She 
responded in Yiddish, “No! Back when I was a child, if we went out, they would shoot us. So how am I 
supposed to let you go out alone?”  

Whenever we went to Bubby Surah, she would give us stale goodies and hard candy. My older 
sister, Toby, would always hint to me not to eat the rotten goods, but I, a child, would never listen. A bin 
of toys lay beneath the small table, all sorts of toys, balls, dolls, carriages, stuffed animals, and toy 
vacuums. Cleaning up, moving across the floor listening to Bubby Surah’s childhood. She wouldn’t dare 
say too much, in order not to share such horrid memories. In sixth grade I had to write a Holocaust story 
of a survivor. Finally, she opened up to me, realizing it was time to share her story.   

Living in Europe was hard for Jews; it was only getting stricter and stricter. As war continued to 
spread, half the nation took the journey to Russia. Almost all of Surah’s family went along, including Bubby 
Surah. The struggles continued for her and her family Russia, although it was slightly better there. Learning 
Bubby Surah’s story made me admire her more, and the sacrifices she’s made for me to be here today. 
May Bubby Surah have the place she deserves in Olam Habah. 

 

Devory Weiss 

Barefoot 

When I was little, I was getting dressed in the morning, and I was in a grumpy mood. My mom 
was telling me to hurry up. I said, “No!” so she screamed at me, and I screamed back.  It went on for a 
while until I stormed out of the house into the rain, not wearing one of my shoes. I walked up the street 
crying. It really hurt because one foot was barfoot and the pavement was really hard. When I got up the 
street, I sat down under a tree for about five minutes, getting soaking wet. After those five minutes, a car 
drove past me.  I did not see who was in it, but whoever it was looked at me weirdly and drove on. I 
became really uncomfortable, so I started heading back to my house, but before I could walk about ten 
steps, the person was back and was putting down the windows of the car.  I saw that the person was a 
woman. She gave me a weird look and asked me if I was all right.  I said that I was fine,  but I knew that it 
didn't look like I was; I had morning hair, I was soaking wet, and I was missing a shoe. She obviously did 
not believe me and gave me a Dunkin Donuts bag. I told her I did not want it and gave it back to her. While 
this was happening, another woman stopped her car behind the first woman.  This woman asked me 
where my other shoe was, and I gave her an angry look. I don't think she realized because she kept on 
rattling off more questions that were basically like the other woman's questions.  Soon she left, and I ran 
home.  After that I never stormed out into the street again, but my brother does that all the time.  I can’t 
wait for something similar to happen to him.   

 

Serena Abboudi 

First Time Moving 

Although moving out of my first home on Glenbrook was one of the saddest times in my life, I 
now feel like I’m an expert at moving. In the beginning I had a house on Glenbrook. Surprisingly it is across 
the street from Mrs. Reifer. We did not know that until my brother decided to look out the window. It 



was sad because it was the house that two of my brothers and I were born in. I was seven years old when 
I found out that we are moving. I remember trying to not get in the way. On the last or second to last day, 
I remember going to the house and going to my room. Looking at the empty room made me empty inside. 
I also remember putting my hand on the door and my eyes tearing up like a cloud before the rain. We 
moved in my grampa’s house and my third brother was born when we live there. After that we moved 
eight more times (we are still moving). As the story continues I get older and one day we will get a house 
that we will stay in.   

 

Elana Algarin 

An Ocean to Remember 

Blood boils faster than the rippling tides. At least that's what you would think if the ocean was 
your only home. The only place you can be yourself, but what if you had the chance to pull the strings of 
time. Would you change all you know or fix the mistakes of your past? Miraculous isn’t it how the earth 
is the only planet we can live. Makes you think doesn’t it. How the oceans flow, the sand crumbles and 
us. Well we just enjoy this beautiful planet called earth, or at least that's what I thought. I went to the 
shore of the tides, hearing the ocean waves, the calming breeze, it’s a beautiful sight. One of my favorites 
to be exact. Imagine a world without water without meaning, emotion, the minute you loved something 
it would be taken away. Never to be seen again. You can’t right? If only if such a place exits right, would it 
be a tragedy or a blessing? The gift to start all over, it sounds like a dream right! But here's the side effect 
of this so called gift is that you lose all your memories, emotionless, lonely. To all you want is to turn back 
the time be human again, after all what's so great about being a siren. I know it's when you become human 
again. After all these are all still people only in a heart broken state, wanting life to be as it was in a dream. 
Lyra, wake up it was all a dream or so I thought, The thing about this curse is one life is taken, broken. The 
other is starting its life all over again, not to ever know of the people who miss them, the love they once 
felt, or the people cared about. But what if the curse was split in two, would we even be able to get away 
or I fade away turned into a siren, who’s not allowed to feel? Well how was that, I asked my mom. She 
said it sounds cool, a bit sad though. I said it is supposed to get your attention, to make you want to read 
the story. I can’t wait till the next book. Okay, she said as she patted me on the head. If only she knew 
how this story is, I said while looking into the beautiful outdoors. “Elana, dinner.”  “Coming,” I say as I walk 
into the kitchen. If only they would truly know who they really are, the thought wondered in my mind for 
as long as I could remember.  

 

Shoshana Bennett 

Flower Girls 

 “Throw the flowers down when you walk down the aisle,” everyone told my sister and me, but no 
one told us any other details about what to do exactly. Even though I had asked countless number of 
times, I just did not know what to expect.  A couple of years ago at my aunt and uncle’s wedding, my sister 
and I were the flower girls, although no one made the directions clear to us. We were both quite young, 
as I was six and my sister only four, so we had no experience being flower girls.  When we started walking 
down the aisle, we didn’t know to throw the flowers.  There were tons of people watching us, and we just 
continued to march down the aisle.  Instead, we waited until after my aunt and uncle stepped out from 
under the chuppah and then we excitedly dumped the basket of flowers on their heads. Everyone laughed 



at our mistake, but since we were little and obviously innocent, no one seemed to really care.  Looking 
back, I realize how funny it really was.   

 

Leora Cohn 

Pesach 
As I walked eagerly off the bus into rainy humid weather, I knew the next ten days 

would be the best ten days of my life. I entered the hotel as overjoyed as a dog who was just let out after 
days inside. This was definitely not an ordinary hotel.  It was like a village with two-story buildings 
surrounding something that was almost like a street.  However,  the best part was if I walked out of my 
back porch, I was on the beach, and if I walked three steps further, I was at the pool.  Besides having the 
most relaxing, gorgeous Pesach ever, I also did adventurous activities including cliff jumping, jet skiing, 
parasailing, and I even climbed up a running waterfall. In the end my family and I had such an incredible 
time that we started going to different exotic places every year. That trip turned out to be just the 
beginning of many more fun Pesach vacations.   
 

Rachel Fine 

Kidnapped! 

When I was nine years old I was almost kidnapped.  On a beautiful sunny  Shabbos afternoon,  I 
was playing outside with my good  friends.  The girls all lived in my neighborhood.  We were having so 
much fun playing dodgeball. Slowly, we noticed a silver car driving around the block a few times. I was 
getting a little suspicious. I tried to focus on what my parents always told me, to remember that a driver 
can be lost. Two minutes later he stopped in front of my house. Suddenly, the driver rolled down the 
window and said, “Come here.” I felt pins and needles in my stomach.  I was starting to feel scared and 
nervous. He then got out of his car and began to approach me and my friends. At that time, I felt confused.  
I think that I would’ve been even more scared without my friends.  We all quickly ran inside my house. My 
mom and dad were taking a Shabbos nap. I ran upstairs and frantically woke my mom. I was crying and 
telling her what happened. My mom hugged me and tried to calm me down. After my mom calmed me 
down, it was about 5:00.  My mom gave us chocolate and other types of food.  Before I knew it, Shabbos 
was almost over. Yay! After Shabbos my mom was going to call the police.  After Shabbos my friends all 
went home.  My mom called the police and told them what happened to me and my friends.  She gave 
the police the license number of the car. The police said that the driver had just escaped jail. The next day, 
the police reported that the driver was found and sent back to jail. We were so happy to hear that he was 
caught and taken back to jail. We all felt safe again. 

 

Atara Friedman 

Goodbye, Chief 

It was one Chanukah night when my brother got the dog that he had been  begging  was for many 
years. Late at night two nights before my mom was going to get foot surgery that my dad and brother 
went to the Puppy Store. When they were there, they found the perfect dog. In the morning I woke up 
and went to my father. He said, “Go downstairs  there is a surprise.” The second I got downstairs I saw a 
tiny, brown, and furry thing with a little orange jacket and doggy sneakers sitting next to my brother 
preparing for a walk.  



I was very afraid of dogs and my brother said,  “Come meet Chief.” I went to see him. Of course I 
liked the dog and was happy we got one, but I was scared and it was a huge surprise. I was never on the 
same floor as him and didn’t touch him at all because I was too scared. A few nights later in the middle of 
the night, my brother was playing with dog when he went away to get something for a minute. When he 
came back, Chief’s nose was full of white stuff and there was a ripped up bag on the floor. My brother 
looked at the bag and it said rat poison. I can only imagine what was going through his head at that 
moment.  He ran upstairs to my parents room and said, “Dad, we need to go to the animal hospital the 
dog ate rat poison.” My dad who was exhausted said, ¨ It’s okay go back to sleep he will be fine we will 
deal with it in the morning.” My mother  insisted that they go now. 

They went to the hospital and  gave him medicine, he was okay after a couple of days. Soon after 
that I, like my whole family, became attached to the dog. He was a sweet and cuddly dog. My brother 
started working and my mother could not take care of the dog herself anymore. My parents started to 
consider selling the dog. After a lot of research and time they found a family who wanted to buy Chief. 
This family said that we could  visit  Chief anytime we wanted to.   We decided it would be better for him 
to go there because there were other dogs and he could run around the whole house and have a better 
life.  I will never forget him, but we knew what we did was best for him.    

 

Chava Goldenthal 

The Best Present 

This year, since it was my bat mitzvah year, I recieved way too much presents.  I received great 
presents for Chanukah also.  In the middle of a meal on the first night of Chanukah, my parents handed 
my sister and me our presents. They were in really nice bags and had really pretty tissue paper. We slowly 
opened our presents up. We took out the presents one by one. I got a new Lego set, a slime kit, and some 
other stuff. My sister got some cool things, too. After we opened our presents, my father told me there 
was something else in there. The bag seemed pretty empty, so I thought maybe my parents forgot to put 
it inside the bag. My parents told me to look closer. I looked closer and there was a thin piece of paper. 
“What could it be?’’ I asked myself.  I started reading it but I didn't really understand what the paper was. 
My father explained to me that it was a trip to Florida! I was filled with excitement. I would get a break 
from my sister because she wasn't coming with us! “When?” I asked my parents. My parents said, 
“Tomorrow morning!” I quickly packed all my clothes in my small suitcase and ran downstairs to ask my 
parents a question. I wanted to visit my counselor from summer camp, Yael, who lives in Florida.  Although 
at first it looked like I was not going to get to see her, it turns out that my mother and father arranged for 
Yael to surprise me at a concert.  The trip to Florida and getting to see Yael made it the best present I have 
ever received.   

 

Faiga Gordon 

The Scary Landing 

The large airplane began its descent over Copenhagen, Denmark. I was sitting in between my 
parents and we were about to start landing. All of a sudden, the left side of my face felt like it was breaking 
into a hundred pieces, on my eyes, on my lips, in my mouth, on my teeth, everywhere on that side. I told 
my mother because my father was resting while I had tears in my eyes.  She replied saying, “Don’t worry. 
It’s probably nothing.” It got worse and worse as we got closer and closer to the ground, and I cried more 
and more. My father woke up and was very confused. He asked what happened. My parents were very 



confused  about what was hurting me and tried to figure out what it was. Then we landed and ran to catch 
our connecting flight. While running to the other airplane my face still hurt.  During landing time on the 
second flight, my  father suggested, “It might be a sinus thing. Try blowing your nose.” I did and it worked 
a little. I kept on blowing my nose and then we landed. That was one of the scariest times of my life 
because I didn't know what was happening 

 

Rebecca Gruenebaum 

The Geography Bee 

I was proud of myself when I passed the geography quiz and became one of two girls in my class 
to go on to the finals. It happened when I was in fourth grade, and we were doing a geography activity on 
the Smartboard where you had to answer random questions about geography.  The students with the 
most points at the end of the activity would become the runner up and winner for the class.  Those 
students would get to go to the finals.  My teacher was asking questions and I was doing well.  We got to 
the last question, and I knew the answer.  All of a sudden, I won the runners-up spot.  My friend Chava 
won first place, too.  We were so excited that we were bouncing up and down. The next week my teacher, 
class and I all went into the lunchroom and saw a huge, long red table.  The winners from each class sat 
at the long table with a whiteboard to write answers on.  I found my name at the table and sat down at 
my seat.  The other winners sat down, too.  When the competition started, I did not know the answers 
and didn’t do well, but it was still a lot of fun.  I received a certificate and a globe keychain.  After all, I had 
a fun and exciting experience.  

 

Racheli Hala 

The Evil Bike 

A time I was in grave danger was when I was seven. My mother said she wanted to go on a walk 
to visit her friend. I was very lazy and I didn't feel like walking. So she said I could ride my bike. I took my 
bike from outside the house near the door and my family started walking. My mother told me to put a 
helmet on but I was lazy and couldn't find it.  Therefore, we just left without it.  I saw a small hill going 
downwards near the house, and I decided to ride my bike down the hill.  As I began rolling down the hill, 
I saw a big metal garbage can. I suddenly felt the bike going faster and the petals going faster.  I tried 
stopping the bike but the brakes stopped working. I drove straight into the garbage can. I don't remember 
what happened next, but everyone ran out and asked if I was okay. I said I was fine but my head hurt the 
rest of the day. During dessert I got a giant headache so we left. The next morning I had an even bigger 
headache, so my mother took me to the hospital. Ever since that day I hardly ever ride my bike because I 
was scared from the serious experience.   

Talia Huffman 

Dimples 

Last year I had a bunny rabbit, but my mother loathed our bunny.  She had wanted to get rid of it 
for a long time  We received the bunny by coincidence when we were visiting neighbors one Shabbat.  The 
children in the house had a bunny named Dimples that they no longer wanted because their children were 
grown up.  They took out the bunny for us to play with, and they said we could keep it. We renamed him 
Bun Bun and really loved him.  My mother hated the bunny from the start.  First, it hid under all of our 
furniture.  Then, it used our house as a bathroom and our curtains as a toilet.  We finally bought a cage 



and put the bunny in the cage, leaving the cage in the basement.    My mother still could not handle the 
smell and she moved the cage outside to our front porch.  She allowed my father’s friend to borrow it, 
even though we were upset when we found out.  One day we went to feed it and noticed it was missing 
from our porch.  The food and water bowl were missing, too.  Our parents admitted that they had gotten 
rid of the bunny.    They shuddered when they told us the truth, “We gave it away to people who aren’t 
well and could use a bunny to play with.”  We were upset, but we tried to be happy.  I miss Bun Bun, but 
I know he is being cared for.  At least, I hope he is. 

   

Toby Kahn 

The Talent Hidden Inside of Me 

The shiny brown piano stared at me as I walked over to play its keys.  I didn't know many songs, 
but I knew a bunch of notes.  I took out a paper of piano notes and then my fingers started dancing across 
the keys.  My mother heard me play, and she liked how it sounded.  She came over to me and asked,“Can 
you play that again?” I played the piece again and by now my mother had realized that I have a real talent: 
playing piano. I asked her, “Can I get a piano teacher?”  Now I have a piano teacher, and I can play all 
different kinds of songs.  

 

Bella Kluger 

The Scary Morning 

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! the alarm screeched at five o’clock in the morning. My puffy eyes squinted and 
tried to open. That moment my father entered the room and said, “GET UP!”  He then explained worriedly 
to me that there were high levels of carbon monoxide in our house. I ran out of bed and got dressed 
swiftly.  Then, I ran downstairs and went outside. Standing outside in the cold, I started to shiver.  All five 
of us piled into our car in the driveway.  With the heat on, we felt cozy in the car while we waited for the 
police to arrive.  The police and fire department rushed into our house - the levels were so high that they 
needed to wear gas masks. Next, the firemen briskly opened every window or door possible and told us if 
we were in that house for another twenty minutes, G-d forbid, we would´ve all died! As I think back at 
this story it reminds me how lucky I am that I’m alive and healthy.   

 

Chany Krausz 

Bunny Rabbits 

I will never forget the time I almost lost my bunny rabbits.  My typical day would start with me 
checking on my bunny rabbits after eating breakfast. One day, I rushed outside to check on my rabbits 
and play with them, and I noticed a horrible sight.  The door to the cage was completely open and the 
bunnies were gone. I had a friend over playing with me and the bunnies.  Since we had played with them 
the night before, I was afraid that I had forgotten to close the cage!  I rushed into my motherś room and 
woke her up.  In a panic, I announced, ¨Mommy, Mommy, Daizy and Lisa are gone!”  She came outside 
quickly and we looked around.  Just as I was about to give up looking for them, I saw a brown ball of fluff 
in the distance.  It knew it must be Lisa!  I felt relieved, but I was still missing Daizy.   We looked around 
over the gate, I noticed a lighter shade of brown sitting in the grass.  My  mother lifted my over the gate 



where I found Daizy.  I am so lucky that I was able to find my bunnies, and I never forgot to close the door 
to their cage again.   

 

Leeba Pariser 

The ER 

All  through  the summer  of  2017  my  parents  and  I  traveled  from doctor  to  doctor trying to 
find out what was wrong with me.  The doctors all thought we were crazy and didn’t find anything wrong.  
On  erev  Rosh  Hashana  my  father  and  I  approached  the   Westchester  Maria  Fareri  children's  
hospital.  When  we  got  into  the  waiting   room  of  the emergency  room,  we  saw  a  bald  pale  girl   
being  wheeled  inside.  I  hoped  that  I  would  not  ever be  in  that  position.   I  trembled  with  fear  that  
I  would  have  cancer.  My  father  and  I   both  started  to  cry.  We  were   side  by  side  on  orange  chairs  
with  a  wet  carpet  in  the  middle  of  the  circle  of  chairs.  The  old  lady's  voice  projected, “We  will  
be  with  you  momentarily.”  My  father  and  I  were  waiting  for  an  hour  and  a  half  {now  I  know  
why  a  waiting  room  is  called  a  waiting  room}.  One  of  the  ladies  called  my  name  to  get  my  vitals  
done.  We  went  back  to  waiting  for  two  hours.  Finally,  we  were admitted.    At the time, I did not 
realize what a long journey I would go on.  Looking back, I feel healthier and stronger than ever, but I still 
remember that first night in the emergency room, hoping and praying that I would be okay.   

 

Miriam Rozenberg 

A Scary Day 

One day my friend told me one of the scariest stories I had ever heard about creepy clowns 
breaking into people's houses and stealing things. The story was fresh in my mind the next day when I 
came home from school to my blue and white house. While I was walking upstairs, I heard sounds coming 
from the attic. I knew my brother had a ladder that led to the attic, and it was out. Then, all of a sudden, 
out came a sneaker shoe attached to a leg with loose, bulging pants straight through the ceiling, twitching 
in place. The leg just dangled there and then disappeared.  Then, I saw my father coming down the steps 
that led to the ladder. I was confused at first, but it turned out that my father had gone into the attic to 
fix something and stepped on weak boards, breaking the ceiling.  After that, we had a hole in the ceiling 
for about a month until my father finally fixed it.  I was relieved that it was just my father and not the 
creepy clown robbers.   

 

Batsheva Sachs 

The Scariest Time 

The scariest time in my life was when I was in a car accident.  I was in the backseat of a car,  
daydreaming about a song that was playing in the car.  I wondered if I had heard the song before.  I was 
pretty sure that I had heard on the radio.  All of a sudden, my daydream was disturbed when I heard a 
shriek.  The yelling startled me and I didn’t know what had happened.  I thought,  “Are we about to crash 
into another car?”  But that wasn’t it. The car veered off the road towards a tree and I felt a big bump.  
There was more screaming.  It all happened so quickly. 

I was silent. I was so shocked that I still didn’t realize what happened. My skin felt like pins and 
needles.  I felt numb.  Once I realized what had happened, I tried to unbuckle my seatbelt, but I was too 



shaky. Eventually, I pushed myself out of the car and I felt a shock of pain in my lower back.  I tried to turn 
my neck but I couldn’t.  It hurt too much.  I suddenly realized that the airbags had shot out next to the 
window beside me.  I walked across the street, and tried to process everything that had just happened. I 
dropped my bag on the side of the road.  It suddenly felt too heavy.  Two men came from other cars and 
one offered sweaters and coats to warm us up.   The other man offered his phone so I could call my 
mother. I wasn’t sure if I should take it since he was a stranger.  But I thought to myself, “This is a time of 
a crisis.”  Surprisingly, I wasn’t crying. After awhile, the paramedics and the ambulances came and they 
put a neck brace around my neck. It was a little too big because it was an adult size. It was uncomfortable 
but it helped my neck feel better. My father came a few minutes later, but it felt like I had waited for him 
for an hour. After a lot of waiting, the paramedics put me on a stretcher and slowly, slowly on the icy road, 
put me into the ambulance. My father rode with me as the ambulance took me to the hospital. It took 
awhile but eventually, they took the x rays and saw that nothing was broken.  

Riding in a car or a bus has never been the same since this day.  You never have to ask me twice 
about putting on my seatbelt.  The seatbelt saved my life. As you can see, this was a very scary experience 
for me, and I hope it never happens again.  

 

Shalva Laster 

Lessons from a Guitar 

I have always wanted to play guitar perfectly.  Every weekend I would practice and play different 
notes and songs.   One day on my way to music lessons when I was just a beginner, I was particularly 
excited.  I was going to play a piece that I had practiced in front of my whole music class.  When I finally 
arrived, I waved goodbye to my mother and ran off to grab a guitar from the shelf.  I sat down near my 
friends and took a song sheet to practice from.  I listened to the melody in my head and the calming tunes 
that I strummed.  I was following the notes on the paper with such concentration  that I was carried away, 
and without noticing,  my finger got caught in between the strings.  I quickly pulled my finger out from 
between the cords to see a little cut. My finger was in so much pain, even with just a little cut, that I 
couldn't play guitar anymore that day.  I felt discouraged by this event.  After thinking about what went 
wrong, I realized that I’m just a beginner and mistakes happen. I know one day I will achieve my goal.   

 

Rivky Perl 

Almost Kidnapped 

The ball bounced high over our heads while laughter filled the air on a nice Shabbat day, until all 
of a sudden we heard, “Swish.” A small grey car came flying toward my block. It drove around and around 
many times. Then, the small grey car stopped in front of my mailbox. The guy in the car opened the 
window and yelled loudly, “Get in my car!” three times. My friend Malky and I became frightened and ran 
through the grass, over the steps, and into the door of my house. “Boom!” we shut the door really harshly. 
While tears poured down our faces, my mother rushed to us asking, “What happened?” and “Are you girls 
ok?” We ran up the steps and explained all that happened, well, mostly me because I was older and it was 
my mother. We look out the window to see if the car was still there, but thank G-d it wasn’t. That night 
the police arrived when my parents were out shopping for groceries and my friend had already left my 
house.  I was already in a deep sleep.  My older sister Bashi and my older brother Avigdor were the only 
people awake in my house and even they weren’t adults.  The police came in and asked a few questions. 
“Today at 2:30 did you see a small grey car pass by or stop near your house?” and “Are your parents 



home?” Very serious questions were asked. The police left and my parents arrived home. My siblings told 
my parents everything that happened and my parents were in shock. From that we learned that you 
should always have adult supervision. The guy never came back, so I’m pretty sure he’s in jail or 
somewhere far away. 

 

Rena Rosenberg 

Winter Vacation 

One of the happiest times of my life was winter vacation.  This past winter vacation was my 
favorite one.  I like it the best because we had eleven days off of school this year.  For vacation we went 
to the Cayman Islands.  Cayman Islands is a very hot place. We usually don’t meet any Jewish peopole 
there but this year we did.  On Shabbat, we weren’t bored.  Near my hotel, they had a kids’ club and they 
had games.  If you win, you can get a free ice cream.  My sibliings and I won a lot.  We played at the beach 
a lot, too.  I ran out screaming every time my sister noticed there was a fish.  On another day we went 
parasailing.  I loved it because you can get a really pretty view.  You can see different shades of blue from 
the water.  We also saw a turtle swimming slowly in the water.  Last, I love parasailing because you did 
into the water at the end of the ride and it feels wonderful.  Winter vacation was filled with fun activities 
that I will always remember.   

 

Aviva Taibe 

Forgotten Notes 

I stared blankly at the keys, black and white pieces moving on the board. My teacher gestured to 
me to start, not knowing what was going on in my head, for if she did, it wouldn’t be fun. I played the song 
strolling my fingers from key to key. But then while I was in middle of my song, I felt like a huge block of 
ice go into my brain, blocking the notes for the song. I wished I didn’t have to play the song by heart, for 
that very morning I feared this would happen, even though I knew the song then. I was lost in 
concentration.  How could I forget? I don’t remember ever suffering from stage fright before. All eyes 
were on me. How could I finish the song if I didn’t remember the middle of it, and without a piece of paper 
telling me what to play? Could this be the end of my piano playing days, for it was only my first year 
learning? No matter how hard I tried to remember the middle of the song, the block of ice seemed to be 
getting bigger and bigger! Then, a nice warm feeling of relief swooped over me, seeming to melt the block 
of ice. I got an idea: it’s a repetitive song so why don’t I just play the beginning part as the middle of the 
song? It was only a note or two different. I played the beginning twice, once as the actual beginning and 
again as the middle. Nobody seemed to know the difference, and I realized that all this worrying was for 
nothing. When I finished my song, everyone broke into applause.  My teacher gave me a hug and told me 
in her broken English how proud she was! If I had the option to do it again, even considering the feeling 
of being applauded, I don’t think I would choose to repeat it. EVER! 

 

Daniella Taub 

The Dangerous Ride 

I remember feeling a 125 mile-per-hour wind that almost blew me off my feet. I knew I had to go 
on that roller coaster. It was tall and fast and scary. My friends and I went to check if I was tall enough, 



but I wasn't. I was less than an inch too short. Then I started begging the manager in a deep mature voice, 
“Please I have to go on this roller coaster!” But the manager said “No.”  

We continued to beg, but the same thing happened.  I felt depressed, sad, and lonely because 
everyone else was tall enough.  After a while that's when it hit me. I could stuff tissues in my shoes.  I tried 
that and it did not work because the tissues were visible in my shoes. Then I thought that maybe if I added 
a little water it would help, and it did!  I feared the manager would recognize us since we were all wearing 
neon pink shirts with a large letter M.  Luckily, the manager was on a lunch break, and sweet girl took his 
place.  My height still did not reach the correct mark on the measuring stick, but she permitted me to join 
the line for the roller coaster.  While waiting on line, a man who looked to be about 30 told me and my 
friends, “You guys are gonna die!” My heart started racing, and my friends squeezed me close as we said 
shema, praying not to die. That was definitely the best roller coaster I ever went on, and my friends 
agreed.  Although I was able to trick the manager and get on the ride, I know now that that is a stupid 
thing to do.  Next time, I will hopefully be tall enough and get to enjoy my favorite ride safely.    

 

Tamar Sorotzkin 

The Happiest Time 

The happiest time of my life was when my sister was born.  It was an exciting time, and she was such a 
cute baby.  Now she knows many things.  She can speak three languages and she knows almost everything.  
The first I saw her, I remember seeing her open her bright blue eyes.  We stayed at my grandmother’s 
house for Shabbat and then went to visit my mother and sister in the hospital.  We were thinking about 
different names for her.  When my mother told me that she had chosen the name Noah, I was so excited 
since I loved the name.  February 18th is a date I will always remember.  

 

Rikki Walter 

The Time I Went to Disney World - Magic Kingdom 

The  sun  shone bright  on  the second day of chol hamoed Pesach.  My break was finally here.  I 
could not wait to put on my bathing suit and sit in the pool all day.  I knew that later in the day we would 
have a barbecue.  It was the perfect plan until…  

“Rikki,” my mom called my name. “Get dressed.  Your clothes are on your bed.  We are going to 
Target.”  I groaned as I had just gotten ready to swim. Then I realized that in Florida, Target sells a lot of 
swimming stuff, and my mom will probably buy a fun swimming toy for me that I can play with in the pool 
later today. My mind practically flew away from me.  I couldn’t stop thinking about the red, yellow, purple, 
and blue sinking rings and a big huge floaty for me to relax on. Then, out of nowhere,  I was at the cash 
register paying for water, sunscreen, and snacks. No swimming toys for me. Then 30 minutes passed  and 
we were not home yet. 

 “Where are we going?” I shouted.  “It’s a surprise,” my mom said. Then the wind blew and a big 
sign caught my eyes.  It said, “Welcome to Disney World.”  We got a map and started our trip. First, we 
went to the roller coasters. We went to the Seven Dwarfs Mine Train, Space Mountain, and both of the 
water rides. My favorite roller coaster is Space Mountain.  I went on it three times!  Then my dad came 
with my siblings, and we ate lunch and went to Ritas. Then we met some Disney characters. We met Snow 
White, Cinderella, Mickey Mouse, Miranda, Ariel, and Belle. Then we went on other rides and we dug for 
fossils. The gift shop was next, and I got a book called Mal’s Spell Book and a new Lego set.  Even though 



I was looking forward to a simple, relaxing day at the pool, going to Disney World made my vacation even 
more exciting.    

 
Michal Benowitz 

Going to Sleepaway Camp 

As I was boarding the bus leaving camp I thought about how it had begun. It all started when my 
mother told me that she wanted to talk to me. As I sat at the table waiting for her, I was slightly worried 
that I was in trouble. All those thoughts changed when she told me the news -  I was allowed to go to 
sleepaway camp! I was extremely excited with the news, but at the same time I was a little scared. I still 
was not sure if I wanted to go this year or in a couple of years. After all, I was only eight. I still had the big 
decision to make and camp was coming around the corner. It was two months before camp, and after a 
little talk with my sister who had gone the year before, I made the decision that I was going to camp. Even 
though I was going to go to camp by myself without knowing anyone, I was still really excited. 

 As camp was coming closer I started to realize what I had gotten myself into. One thing I was a 
little afraid of was that I would not see my parents or family for a month. Camp was coming nearer and 
nearer, and soon enough I would have to get over my fret. I was also scared that I would not make any 
friends even though I was normally pretty friendly. Getting sick is another thing I was scared of. I was 
afraid of getting sick or hurt because my mother would not be there to help me. My sisters both assured 
me that I would be fine and have a great time. 

 While the bus was boarding, I had mixed feelings of fear and excitement. For one, I was scared to 
be by myself on the other hand I was excited because I was going to camp. My mother and I hugged for a 
really long time as my father and brother put my bags on the bus. After I hugged my mother, I went to my 
father and then all my siblings. My mother was crying and I shed a few tears. Eventually, I had to get on 
the bus so I hugged and kissed everyone one more time and left. I got on the bus and sat down next to a 
stranger. We talked for a little, but she was much older than me. Behind me was someone that looked 
about my age. It took a long time to gather the courage to talk to her. After a while, I got very bored so I 
asked her what her name was she said, “Daniella.” She was my age and very nice. I really wanted to be in 
her bunk. 

 All of a sudden, I heard really loud music. We were at camp. I was excited I was finally there. I had 
been waiting for what seemed like forever and it finally came. While I was exiting the bus, I thought about 
my family. I pushed that thought out of my mind as fast as it came in. After all, I wanted to enjoy the 
moment. We went to this big building, and they told us who was in our bunk. I really wanted to be in the 
same bunk as Daniella. She got called and I was hoping I would get called with her. I did not get called, but 
I was in her co-bunk. I was really sad, but I knew that I could make different friends, and she was only in 
my co-bunk.  

On the way to my bunkhouse, I met a girl named Shira. We became friends at first glance. She 
was tall and nice. She was from Florida. We talked the whole way to the bunk house. When we got there, 
the first thing I noticed  was the bunk beds. I saw that Shira picked a bed on the bottom so I picked the 
bed next to hers. Then I noticed shelves. They were basically empty except a few girls were putting their 
clothes in theirs. I decided to do the same. When I was finally done, I was able to talk to a few other girls 
in my bunk. One of them was girl named Atara. Atara was  nice and friendly. Her bed was next to mine. 
Before I went to bed, I wrote a long letter home. I told them how much I loved and missed them. I was 
almost in tears by the time I was finished. By then it was past nine thirty and I was really tired, so I went 



to bed. I woke up to the sound of music blasting over the loudspeakers. I got up and went to daven. After 
that I went to breakfast, and I found out my schedule of the day. It was filled with a lot of fun activities, 
such as water parks, baking, basketball, arts and crafts, and other fun activities.   

Now, as I’m leaving the place I called home for a month, I remember all this. I was so excited to 
see my family and go home. But I was really sad to leave camp and all my new friends, including all the 
fun activities that I enjoyed so much over the summer. On the bus I sat next to one of my new friends and 
stated to prepare for the long ride home. This time I did not have to gather any courage to talk to my 
friend since we were already talking. We talked for the entire ride home. When we got to Monsey, I 
jumped off the bus and ran straight to my mother, father, and all my siblings. We were so excited to see 
each other. When I got home, there was a big poster on the door that said “Welcome home, Michal.”  
When I got inside there was sushi waiting for me. It was so good, but the best part of this whole experience 
was how good I felt about going to camp all alone. 

 

Elisheva Farca 

 My first time playing piano was when I was two years old. I started to play because when I was 
one year old, my grandfather bought me a piano. Once, when I was two, I asked my mom, “What should 
I do with the piano?” and she said, “You can play with it.” I said that I wanted to, and she said, “Ok.”  So I 
did. I didn't really play piano.  I just pressed the keys.  My mom would laugh with me  because when I 
played the piano, I dressed up in her heels and I wore her makeup. It was really funny so I laughed with 
her. When I played, it did not sound good; it sounded horrible, but my mom would say it sounded good 
anyway. When she laughed I asked, “Why are you laughing?” and then she said nothing, but she hugged 
me and kissed me, and she said to me that she did not mean it. When I was three, I still dressed up and I 
wore my mom’s heels and I still wore the makeup when I played the piano! 

 

Elisheva Hirsch 

When I was Moving to Monsey 

 I felt sad because I did not know we were going to move until my father told me. I told my friends 
in school that I was moving. When I told them, they were very sad and they did not want me to leave. My 
friends told their mothers and they said that I was moving to Monsey. School was over and it was time for 
camp. I had a great time at camp. I moved on the last day of camp. I got off the bus and my Zaidy came to 
pick me up.  

We went in the house to put my mother's shoes in a bag and pack up other stuff. Then we waited 
for my brothers to get off the bus from camp. When my brothers came, we left to go to my Bubby and 
Zaidy’s apartment. When we were at my Bubby and Zaidy  apartment, they said that our mother and 
father will come to the apartment and we would have pizza. My mother and father came with the car to 
unload all of the stuff  that the mover did not do, like small and not heavy stuff.  After that, we left to our 
new house in Monsey.   

 

 

 

 



Eliyanah Gruenebaum 

Books 

Before the internet and video games there were books. I discovered books when I was four or five 
years old. I  could not read yet. Sometimes I could tell what the book was about by the pictures. The books 
I read when I was little were random; I didn't really know what I liked yet. By age six, I learned how to 
read.  At age seven I was a master reader!  Being a master reader makes me feel like queen of the books. 
That's how I discovered reading. Books make me feel I’m in the books’ world and not in my world. You 
can go anywhere. You can go to a place of joy, or fear, or fright. Just reading the book aloud gives me such 
a thrill. Touching the pages, the cool crisp pages soothes me. Reading with a friend is optional too. I love 
books! Do you like books too?   

 

 Elle Shucht 

Getting Ready for the Wedding Day 

My cousin Dena was getting married which means my family had  to get ready for the wedding. 
Trust me it's not as easy as it seems because some dresses just aren’t the right style for everybody, which 
is why it took a long time to find dresses. My father found a suit surprisingly fast.  

After a few weeks, we eventually found what we needed for the wedding. On the wedding day, 
we needed to get our hair done. After that we went to this huge school which was where the wedding 
was, since we had to go there early for the pictures. After pictures, we had some food and I just talked to 
my family. My grandmother and I started walking to the chuppah and watched the bride walk down the 
aisle. Then we went to our table and had food while listening to a band play music. 

 After that, people got out of their seats and started dancing in a circle that surrounded the bride 
while she was dancing in that circle with other people.  Then my mother asked me, “Do you want to dance 
in the circle?” I said no because I'm just too shy to dance, but then I realized that I should dance instead 
of just watching other people have a good time while I was doing nothing. When my mother asked me 
again to dance, I said, “Yes.” A few minutes later, everybody sat down in their seats and ate the next 
course. Then we had dessert.  

In conclusion, getting ready for things isn't easy but it paid off.  At the end you get to be 
somewhere with good food and good music, but most importantly with the people you love.      

                                                                

Esther Weinstein 

A Proud Moment 

 “There aren’t enough players.” I was super excited when I heard those words. It was a hot Sunday 
afternoon at the park. The rain had just come to a stop, and the spring smell was in the air. The grass 
smelled fresh, the air was crisp, and the birds chirped. And my little brother’s baseball team didn’t have 
close to enough players to compete in the game. I loved playing baseball- young, old, girl, boy- it didn’t 
matter. I was all about baseball. 

 I was one of the only people alone who came to watch the game. Even if I wasn’t playing, it was 
still baseball. But playing was number one on my list. I ran over to my father, the coach, and asked him if 
I could play. He asked the other coaches if they were okay with it, and they agreed. I batted last in the 



order and struck out swinging, partially because of the pressure. Embarrassed, I sat down on the bench. I 
wanted to show that girls could play baseball, too. But I hadn't. But there would be other chances. I jogged 
out onto the field which was muddy from the rain, but the ball never came near me. The other team went 
down 1-2-3, all of them striking out. My next time up I hit a single, satisfied with myself that I had come 
through. I got out, though, after the next kid up hit into a double play.  

 The game continued. I got a hit every time up, a few singles and a pair of doubles. I felt proud 
when another kid arrived and someone else said to him, “There’s a girl playing, and she can really hit.” 
The best part came in the bottom of the last inning. My brother’s team was up by just four runs and the 
other team had the bases loaded with one of their really good hitters at the plate. I’m praying in my head, 
hit the ball here. And I guess the kid heard my prayers, because the next thing I know, there’s a line shot 
at my feet. I could barely see anything happening, because every kid was trying to catch the ball, wanting 
to be the hero of the game. But I was the one meant to catch that ball. And that’s just what I did. I jumped 
to avoid the ball hitting me and caught it. Game over. A kid on the team jumped in the air, shouting 
“Esther!” Parents and kids high-fived me, and I felt important and proud. That was a great moment for 
me. 

 

Freeda Oliver 

My Plane Ride 

  When we arrived at the airport and  to show our boarding passes they said the flight  had 
eight extra seats. I was very happy thinking i would get a great sleep. The flight was twenty-two hours 
long . I had four  seats and slept , woke up and went to the back to stretch , then I came back and there 
was a woman fast asleep in my seats! I saw my shoes, pillows, blanket, and my bag on the floor . I didn't 
want to wake up the woman but I had nowhere to sit and I was not willing to stand for twenty hours. I 
went to sit with my sister on her lap and she hated it! We had to find a comfortable way to sit and get 
along. We slept for eight hours and then we woke up and ate. After that we watched two movies, talked 
and went back to sleep. Before I knew it, we were five minutes away from landing. Then all of a sudden, I 
got a struck by nausea. I threw up and we landed in a miserable way. Very out of the blue the woman who 
took my original seats came up to me and said ‘Oh hi honey did you enjoy the flight?’ I just ignored her 
and walked to the back of the plane to get water and finish my twenty-two long hours of the plane ride. 

 

Hadassah Posner 

I Moved to Israel 

After a long day of school I left feeling very thrilled because I had just made a new friend and I 
really liked her. When she realized that I didn’t have snack that day she gave me her own and stuck up for 
me when other kids weren’t so nice to me. When my father picked me up from school he said to me in 
the car, “We’re moving to Israel.” I was not delighted or unhappy; I was feeling all kinds of things. Part of 
me was feeling upset and the other part of me was feeling excited. I was eager to go to Israel but I was 
upset to leave behind all my friends and school. I told my father, “I don’t wanna leave my friends” but 
then I said, “but I really wanna go to Israel.” My father said, “but you’ll meet so many other friends and I 
know a lot of people in Israel and they are very nice. They always put my feelings first and they always try 
to not insult me in any way, I think you’ll really like it.‘’ I then thought about it and a very scared look 
passed my face and I said, “but it’s so scary.” Then my father said, “it may be scary, but once that scary 
part is over it is so exciting and I bet you’ll have a great time in Israel. ” Then I actually couldn’t wait. I had 



one week to pack which was the most scary part about it, because we were moving to Israel and I needed 
to pack everything I owned.  Our flight was delayed, but when we finally got on the plane, I fell asleep 
through the whole flight. My dad woke me up when we landed.  It took us like an hour to get out of the 
airport, and then it took another two hours to get home. 

 

Leah Shtaygrud 

My Trip to Disney 

Once, when I went to Disney World I was so excited to go and see Cinderella’s Castle and all the 
thrilling rides. I went to Disney World the day after I landed into Orlando. When I finally came to Disney 
World,  my parents told me, “If you ever get lost we will meet at the entrance of Disney World.” I was so 
distracted on all the rides and all the people that I hesitated and got lost. I was petrified. I turned my head 
around looking all over for my parents.  What I didn't know is that my parents were right behind me all 
this time. All the sudden I found my parents by hearing them call out, “Leah, turn around let's take a photo 
all together at Cinderella's castle.” I was so relieved that I told my parents and two sisters that also came 
with me to Disney World the whole story on how I thought I got lost. My parents told me that if you ever 
get lost that you should ask someone to call your parents and to go to the place that we were supposed 
to meet. This taught me that safety comes first and no matter where you go you should always pay 
attention no matter how cool of a place you go to. 

 

Raizy Friedman 

My First Sleepover 

I love sleepovers. In my house I am not allowed to have sleepovers until the end of third grade. 
Girls in my class used to tell me that my mother had strict rules, but I didn’t mind. I would just pretend 
that my sister and I would have sleepovers. My first sleepover started when...    

When  I  was  8  years  old  I  had  my  first  sleepover.  To  begin  with , it  wasn't  just any  
sleep-over  it  was   the  best  sleepover  of  my  life.  At  first  we  could  not  decide  if  we  should  
do  the  sleep  over  at  my  house  or  hers.  Finally  we  decided  that  we will  go  to  her  Shira´s  
house.  Then  when  my  mother  picked  me  up  she  took  her  also  for   a   double  sleepover  we  
would  had  the  time  of  our  lives. 

At Shira´s house, we slept in her room with her younger sister Meital. I bought a pack of 
nail polishes. We did our nails until 9:00. Then we got bored so we watched a movie until 11:30 with 
her older sister Bailey. Finally we fell asleep. In the morning before my mother picked me up, we 
eat breakfast and played with her younger  sister Emma.  

At my house we played games. When it was bedtime we said stories and told secrets. My 
mom let us sleep in our downstairs guest room so that my sister or brothers could not bother us. The 
next day we had pancakes with ice cream and chocolate chips. It was delicious.   

Until this day I have been having sleepovers. In fact I love sleepovers. Sleepovers are the 
best time to bond with your friends. Some of my sleepovers are crazy and fun and we stay up late. 
My favorite sleepover was my first one. Sleepovers are not about what you do sleepovers are about 
who you do it with. So obviously my favorite sleepover was with my best friend. 

 



Shaina Kirsh 

Winter Break 2019 

I went to Great Wolf Lodge for winter vacation this year. Great Wolf Lodge is in the Poconos 
Mountains. We went for three nights and four days. I went with my mom and my two sisters. Then the 
third night my dad came with my two brothers.  

The arcades there were really fun. The water park was soooo much fun! They had a lot  of 
activities. For example, they had story time and really fun dance parties. One of the days they had a trivia 
game and another day they had a bingo game. 

In the water park, there was a huge bucket that said Great Wolf Lodge on it and it would fill to the 
top and then spill all over! Some of the water slides were really scary but, really fun. There was one water 
slide that was really scary but I kept going back on it. I would go back on the line and said, “that was really 
fun!” But by the time I got back to the top of the line I was terrified. There was even a roller coaster water 
slide that was awesome. It felt like I went on it a million times. There was also a pool with six lilly pads 
across the pool and ropes on top where you have to climb across without falling. The rest of the days of 
winter vacation I just chilled and went to local fun places, got my nails done. Overall I had a fantastic 
winter break.  

 

Shira Raff 

My First Trophy 

When I was about seven years old I began playing soccer. The field was so big and nice but it 
sometimes smell like dog poop. I was a great player. I would kick the ball and it would go so far. Also when 
ever I was goalie the ball would usually never get in the goal. But every year I got a medal, but no trophy. 
I always would get so upset because first off all, the head coach is my father’s best friend. I thought that 
since he is my father’s best friend he would give me a trophy. Second of all, I was a great player.  

After the last day of soccer I would usually cry, because it felt really bad to not get a trophy when 
I worked so hard in soccer. After a few years of playing soccer and never winning a trophy I was almost 
going to quit but I didn’t. On the last day of soccer, I was goalie and someone kicked my leg and it hurt so 
much that I started to cry (you can tell I was little).  My coach asked, “Do you want to sit out or do you 
think that you can keep on playing?” I said that I would keep on playing. I think that my coach was really 
proud of me when I did that. When soccer was over it was time for them to give the trophies. I was so 
nervous and getting so scared. Finally she chose a person. IT WAS ME! I was so excited and delighted. It 
was my first trophy ever! After all those years! My trophy was for being a valuable player. That was the 
best day in the world for me! When my father picked me up I showed him my trophy and he was so proud 
of me. Now I have lots of trophies from a lot of different places. 

 

Maya Shatkin 

I’ll Never Leave You 

                    One day, my mother was taking me to a friend’s house. (I was a very clingy kid) I said to my 
mother “I’ll never leave you.” Then, she said, “What about when you go to your friends house?” I said, 
“Ok, but I'll never leave you.”  Then my mother asked, “What about when you go to school”?” Then I said 
“Ok, but I’ll never leave you.” Then my mother asked, “But what about when you get married?” Then I 



said, “Oh, Mom, you’ll be dead by then.” I didn't know I said that until recently at my neighbor’s wedding. 
I was surprised I said that. I am still a clingy kid to this day. 

 

Tali Morrison 

Getting My Phone 

The best present I ever received was was on Chanukah evening. My mom and dad said that they 
have one more present for me. My body filled up with excitement. It was wrapped in beautiful wrapping. 
They handed it to me, I started unwrapping it while wondering what was inside of this beautiful present. 
Still unwrapping it very slowly almost done, I peeked through a tiny hole that I made. I couldn't really see 
what was in it, but it was blue and rectangular. I finally finished unwrapping it. I took a little glance at it, 
and it was a phone. The only electronicI ever had was a ipod, but I couldn't communicate with anyone on 
it. I was so excited to start using it. I've been wanting a phone for such a long time. So I went into my room 
and started setting everything up and figuring it out.  

A few months later I already knew how to use to everything on my phone. Now, thinking back at 
that moment, I wonder how did I live without a phone . Now I'm pretty much addicted to my phone and 
I bring it almost everywhere I go. As you can see my phone was the best present I ever got. 
  

Zahava Lloyd 

Getting my First Dog 

When I got  my first dog,  I was eight. I was sitting on the couch and parents said, “Zahava you can 
get a dog!” I was so excited! “Hooray,” I said. We went to the car and drove all the way out to New Jersey. 
It took an hour to get there. While we were driving, 

we thought of a name. When we got there, we decided to name him Maxie. He was 4 years old. After we 
got maxie, we went to Target to get him a bed and food, and a leash. He was white with black spots and 
so so cute. He felt so soft. He barked a lot. We play all the time. Me and my siblings love to take him on 
walks. I am so happy that my parents got me a dog. Every morning I take him out for a walk. Then I let him 
eat and drink. He does tricks a lot. Then I give him a treat. Sometimes we go outside and play ball. 

 

Zehava Isaacson 
Snowtubing 

I would have thought snow tubing would be easy. All I would do is sit in the tube and they would 
push me. Boy was I wrong. When I came, I saw the ski hill, the ski lift and snow lots and lots of snow. The 
cold hit my face as I excitedly ran forward. My father and older brother lagged behind me. “Typical” I 
thought. I mean there is a lot of snow so… .“Hurry up,” I called. My father signed all the papers and went 
up to the desk. He did whatever parents do before we go somewhere. He said it was paying. I was the one 
who showed my family how to put the tags on their jackets. We spent a few minutes watching the skiers 
and then we went to the tubing entrance. The snow tubing was right next to the ski lessons and knowing 
that the five year olds could ski better than me was kind of humiliating. I ignored that fact when I saw 
adults right above them. It looked like this was their first time ever skiing, so that made me feel a little 
better. We came up front and my father realized we couldn't go until three o’clock sharp, so we all decided 



to watch the people go snow tubing to figure out how to get up and which lanes were the best. Finally 
after what felt like 43,800 minutes (which is one month) we could finally go.  

I grabbed a tube and started walking.  After a few feet, a man took my tube, took the bottom part 
of it off and winked. I took my tube back and continued to walk. I walked to the ramp with my father 
trailing behind me. The woman said don't walk up, but we didn't understand till I saw it. It was like an 
escalator, but without stairs. As I stepped on it, I felt a jolt run through my body. The ride took forever but 
when it finally it ended, I walked off of it with a little bounce in my step. This was it my first time going 
snow tubing in five years.  The shortest line there was, was the one I went to. My brother obviously 
followed.  A lady screamed, “3-2-1-GO” without any mega/microphone. I sat down in the tube just as my 
father pushed me headfirst. Whoa! Let me tell you, my butt didn’t have a good time because it hit every 
piece of snow that wasn't perfectly formed into the lane. I could've said, “My life had flashed before my 
eyes,” but that would be an understatement; not an over exaggeration but an understatement. 
Nevertheless, I wanted to do it again. I weighed the pros and cons if should I wait for everyone else or 
not. I went with the “or not” part.  

By the third time around, I was used to it. When I came down, my father took me by surprise. 
There he was for me and we went up together. By then we had both agreed that the second lane was the 
fastest. That's when it hit me, he was going to put me on that lane but I did not care one bit. My father 
told me that he was going to put me on the second lane and I went along with it. I moved faster the the 
speed of sound. It was awesome! In the car my father gave us each a donut and told us not to tell my 
mother. When I went home I made myself the best hot cocoa ever.  The smell of delicious hot cocoa filled 
my nose I took a sip. “Ah,” I said-breathed. I sat down and I drank. It was so good I wanted another. The 
feeling of the hottish-warmish hot cocoa go through my throat. 

 

Shira Schwartz 

Falling Down the Stairs 

I was in grave danger when I fell down my stairs in high heels. When I was little, I wanted to dress 
up in my mom’s high heels and white and black shirt and skirt. Then, I wanted to go to the basement to 
play with toys. I was trying to walk down the stars in my mom’s high heels when I started tumbling down 
the stairs. It was frightening to fall down the stairs, and I did not know what to do.  I fell on the floor on 
my stomach.  My mom heard me crying.  My mom came and I was laying on the floor on my stomach, 
crying yet still wearing my mom’s high heels and black and white shirt and skirt.  My mom said, “Never do 
that again!”  I didn't understand, but I think I listened. I know not to walk down the stairs wearing high 
heels that are too big!   

 

Blimi Farkas 

My Passion for Basketball 

Since a young age, I’ve always had a passion for sports. The first game I attended was a basketball 
game on January 5, 2013. It was the Brooklyn Nets vs Sacramento Kings. I  watched the player dribble, 
pass, and shoot the ball. While watching that, I realized that’s what I wanted to do. In the spring of 2014 
I moved to a new neighborhood. I didn’t know anyone yet. When we moved my father bought a basketball 
hoop. That helped take my mind off the fact that I didn’t have any friends. I wasn’t very good at first. As I 
continued practicing I got better and better at basketball.  



 In the summer of 2017, I moved to Pomona, New York. I was very excited because the school 
(ASHAR) had I basketball team. Then, I found out that I could only be on the team the next year. They had 
a program for kids my age. I had practice every Thursday for the rest of the school year. Time passed and 
it was time for tryouts. I tried very hard, and I made the team. I actually wasn't there the day everyone 
else found out, so I called my close friend and she told me that I made the team. That happened on 
December 20, 2019. Therefore we made history! We became the first ASHAR junior varsity basketball 
team! Everyone was very supportive of me. I was really excited. Now, Farkas number 2 was the new Ashar 
Sharks MVP.  

The day that I found out, I called everyone. My grandparents, my BFF, my family friends, my aunts, 
and my uncles. I felt great getting a text that would say “Congratulations,” or “We are so proud of you.” 
When I got some of these messages all I felt was pride.  

The position I would be playing was point guard. The fact that I was that specific position also 
made me proud. That was because that position is the most important position in the whole game. A point 
guard is a tough position but I feel I will do great. I can’t wait to play by shooting, passing, and dribbling 
the ball just like I saw when I was younger. I can’t wait for my first game on March 3rd, 2019. As you can 
see, I’ve always had a great passion for basketball.  

 

Bracha Pomeranz 

I Realized I had Talent When… 

Did you feel you had a secret talent deep inside you? I did. In my normal house, on a normal day, 
was the time I realized I could create my own music. Nervously, I felt like the keys were speaking to me, 
saying: “Play me! Create music with me!” Though it was so hard, I felt like I would press the wrong key 
and make the wrong noise. However, slowly, I had an idea. I remembered the song I liked, “Seven Years 
Old.”  I liked its structure and rhythm. With courage,  I tried making the same rhythm, and soon, I was 
doing it! After that I was just pressing some lighter deep notes, making a deep, calm, and gloomy rhythm. 
I really felt I was in a calming place. I felt calm, relaxed, in a land full of music, and maybe even asleep! I 
could smell the music notes coming! I felt like i was diving in a pool of music. As you can see, I learned 
how to create my own rhythm, piece by piece.  

 

Ahuva Remez 

When I went to Universal Studios 

 When I got to Universal City, I was so excited. One of the rides I went on was a Spiderman ride. I 
thought it was going to be a little ride but as I went on the ride, they gave us 3D- glasses. I put them on, 
and  then the ride started. It was fast and I was wrong that it was slow and boring. It was really fun.  

Then, I went on a Jurassic park ride. I also thought this was a boring ride at first. On the ride the 
seats were wet, but I did not care because I was very hot. When the ride started, there were dinosaurs 
but they were herbivores and it was slow, but then suddenly out of nowhere a boat fell that I did not 
expect to happen, but it only fell about a foot or 2. After the boat fell, we went down a deep drop and we 
got sopping wet. I was so thrilled that we got wet because I was so hot. Finally when we got to the end of 
the drop, we saw a T-REX. The T-REX was pushing the boat and I almost fell out. It was so much fun at the 
end. I wanted to on it again, but I wanted to try to go on all the rides.  



The next rides we went on was the Harry Potter ride. It was so much fun because there was a 
dragon that we had to kill to save Harry Potter and his friends.  

The last ride we went one was my favorite, because it had a loop de loop and the biggest drop 
was 60 feet tall.  It was so cool and I was not even tall enough to go on but my Dad quickly got me on. By 
the time the last roller coaster came to an end, it was the night and we got to go see the fireworks. It was 
so cool. I was so delighted and I can’t wait to go again.       

 

Ariela Neiman 

Getting my First and Second Dog 

 One Shabbos day my parents went to sleep so I went to play with my neighbors’ house  and 
realized that they had a dog. I did not see any guest, so I asked who the dog belonged to.  My neighbor 
said that it was hers, but that the guy next door to my apartment was giving away a dog. So I ran to my 
house and woke up my parents. I asked them if I could have a dog, and they said yes! So my father  and I 
went to get the dog. Her name was Shadow. Within the next week, the landlord found out we had a dog 
and made us give her away to my uncle. He switched her name to Daisy, but at least I get to see her often. 

   Several years later I had another opportunity:  It is shabbos and at the Friday night meal, my 
aunt and two cousins told me that we were going to look at dogs with the possibility of  buying one. To 
be honest, as we walked through the  store and passed a lot of dogs, I really did not think that we would 
get a dog. All of a sudden my family stopped and looked at a dog that we all fell in love with. We wanted 
to get this one dog, because he was very calm and didn’t jump. So on on December 2, 2018, my aunt and 
cousins bought a goldendoodle. We took him to play with and saw his personality; he was calm, we loved 
him and we ended up buying him. A little while later, my aunt decided it was too hard to have a dog so 
she gave him to us. We named him Teddy. That’s the story behind my first dog and my second dog. 

 

Adle Weiss 

Rollerblading 

 Rollerblading has been one  of my special talents since a young age. I started rollerblading when I 
was two years old. My amazing mom taught me and I learned very quickly. I was not so great at first, but  
after awhile, I learned a lot of tricks. Now I am almost the best rollerblader in my  house.  

At least once a week I go rollerblading. Everything passes by so fast as I feel the wind blowing my 
hair. When I look back to see how far I’ve gone, I can smell the rush of air. 

 I love rollerblading with my brother Duvy. He taught me lots of tricks. But I taught him lots of 
tricks too. 

There is a really smooth street in my neighborhood where we like to practice. One day my brother 
and I were there for what felt like ten hours. Then we went to a construction site and rollerbladed on a 
new road. We realised we were not supposed to be there, so we decided to go back home. On the way 
home my brother found his friend and stayed to talk. I was so bored but I couldn't go home by myself so 
I waited. Finally we came home; I took off my roller blades, laid down on the couch and started reading.     

 

 



Tamar Morell 

My Existence in the World 

My parents told me this story when I was really little. The labor was all going fine until my hand 
stuck out and it was all chaos… Sorry, I started in the middle of the story.  Let me tell you the story from 
the beginning. My mother went to the hospital with my grandfather.  She went to Hackensack Hospital 
and was walking around the parking lot.  She could not find the labor and delivery building. Finally! She 
found the building. My father was at work.  He had to leave right away, it was a little crazy!  So my life was 
starting. I was being born. My hand stuck out and they had to give my mother an emergency cesarean 
and pull me (and my twin) out.   When I was finally born, they had to put me and my twin in the NICU 
right away. My twin and I were 3 lbs 10.2 and 3 lbs 11.2 ounces.  I was the smaller one.  I was on a 
respirator, Baruch Hashem for less than 24 hours, and my twin was on a cpap for less than 24 hours.  Then 
I went on a cpap until I could breathe the right way and then we were both on oxygen.  My name is Devora 
Tamar Morell and my twin’s name is Yona Eliana Morell.   

  We stayed in the NICU for three and a half weeks until we were strong enough to go home.  We 
had to have a good body temperature, eat(drink) and our hearts and lungs had to be okay.  My parents 
had to do a trial run at the hospital before we were allowed to go home.  That’s what they do with NICU 
patients that go home on heart/apnea monitors.  That checks our hearts and our breathing.  So, my father 
wasn’t feeling well the night that they were supposed to go.  My grandmother went with my mother.  My 
mother got up all night for both of us.  When the heart/apnea monitor went off, my mother had to make 
sure we were okay.  The nurses ran in when the heart/apnea monitors went off to make sure.  My 
grandmother slept through the whole thing.  So… my mother knew she could manage at home alone, 
because… my father sleeps through everything but don’t tell him!! 

      When Yona and I came home from the hospital, my parents had a nurse for 6 weeks.  Even with 
the nurse, my mother was on full time.  My brother Dovi just turned two and you know what they say 
about two year olds!  After the six weeks, my father said to my mother, “Maybe we’ll need a nurse one 
night a week.”  So….. the first night that my parents were alone with us….First I got up and at the same 
time, Yona got up and so on and so on and so on…  So basically my mother stayed up all night long.   

 

Yona Morell 

My First Trip to Disney World 

On January 21 we left to the airport at 3:00 and arrived at 4:00. Our flight was meant to take off 
at 7:45, but the plane that was taking us was on the way back from Florida, so we had to wait another 
hour. The flight was about two and a half hours. We finally got to Florida at about 11:00.  

We stayed in a hotel called Homewood Suites in Orlando. The hotel was called a Disney 
“neighbor.” On the first day we went to Magic Kingdom which was so much fun. We first went on a ferry 
boat that took us to the park. We got to the park, we saw dancers dressed up and kids that looked like 
princesses coming out of the princess boutique as different characters. Later we took pictures with 
Cinderella.  My favorite part of the day was the fireworks over Cinderella’s castle.  

The next day we went to Seaworld. Because my brother did not feel so well, he stayed with my 
father at the hotel. My 21 year-old brother helped my mother with us. He convinced us to go on this 
awesome water ride where we got soaking wet, but it was worth it. Later we saw all different types of sea 
creatures and ate dippin dots. 



On the last day of our Disney trip we went to Epcot which was a lot of fun. Part of the park had 
about eleven countries, where you can see the different types of people and things that they do. I also 
went inside of the Epcot ball on a ride that is called Spaceship Earth. Though my favorite part of the day 
was seeing the fireworks over the water.   

On Friday morning we drove to my grandparents’ home in West Palm Beach for Shabbos. On 
Sunday we went back to New York.   The flight was very nauseating  because there was very bad 
turbulence. but thankfully we got home safely. 

 

Meira Aaron 

My Bad Test Grade 

I will never forget the time that I thought that I would do bad on one of my chumash tests.  Even 
though I love getting good grades on my tests, sometimes I do not study enough.  One Tuesday night, I 
wasted time instead of studying.  I had a test the next day, and I thought that I would surely fail.   

My mother offered to help me study for the test, but I refused.  I told her that I knew the material 
and did not need her help.  I did not really know the material well, and in truth I should have taken my 
mother up on her offer.  I do not always appreciate how lucky I am that my mother can always help me 
with my school work.  Instead, I told my mother that I knew the material and I wasted time.   

The next morning came, and I woke up extremely nervous for my chumash test. I got up and went 
downstairs to eat my Fruity Pebbles for breakfast. Then I heard my bus coming up the block.  I went  into 
my downstairs closet to get on my shoes. I said goodbye to my mother and went to the bus. I felt that the 
bus ride was the longest bus ride ever because I was extremely nervous about the test.  In school, I 
davened extra hard for a good test grade, and I went to my other classes.   

 Before I knew it, it was Mrs. Weber’s class.  I could almost hear my mother getting frustrated with 
me.  I regretted not studying with her the night before.  As Mrs. Weber started to hand out our tests, my 
stomach dropped. I scanned the test and I felt as though I was going to have a panic attack. Mrs. Weber 
reviewed the test with us and then I filled it all out and handed it in.  I guessed on about half of the 
questions on the test. As I handed it in, I was once again sorry that I had not listened to my mother.   

I was relieved when Mrs. Weber gave the test back later that day.  My grade was a 91%!  I could not 
believe it!  I was so surprised that I thought I had accidentally taken someone else’s test paper.  Then my 
heart rejoiced and I had a beautiful rest of the day.  Even though I ended up doing well on this one test, I 
learned my lesson.  I should study more for tests, and certainly I should let my mother test me when she 
is able to.   

 

Sara Leah Abraham 

We got off the plane, and we drove to our cousins’ house. And I see a new place. And it was very, 
very cold, but it was very interesting to move to America. We slept on blow up mattresses and it was so 
much fun. We played a lot of board games with my cousins and watched movies. I got to eat new foods. 
One of my friends came over, and we made a Purim party. We had so much fun!  It was very crazy! We 
moved to three houses, one of  my cousins in Brooklyn, then another house in Brooklyn, and one cousin’s 
in Monsey, and then we finally drove to my own house. Home! 

 



Oshrit Bar-David 

I  eat cheese and chocolate together yum!  One day I went to the kitchen.  My brother and I were 
having diner (waffles) and there was cheese and chocolate and I put it together and I ate it. Yum!  My 
brother probably thought it was gross but it’s less gross than eating ketchup and cucumbers!  I still eat it. 
Nobody can stop me so don’t even try! I felt like I made a new food.  

It’s called delightful chocolate and cheese together yum! You should try it it's really good. 

It’s weird but I think Its cool. When I put it in my mouth I was like mmmmm…... this is good. My 
mom would be proud right? She would like it I hope. My restaurant would be called Breakfast at Oshrit’s 
Cheese Factory! Clearly,  I'm going to get famous because of my weird brain.  

 

Arielle Bennett 

When my twin baby brothers were born, it was the happiest time in my live.  My mom was as big 
as an elephant, and she kept asking my sisters and me to rub her feet.  She also had to wear my father’s 
shoes.  When she told me she was going to have twins, I didn’t believe her.  I was like “no way” but she 
was serious. I couldn’t believe it.  A month later she went to the hospital and my nanny told me she went 
there.  I was so excited.  I started jumping up and down and running around the house.  The next day 
someone from the office came to tell me that my mom had the twins.  The rest of the day I couldn’t 
concentrate.  After school my grandma was over  and my aunt picked me up and took me to the hospital 
to see my new baby brothers. Their names are Avi and Asher. They were the cutest boys in history.  I held 
my brother Asher and kissed him.  Then I went home for dinner.  Three days later they came home.  Now 
they are naughty two year olds.  But I still love them. I love them a lot, and I like to spend time with my 
family more than anyone. 

 

Adira Algarin 

The Zoo 

The first time I went to the zoo, I was so happy.  I was excited to see bunnies.  Once we were 
there, I looked at the map to find the rabbits. I turned right to look for them.  Then I saw turtles, and they 
were so cute.  I love turtles now!  I really love all animals, but I am still scared of alligators.   

 

Rena Boss 

One of the happiest times of my life was getting my hamster when I was in second grade. On 
Youtube I saw a girl with a pet hamster and that inspired me to want a hamster.  I would ask my parents  
to get me a hamster. On my birthday my family surprised me and got me a hamster.   

My face was really funny. I jumped up and down multiple times.  It looked like I was going to 
explode. The pet store workers were nice because they let me choose, and I took a long time but I realized 
she was the smallest so I chose my first pet hamster. My family was really supportive. I was so grateful 
and overjoyed.  I saw a pet I really wanted. When I picked her up, she felt really soft. Her fur was as soft 
as silk. I also thanked my parents and told them how I was so grateful and I really wanted a hamster and 
my parents finally got it for me.  I picked up a few things like a ball and a wheel and some food (her food 
looks like chocolate!)  My hamster is a teddy bear hamster and her eyes were like buttons. She was a 



month old! We named her Belle, and she was as small as a baby doll, maybe smaller. It took a long time 
to set her cage up and it was fun. I got to play with Belle. All my friends loved her. She was as small as my 
palm at first and then she became as big as a baby doll. I watched her grow up and it was so cute. She 
never bit or did anything harmful and people thought she was so cute. She loved everyone and everyone 
loved her .I worked hard and I tried to be good and deserve a hamster. It was hard. I helped around the 
house and proved I am responsible enough for a hamster! 

 

Esti Elbaum 

When I turned nine, my family took me on a trip to see my Bubby and Zaidy all the way in 
Cleveland. It was one of the best Shabbosim I ever had. I got so many presents. Getting presents makes 
me smile so much my cheeks hurt! I felt so happy. On our way back home we were driving on the highway 
with my family. Then my father felt something weird on the bottom of the car. He pulled over to the side. 
I was scared and started crying. My father went to check the tires. His face started to get red and my 
mother started to get nervous. My father told my mother that we had a flat tire. My father called the tow 
truck company and we had to wait two hours for them to show up. Finally the tow truck came.  They 
looked at the car and said they had to tow it because we needed a new tire. We were all really scared 
because we were in the middle of nowhere and the closest place was a Walmart. They gave me and my 
family a ride, and at first we thought we would wait a couple of hours until we could leave. We ended up 
having to sleep in Walmart because we had no other way to get home. The workers at Walmart were 
really nice and gave us coloring books. My father told us to sleep on bean bags, which was really fun it felt 
like a slumber party! The next morning my aunt and uncle came and picked us up and drove us home. I 
learned an important lesson. Before you go on a car trip, make sure your tires are good. 

 

Sarah Kaller 

Do you have a little sister? This is a story about how I got one. On a night I thought was like any 
other, I suddenly woke up. My mom wasn’t there so I started screaming, “Mom where are you?”  Out of 
nowhere, I saw my dad and he said, “I have exciting news for you. Your mom had a baby!” I was so excited 
that even through I was really tired, I started jumping up and down. My  dad took me to my cousin’s house 
which was right around the corner. I had so much fun with my cousins. We played games and we laughed 
together, but it felt like a very long time since I left. I started missing my family. My dad came to visit me 
and he tucked me into bed. It felt like my mom was never coming home. I started crying. Finally, my mom 
came home with the cutest baby I’ve ever seen. She was pretty and adorable, and I LOVED her with all my 
heart.I hugged my mother and I felt like the happiest person on earth to see her. We can learn from this 
story that if you are just patient,  great things will come. Oh yeah, my sister’s name is Gitty. 

 

Kaila Kirsch 

This story is about my first experience at gymnastics class. I went to gymnastics with my friends, 
Elisheva and Tamar. I was happy that my friends were there with me, and I didn't have to do it by myself. 
We started the class by stretching. Then the teacher told me to do a backbend.  I wasn't able to do it, and 
I was scared to try new things. The teacher was really nice and helped me through it. I kept practicing and 
I was really excited when I learned how to do the backbend. We also learned how to do back handsprings. 
I got hurt the first time, but I kept on trying and trying with my gymnastics teacher. My mom was watching 
me, which helped with my nerves. My gymnastics teacher kept pushing me to keep on trying. She told me 



what I needed to work on. After a few weeks, I finally got my back handspring. Seeing my progress grow 
made me realize that I should always keep on trying and never give up, because in the end it always pays 
off. I think I am really good at gymnastics!       

 

Goldy Hershkowitz 

When I was little I started  skating. I started because I went to see my cousin’s competition. Then 
I asked my mom if I can start skating. A few months later I started skating. I started when I was 5 years 
old. Three months later I had my first competition. I was really nervous, but then I went on the ice and my 
family was cheering for me. I was not so nervous! I was excited. I heard music and I saw other skaters. 
They were really good. When I was done, I went outside to see my score. Two judges said first place and 
one said second and that meant that I got first place! I was so happy that I was going to jump up and down 
but I could not because I was wearing skates.  Then they started calling names to get the medal. They 
called my name to get my medal. I was so happy.  Then we went to the gift shop where I got an ice skate 
charm. I still have the medal and charm. I learned that you should always follow your dreams just like I 
did when I really wanted to ice skate.  

 

Sophia Landau 
The Best Trip of My Life 

On a Sunday in January my family rented a van to go to an airport in Boston. Apparently we had 
to go to from New York to Boston to fly to JFK (in New York) to go on a direct flight to Israel for my brother 
Sam’s Bar Mitzvah. Weird, right? It was a 3 hour drive, with 7 tired siblings.The van was a 12 seater and 
we were only 10 people. My brother Sam and i got the whole back row with 4 seats (since there were 
extra, we each had a seat between each other.)  Well, at least no one puked. 

After 3 hours of fighting and staring out our windows in boredom, we finally arrived at the 
airport.We waited an hour or two until we got on a small plane to go BACK to New York.  It was pretty 
confusing!  It was only a 45 minute plane ride but still what a tiring morning! On the plane I sat next to my 
older sister Daniella (I got the aisle seat).     

When we got to JFK, it was very stressful. It was around 8:30 pm (I think) and our flight wasn’t 
until 11:40 pm.Then we got on a shuttle to some other part of the airport. But what I noticed, which was 
really cool, was that there were iPads by all the tables in the lounge place! On them it said Eat, Drink, Play, 
so you could either order meals or play games.  That was fun while it lasted because we didn’t stay there 
for more than 5 minutes(the only reason I was there was because that’s where the bathrooms were). 

It was around 10:40 pm, and my family was EXHAUSTED! We were already boarding the 2nd 
plane, and again I sat next to my older sister Daniella. I was very scared considering it was my first time 
on an international plane. And the seats were awesome. There was a tv right in front of you and on it you 
could watch movies or play games. There was even something called flight tracker where it shows how 
long until landing or where in the sky the plane is. 

To speed up the story, there was a Jewish couple next to me, and they kept on switching seats, 
and since I’m a REALLY light sleeper, they kept on waking me up.  But let me tell you what was really 
annoying was that the woman took the flashlight on her phone and started to shine it everywhere looking 
for something.  After that experience, Daniella and I were MAD. Later on, she (Daniella) was telling me 
how much she REALLY hoped that they wouldn’t be on the flight back. About 8 (/10) hours in the men 
went to daven Shacharis.  That So woke me up too. 



When we landed in Israel, it was around 5pm. When we started leaving the airport it was already 
about 7pm. What really annoyed me was that my father needed a certain license to drive any vehicle with 
over nine seats (that’s annoying was because we were 10 people!) Basically our whole trip was gonna be 
on either a train, light rail, cab, or bus! 

The next day,I finally got to go to the Kotel (eek). It was my first time in Israel and I was super excited to 
go to there. We walked there. It wasn’t very long because we were renting an apartment on HaRav Kook 
street.  

When we got to the Kotel I was kind of confused because I’d never been there. I’ve just heard 
stories and visualized its look, and there’s a BIG difference between my version and the real thing.  If you 
walked through all the gates and security you’d see washing stands and 2 different ways to get in, the 
men’s side and the woman’s side. But I stayed in the woman’s side, even though the men’s side is way 
bigger. 

Fast forward two weeks, we were at the Kotel and this day was very sad. It was the last time we 
were going to get to go to the Kotel before we left Israel. I was really close to the wall Davening and 
thinking so hard about how it’s not every day you get to be here, and thinking how much some people 
really want to go here, but they can’t. It was dark out, probably around 6 o’clock. I felt tears coming down 
my face in the cold wind. It started drizzling. I put in my last notes and said goodbye. I felt complete. I felt 
like I had finally reached my destination. 

 

Yakira Lapp 

This was my first experience in dance and it went like this. One day I went to the dance studio 
with Lilly. Arielle was also there and we were all very nervous. We didn’t want to mess up and ruin the 
dance or forget any of it. The dance teacher was nice at some points and very strict at other times. Once 
someone messes up, we had to restart the dance, and it was very annoying. Some people in my class were 
very flexible, more like one person, and some people weren’t, like most of us. We had to stretch and do 
splits when we were in dance, not ballet! We were wasting time doing all the splits. There was a camera 
in the room and in the waiting room there was a t.v. The people waiting could see us dance.  The costumes 
were very itchy, and we had to sit in them when we were waiting for our dance to be called. When our 
dance was called, I got super scared and nervous. We had to take our jewelry off and one of my bracelets 
gave me good luck. It was from my cousin who lives in Israel.  She sent it to me on my birthday. I was really 
happy when she gave it to me. My teacher said she will hold my bracelet until our recital was done. Our 
recital placed first and that was amazing! Lilly, Arielle, the other people in my dance class and I were 
jumping and so surprised that we won. We got a huge trophy and it was so tall. We had so much fun at 
the studio and had a cake. Overall that was my first experience in dance and that was how it went.  

 

Adina Lax 

The saddest time of my life was when my grandmother moved to Israel. I felt sad because she was with 
me since I was born. I lived with her since I was eight years old. I also lived with my aunt and one of my 
uncles and my grandfather. The day they were moving I spent the whole day with them. We drew. We 
played games. And we talked. When she left I was crying for almost two  hours. We visited them in Israel. 
It was fun. I got over it that they moved to Israel, and every year we visited them on Succos   My 
grandmother and I went shopping, and we hung out. The funniest time in Israel was when me and my 
aunt went on a city bus together and got ice cream and pizza. That was so fun! On the first day of Succos, 



I helped decorate the succah. It turned out to be gorgeous! All eight of my first cousins came! We spend 
family time in the succah and had a really good meal. A week later we went back to America.  I wasn't sad 
because I knew that we would visit them again and that's the saddest time of my life. Just because 
someone you love moves away, it doesn't mean that your connection is different.  It doesn't mean that 
your heart is different. It does make me want to see them more. It does mean that the time we spend is 
more special. 

 

Kayla Leiser 

I have the best family! We have so much fun when we travel.  I wish we could travel more.  One 
of the coolest trips was the time we went to Vermont. The whole family went; my mom, dad ,Eliana, Dan, 
Yonah, Noey, and I went on a skiing trip. My mom skis. Even though she hadn’t skied in something like 20 
years, I think she is the greatest skier in the whole family. I’m faster than my mom. I like to go fast. 
Especially on the black diamonds (shhhh, don’t tell anyone I want on the blacks !!!) Even though I may be 
faster, my Mom is probably better.  Yes I did fall once.  But falling can be fun. I was going a little too fast. 
I was getting out of control. I was worried. I was smiling but wobbling inside and out. Then, I fell. My sister 
was behind me but thankfully she didn't crash into me. It would have been like a whole car crash. It wasn't. 
Eliana helped me up, and I was happy she was there. We both blasted down the hill but remembered to 
take it easy as well. Oh yeah, my mom did all the cooking on the trip. My mom's food is the best. I loved 
my mothers pea soup and her wraps. The food tasted better in Vermont. I felt different because we were 
in Vermont. It felt special. For me, spending time with my family away from Monsey is fun and important. 
And I always have fun with my dad and my mom. Especially since my dad doesn't have to work nearly as 
much when we are away. Sometimes in Monsey, we don't get enough time together! 

 

Orah Levi 

I was surprised that coloring on my piano got me to where I am now. It all started when I made 
little songs on my piano. My mom said when she was little her mother, my grandmother, would play songs 
on the the piano for my mom and her friends. Sadly my grandma died the year I was born. My grandfather 
heard these little songs and suggested I get lessons so I can become a pianist like my grandma. A few years 
later my grandfather past away and  it was so devastating.  It was like a piece of my heart faded away. A 
year or two  later I had my very first lesson. I felt like it was one of the happiest days of my life. I would 
always love to picture myself on stage performing in front of people. I  was soooooo excited to have my 
first lesson! The very first song I learned was called “Hot Cross Buns.”  It's a very interesting song. Until 
this day I still take lessons hoping to one day be as good as my grandmother. In conclusion, if you believe 
that you can accomplish something, you should always work hard to achieve that goal.  

 

Elisheva Mandel 

This is the memoir about my younger sister. My mother was pregnant for a long time.  I know 
people are only pregnant for about 9 months, but it seemed like a lot longer than that. And by the way, I 
was really hoping for a girl.  Her due date came. I was out with my father for shabbos.  I knew it was her 
due date. Then on sunday my mother was supposed to pick me up. But my grandmother called and said 
that she would be picking me up. I asked her why, she said Mommy was tired and I asked her if she was 
having the baby, and she said ask mommy. So I did she said she was probably going to have the baby the 
following day, so my grandmother will have to take me out. I was shaking with happiness. I knew it was 



going to be a girl. I mean I didn't KNOW, but I had a strong feeling in my heart..  And my grandmother did 
take me out. I had lots of fun. My mother came back that night. She was going to have the baby the next 
day. My babysitter drove me home from camp.  My mother called when I came home and said it was a 
girl! I was shouting all over my house saying, “Mommy had a baby girl!” My first sister! I was worth so 
worth the nine months. Remember, good things come to those who wait. 

 

Malky Mintz 

Have you ever been in grave danger before? Well I have. It started when I was only 5 years old. 
My neighbor and I went outside to find her brother.  When we were almost halfway around the circle, we 
saw a nasty looking car. All of a sudden the person in the car shouted out, ‘’Get over here right now!’’ I 
got so scared! We ran for our lives (or at least tried). We got back to her house safely. The person drove 
away thinking we were going to the park. I was screaming so loud and my eyes were full of tears. I was 
balling my eyes out! My sister and my neighbor were best friends, and when we came inside they were 
the only ones home.They asked, ‘’What's wrong?” I couldn't speak because I was still crying. Soon after 
her mother came home. She asked why I was crying. At that point my sister and her friend were downstairs 
and my neighbor did not answer. The mother must have thought that it was over stupidity and gave me 
a lollipop. When I went home, I told  my mother what had happened that day. She said she saw a car like 
that one and she told me that it was a kidnapper. After Shabbat she called the police. Late that night the 
police came and we told them what had happened. From then on I was scared to go out without someone, 
but now I’m not as scared as I was before. That’s when I learned not to go out without an adult, but I go 
out now any way because I am old enough. 

 

Nava Schechter 

This is a story about the time my cousins from Memphis came to visit. Four of my cousins stayed 
by us for a week. Before they even had the chance to reach the front door, I ran so fast to my cousins and 
gave them a big hug! My mom let me stay home from school. I missed a pizza party in school that I’ve 
been waiting for, but I didn't care because we went to Chuck E. Cheese! It was so loud because of all the 
people and games and noises. I played so many games. My cousins paid for me to get a play pass. My 
cousins played so fast.  They went from game to game. We played for hours. Later that day we went to 
the Palisades mall. All of a sudden we remembered that I left my coat in Chuck E. Cheese! So my mother 
went back to Chuck E. Cheese to get my coat. Meanwhile my cousins and I were walking in the mall and 
then my cousins bumped into their good family friends. We were walking with them, and my mother came 
from Chuck E. Cheese. Then we went to Cinnabon in the mall. We all ordered, and my cousins’ family 
friends paid for all of us. And then we all sat down and we talked. The cinnamon buns were so good. That 
night My cousins slept at my house. That is the story of when my cousins came from Memphis. 

 

Hili Schwartz 

I am really happy that I don't have scoliosis anymore. When I was nine years old, I went to the 
doctor for my healthy checkup and the doctor said that I have scoliosis. I was nervous.  I went silent. I 
didn’t really know if it was a good thing or a bad thing. There were butterflies in my stomach.  I quietly 
asked my mom, and she said it is not a good thing or a bad thing. I was confused. My mother asked my 
brother’s physical therapist about it, and he said that he could help. I smiled because I knew it could help 
me from not wearing the brace, but I was also frightened and worried that it might hurt! We worked for 



a lot of months.  When the day came that I needed to go to the doctor, I was more nervous than ever. 
And the butterflies came back. It  finally arrived, (it felt like it took forever to get there !) I stepped into 
the x-ray.  I had never been in a x-ray before so I did not no what to expect  When I came out, I stepped 
into the room and I was still scared. After a long time, the doctor came in and said you do not need to 
wear a brace. I was so relieved. My point of this story is if you try hard, you can get rewarded.  

 

Lilly Spaeth 

This is a story about my fun experience at my aunt’s house. One day I was jumping on the 
trampoline. I tried lots and lots of times and could not make a flip. I felt annoyed and frustrated. I kept 
trying but wasn’t seeing any progress. I must have tried about 20 times, but couldn't figure out how to 
land on my feet. My brother saw me wanting to give up but he said, “You should always keep trying 
because when you practice you’ll eventually get it right.” One Sunday a long time ago I was going to Dave 
and Busters with my cousins. On the way home it was super windy and a tree fell right after we passed it. 
Hashem made me very, very lucky. When we got home I felt so happy to be alive and healthy that I ran 
straight to the trampoline. I started practicing my flips. I tried and tried and finally when I jumped really 
high, tucked in my legs, I landed on my feet! I felt really excited and I felt like all my hard work had paid 
off.  

 

Mimi Yaniv 

I don't think it’s good when parents bring kids to school or playgroup. I remember when I was two 
years old and I went to play group. I was really scared. My mother brought me to playgroup. I held on to 
her so tight because I was crrrrrrrrying. My eyes were down. She put me down and I wouldn’t play. My 
arms were crossed. Finally, I started to have some fun. I played with the toys and made a lot of friends 
and made pictures. We had lots of fun. I got to learn new things and try new things.  There were a lot of 
animals.  I also met my teachers and played with the bunny rabbits. Then my cousins went with me, and 
I had more fun.  After play group I went to ASHAR and made even more friends. Then I went to pre k and 
met my teachers and then I finally went to kindergarten and learned how to read and write. In first grade 
I learned how to do math and get on to a higher level on reading and learn my aleph-bet . In second grade 
I improved a lot and I was a lot smarter. In third grade I learned how to  do gymnastics and I learned 
division. Now in fourth grade I am in a higher level and I know how to read and write and do math.  You 
should not be afraid to try new things because you will learn and be really smart.   

 

Michal Zimerman 

I love summer vacation.  In the summer I went to fun places like the Statue of Liberty.  I did not go in the 
body in Statue of Liberty, but I did go into the bottom.  I also go to Splash Down and my cousins come 
sometimes.  There is a ride that I love so much and the ride is the Toilet Bowl. I also go to museums 
because my little brother loves history.  My father and I get bored out of our minds. We also go to hotels, 
and all of the hotels were really fun.  We also celebrate my other brother’s birthday.  My brother invites 
two friends and we go somewhere fun.  I also go to Camp Merockdim, and this year I am going to 
sleepaway camp for the 3-day trial.   


