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It is no coincidance that the Chazkeinu Shabbaton takes
place just as the trees are budding. That is what
chazkeinu represents. There is hope. There's renewal.
As we journey toward Shavuos, this time period is also
representative of our own personal journeys. Pesach
represents the youth, we were a brand new nation, young
and excited. Shavuos however, the nation was more
settled; wiser. These days are connected because we
need both as we navigate through our personal journeys.
We need the excitement, energy and freshness as well as
the wisdom and insight. Chazkeinu brings that together.
The lightness, the fun, the laughter as well as the
inspiration and deep care and understanding. Because
either one on it's own wouldn't be enough. But the
combination of the two is what makes Chazkeinu so
beautiful, effective and supportive as we navigate our way
through our personal struggles.

Hey everybody,
I want to use this space to thank everyone who submitted
anything to this magazine. Due to space constraints we
were unable to include everything, but it was appreciated
nonetheless.
I would also like to thank all of my Chazkeinu sisters for
being present and supportive. I cannot thank you enough.
Most of all, I'd like to thank Hashem for giving me the
talent to be able to pull this off. I would be unable to write
even one word without Him; this magazine would be a
blank stack of papers without His will.
Thank you! 



A Letter From...
Z˔˛˔˩˔ L˜˦˧, ˙ˢ˨ˡ˗˘˥

Our theme of 'Creating Everlasting Bonds' reminds me of the miracle
of Chazkeinu. The impact of the peer support has recreated so many
our lives. We now can feel cared for and know that we are no longer
alone.

As Shavous comes when we are re-accepting the Torah, let us all
accept ourselves and embrace our greatness within.

I am honored you joined Chazkeinu. You are a gift to us all!

Here are our my feelings I want to share with all of you:

I am so appreciative for this opportunity
To reflect on the power of our unity
We are woven together from all different seams
Sharing fears, victories, and hopeful dreams

Before I joined Chazkeinu I felt so alone
Now I am blessed with a home away from home
What I always longed for - finally a present reality
For you amazing Sisters became my loving family

Some days, waking up and going out seems like a daunting task
Just want to hide behind an invisible mask
Motivation is a present, one that I hope stays
Thanks to you all who help me in many different ways

Life can be filled with stormy clouds of gray
Challenges beyond what any one can say
How awesome when sunshine and joy joins our day
If good times costed money, surely I would pay

Now I wrap up my feelings written in this rhyme
In life I try my best one moment at a time
Reaching the finishing does not define my success 
It's the smallest victories that helps me progress

My prayer is that we look back and be proud of what we've done
May our days be filled with growth, fulfillment, and fun!
Wishing us all inner tranquility
Sending love in this message to you from me
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The authoȸ ɯas diaǕnosed ɯith GAD and shaȸes heȸ
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meet a member • pg 6-7 



Contents 

submissions • pg 15-19
This is a ƬolleƬtion oǔ poetȸɵ, satiȸe, sonǕs, essaɵs
and so muƬh moȸe. EaƬh suƫmission is ɯȸitten
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WRITTEN BY R' A. STEIER
Time: The most precious commodity that we have. Every person is sent down to this world with a
fixed amount of time to accomplish, grow, and bring themselves and the world around them
closer to perfection, and unlike material assets, time cannot be recouped. Time wasted on
frivolous pursuits can never be recovered; therefore, we try to use our time to the utmost,
accomplishing what we can in the short time given to us.
           What happens, however, when we are not given the choice as to how to use our time;
rather, we are forced to waste large chunks of our life in a position where real accomplishments
are beyond our reach. Take the example of someone suffering from severe bouts of depression.
While in their depression, days, weeks, and even months can go by with nary an accomplishment
to show for it. Alternatively, the pain of those who have suffered through intense trauma and/or
abuse can be paralyzing at times, stopping them from any form of accomplishment for possibly an
extended period of time. Manic or psychotic episodes are also times where one is not in control of
themselves, and they are unable to succeed at achieving those goals and aspirations that they
yearn for. 
           In all of these scenarios, large chunks of the person’s time seem to be cast into the sea to be
forgotten and never heard from again. The knowledge that so much of a person’s time is being
wasted only adds to their sadness and frustration, as they realize that our time is limited and that
time unused is potential unrealized. They desire with every fiber of their being to use the time
more productively, but that choice has been taken from them. There seems to be no alternative
other than to lose countless hours and days of their lives to mental illness.
           While such an understanding would seem to be the basic viewpoint, Rav Tzadok HaKohen
”Divrei Sofrim, 6) teaches us something fascinating as to the way that Hashem calculates our time
in this world. He begins by quoting a Sforno in Sefer Baraishos ”ch.47, v.9) who says that when
Pharaoh asked Yaakov Avino how many years had he lived until that point, and he responded that
Ȋfew and bad were the years of his life,ȋ he was actually teaching us the definition of Ȋyears of life.ȋ
He explained that days when a person is living with pain are not called Ȋdays of lifeȋ; therefore,
because he had suffered for many of the years of his time on this world, he had actually not lived
through too many Ȋdays and years of life.ȋ
           With this concept, Rav Tzadok continues with the following intriguing thought:
           It would appear that even within the years of life that are set for a person the days of pain
are not counted, for they are not included in life. Hashem, Who fixed a set amount of life for all
living beings, included [in this number] only that which is called life. He knows how to combine the
moments and seconds when a person is considered to be alive, namely when his life is worth
living, and only those [moments] will be joined together for the counting of the years of his life.    
           The words of Rav Tzadok would seem to be especially relevant to those suffering from
mental illness who are unable to use their time for what they would like to, as mentioned
previously. While it would seem as if their time is being sucked into a black hole, according to Rav
Tzadok, all off this time that is unusable and inaccessible is not included in the person’s time in this
world. This time is not part of his Ȋdays and years of life,ȋ consequently his allotted time in this
world to accomplish and grow will remain the same and not be decreased. 
           It would seem that we need to reevaluate our definition of time. Time is not just moments
spent alive on Planet Earth; rather, it is moments where one is living a life worth living, a life where
there is opportunity for growth and for accomplishment. Time isn’t measured by the sand rushing
through the hourglass. It is measured by the energy and vitality rushing through you.                 

CHIZUK ARTICLE

Avrohom Steier is a Rosh Chaburah in Bais Medresh Govah in Lakewood, NJ and the author of the book Battle of
the Mind; a book offering Torah based words of encouragement and inspiration for those battling mental illness. 

p a g e  Î



Another thing: is it just me or does everyone
get anxious when anxiety sneaks out of their
minds and rolls down their cheeks? I’m
always wondering what I look like. Do I cry
right? Or maybe I’m doing the whole thing
wrong! 
Now, I’ve got a question for all of you. Who
can relate to stressing out sixteen hours of the
day about whether you made a random
stranger mad or if it’s all in your mind?
Spoiler: it’s probably in your mind. 
Something I’ve implemented and use when I
get what-do-they-think-of-me anxiety is
calling people’s opinions of me or my actions
Əfan theoriesƐ. This way, even while I’m
anxious, I am boosting my self-esteem by
rightfully admitting to having an assemblage
of fans.
Speaking of which, I once went into a store to
buy a fan. It didn’t have a price tag on it so I
obviously put it down, left the store, and
returned home. To my dismay, my parents
didn’t think that was normal. ƏWhy couldn’t
you ask the saleslady for the priceƐ, they
asked. The thought honestly horrified me. But I
learned from the chicken and did it anyways.
All of those who do not know the story of the
chicken who had an intense fear of cars,
listen up! Any time he needed to cross the
road he would have a panic attack and run
home. So, he began therapy. He was
challenged by his therapist to cross the road
and HE DID IT! He is one of my role models.
While I do have plenty of role models, I also
have plenty of role not-models; I see many
people who just need a sympathetic pat… on
the head… with a hammer. Plenty seem to
have lost their brains. When I was sitting
shiva, I hung a bag of marbles on the door
and wrote on a nearby sign Əfor those who
seem to have lost their ownƐ. 
So yes, I do think people do stupid things in
regard to mental illness. I use the word stupid
because they are not sinister or evil. They are
simply clueless. They might shame me for
doing something my illness caused me to do;
they might laugh and my anxieties.
But I am proud of my mental illness. Because,
hey, stable is a place where horses live!

MENTALLY
STABLE
"BECAUSE WE'RE
ALL JUST
CUCUMBERS
WITH ANXIETY."
By: Rivky Boker

p a g e  Ï

Raise your hand if you are mentally ill. Now
raise your hand if you are anxiously looking
around to see if and who else is raising their
hand, how high they are raising their hands,
and if they are making eye contact with you.
And now you’re wondering how I know you so
well. Maybe I’ve installed cameras in your
house; maybe I am your cleaning lady. The
truth is, I do not know you well, but I know your
anxiety as well as you. See, ever since I’ve
been diagnosed with GAD, I’ve come to realize
that, being comprised of 80% water, humans
are basically cucumbers with anxiety.
I have some philosophies and thoughts on
anxiety and the human race, and a couple
personal anxieties that may sound ridiculous
but are absolutely true, and I shall share them
with you below.
First and foremost, I must let it be known that
people who fall asleep quickly freak me out. I
mean, don’t they have any thoughts? Doesn’t
their mind tease them and remind them of
everything and anything anxiety-provoking?
Not only does my mind wander, sometimes it
disappears completely. I can be anxiously
awaiting a phone call and thirty seconds later
be in a whole different world. It’s amazing how
quickly our minds can go back to their
original anxieties, though…

h u m o r



I t  w a s  t h e  f i r s t  d a }

h e  c r e a t e d  l i g h t
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c a n  i  c r e a t e  l i g h t  a s

w e l l ?
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m }  b o d }  -  n u m b .

t h e  d a r k n e s s  i s  c a l l e d

c o n f u s i o n .

p a i n .
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c a n  i  o v e r c o m e ?
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a n d  t r }

a n d  t r }  s o m e  m o r e .

i t ' s  h a r d

r e a l l }  h a r d .
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a n d  e v e n t u a l l }

I  c r e a t e  l i g h t .

i  c r e a t e  a  l i g h t  w i t h i n

m } s e l f  t h a t  w i l l  s h i n e

f o r e v e r  m o r e .

t h a t  l i g h t  i s  c a l l e d

f a i t h .

b e l i e f .

t r u s t .

a n d  t h a t  l i g h t  i s  m }

g u i d i n g  l i g h t .

i t  l i g h t s  t h e  p a t h .

s o  t h e r e  i s

n o

m o r e

d a r k n e s s .

B y :  A n o n y m o u s .
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e a r t h

b l u e

g r e e n

w a t e r
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c l o u d s

g r a s s

d i f f e r e n t
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w o r k  t o g e t h e r

 

m e

h e r

o l d
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i n t r o v e r t

e | t r o v e r t

f u n n }

s e r i o u s

d i f f e r e n t

} e t ,

w o r k  t o g e t h e r

t o  f u l f i l l

h a s h e m ' s

m a s t e r  p l a n .
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B y :  R i v k y  B . B y :  A y a l a .
O n e  o f  t h e  t h i n g s

c r e a t e d  o n  d a }  # Í

a r e  p l a n t s  a n d  t r e e s

a n d  I  t h i n k  w e ’ v e  g o t

a  l o t  t o  l e a r n  f r o m

a  t r e e .

F i r s t l } ,  i t  h a s  r o o t s

d e e p  d o w n  i n  t h e

g r o u n d .  I t  r e a c h e s

o u t  f o r  s u p p o r t  f r o m

t h e  s o i l

S t o r m s  m a }  c o m e  b u t

o u t  f r e e  r e m a i n s

s t e a d f a s t  b e c a u s e  h e

i s  n o t  s t u b b o r n  -  h e

s w a } s  w i t h  t h e  w i n d .

A n o t h e r  t h i n g  I ’ v e

l e a r n t  a b o u t  t r e e s

i s  h o w  h a r d  t h e }  t r }

t o  p r o t e c t  t h e i r

l e a v e s  B U T  w h e n  t h e

t i m e  c o m e s  t h e }

l e a r n  t o  l e t  g o .

A l l  i n  a l l ,  t r e e s

e n c a p s u l a t e  m a n }  o f

t h e  t h i n g s  w e

s h o u l d / s h o u l d  n o t  b e

d o i n g .  M a } b e  i f  w a s

a l l  t r }  a n d  e m u l a t e

t r e e s  t h e  w o r l d  w i l l

b e  a  b e t t e r  a n d

h e a l t h i e r  p l a c e !

.
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i n  t h e  d a r k n e s s

w i n k  d o w n .

W h e n  I  l o o k  u p ,  a l o n e -

d e e p  i n  m }  n i g h t ,

t h e  s h i n i n g ,  t w i n k l i n g

s t e l l a r  v i e w

t h r o w s  s p a r k s  o f

e n c o u r a g e m e n t -

m a g i c a l  s t a r d u s t  o f

s i l e n t  h o p e .

C o n d o l e m e n t .

T h a t  b e a u t }  n e v e r

c e a s e s .

 

A n d  t h e  s t a r s ,

t h e }  a r e  s p a r k l i n g

a l o n g  w i t h  m e .

I n  t h e  d a r k  n i g h t .

 

Y e t ,  

s o m e t i m e s ,

t h e  s t a r s  s e e m  t o  f a l l

f r o m  t h e  s k }

o n e  b }  s t u d d e d  o n e .

B u t  i f  

} o u ' d  t e a r  } o u r  e } e s

a w a }

f r o m  t h e  d a r k n e s s  a b o v e

} o u ' d  s e e  a l l  t h e  s t a r s

s u r r o u n d i n g  } o u .

G l i t t e r i n g  i n  t h e  n i g h t .

B y :  A v i v a .
T h e  m o n s t e r s  o f  m }

i n s i d e s

H a v e  j u s t  e s c a p e d  t h e i r

c a g e .

M }  i n s i d e s  a r e  n o w

r i d d l e d

W i t h  p a i n  a n d  s h a m e  a n d

r a g e .

 

T h e  m o n s t e r s  t h a t

e s c a p e d

A r e  e a t i n g  m e  a l i v e

L i m b  b }  l i m b ,  a t t a c k i n g

m e

W i t h  a n  o v e r z e a l o u s

d r i v e

 

T h e  m o n s t e r s  a r e

c o n t r o l l i n g  m e

T h e } ’ v e  g o t t e n  t o  m }

b r a i n

T h e }  t e l l  m e  w h a t  t o

w r i t e  a n d  s a }

A n d  f i g h t i n g  i s  i n  v a i n

 

I  n e e d  s o m e o n e  w h o  h a s

t h e  k e }

T o  p u t  t h e m  b a c k  a n d

t h e n -

L o c k  t h e  d o o r  a n d

e n s u r e  

T h e }  w o n ’ t  c o m e  o u t

a g a i n !

.

B y :  S a r a .
O n e  o f  t h e  t h i n g s

c r e a t e d  o n  t h e  f i f t h

d a }  a r e  t h e  f i s h .

i  o n c e  h e a r d  a  g r e a t

p o i n t  a b o u t  f i s h .

H o w  c a n  } o u  t e l l  i f  a

f i s h  i s  d e a d ?  i f  i t ' s

g o i n g  a l o n g  w i t h  t h e

r e s t  o f  t h e  f i s h .

a  l i v i n g  f i s h ,  o n  t h e

o t h e r  h a n d ,  h a s  t h e

a b i l i t }  t o  s w i m

a g a i n s t  t h e  t i d e .

t h i s  m a d e  a  h u g e

i m p r e s s i o n  o n  m e .

i  d o n ' t  w a n t  t o  b e  a

" d e a d  f i s h " !

I n s t e a d ,  i  w o r k  o n

m } s e l f  s o  t h a t  w h e n  i t

i s  n e c e s s a r } ,  i  h a v e

t h e  s t r e n g t h  t o  s w i m

a g a i n s t  t h e  t i d e .

a n d  } o u  c a n  d o  i t  t o o !

i  b e l i e v e  i n  e v e r }  o n e

o f  } o u !

d o n ' t  b e  a  d e a d  f i s h ! ! !

s w i m  a g a i n s t  t h e  t i d e .

m a k e  } o u r  o w n

c h o i c e s .

c h o o s e  w h a t  i s  r i g h t ;

n o t  w h a t  " e v e r } o n e "  i s

d o i n g .

h a p p }  s w i m m i n g ! ! !

B y :  Y o c h e v e d .



Its sounds like you are going through quite a roller coaster, but I am impressed with your willingness to persist

and persevere. Since my start at Chazkeinu a few years ago, this is perhaps the most common question that I

am asked. You are not alone in this struggle and, b’chasdei Hashem, many others who have gone through

similar challenges have been able to not only overcome them but have actually grown from them. 

The question of “Why?” is always a difficult one to answer. Not because we don’t want to answer the question

but rather because we don’t know how to answer it. A mortal cannot attempt to understand Hashem’s

thoughts because they will not understand them no matter how hard they try, as it says in the Navi “My

thoughts are not like your thoughts, nor are your ways like My ways, says Hashem” (Yeshaya 55:8).

Nevertheless, although Hashem does not share the reasons for His actions, a person is still entitled to ask not

why but how does Hashem expect them to overcome their challenges. One is allowed and encouraged to ask

“What tools has Hashem given me to deal with this?” This is because such a question has answers. Hashem

does not give us challenges that we cannot overcome. It is therefore imperative to have an open eye and look

out for those tools as they are very real and at our disposal. 

Too often, the struggle is unbearable and we lose interest in looking for those tools. We become lethargic and

lose all motivation to move forward. Instead, we fall backwards and feel dejected because of it. I think it is

important to stress here that Hashem knows exactly what we are going through and He does not expect

anything more than we can actually do. Our previous successes are still recorded and untouched. We have not

fallen one iota and are still on the right track; this is just a pit stop on the way to our destination. Chazal teach

us that all man has to do is put in the effort, hishtadlus. The results are in Hashem’s hands. Ultimately, as

mortal beings, we cannot fully appreciate the mission Hashem has given us and the results that are yielded

may seem minimal to us. However, when we leave this world after 120 years, we will have a clear picture of

just how great our accomplishments were. In the interim, we can strengthen ourselves by strengthening our

emunah in Hashem and His will which is undoubtedly perfect, fair, and good, as Dovid Hamelech taught us,

“Hashem is good to all” (Tehillim 145:9). If we give ourselves a chance and affirm our belief that He is good

and that any tool that needs exist for our benefit will be readily available when we need it, we will find them

and persevere. May the Ribono Shel Olam bless you with the strength and fortitude to overcome your

challenges, come out stronger, and bless you with many years of health and happiness.

Rabbi Rubin

Q and A
Answers by R' Rubin and Dr. R. Holczer

             I am a person who looks to use every opportunity in life to grow spiritually and develop myself. I know that one of the

greatest things I can achieve in this world is to build a deep connection with myself, and Hashem. I trust that the opportunities

He gives me are all chances for me to get closer to Him. I think that it is fair to say that I am a worked on person who strives

to become better every day. 

I suffer from a mental illness that leaves me debilitated both physically and mentally for many days at a time. In those days, I

feel like I lose so much of my growth and I spiral downwards into a very negative place, both mentally and spiritually.

Sometimes I feel like the middah (character trait) or Mitzva (good deed) I was working on until an 'episode', was for naught. 

Why would Hashem give me an illness that takes me far away from Him- as when I am very ill, it is too difficult to connect to

Him, and all I feel is anger at Him?

How can I sustain my will to keep growing when every so often I fall right back to where I started, or even lower?

Q 

A

p a g e  9



on the other—even when we are doing the best we can and want to improve, we need not give up.

What this means for you, dear reader, is that we can be compassionate with ourselves in the broken, messy, imperfect states of our

lives, and know that we are legitimately doing our best. And even then, in the darkest of moments (!) we can always move forward

towards becoming stronger and more resilient, when movement seems impossible. There is no limit.

Then again, dear reader, perhaps you already know this. Your letter itself is an iconic representation of this dialectic! You ask on the

one hand “How can I sustain this will to keep growing?” while also recognizing “I am a worked on person who strives to become better

every day.” You definitely deserve some credit! Even when you are struggling beyond words, the light remains.

Wishing you the best on your journey,

Rebecca Holczer, PsyD

Thank you for your thoughtful, meaningful question. Your eloquent

message has given us a glimpse into the window of your life, and I am

guessing that the pain you are experiencing is far beyond words. I

want to point out that while you may view your mental illness as a

weakness—based on what I see here, it’s a tremendous strength. I am

personally in awe of your efforts at investing yourself into your own

growth, even in what I imagine are incredibly challenging

circumstances.

There is a form of therapy called Dialectical Behavior Therapy

(DBT), one of the most effective cognitive-behavioral treatments

available for a variety of psychological conditions. The reason this

therapy is called “dialectical” is because it emphasizes how two

seemingly polar opposites can simultaneously be true—most notably,

acceptance and change (not but!). Within this vein, two

“assumptions” that DBT argues are:

)People are doing the best they can, AND

2)People can be better, try harder, and be more motivated to change

How can both statements be true at the same time? 

On the one hand—in this one moment in time, we are all doing the

best we can, given all the things that influence the way we think, act,

and feel. This can include our personal mental state, our outer

environment, and anything in between.

Rebecca Holczer, PsyD
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AnǊietǋ. RaČinĳ thouĳhts. OCD-tǋpe ċehaǄior. Cant ċe Čalm. Cant Čalm doǅn! For
heaǄens sake! Clammǋ hands. Bodǋ shakes. The thouĳhts ǅon't stop! The ǅorld
Ĳeels like its Ĳar, Ĳar aǅaǋ. Am i disassoČiatinĳ? Is the ǅorld reallǋ kinda tiltinĳ

aǅaǋ? Is that roČk mǋ ċodǋ?
 

Okaǋ, time to ċƑeathe. In and out. In and out. The ċƑeath is a ĳƑeat anČhoƑ. The
ĳƑound is a ĳƑeat anČhoƑ. Countinĳ doǅn to the thinĳs i see, heaƑ, smell, touČh,

taste. Sloǅlǋ the anǊietǋ lessens. HopeĲullǋ. 
 

So noǅ ċeĳs the ċiĳ Ɛuestion: ǅhat Čauses anǊietǋ? Noǅ, I'm not anǋ kind oĲ
pƑoĲessional, and Čan onlǋ eǊpƑess ǅhat it is ĲoƑ me. FoƑ me, anǊietǋ stems ĲƑom
not Ĳeelinĳ enouĳh. FƑom not ċeinĳ enouĳh. FƑom not ċeinĳ loǄed enouĳh and

aČČepted enouĳh, i took the messaĳe that i am not ĳood enouĳh. Im suƑe at least
some oĲ mǋ Ĳelloǅ Chazkeinu sisteƑs Čan Ƒelate. 

 
Its time to ƑememċeƑ: i am enouĳh. It's time to ƑememċeƑ: i alǅaǋs ǅas enouĳh.

And its time to ƑememċeƑ: I'll alǅaǋs ċe enouĳh.
 

TIPS TO CALM ANXIETY

ACCEPT THE FEELING AS IT
IS, IN THE MOMENT.
We learned in DBT that iĲ ǋou
aČČept the Ĳeelinĳ as it and don't
push it aǅaǋ, the Ĳeelinĳ ǅill
Čome and ĳo easilǋ. Just see it as
a ǅaǄe or an onČominĳ train that
Čomes, ĳets louder, and then
moǄes on. 

Bǋ: ShiĲra



SEND US YOUR TIPS! rise@Čhazkeinu.orĳ

PROGRESSIVE MUSCLE
RELAXATION.
 Tense eaČh musČle and then
relaǊ it until ǋou'Ǆe ĳone
throuĳh the ǅhole ċodǋ. 

SENSORY INPUT
As mentioned aċoǄe, I Čount doǅn the
sensorǋ input i ĳet Ĳrom enǄironment.
So an eǊample ǅould ċe: ǫ thinĳs I see,
Ǫ sounds I hear, ǩ thinĳs I Čan Ĳeel, Ǩ
thinĳs I Čan smell, and ǧ thinĳ I Čan
taste. You Čan miǊ these up; I'Ǆe just
ĳiǄen ǋou an eǊample. 

CHOSE A COLOR
You Čan Čhoose a Čolor, and seek
out that Čolor in the room ǋou are
Čurrentlǋ in. IĲ one Čolor doesn't
help, ǋou Čan alǅaǋs trǋ a
seČond or eǄen third.
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LiÔi�g Õith a spouse Õith �e�tal a�d e�otio�al issues for �a�y years has se�t �e o� a
jour�ey I �eÔer asked for a�d do�’t Õish it upo� a�ybody. But if this is Õhat Õas se�t �y
Õay by �y loÔi�g Father, I took this challe�ge a�d haÔe groÕ� so �uch fro� it, BťH.  I’�

shari�g this Õith the public so that if a�yo�e ca� gai� a�y clarity or chizuk it Õould �ake it
Õorth �y Õhile to haÔe go�e through so �uch pai�.

For a lo�g Õhile I had these �iggli�g thoughts that Ťif o�lyť �y spouse Õould k�oÕ the
defi�itio� of certai� Õords a�d if he Õould k�oÕ the i�porta�ce of these Õords i� a

�arriage a�d he Õould just lear� hoÕ to i�ple�e�t the� o� a daily basis THEN …. I Õould
haÔe a �arriage. These thoughts Õere destroyi�g a�y cha�ce at happi�ess that I had.

A�d the� o�e �ight I had a� epipha�y. A� aÕake�i�g �o�e�t. I set �yself up for a
challe�ge a�d I got to Õork right aÕay. Here I a� aski�g fro� a �e�tally ill spouse to lear�

the �ea�i�g of TRUST, COMMITMENT, COMMUNICATION, LOVE, RESPECT,
RESPONSIBILTY, ACCOUNTABLILTY, CONSISTENCY, Õhe� he is clearly �ot capable of it.

Let �e see hoÕ I ca� relate to these Õords a�d hoÕ I ca� liÔe by these Õords i� a true
torahdige fashio� a�d if that Õill help �e liÔe �y life i� a happier �a��er.

So, Õith the Ôisio� of the aboÔe-�e�tio�ed Õords, a�d oÔer the course of �a�y years, Õith
lots of lear�i�g, support a�d guida�ce I set out to Õork. 

 

a spouse's Ğusiğgs

By: A�o�y�ous

Living With Mental Illness

Đ.TRUST

Hashe� I Õa�t to t®ust i� Ûou a�d i� Ûou o�lÛ. I a� desig�ed defi�ed a�d poÕe®ed bÛ Hashe�.
A�d I k�oÕ that Hashe� does o�lÛ good. So, I �eed to t®ust that eÔe®Û pe®ceiÔed bad is ®eallÛ
good fo® �e. 
Also, Õith ti�e I’Ôe lea�t to t®ust �Ûself. I haÔe all the a�sÕe®s Õithi� �e I just �eed to be ­uiet,
liste� to �Û gut a�d act o� it.

đ. COMMITMENT

I a� co��itted to bei�g the best eved Hashem that I ca� be. That is �Û goal a�d
�Û pu®pose i� life. I a� co��itted to doi�g mitzvos a�d to keep lea®�i�g a�d

g®oÕi�g. The satisfactio�, fulfill�e�t a�d co��ectio� I’Ôe gai�ed th®ough lea®�i�g
b®i�gs �e so �uch joÛ. Lea®�i�g ca� be f®o� a sefer o® f®o� liste�i�g to the

cou�tless hotli�es that a®e full of shiurim.
 



READ MORE

Ē. COMMUNICATION

The®e is �obodÛ i� the Õo®ld Õho liste�s a�d paÛs atte�tio� to Õhat Ûou saÛ as �uch as the
Ribo�o Shel Ola�. He is alÕaÛs aÔailable 24/7. What bette® liste�i�g f®ie�d ca� the®e be???
It is Hashe� Õho I talk to all daÛ a�d all �ight a�d it is Hashe� Õho se�ds �e Õi�ks a�d hugs
th®oughout �Û daÛ as Õell. I just haÔe to be Õilli�g to ope� �Û eÛes a�d ea®s to see the� a�d
ack�oÕledge the�.

ē. LOVE

I �eed to Õo®k o� �Û AhaÔas Yis®oel a�d fo® �e that �ea�s to stop judgi�g people. I sig� that hu�g i�
a de�tist office Õas �Û i�spi®atio� fo® this. It said ŤEÔe®Ûo�e Ûou k�oÕ is goi�g th®ough so�ethi�g

Ûou k�oÕ �othi�g about. Be ki�d. AlÕaÛs.ť  The �essage fo® �e is to stop judgi�g a�d talki�g about
people.

Ĕ. RESPECT

I �eed to ®espect people’s opi�io�s a�d bou�da®ies Õhethe® I ag®ee Õith it o® �ot. Rega®dless
if I feel theÛ a®e ®ight o® �ot. I do�’t k�oÕ Õhat’s goi�g o� i� othe® people’s life so hoÕ ca� I
judge the�??

ĕ. RESPONSIBILIT7

I a� o�lÛ ®espo�sible fo® �Û thoughts, Õo®ds a�d actio�s. A�d that is a lot of ha®d Õo®k…. I �eed
to keep �Û side of the st®eet clea� a�d �ake su®e that Õhat I saÛ, thi�k a�d do a®e i� acco®da�ce

to Õhat Hashe� Õa�ts of �e. Rega®dless of othe® people’s Õo®ds thoughts a�d actio�s.
It is �Û ®espo�sibilitÛ to be the best ®ole �odel fo® �Û child®e� that I possiblÛ ca�.

 
Ė. ACCOUNTABILIT7

- I �eed to be accou�table fo® all �Û actio�s a�d i�actio�s o�lÛ to Hashe�. I do�’t �eed to people
please i� a�Û ÕaÛ Õhat so eÔe®. I do�’t �eed to giÔe eÚcuses ÕhÛ I do�’t atte�d simchos o® ÕhÛ I
do Õo®k full ti�e o® ÕhÛ I spe�d �o�eÛ o� thi�gs that I feel a®e i�po®ta�t. It is betÕee� Hashe�
a�d �e; Õe haÔe ou® oÕ� p®iÔate accou�ti�g.

ė. CONSISTENC7

I �eed to co�sta�tlÛ ®e�i�d �Ûself that Hashe� is i� co�t®ol a�d that Hashe� is good a�d o�lÛ good
Õhethe® �Û little eÛe ca� u�de®sta�d it o® pe®ceiÔe it. 

 

"THESE LIGHTBULB THOUGHTS HAVE BEEN LIFE-CHANGING
AND HAVE TRANSFORMED M7 LIFE"



Blue
Purple/maroonBlack and white

Green
 

Being outsideGuided imagery/meditationMusicBrain games (i.e. sudoku)Reading
Coloring

 

I struggle with generalized anxiety
and depression, parental verbal
abuse, as well as having been the
victim of bullying as a teen in
camp. Over the years, I have
learned that I am NOT ঎crazy".
People have feelings and fears.
These feelings and fears are very
real, and not just ঎in your headএ
as some people tend to think. When
dealing with people who don’t
accept us for who we are are the
ones with the real problem, not
঎MEএ as some people are wont to
say, ঎You’re crazy,
retarded,....এ There is no such
thing as ঎normalএ or ঎not
normalএ or ঎crazyএ. Everyone
has a different way of defining the
word ঎normalএ. Everyone is
normal in their own way. Last, but
not least, surround yourself with
people who understand your
struggles, people that support you
in your mental health and healing,
and people who accept you for who
you are. This makes a huge
difference. 

Message to Readers:

Malkie

I saw a beautiful quote that is also
very true. It says, ঎Everybody is a
genius, but if you judge a fish by its
ability to climb a tree, it will live its
whole life thinking it is stupid.এ I like
this quote because it is true that
everyone is smart in their own way.
Every person has a different definition
for smart, in addition to the fact that
we all have different talents and
strengths.

Favorite Colors:

Favorite Self-Care:
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My name is Sara. I am 19 years old
and have had mental illness since the
age of 9. I'm a woman of many a
diagnosis. and I like to joke that I
have more letters after my name than
a college professor!
Ever since I've discovered Chazkeinu, I
felt as though the weight of secrecy
has been lifted from my shoulders.
Struggling is hard, and I am not in a
place where I can say it's made me
stronger, but I do believe that
struggles are here for a reason. I don't
know why, but that doesn't mean that
there isn't a "why"!

I love to dance, sing, act,
and write. I basically like
anything that can get my
creative juices flowing:)

Message to Readers:

Sara

Important
Numbers:
19 - my age

3 - of the cutest siblings 
10 - yrs with mental illness

20 - fingers and toes:)
 

My Favorite
Activities

I have mental illness. I know mental
illness. I struggle daily. And yet, I
somehow survive.
That "somehow" is not random; it is
because God chose to keep me alive. I
survive because He has willed it so.
And you survive as well.
I don't like asking much of people, but
I entreat you to continue surviving. 
One day, you'll see, you'll be thriving
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Imaķine iĶ the Jeǎs ǎould haǍe said "yeah... this
looks too hard. We Đan't haĐk it."
iĶ ǎe had said "ǎe Đan't," ǎe ǎould not ďe the
Jeǎish nation that has surǍiǍed and thriǍed Ķor
thousands oĶ years. and ǎho knoǎs ǎhat
ďlessinķs ǎe ǎould ďe missinķ out on?
ShaǍous is aďout WE CAN! ShaǍous is aďout
denyinķ the ǍoiĐe in our head that says I CAN'T -
ďeĐause that ǍoiĐe is a lie!
Hoǎ many oĶ us listen to that "I Đan't; I am not
ķood enouķh; I am not ǎorth it?" Let's try this
ShaǍous to Đhanķe it to "I Đan; I am ķood
enouķh; I am ǎorthy; I Đan Đhanķe; I ǎill Đhanķe;
I ǎill help; I am Đapaďle..."
This ShaǍous ǎe Đan Đontinue the leķaĐy that
ǎas ķiǍen to us on Har Sinai . We Đan step up
and say YES one day at a time until ǎe reaĐh a
spiritual heiķht ǎorthy enouķh to aĐĐept the
ķreatest ķiĶt to humanity...the TORAH. ɢand our
poǎer oĶ sayinķ YES!!ɣ

STEPPING UP TOSTEPPING UP TO
THE PLATETHE PLATE

By: Baila P.

"IĶ there's no man ďe a man...." These ǎere the
ǎords eĐhoinķ in my head so many times, ďe it
runninķ the Đleaninķ ladies sĐhedule, runninķ the
Đhazkeinu zoom and phone meetinķ, and so
many more times. This is the theme oĶ this
artiĐle. 
The midrash shares that Hashem had a preĐious
ķiĶt He ǎanted to share ǎith the ǎorld - the
Torah. BeĶore approaĐhinķ the Jeǎish nation,
He asked all the other nations iĶ they ǎanted
this ķiĶt, ďut aĶter disĐoǍerinķ all the diĶĶiĐult
laǎs they rejeĐted it and said NO!!
When Hashem approaĐhed the Jeǎs, ǎe looked
around and saǎ that no one else ǎanted the
Torah! We said YES ǎhen eǍeryone else said NO;
ǎe stepped up ǎith the Ķamous ǎords "naase
Ǎ'nishma.".
This is ǎhat shaǍous is aďout. It's aďout steppinķ
up iĶ ǎhen no one else does. it's aďout lookinķ
around you Ķindinķ the laĐk and Ķillinķ the Ǎoid!
I said yes to Đoordinate the zoom and phone
meetinķs Ķor Đhazkeinu eǍen thouķh I kneǎ it
ǎould ďe hard. I stepped up to the plate.
ShaǍous means darinķ to say yes ǎhen ǎe Ķeel
unsure and ǎhen others aren't ǎillinķ to help. It's
sayinķ I CAN ǎhen eǍeryone else says I CAN'T.
It's aďout possiďility. It's aďout takinķ a risk and
ǎatĐhinķ our liĶe's Đhanķe ďeĶore our eyes. 
My liĶe has Đhanķed Ķor so muĐh ďetter sinĐe
takinķ on the role as Chazkeinu phone and zoom
Đoordinator. GiǍinķ is ķettinķ.

*Some thouķhts ǎere taken Ķrom a ķreat
ďook I ďouķht and read Ķor PesaĐh.

keep ďelieǍinķ in your selĶ; you
 haǍe strenķth inside oĶ you!!
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Walking through a desert
My throat, sawdust
Will I die of thirst?

My spirit, low
My heart is aching
Loneliness stings
Hope is fading

I'm all alone on this battleground
Dry, hot air

For miles around
 

And then I am blinded!
My heart races.
Before me lies
A brilliant oasis.

I drink my fill and never stop.
No longer alone on desert rock.

 
The room is full 

Of friends like me.
Friends growing through

Harsh reality.
People who don't

Awake my nervous,
Souls that see

Beneath the surface.
We speak not

Of weight, nor clothes
Nor jobs, but hearts
And minds, and souls
These are my sisters!

 
Loneliness erased.
Shabbaton is one

Long, warm embrace.
Thank you Hashem and His shlichim too

For the embrace called Chazkeinu!!

My OasisWhen I Feel
Alone

When I feel alone
While I plod through the

minutes and hours
When the air is thick, dark

Unmoving and smoggy
And I cannot breathe

 
When I feel alone

And the grief and loss 
Crashes around me 

Like a sudden, violent storm
on a day already sodden
When one false move 
Will knock me down 

Into the muck and mud
For good

 
I suddenly remember

(Though I couldn't tell you
how)

I am not alone....
I am not alone!

 
You are holding my hand

You are standing beside me
Holding me

Loving, smiling, guiding
As I put one foot

In front of the other
You are my Spouse

My Friend
My Father
My Mother

Nothing can possibly go
wrong

 
And I am not alone

 

By: Malkie
By: Meira M.
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To Eat a Poem
When reading a poem, 
There’s something I would like you to know, 
That is how to eat, y’know. 

How to eat a poem, you ask?
What an absurd task! 
Well, have no fear, 
I’m glad you asked! 

When presented with a poem of any sort, 
Don’t be intimidated, don’t feel short, 
Simply pause, stop and be,
Take in the experience to the Tee, 
Be in it, mindfully. 

Feel the paper or mouse in your hand, 
How does it feel, take a stance, 
Is it soft, rough, smooth or shiny? 
Does it make you squirm or is it slimy? 

Now, look at the words, and the length, 
Look at it calmly and not with angst, 
What does it say? 
Welcome it in; It’s okay. 

What comes up for you? 
Is it impatience, fear, or excitement? 
Are you feeling edgy to read it? 
Simply let those feeling be; 
Let them in, 
You will see, 
That you will feel free. 

Now eat that poem, 
All the way, 
Experience this moment, 
It’s here to stay, 
For you to enjoy, 
In every way. 

Sit with it a moment longer, 
Think about the experience, 
It’s yours to ponder. 

Feel it in your body, 
But try and let it be
What else comes up for you? 
Listen carefully, 
Non-judgmentally. 

Greet it with compassion, 
And with tender, loving-kindness, 
Give it your support, 
Give it your full attention. 

That’s how you eat a poem, 
With intentional awareness, 
And mindfulness, 
And sweet tenderness. 

By: Sarala

What would you do if you heard what I share
with my bedroom wall?
Would you commit me to an asylum for the truths
you would hear?
Would you call me “crazy” or “insane” or “in
pain”?
Don’t tell me I should share with you because you
don’t even listen your too busy sympathizing and
less busy just listening.
No one understands me more than my bedroom
wall.
My bedroom wall hears me. Listens to me. And
sometimes even cries with me.
What would you do if you heard what I said to
my bedroom wall?
Would you ask me why I’m talking to an inanimate
object and not a human being?!
I’ll tell you why.
Because humans cannot be trusted.
Humans can stab my soul and then saunter about
as if nothing happened.
Humans can take my life, crumple it into a ball, and
throw it out into a raging sea.
Humans can hurt me so badly I wish to die.
But my wall cannot. And my wall listens.
So I talk to my wall instead.

My Bedroom Wall
By: S.W.

“One small crack does not mean
that you are broken, it means
that you were put to the test

and you didn't fall apart.”
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It’s been way too long in this deep, dark tunnel
Life feeling out of control, sucked into a funnel.
I tried so hard to keep on top of things
With a smile on my face and a heart that sings.

But, it’s too hard for me; I keep falling down
People around me need me to frown.
Don’t know why it bothers them, though,
If I’m their friend and not their foe!

I do try; I try very hard.
But at times, I feel like I need a bodyguard.
You block my light, make sure it’s dark
So I cannot see any landmark.

I know you want me to fail.
That’s why you always tear down my sail.
But I won’t be giving up on myself.
Though you say that my plants I should shelf.

You just wait and see
One day, who I’ll be.
The girl you locked in the dark
A fire will grow from her spark!

You can try to snuff me out
It wont work; I have no doubt.
I am stronger than you!!
I wish I always believed that too…

Light
By: Rachel E.

"A disco ball is hundreds of
pieces of broken glass put

together to create a magical
ball of light. You aren't broken.

You are a disco ball."

Journey

There's a path that I've been walking,

Treading through for years

A path so full of pain

A path all soaked in tears

For a long time I've been hurting,

Struggling to see an end

But just when I'd think I've neared it,

I'd realize it's was just a bend

But I didn't give up the fight,

I knew that I could beat it

If I tried a little harder

I'd be sure to defeat it

So I kept on going, pushing through,

Waiting for the day

When was my redemption?

How much longer was the way?

But then I began to realize

There's still a long way to go

Perhaps I'll never be better

It hit me like a painful blow

But with the pain came an acceptance

The ability to just be

And so I no longer search

For a way out of this journey

By: Blimie
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Clouded Vision

I was trying to read a magazine. I washed and washed my glasses and still couldn’t see. It looked clean. I
decided to look at my eyes. Sure enough it was wet with tears. I wiped it and realized I can see again!
I realized I had clouded vision. There is a concept of double vision and that’s dangerous. What about
clouded vision. Blurry vision is inside the eyes while clouded is outside.
I learnt a lesson, sometimes its not in your power sometimes its is in your power. Clouded vision is in
your power and if you don’t do much to wipe your eyes, no matter what your do your glasses won’t help
no matter how much you clean them.
Our effort in your journeys depend on what’s in your control and what is not. One can change the way
their thinking or one can change something in their physical body in order to see the change. Depends
what is needed. If one doesn’t clean their eyes they will not be able to see the outside or inside.
Just because you do the inner work but you can not see results, you may have to “clean” your eyes and
not your glasses!
Change is difficult, it is easy to just want to wipe your glasses, I got it. However it won’t work unless you
wipe your eyes and get to the bottom of the struggle!
Happy digging!

By: Breindy W.

The challenges in life can be overwhelming. Overwhelmingly big, overwhelmingly difficult, and overwhelmingly

painful. The magnitude of what it entails, the sheer complexity of how to handle it, and the excruciating emotions

that race through your body leave you gasping for normalcy. You wish you can press rewind and go back to the

time this challenge didn’t exist. Or at least press fast forward and not have to experience the anxious feelings of

what will be. It can be tortuous worrying about how things will turn out. But in this present moment you have a

choice. You can choose what to think about as you go through this challenging time. Wishing for the past is not

productive. Worrying what will be will leave you tied up in anxious knots. The alternative is to accept. Accepting

that this was meant to be. Accepting that this was custom made for you by your Creator. Accepting that you

cannot fathom why this had to happen but G-d has a master plan and this is part of it. Every emotion a person

has is preceded by a thought. What thoughts are you choosing to think?

Choosing to Think
By: Chaya
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A LETTER TO...

It’s me. Yourself. Yep, yourself. Or myself, wh“tever. Your own self, writing to you. 
I know this might seem weird, ”ut you won’t listen to me “ny other w“y, so…here I “m. 
You know you’re h“ving depressing thoughts, Adin“. Don’t deny it. You know it’s true. You know your
thoughts c“n’t “lw“ys ”e trusted. You know your mind “tt“cks you, ”er“tes you, tries to tell you how “wful
you “re, how “lone you “re, how worthless you “re. Your mind tells you it’s your f“ult, “nd th“t you’ll never
get ”etter, ”ec“use you don’t deserve to. Your mind tells you th“t if you ”re“k down, “nd cry, or let yourself
feel “nything - th“t you’re we“k. Th“t feeling s“d, or in p“in, or vulner“”le is we“k. Not only is it we“k, ”ut
th“t you don’t deserve to. And th“t wh“t you’re feeling isn’t p“in. Th“t you’re not “ctu“lly in p“in! Th“t this is
just… You. 

So, you repress these thoughts “nd feelings, “nd push them “w“y. You try to “ct like the Adin“ Klein th“t
everyone knows. You l“ugh, you’re energetic, you’re loud, “nd you’re funny. No”ody would think th“t this is
only “n “ct. No”ody would dre“m th“t ”ehind your ”ig smile, there’s “ worn-out f“ce th“t h“s ”een through
so much. No”ody would ”elieve th“t these thoughts “re going through your mind. And these thoughts
“ren’t new, sc“rier ones h“unt you every d“y. But th“t’s the thing with fe“r. Once you feed the fe“r, it just
grows “nd w“nts more. 

At this point you’re “lmost completely e“ten up ”y your fe“r. But when p“in is norm“l to you, you le“rn to
live with it. And so, you try. And try. And try “g“in… And you f“il. And f“il. And f“il “g“in. And then these
thoughts just grow louder, “nd they get noisier, “nd “ngrier, “nd stronger, “nd… So terrifying. But sometimes
when you’re r“tion“l, you know these thoughts “ren’t true. But sometimes…

I know you, Adin“. I “m you. I see how recently, these intrusive thoughts overt“ke you, ”locking out “ny
possi”le r“ys of hope. I see th“t recently, you “re forgetting to l“ugh, forgetting to smile, forgetting th“t you
c“n ”e h“ppy, th“t you ”elong. I see these thoughts te“ring you “p“rt, ripping your he“rt “nd soul to pieces. I
w“tch you “s you’re tr“pped inside your mind, trying desper“tely to esc“pe “nd f“iling. I know your p“in,
Adin“ - yes, PAIN! Don’t deny it, deep down you know wh“t you’re feeling is p“in! - for this p“in is mine “s
much “s it is yours. And I cry for you, Adin“. Even if you c“n’t cry for yourself. I cry for you, ”ec“use I “m you.

But I’m “ different “spect of you. The r“tion“l “spect, the portion of your ”r“in not riddled ”y “nxiety, “nd
fe“r, “nd depression, “nd terrifying memories of the p“st. The portion th“t c“n see you for who you re“lly “re. 

Dearest Me,

Myself
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Adin“, you’re not worthless. You're kind, “nd c“ring, “nd funny, “nd consider“te, “nd you “lw“ys go out of
your w“y to notice others. When one of your friends is in p“in, you’ll do “nything you possi”ly c“n to help
them. You’re “ fiercely loy“l friend, extremely protective of “nyone you love. So Adin“, why don’t you c“re
th“t w“y for yourself?

You deserve to ”e c“red for, Adin“. You deserve to ”e loved uncondition“lly, just like you love your people.
Adin“, I know you. You’ll do “nything for someone you love, “nd you won’t let “nyone criticize your
people. So why do you ”er“te yourself? You’re “ person too, with strengths “nd fl“ws. Yes, you m“ke
mist“kes. Yes, sometimes you stum”le. But we “ll do. To ”e hum“n is to stum”le “nd f“ll. 

Remem”er, ńShev“ yipol tz“ddik v’k“mŅ. You m“y f“ll “nd f“ll “nd f“ll, “nd your thoughts tell you you’ll
never get up “g“in. But, wh“t if you were your friend? You’d never let “ny of your people feel so miser“”le.
You’re so good “t pep t“lks, “t getting others to ”elieve in themselves. If you love someone, you’re there
for them uncondition“lly. So why, Adin“, “re you so h“rd on yourself? Why do you think th“t you c“n’t
move forw“rd? Th“t you don’t deserve to h“ve “ future? So wh“t if you h“ve to see “ psychi“trist?! Who
c“res? Does th“t ch“nge the re“l you, inside? Tell me this, Rivky doesn’t know “”out “nything. Will she
notice th“t you’ve ch“nged when you return from your “ppointment? Will she s“y: ńHuh? Wh“t h“ppened
to you??Ņ

Nope, she won’t! And the only ch“nge th“t you’ll notice, is the ch“nge of feeling ”etter. And you will feel
”etter! This m“y seem like eternity, ”ut I PROMISE it’s tempor“ry! And minimizing your p“in won’t m“ke it
dis“ppe“r! 

Your ther“pist “sked you: ńWh“t do you w“nt?Ņ Well, wh“t do you w“nt? No, don’t “nswer wh“t you don’t
w“nt. I know you s“y you don’t w“nt to move forw“rd, ”ut do you re“lly? Is th“t wh“t you w“nt? M“y”e
th“t’s how you feel “t the moment, ”ut I don’t ”elieve it’s wh“t you w“nt. I KNOW it’s not wh“t you w“nt. 

One l“st thing, I know it’s difficult to t“lk, “nd you don’t know wh“t to s“y, “nd the words just don’t… go.
But you h“ve to! I underst“nd th“t you don’t w“nt to push yourself, ”ut you’re need to, if you w“nt things
to ch“nge. So, when (No! Not if, ”ut when!) you “sk for help, “nd you t“lk to some”ody, or you’re in session,
you’re going to h“ve to t“lk. You c“n’t keep opening up “nd then shutting them out “g“in. Ple“se, just…
T“lk. It. Out.

You deserve love, Adin“. You deserve to ”e v“lued. And I’m here to remind you of th“t, every single second
of every single d“y, until you fin“lly ”elieve it.

LOVE ALWAYS,

Myself
p a g e  2 ř



#SELFCAREROCKS 

Whenever I feel “s though I need to
self c“re, whether ”ec“use of “ l“ck of
sleep, energy, or spirit, the first thing I
do is go to sleep. I know this is not “n
option for everyone, ”ut sleeping is
my f“vorite form of self c“re (to my

”oss’ ch“grin;)

Another popul“r form of self c“re I use
is journ“ling. This helps me get me

Feelings onto p“per “nd feel more in
control of myself. It’s “lso fun to look

through p“st entries sometimes,
though I ensure th“t I’m in “ st“te of
mind to do so “s it c“n ”e triggering

sometimes.

MY FAVORITE
WAYS TO 
SELF CARE 

”YOU CANNOT
POUR FROM AN
EMPTY JUG” 

By: A Ch“zkeinu Sister

One of my f“vorite w“ys to self c“re is
”y splurging “nd going to get my n“ils

done. There is something “”out
getting “ m“nicure/pedicure th“t

“lw“ys m“kes me feel like “ princless.    

#SELFCARE #SELFCARETIPS 



HOW DO YOU SELF CARE?

#SELFCARE4EVERY1 

Sometimes,wh“t I need is “ short,
intense workout. It is well known th“t

exercise is good for ment“l he“lth,
“nd I like to t“ke “dv“nt“ge of th“t! 

exercise c“n look different for
everyone. I like joyful movement

where I simply move my ”ody in w“ys
th“t m“ke me feel h“ppy. Find your

own niche!

I’m putting this l“st ”ec“use it’s most
expensive “nd I r“rely t“ke “dv“nt“ge

of its ”enefits ”ec“use of th“t.
Presenting… the m“ss“ge!

getting “ m“ss“ge is so rel“xing “nd
fun. DIY tip: get together with “ friend

“nd give e“ch other m“ss“ges.

SELF CARE IDEAS
SELF CARE IDEAS

SELF CARE IDEAS

EMAIL RISE@CHAZKEINU.ORG

Most import“nt forms of self c“re:
”rushing your teeth 2x d“ily, t“king “ny
prescri”ed medic“tions, showering “s

needed etc. 
As someone with ment“l illness, I know
th“t sometimes these ńsimpleŅ “cts of

self c“re c“n ”e “lmost impossi”le, ”ut I
”elieve in you “nd your “”ility to

overcome your urges! You got this!! 
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SANI THE SEEDSANI THE SEED
Hi, my name is Sani the seed

And here is a story I'd like you to read
It's about me and my friends and what happened one day

Listen to my tale, to what I have to say
 

Me and my pals were sitting on a shelf in a bag
When thoughts about my life were beginning to nag

I've been feeling kind of empty, like is this why I exist?
Is my purpose to stay stuck in a bag tied with a twist?

As I begin to ponder my existence on this planet
A young boy comes and grabs the bag, I wonder where I'm headed

He reaches in and pulls us out, placing us on soil that's cold.
Then covers us, we don't know why, the reason we're not told
Excitement rushes through me, something's about to occur 

Perhaps this is my moment that I've been waiting for 
I ask my friends how they all feel and some say they're not sure

Change sure is exciting but they don't know what's in store
We feel some wetness trickle down and sense the sun's warm rays

I try to be patient as I await the events of the next days
To my utter shock and dismay, things spin out of control

I feel myself grow weaker as I disintegrate, I'm beyond console 
But just when I feel like there's nothing left of me,

I begin to sprout, I rejoice with glee
I grow taller and nicer from day to day,

Now I'm filled with purpose and meaning, in my unique and beautiful way
 

So my life's lesson I'd like to share with you all
Don't despair when it's tough, when you feel yourself fall

Its precisely there, in your darkest of moments
Where potential lies, waiting for you to own it

With some water and sunshine and patience indeed
Beauty can flourish from a small rotting seed

By: Blimie
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