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Teach me

how to feel

for | have forgotten;

it Is something

| once had long ago

and now it is lost.

| cannot undo what | did -
- | can only hope

that it will be forgotten
soon to be an addition to
the collection of stalactites
of memoaries stagnant in my
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mind

collecting dust
collecting dust

and bad habits -

- all | seem to do.
Teach me how to live
for | have never truly known
at all

When will | learn?
Will | ever

truly

live?






You Needed

You need a girl who will remind you that rain is good
That with every rain shower new life is brought to
this world
That thunderstorms and lightning bolts fix internal
havoe and the blankets you use to protect yourself
hold vyou so tight to keep you from falling apart.

You need a girl who will remind vou that even the
stars have distance between them
That with every fallen star millions of wishes are
made
That meteor showers and full moons are
superstitions meant to provide hope and when night
falls the stars that decorate the sky watech over you
to keep you safe.

You need a girl who will remind you that it's okay to
be scared
That fear can bring out the best in you
That the breath caught in your throat and the extreme
beating of your heartis part of being human and
without it you would lose your sense of self.

You need a girl who will change vour perspective and
show vou the beauty you've never seen before
That windows are meant for gazing into your soul
That distance and longing bring people together in a
way nothing else can and the words vyou hide behind
reveal more than you mean to show.

You needed a girl to be the moon to your stars but you
settled for a raindrop before it ran down your
window.
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Deay Wyirer's Block,

You have so much to say

Yo a piece of paper,

but I'm standing vight here
please acknowledge me,

and.fell me all Yyou know.

Youy wovds ave like yain

I Yong for - dwying dyought,
Yo hearthe dyumming music,
and wipe i+ across the sky in a
furious blue,

a blue that never settes.

Your words, dyops of ice
talling vapidiy

from an al\-knowing mouth,
always falling down
ripping overthemselves,
falling over each other,
they fall Yo the floor

and. shattrer on the ground,
by force oy by choice

1 will nevey know.

‘People curse the day
your dyops dare tap them on
Hheir

Writer's Block

dooy,

they close the words away
lock them vp,

Yum the key tight,

I want 4o open the door

I wantto flee Hhe yoom.

Please,

Yake this dvy paper

And. make me a puddie

make me a \ake

make me an ocean

wheve ouy ideas can yoam free,
Wwhere | can swim in your

Hhoughts.

Give me Prospero’s magic

and his island,

Wwhere only you and | can
dance in the vain,

and. watch the sunrise

painted with +he colors of your
leaves,

and e sunset,

Yo mark the end

of 2 new idea

By Yael Bruk

of a paper filled,
with magic so great-

Give me the warmth

of your words,

and the sun behind your clouds,
show me the light in your eyes

as \you letthe words poor onto
the paper.

Like a fire colored tvee,
vain youy leaves

onfo me

let ved. ovange yellow

bathe me in their shade.

I'm Wwaiting here

With a jarin my hand,

a heart-shaped jar

Just so Hhat you understand,
my heart fills with your words,
i awaits the next beat of
+Hhundey,

the clapping hands of lightning,
dvops fill my heart

with words so powerful,

Hhat many struggle o hear.
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fin Old Man'a ‘Plea

my dear, you have tired me

1 have traveled for hours and for
daya searching in the setting sun
Jora

quiet place to bring home to you
and me

1 have journeyed for you;

walked until my feet stung with
impertinence and my limba rustled
with

an anxious aong

all dedicated in your name

perhapa now juat for the slighteat
moment

1 will setile down by the river, in the

alippery alope of the high
graas, in order to-summeon the
energy to proceed

but if 1alip

and fall

1 may be gone into the water

but 1 will die happily knowing, 1

have given you everything
my dear 1ife;

1 have given muy heart's desires for
you

1 have devoted myaelf toa
continual trek

until my skin wrinkled from the
aun

and my bones brittled from the
atrain

would you truly fault me for
desiring torest at an age that 1
have

ceased counting?

1 beg, of you; relinquish me ao that
1 may yearn for you from afar

(from within the earth, from which
1 waa once created and in which 1
will now lie.)

never believe that 1 do not love
yow, never believe that 1 do not
love

the gifta you hawe granted me,
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but we have not been made to hold
deaperately to the unlimited

hold desperately to the unlimited
and 1 must rest to- appreciate the
mission with which you charged
me

and 1 do not wish to resent you
Jor keeping me here

1 am old and tired;

1 have loved and Loat;

and 1 release you in exhausted
Jriendahip

my last request as we part:

do not leave me while 1 drift-do
not abruptly desert me to struggle
in

the cold~-do not abanden me-

lie beside me aa 1 float into the
darknesa

and when you are certain that 1
am asleep, only then,

sneak away, quietly.



Made of Glass

I never know what to do--
I don't know what is wrong or right
And yes, I do need you to tell me.
I am one of the most sensitive, fragile people you will ever meet
It's as if I am made of glass.

I try to keep people away,
So that the shattered glass doesn't pierce anyone else’s skin.
You are not afraid to come too close to me. I know that.
But I am afraid of coming too close to you,
Even though I know you only want to help me put the pieces back
together.

Because when I am broken and you come too close,
The broken glass takes the form of words
And I say something wrong that I believe is right
And we get scratched by the sharp shards as I try to hold them all
together
Until the glass flies in all directions and it hurts whoever is too close
tome
Even though they all, except for you, don't know what hit them.

When I am broken.,

I have a false sense of freedom--

Ifeel firee, but the tears are like a bird that was caged all his life,
and didn't know how to fly once the door opened.
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My Name

By: Maya Wind

The letters are short and to the
point.

I am not. Rather, I am an
unraveling string with no end.
It means open. Flooding, gushing
with feelings and truths, refusing
to be held back with a dam of lies.
It means staring into more than
just space.

It’s impatient with weather.
Tucked and snug in a boolk.

A dull gray. Or maybe a marble
gray. A smooth, sturdy, reliable
rock.

But still dull.
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Pale Angel

| have been falling
for God knows how long;

while you humans breathe, painted in bright colors,
| transcend, otherworldly;
invisible to the passerby in the streets;

and | find myself lost in the emptiness,
wandering the hallways of every building,
creating echoes, that are overwhelming in the
reminder
that | tread among you who are frozen and vivid.

you are sharp chords, played on Rnives and violins,
and | am broken,
a mutation,
sketched-in inversion,
the wrong flat played,
too pale a color used to paint me,
too dull the note that broke me.
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Darsgeltongue

I apologized too many times.
Lact of communication on both sides.
I tnow pou were right
when pou $aid I bave to speaf my mind
and erplain that the things I do arve not attacts.
X do not understand people nearly as well as other people do,
and that understanding i8 not easily learned.
Und him -
be does not understand me
Because J don’t explain,
Because most of the time,
[ do not understand that I did something
that was translated as anpthing else,
and sometimes
X speaf a different language that I
thint is what everpone else speafs,
but it's life PVarseltongue.
Misunderstood.
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Time

They say life goes by too fast,
that we should constantly press the brakes,
that we should yell: stop!
yell: wait for me!
but time is generous.
Time has given the world two thousand years,
years to become perfect
for you,
years to become the world it needs to be,
for you,
for your lifetime.

Time will go on,
time will outrun you.
But who wants to live where time is taken
prisoner?
where you can die until you learn to live?
let time take us prisoner:
so you can live until you learn to die.
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The Plague of Indecision

Dy Kavyla Zlotnik
Faced with indecision,
like a road split by an incision.
Turning neither left
Nor right.

A path left untaken,
Defore dawn is breaking.
A street out of sight,
Was it wrong?

Was I right?

The has been's

The could be's

The never will's
The surely's.

MY head is spinning
In a world so unforgiving.
With choices | can neither make

nor choose.
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My Land

By: Yael Bruk

Stop sending stomping armies into my home,
Don’t let the muddy boots trudge much longer,
Let the dust settle, let the pollen roam.
Please listen, let my children grow stronger

Stop tearing the fragile veins from my heart.
From my lung, stop carefully plucking the air
Stop loading your guns, don’t throw the harsh dart.
If you want my land, you must beware.

If you want my land, give me back my brother,
Give me back my nation from the filled graves.
You want my land? Heal my broken mother,
Climb the layers of hell and ash in caves.

We will raise our flags of blue and of white,
Raise our star that will forever burn bright.
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THE LIVING

BY LIAT SILVER

YOU CAN'T MOURN THE LIVING
THAT'S THE TRUTH | SUPPOSE
THE LIVING ARE STILL ALIVE
EVEN IF THEY HAVE BEEN REDUCED TO A WALKING GHOST.
I'VE SEEN YOU SIT THERE WITH EYES WEIGHED DOWN BY AN
INVISIBLE FORCE
I'VE SEEN YOU LAY THERE AND TAKE SHORT BREATHS TIMED BY
AN UNKNOWN CLOCK
YOU'VE SEEN ME STAND THERE AND PONDER OVER MY WORDS
WONDERING IF MY VOCABULARY IS STRONGER THAN | AM
OR IF IT TOO HAS COME TO A STOP.
| USED TO WRITE ABOUT HEARTBREAK
ABOUT THE PAIN THAT COMES WITH THE LIVING.
NOW | FIND MYSELF WRITING WORD AFTER WORD ABOUT YOU
AND THE PAIN THAT COMES WITH LOSING.
| MISS THOSE DAYS WHEN MY MOST FREQUENT THOUGHT WAS MY
HEART AND THE BANDAGES THAT HOLD IT TOGETHER.
| MISS THOSE DAYS WHEN MY BIGGEST WORRY WAS MY FUTURE
AND THE MYSTERY THAT ACCOMPANIED IT.
| MISS THE DAYS WHEN YOU WERE STILL ALIVE AND WELL
YOU ARE NOT DEAD BUT YOU ARE NO LONGER LIVING AND THAT IS
NOT LIFE
CAN'T YOU TELL?
YOU CAN'T MOURN THE LIVING
THAT'S THE STORY I'M ALWAYS TOLD
YOU CAN'T MOURN THE LIVING EVEN IF THEY HAVE BEGUN TO
MOURN OVER A LIFE PUT ON HOLD.
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