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This is my family. You can’t see me because I’m . . . 
well, you know . . . it’s that terrible word . . . short.

Me

Eater

My brother

Mom
also Mom



I’m not always short.

but 
usually 

I am



Some  mes it’s even a plus.

Noam come 
out! I see you

Some  mes it doesn’t make a diff erence.

That’s the Great Bear!

I wish it was 
a huge anteater!

Yoni, you too!

Me



And some  mes it really really bothers me.

What do you want to be 
when you grow up?

Um... Not small



On my birthday, I went to a grown ups concert for the 
fi rst  me. I was so excited, but when we got there I 
discovered there was a problem.

I think I can see 
a bit of a guitar



I remembered the fi rst day of school. I sat in the back, 
but when the lesson began I couldn’t see the board, 
so the teacher, Hagit, told me to move up front.

Oof



I also remembered the demonstra  on we went to – 
with all the shouts and the signs.

We aren’t
 missing out 

anything. 
It’s boring



When I was li  le, my moms used to put me up on 
their shoulders. Now they say they can’t.

You’re too big

So can I go
 to bed

 at 10 tonight?



Way to go!
 I was also 
short once 

upon a  me

At night I thought: To block my view in class or at a 
demonstra  on is one thing, but at a concert? That’s too 
much! So in the morning I organized a demonstra  on.

It didn’t help, but at least no one blocked my view.



A  er the demonstra  on, Hagit asked us to write
a composi  on about ourselves. I knew what to write 
right away.



You can be
 a writer

 when you grow up

Hagit read my composi  on and said that I’m talented 
at wri  ng.

I was so happy, that even gym class wasn’t so bad.



If I wasn’t short, 
I wouldn’t have wri  en

 that composi  on. And then
 I wouldn’t have
 discovered I’m 

talented at wri  ng

In the a  ernoon I had a thought: And another thought:

At that moment I got an idea. I waited for a chance 
to try it out.

Writers have 
a lot of

 imagina  on



The next  me we went to a concert, instead of 
standing on  ptoes, I imagined what was happening 
on stage.

My idea worked!



Your turn!



My brother and moms didn’t have as much fun as I did.

The concert
 was a bit 

boring

It was

No, it wasn’t!
It’s a shame

 it had to end!



I can’t wait for the next one!



Everyone
 expects me to be

 a basketball player. 
You can be 
whatever 
you want!


