




Hi Kids
My name is Roni, but everyone

calls meRoni Macaroni. 
I have a lot of curls. And a lot of freckles.

I like to think about lots of things.
But I’m not very patient.

This year, I started to learn
how to read.

But when I try to read a book,
the same thing always happens:

The lines get mixed up. The words jump out
at me. The sentences are too long for me.
 I never manage to read a book all the way
through. But I did read this entire book
(and not just because it’s about me)!

I was able to do it
because the sentences in the book are short.

Because the book is funny.
Because there are lots of rhymes. And because

some of the book is written in bubbles
so you can read it with someone else

and act out a play.
So enjoy the book. See you in the next books.

Roni Macaroni
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Roni Macaroni and her Ella are best friends.
They never fight or say mean things.
They’ve been friends since kindergarten when 
Ella came over to play with Roni Macaroni.
They sat in the garden and teased Roni’s 
brother and played “Princess with a Pony.”

I’m Princess 
Roni! I’m the

princess with 
the pony!



“She is just like me,” Roni Macaroni told her 
parents that night.
“She also likes to play Fearless Fairy!”

Are there
really other
girls who like
make-believe?

Yes! And she 
likes glitter 
and make-up, 
and she also 
climbs trees!

Roni Macaroni knew that finding a friend 
just like her, who loves climbing trees and 
putting on makeup is like finishing a jigsaw 
puzzle without missing a single piece.



They did everything together: They went to 
the beach, built moats in the sand. They 
invented new things to eat, like pretzels 
with cheese dip, and round toast, and special 
cocoa with whipped cream and sprinkles.
And they talked about all sorts of things:

What do you
think about

boys?

Boys
are

weird!

What do you think
about aliens?

Aliens are
weird, too!



When summer ended, it was time to start 
first grade.
The teacher sat them down in groups.

This desk is ours.
So stay away!

We don’t talk to 
girls, anyway!



In their group, there was one boy called Nir
and another boy - Ofir,
and a girl who was new, but she was out with 
the flu.
And the funniest thing was – her name was 
Ella, too!

Hello, I’m Ella. 
I’m new.

I’ve been out 
with the flu. That’s

funny! I’m 
Ella, too!

If you’re
nice,  

we’ll let
you join
our gang.

Who cares 
about your 

gang?



Nir said that their gang builds things.
But Ofir just smiled at them. His smile was 
for real. He didn’t argue or fight or make 
a big deal. Afterwards, he explained that 
they take old stuff and use it to build new 
things. Roni didn’t want to say that she 
liked building things too (Yes, girls can 
be good builders), because New Ella already 
exclaimed:

We’ll make 
our own 
gang!

I hate fighting
about silly stuff.

About boys, and desks. 
I’ve had enough.

Girls
can be 
absurd!

Quiet!
Don’t say
a word.



The next day, at recess, Ella told Ella about 
her ballet class.

The teacher
is great. 

And she wears a 
big hat.

So? Does she 
have a cat?

How does she 
stand on her 
toes without 
falling!

This is
getting boring!



Dragons and 
ghosts! Who

wants to play?

Not us.
That’s a boys’ 
game, anyway!

Roni wanted to tell New Ella: I didn’t ask 
you! But she didn’t say anything because the 
bell rang and recess was over,
and also because her Ella didn’t say 
anything, either.



But when Roni Macaroni walked into class, 
she saw an orange backpack on her chair.
New Ella had taken her seat.

Hey!
That’s mine!

So? You’ll
be fine.

After school, Roni walked home slowly, 
and when she met Ella and Ella,
she didn’t ask:

Want to
come over 
today?

We’ll 
put on a 
princess 
play!

And have 
cocoa with 
sprinkles, 

okay?



In the evening, Roni Macaroni told Mom and 
Dad what happened.

From now on, 
at recess, 
I’m staying 
inside.

Oh my!

I’m going to 
give this New 
Ella a piece 
of my mind.

When you and the 
North Star went 
to play, you left 
me alone for the 

entire day!

And when you 
and the wind 

went on a race, 
I stayed alone, 
lost in space!



Roni sat on the couch, didn’t make a peep.
She didn’t want to smile or eat or go to 
sleep.

I am in a
blue-mood!



It was all so sad. Even on her birthday. 
Even at the Hanukkah party.

This donut with 
whipped cream 
is yummy.
Do you want 
one, honey?

But Roni 
stayed silent.



I’ll tell that New 
Ella a thing or two!

Yes, at recess!
That’s what I’ll do!

Or maybe…

Oh, George! Stop
acting like a baby!

Roni Macaroni thought that no one could 
ever understand how she felt.
No one could ever make her feel better, 
so why try?
She felt so alone. 



Winter vacation ended. Roni Macaroni sat all 
by herself in class. Suddenly, Ofir came over 
to her with a smile on his face.

Hey! You have 
clouds in 
your eyes. 

Are you okay?

What did 
he say?

Maybe boys aren’t so weird. At least not Ofir.
He understood exactly. They talked and 
talked. Sometimes talking is like a hug.
Roni told him everything, and when they went 
outside, the blue-mood suddenly disappeared.

Want to help us 
build a train 
from all sorts
of things? Sure! We can

make wheels
from old rings.



Great! Now all 
the girls will 
want to come!

So what?
It will be fun!

That is how Ofir and Nir and Roni Macaroni 
became good friends. They drank cocoa, but with 
a straw, not with sprinkles. And they built a 
train out of wood and plastic and old paper.



And on Ofir’s birthday, when they divided 
into groups, her Ella ran over and 
grabbed Roni’s hand.
And Ofir ran over and grabbed Roni’s other 
hand.
Nir joined the circle and New Ella, too.
Suddenly Roni noticed that they were all 
having fun together.

Wow! I think 
we’re the best 
gang in the 

world!



Later on, when everyone was eating hotdogs 
with ketchup, Roni Macaroni looked at her 
Ella and wanted to say…

But her Ella started talking first:

I’m sorry, Macaroni.
I like you so much.

I didn’t want us to fall 
out of touch.

I just wanted to make a 
new friend.



And Roni Macaroni answered: “That’s okay. Now 
that I have new friends too, I understand.”

Want a pretzel
with cheese?

They sat down together on the playground, 
like they always did, and watched Ofir and Nir 
build a tower out of hotdogs and lollypops. 
Roni Macaroni thought that sometimes, little 
things look like big monsters. And sometimes, 
people get their feelings hurt. From silly 
things, too. But nothing can ruin a true 
friendship!



Miri Rozovsky
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That’s even 
better than a good 
ending, right?

A perfect 
ending.






