
 





She SmiledShe Smiled  
Brett LewisBrett Lewis  

  

She smiled at me.She smiled at me.  

and in that moment, I was entirely sure thatand in that moment, I was entirely sure that  

the entire world came to a screeching halt.the entire world came to a screeching halt.  

Her eyes shone like the moon reflecting off a river,Her eyes shone like the moon reflecting off a river,  

mirrors, showing me everything I couldn’t see.mirrors, showing me everything I couldn’t see.  

Three little lines materialized around them,Three little lines materialized around them,  

stems of the flowers that blossomed when she cried.stems of the flowers that blossomed when she cried.  

the sky seemed to disappear,the sky seemed to disappear,  

a mere and fleeting memory,a mere and fleeting memory,  

gently floating into oblivion as I,gently floating into oblivion as I,  

oblivious to the world around me,oblivious to the world around me,  

happily lost my grip on reality.happily lost my grip on reality.  

Her lips, like the wings of a bird,Her lips, like the wings of a bird,  

stirred to life, unfurled into a smile so wide they couldstirred to life, unfurled into a smile so wide they could  

glide across the night sky leaving no trace behind.glide across the night sky leaving no trace behind.  

combined were the feelings of fear and rapture,combined were the feelings of fear and rapture,  

captured in her radiant beauty,captured in her radiant beauty,  

I pleaded to spend eternity looking into her eyes,I pleaded to spend eternity looking into her eyes,  

wise of the fact that when I looked away,wise of the fact that when I looked away,  

the decayed remains of my reality would rush back to me,the decayed remains of my reality would rush back to me,  

free to unleash a deadly torrent offree to unleash a deadly torrent of  

blunt and undeniable pain.blunt and undeniable pain.  

But in that moment, I was entirely sureBut in that moment, I was entirely sure  

that the entire world came to a screeching halt,that the entire world came to a screeching halt,  

NyxNyx  
Brett LewisBrett Lewis  

  

Her hair wavesHer hair waves  

Like the arms of the Milky Way.Like the arms of the Milky Way.  

  

Her eyes shineHer eyes shine  

Brighter than a Supernova.Brighter than a Supernova.  

  

Her voice singsHer voice sings  

The songs of eternity.The songs of eternity.  

  

Her laugh echoesHer laugh echoes  

Through the annals of time.Through the annals of time.  

  

My expression sinksMy expression sinks  

Thinking of the distance between us.Thinking of the distance between us.  
  



Depression 
Ayala Ben-David 

 
 The weight on my back forces me to stoop over. My legs are unsteady and my muscles hurt. I can’t 
remember why it is that this boulder is on my back, but I know that I cannot put it down.. There will not be 
rest for me. My knees might tremble, might hit the ground, but I am forbidden from stopping. 

It is very clear to me that one day I will be fully crushed by the weight of this boulder. My strength is 
not infinite. 
 I don’t know why I can’t stop.  



Rosebed 
Brett Lewis 

 
Dangling over the Void 

I stand on the Edge 
I step back once More 

Only to return once Again 
 

I searched and Searched 
To find some Relief 

It came in a gold Capsule 
And set me Free 

Is it me or the Medicine 
That makes me who I want to be? 

 
Skies saturated with Sun 

Smiles overly Wide 
This rapturous Facade 

Crashed down with my High 
 

I collapse on the Edge 
Heart dangling over Blackness 

Is it me or the Medicine 
That brings me misery? 

 

 

Restless 
Hannah Montana 

 
Sleeping with an eye open was the way she was taught 

It was an inconvenient way to ponder her thoughts 
Tossing and turning on a pile full of worries 

Lies the girl with broken dreams  

The Road 
Sasha Chuprakova 

 
They paved a road for me, 

Of solid grey concrete, 
Surrounded by a barbed wire fence, 

Almost ten feet tall. 
 

They told me i was free to leave, 
But scorned me as i tried. 

They shoved me to their own path, 



PetrichorPetrichor  
Brett LewisBrett Lewis  

  

The tears of angels replenishes the land.The tears of angels replenishes the land.  

The torrent cleanses us of our guilt.The torrent cleanses us of our guilt.  

Rebirth and renewal washing away sin.Rebirth and renewal washing away sin.  

So why bring an umbrella?So why bring an umbrella?  

 

Wind 

Sasha Chuprakova 
 

chapped lips 
cracked skin 

red watery eyes 
Yet I face the wind 
don’t close my eyes 

nor lick my lips 
nor put lotion on my skin 

 

Dog Tags 
Brett Lewis 

 
Clink Clink Clink 
I hear them chime 

It takes me back to that long forgotten time 
 

Clank Clank Clank 
I see them clatter 

No one seems to ask “What’s the Matter?” 
 

Ting Ting Ting 
I feel their weight 

Reminding me of that woeful date 
 

Bang Bang Bang 
I feel Despair absolute 

As I remember the echoes of the 21 gun salute  



 

Laughter of the Dead 
Sasha Chuprakova 

 
they clash and kill, 
blood is spilled, 
I sit and watch. 

 
I know the word, 
to end the war, 

to make this bloodshed stop. 
 

little do they know, 
their answer is right here, 

but in silence sheds her tears. 
 

But Oh! they’re not tears of sorrow, 
nor of pain. 

it’s tears of joy that choke my throat 
     as I watch the world burn.  

Progress 
Brett Lewis 
 
Wood 
   Stone 
       Fire 
           Bronze 
               Iron 
                  Steel 
                     Lead 
                        Uranium 
Dust 



Starlight 
Sasha Chuprakova 

 
 There once was a young boy who lived in the City of Lights. It was a marvelous city, where the 
buildings were so tall, they scraped the sky, and the shimmered in light. This was convenient, since even at 
night, the city was full of it. Thousands of bulbs illuminated the city, beams of color shot through the dark 
and allowing shadows to dance. However, every night, the boy would steal away from his family and hike 
hours on end to reach a distant hill. There he would lie on his back and stare into the sky. Since he was 
close to found the stars pointless and inferior to their nightly light shows. The boy, however loved to watch 
them softly twinkle and he city, it was only a pale navy emptiness with a dozen or so pinpoints of white 
light, yet it mesmerized him. His fellow city dwellers swirl against the sky. He would lie still for hours, star-
ing into space, until he had to start his trek back home. Eventually, his content of his nightly escapades wore 
off, leaving him aching for more. He buried himself in books. Anything he could find about stars: astrono-
my, astrology, even fictional stories and accounts of alien abductions. It was in those books where he read of 
a place where one could reach up into the sky and stir a nebula with your fingertips. His logic told him it 
was impossible, yet he was still compelled to go. Soon enough, his patience wore thin and his logic was for-
gotten. He packed his bags and began the trip to the distant cliff. He walked for weeks without sleep, and 
very little food. At night, he would walk underneath the ever-brightening stars, their light seeming to guide 
him. Finally, He reached the cliff. He climbed for hours; hours that seemed longer than the weeks it took to 
walk there. He sat on the edge and waited for the sun to set. He watched the sky change from blue to pink 
to orange to purple and to black. Soon the sky was filled with stars. Not just the white freckles he was used 
to, but swirling constellations of every hue imaginable against the stark black of the night. Galaxies seemed 
to envelope him, the Milky Way twisting him up into the sky. Masses of rich purples and blues swirled to-
gether, creating the perfect stage for the dancing constellations. The entirety of space seemed to engulf the 
boy, as if he was no longer standing on a cliff, but floating. He tentatively reached out his hand into the sky, 
extending his fingers to a pale blue star that sat just in front of him. However, no matter how far he reached, 
all his fingers felt was the wind. He began to flail his arms in frustration, hoping to graze a star with his 
skin, but still felt nothing. He fell to the ground, sobbing. In his exhaustion and devastation, he began to 
convince himself that perhaps he could leap into the sky and dance with the stars. The idea grew into a fact 
he thought to be true. He stood, drying his tears. At the edge, he looked into the sky and leaped. And he 
flew! He flew straight down, but he knew he was floating up to space. The pebbles that he accidentally loos-
ened grazed his skin, but he knew they were the stars. He fell straight down, happier than he ever was, hap-
pier than he ever will be.  



The Clock 
Anonymous 
 
It’s strange... 
how fragile we are sometimes. 
 
How we feel like we’re seconds away from falling apart, 
like clocks on the wall with scars for arms, 
harm from being cut down so many times that the 
chimes sound more like glass shattering on the ground, 
pounding away each hour with no semblance of precision, 
leaving incisions so deep we think the gears might finally grind to a halt 
 
But we bear through it 
Because we know that 
no matter how many seconds lay between this and our last 
our past can only propel us toward a future. 
so we suture up the wounds as best we can, 
Planning to nurse ourselves back to health. 
 
We rejoice, knowing that we have survived, 
keeping in mind that the 
winding of the clock has given us the 
time needed to 
bind our wounds and 
climb to safety. 
 
Bearing in mind the mountain we have overcome, 
we welcome the valley before us. 
For us there is no quitting 
no matter 
how fragile we are sometimes 



Gemstone NightGemstone Night  
Brett LewisBrett Lewis  

  

Soft Moonlight DancesSoft Moonlight Dances  

Over the river between us.Over the river between us.  

The waltz of waves,The waltz of waves,  

The sonata of stars,The sonata of stars,  

Lingers over the sapphire abyss.Lingers over the sapphire abyss.  

  

I want to be by you,I want to be by you,  

And as the boats sail by,And as the boats sail by,  

I’m stranded on the opposite shore,I’m stranded on the opposite shore,  

So I’ll stare at the same stars as you So I’ll stare at the same stars as you   

VistasVistas  
Brett LewisBrett Lewis  

  

What happened to the starWhat happened to the star--filled twilight?filled twilight?  

Nights of phantasmal wonder.Nights of phantasmal wonder.  

Vistas of color on a dream backdrop.Vistas of color on a dream backdrop.  

Twinkling hope studding the abyss.Twinkling hope studding the abyss.  

That hope will be missed.That hope will be missed.  
 



Jack 
Jonathan Samuels 

 
 

Hi, I’m Jack’s frontal cortex. 

You may know me as the part 
of the brain that controls “rational” 
thinking. You all have one, hope-
fully. May not use it, but it’s there. 
We’re important, helping you make 
the right decisions, plan for the fu-
ture, and make sure that you stay 
out of trouble. We’re the anatomi-
cal moms of the human body. 

And this is Jack. 

Jack is sad. 

It’s 2:55 on a wonderful Thurs-
day afternoon. But Jack is working. 

Jack is tired. 

His morning coffee came out 
with the two Millers he had last 
night. Well, those are almost out, as 
he learned from his drive to work. 
But now, Jack wants to move. He’s 
stuck in his little white box, the on-
ly window to the outside world be-
ing the LCD computer screen on 
his desk. He’s supposed to be 
working, but he’s been “taking a 
break” for the past 45 minutes. The 
rest of the office is busy. He’s on 
his island of solitude. The drum of 
fingers hitting keys in rapid succes-
sion swell and crash like waves. Al-
most enough to drown out Jacks 
inner child throwing a fit about be-
ing here. 

Almost. 

Jack is sad because it’s his birth-
day. 

It’s 3:00, and Jack is about 
done. That inner child just grew up 
a few years, and now has devel-
oped a wicked onset of teen angst. 

Jack is mad. 

Where was his birthday card? 
Mom didn’t call this morning, so 
he’s feeling pouty. Maybe you 
should have called her sometime in 
the past four months. 

Jack gets even more angry 
about that thought. and pushes it 
away. 

Sorry for being right Jack. 

Jack wants to be angry. it 
makes him feel better. Jack is an 
idiot, and needs to get his life to-
gether. starting with that stupid tie 
that says, “ I hate Mondays” that 
you ironically wear on a Thursday. 
No one is laughing Jack. 

Jack is now really angry. 

It’s 3:15, and James from Ac-
counting is taking coffee orders. 

Jack hates James. 

James from Accounting likes 
Sally, Sally likes James from Ac-
counting. Jack likes Sally, Sally told 
Jack he needs to go jump off a 
bridge. 

But Jack hates James. 

He gets to Jacks cubicle. He’s 
all, “Afternoon Jack, and, “can I get 
you anything man?” Jack thinks 
James from Accounting’s voice is 
stupid, and his hair is stupid. James 
from Accounting is stupid, with his 
stupid clothes and his stupid tie and 
his stupid face and his stupid shoes. 
Jack hates James from Accountings 
shoes. His shoes make Jack angry. 
They make him want to punch 
James from Accounting in his stu-
pid face. 

James shoes are better than 
Jacks. 

Don’t punch him in the face 
Jack. 

“No thanks.” Jack says. He real-

ly shouldn’t fake smile. He looks 
like a serial killer. A sad, pathetic 
serial killer. “But why don’t you ask 
Sally? She likes macchiato with ex-
tra whipped...” 

(Expletive) 

Wait. 

“Cream.” 

I guess Freud was right after all. 

Jack is now spiraling. 

“What?” 

“Nothing much.” 

You liar. 

For a brief moment, they’re at 
an impasse, looking at one another 
like they’re from two different spe-
cies, not far from the truth, say 
something Jack. 

“Alright,” James from account-
ing says with a laugh, breaking the 
tension. ”Hey, I’ll see you at Mur-
phy’s tonight, big send off for Sam-
my at 7 remember? He wants you 
to be there.” 

Who the hell is Sammy? 

“Sounds fun, I’ll see if I can 
drop by.” Sound cool, 

“Cool, talk to you later man.” 
And with a stupid smile, James 
from Accounting leaves. 

What were you doing again? 

Oh yeah, back to sulking. 

It’s 3:20 and there's work to be 
done. Now Jack remembers what 
he was mad about in the first place. 
Funny how he forgets things like 
that, Especially after he makes an 
ass of himself. He tries to work 
himself up again, get a good tan-
trum going. He can’t. His inner 
child has grown up now, and its 
just as sad as he is. This is James 
from Accountings fault. 



 No it’s not. 

Shut up. 

Make me. 

Maybe I will. 

Good luck with that. 

… 

Jack is depressed. 

Jack is mad 

Jack is done working. 

It’s 3:30, and Jack is ready to 
go home. He takes packs all of his 
things neatly into his brief case, 
turns off his monitor, slides his 
chair in, and leaves his cubicle. Be-
fore 3:35 he’s in his car. Jack hates 
his car. It’s old, it’s clunky, and he 
has a hard time with the pedals. 
Everyone else has a better car than 
Jack, Including James from Ac-
counting, who is pulling in to the 
lot in his Lexus just as Jack leaves. 
James from Accounting waves, Jack 
wants to give him the finger and 
insult his mother. 

Jack waves back. 

Its 4:30, Jack is home. 

Jack is still sad. 

But Jack is hungry. 

Jack eats when he’s sad. 

Jack is fat. 

He gets the Chinese food out 
of the fridge from the night before. 
He doesn’t remember ordering it 
last night. It may have been the 
night before. He’s not sure. 

Definitely longer than that. 

He’s lost his appetite. 

It’s 5:30, and Jack wants to go 
get a birthday cake for him and Mr. 
Bones to share. Mr. Bones is Jacks 
dog. Mr. Bones is Jacks only friend. 
He talks to Mr. Bones about his 

day. It makes Jack feel better. He 
pats Mr. Bones on the head and 
gives him a bone. 

Mr. Bones likes bones. 

You don’t say? 

He can’t understand you Jack, 
he’s a dog. 

Shut up 

Make me. 

Maybe I will. 

Good luck with that. 

It’s 6:00, Jack doesn’t feel better 
anymore. He doesn’t know if he 
wants to go to the party. He 
doesn’t want to see people right 
now. People are mean to Jack be-
cause he’s not cool. Jack hates him-
self. I don’t really like Jack either, 
Jack should go away. 

Wait. 

No. 

Jack is good. 

Is he? 

Am I? 

Its 6:15, and Jack is on the 
edge. 

Why wont Mom call? 

Why don’t people like me? 

Why am I still here? 

Mr. Bones is in the other room, 
Jack is in his bedroom. Jack has a 
peculiar box. 

And now Jack has a gun. 

 No. 

Stop that Jack. 

You’re okay, don’t do that. 

Stop. 

Stop. 

God damn it, stop. 

Remember what the doctor 

said. 

Stop. 

Jack is too scared to do it. 

Jack thinks about Mr. Bones 

and Mom 

and Dad 

Its okay Jack 

Good job Jack. 

It’s 6:30, Jack needs to be 
around other people. He’s gonna 
go to the party. 

Or sleep. 

Jack gets in his car, its not so 
bad now. He remembers how he 
went to down to Coco Beach that 
one summer. As he goes down 5th 
and Park, he admires the city lights. 
He’s forgotten how much he likes 
the city at night. 

Jack is ashamed. 

Don’t cry Jack. 

Okay, its alright to cry. 

Jack looks for his phone, he’s 
decided to call mom. 

He can’t find it. 

Jack looks around the car, driv-
er’s seat, passengers seat, in his 
jacket pocket. finally, he finds it in 
the cup holder. He opens it and 
dial- 

That was a red light Jack. 



100 faces 
Sasha Chuprakova 

 
100 faces 

all the same. 
I’m one of them. 
but I stand out 

as does everyone. 
to you 

we are alike 
100 faces 

blurred to one 
but to me 

to her 
to him, 

We are 100 people, 
with 100 different faces. 

Business 
Ayala Ben-David 

 
This is a business transaction 

Our eyes are cold 
Calculating 

“Hello,” I say “How are you?” 
What can I get from you today? 

“I’m well. And you?” 
What are you willing to trade?  
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