
One evening, as I was lying on my bed, my legs aching, I see Moishele walk over to my bed.  His eyes were blue and shining with his hands behind his back.  “Close your eyes and open your mouth.” He said.


“What are you up to?” I ask.


“Come in listen to him,” Motele said. “Open you mouth, close your eyes.  Trust us.”


“All right ill play your game.”  I said opening my mouth slightly.


Moishele slips something in my mouth.  It was soft and juicy.  I realized it was a tangerine, but how did they get a tangerine in the ghetto?


I open my eyes to see Motele’s joyous smile.  It is a tangerine.


Moishele said,” We traded our bread for it at the black market.  This will help you get well.  You’ll see, you’ll see.”


I start to cry.  “I love you all so much.” I take the tangerine, break it into section and put it on a plate. “I will not eat it alone.  We’ll give Laibele half, he is sick, and we’ll share the rest.  We’ll have a party.”


“But it’s for you!” They protest.


“We’ll share it or I wont eat.  I mean it!”  They give up and we all share the loving, wonderful gift.

