
I See the 
MOON

When I was in 9th grade, a new life entered my 
world. The birth of my little sister Huvy, born with 
Down syndrome, would forever change my reality. 

I went to visit my mother and the baby in the 
hospital. She was the smallest bundle of yum I’d 
ever seen, and she slept the entire time. My mother 
asked me, “Will you love her like you love your 
other siblings?” I answered “of course” with an 
unknowing heart. But at that moment I knew it 
was my responsibility to be a role model for my 
younger siblings, and as I would hold Huvy in those 
early days, I’d feel the awkwardness as I told her 
how much I loved her. But soon we were fighting 
for turns to hold her and the new game began: 
“How much do I love you? This much!”

I don’t know how the human mind works; what 
winds pass through it that change the course of 
the ship altogether. All I can tell you is that the only 
reason I can describe my feelings of uncertainty at 
the time of Huvy’s birth is because I remember; not 
because I feel them anymore.

I love singing to Huvy. My favorite song to sing to 
her goes like this:

“I see the moon and the moon sees me

The moon sees somebody I love to see

Hashem made the moon; Hashem made me

Hashem made the very one that I love to see

I know that Hashem above, created you for us to love

He picked you out from all the rest

Because He knew you’d be the one that we would 
love the very best.”

 As Huvy grew older, I would dance with her. She’d 
demand, “sing”, and we would dance around the 
living room to blaring music. And every night, 
as often as I could, I would cuddle up with Huvy 
before she went to sleep and sing to her.

Huvy is five years old now.  She has taught us and 
continues to teach us about love and joy and all 
the pure things in life. And we will forever sing 
together, Huvy and I, because He really did know 
she’d be the one that we would love the very best.
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