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Writing: Punctuated and Unpunctuated, written by high school students of both 
Hartman high schools, was established in order to give students the opportunity to 
express themselves in various forms of literary compositions.  We, the editors, felt 
that it is essential that students be given an outlet for self-reflection through the 
medium of literature.  This journal is more than a unique collection of written 
works, it is an expression of personal thought and creativity.   

However, the process of writing and editing the pieces was not an easy task: 
it was a yearlong project that required unwavering dedication, hard work, and 
persistence.  From late night phone calls to spontaneous discussions in the hallways, 
we assembled Hartman’s first English literary journal.  For many students, writing 
on their own time was a relatively new experience.   Without a theme or a teacher 
looming over their shoulders, the writers faced a great challenge in finding inspi-
ration or topics to reflect upon.  This journal, and the obstacles and requirements it 
demanded, helped develop the writers’ literary skills and understanding of the 
perseverance that comes with writing a compelling literary work.  

We hope we have achieved the goals we set out earlier this year for ourselves 
when we began our initial outline of this journal.  We also hope you enjoy the 
pieces within, relate to them on a profound level, and appreciate the writers’ 
sedulousness.    

 

Sincerely, 

Jack Lewittes & Shachar Berrin 

 

 

 



The Short Story Machine
 

"What are you doing?" 

"I'm working on something." 

"You've been on the computer for quite 
a long time now." 

"Yes, I'm trying to create a program 
that'll make our lives much easier." 

"Oh, really?" 

"Yeah. If I succeed, we won't have to 
write ever again!" 

"And how is that?" 

"Well, see, the program is supposed to 
write your story for you, all you have to 
do is supply it with a few basic things, 
like theme, genre, capacity, all those 
things that serve as a basis for story 
writing." 

"And then... it writes the story?" 

"Impressive, isn't it?" 

"I'll say! But then… the story isn't 
technically yours, is it? I mean, do you 
think Jack will approve of it?" 

"What Jack doesn't know can't hurt 
him." 

"Sneaky little devil! How long have you  

been working on it?" 

"A couple of weeks, now. It's generally  

 

finished, All it needs is a few more 
polishes. Do you want to take it for a test 
drive?" 

"Sure. What, I need to provide all those 
things you said?" 

"Yeah." 

"Let's see, then... for a genre, write down 
'short story'. You can also use that one 
for a theme. Capacity… one page." 

"OK, it's running the numbers... there! 
It's done. Do you want to read it? Be my 
guest!" 

" 'What are you doing?' ... " 

The story came to an end. Satisfied with 
what the program came up with, I closed 
the lid of my laptop.  

"What Jack doesn't know can't hurt 
him." 

 

Hillel Sonnenfeld



 

 
I know that what you see is merely another passage. 
Why should this one be different from any other? 
I am after all one of many, fighting for expression, recognition and fulfillment.  
But if you have the courage to look again, to give me a chance, I might just have what to 
offer if you’ll only be open to accept it.  
 
I am angry, hurt and frustrated. 
This isn’t how I want to express myself.  
Words do so well a job at escaping me whilst bringing about my exposure. 
And yet, maybe it’s time what I contributed to the world wasn’t a made up of only 
shades, colors and sounds. 
 
So now I will continue fighting for expression. 
Fighting to tell you something I’m not even sure of myself.  
What can I say with these words that hasn’t already been said? 
Having a way with words wasn’t a gift bestowed upon me.  
I’m left empty with no substance to convey.  
.  
If I had the vocabulary, I would paint you a picture with words. 
If I had the eloquence, I would compose you a waltz with words.  
If I had the talent of a writer, I would write you this poem with ease.  
If I wasn’t still finding myself, I would be sure of what exactly to tell you. 
 
But I don’t, and I still am. 
So on second thought, I’ll stick to notes of sound, strokes of color and just being me. 
And that is what I finally realize I have to offer you.   
Not something to be spoken but something to heard, something to be created and 
something to be accomplished. 
 
 

Matan Wiener Blotner 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
I'm sitting here upon my soft, warm chair 
Just thinking what I should and shouldn't write 
I'll make mistakes but I don't even care 
As long as I don't sit right here all night 
I tell myself "Just write what comes to mind" 
And yet I fail to write a single word 
Whenever my ideas come up I find 
That they're the worst ideas I've ever heard 
But now I'll even take the worst of worsts 
Just writing anything upon my page 
I'll say "it's fine, it's just one of my firsts" 
And now my mind is free from its barred cage 
Now finally I bring paper to pen  
And if I fail I'll simply start again 

Shachar Berrin 

 
 
 
I read the sonnet of a friend 
Who tells of the struggle to write 
A poem without seeming to overextend 
He brainstormed ideas, but not without a fight 
He concocted plots and motifs and images to epitomize 
The story of the man who conquered the world of word and sonnet 
He spent weeks at his desk to the extent of the swirling rumors of his demise 
And when he finally showed with a poem in hand, not a glimpse did he allow of it 
 
Now this friend of mine feeling voracious  
Wanted another feed at the complex land of diction 
So he stepped up to the table feeling zestful and audacious 
And amplified his challenge by writing his words on papyrus, Egyptian  
He thought and he thought and looked for inspiration, only to find miles of moor 
Of his imagination and his audacity sank like a an old pirate ship to the bottom of a sea 
And his poem turned into nothing more than a pitiful harangue most likely said by an old 
boor 
So he gave up on writing a second poem of grace, and simply handed his original version 
to me 
 

Jack Lewittes 



 

Part 1 

An orange ball of fury I hold in my hand 

Powerful, yet small and sweet 

An orange ball of taste 

Layered with juicy slabs and bright color 

An orange ball of emotions 

Bursting with joy but pain for the wounded 

An orange ball of tanginess 

That makes me clench my jaw just enough to remind of what I hold  

An orange ball of aroma 

That differs from all fruit, including its own brothers  

An orange tangerine I hold in my hand 

That leaves a little more zest on my fingertips than my neighbors’ 

 

Part 2 

The world, like the pomegranate, is filled to its limits 

Deep red bloodlike cells rest atop another within 

Yet, somehow, even with the same shape and color 

The cells have uniqueness  

They scream out to the world 

Trying to apprise us of their individuality  

Different from the adjacent red balloon 

And like us, they fill their world with personality   

 

Jack Lewittes 

  



 

We're all divided by invisible lines 

And being twisted by their wrenching knots 

Ignoring all the omens and the signs 

That say that all these lines should be forgot 

We should all live together, as a whole 

Ignoring differences of one another 

By judging solely based on someone's soul 

Not gender, race, ethnicity or color 

We must know that these lines are all man-made 

Illusions that we use to hurt each other 

But in the future man will all but fade 

Unless we treat our neighbor like our brother 

So we must sever this illusory rope 

If mankind is to ever have some hope 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Can we live on while knowing all too well 

That soon we could all draw our final breath 

While just around the corner with her bell ! 

A cloak’d figure lurks whose name is Death ! 

And yet we toil on day after day ! 

Expecting nothing sinister at all ! 

While sands in hourglasses make their way ! 

And flow down to announce the final call ! 

But we cannot slow down the trickling sand ! 

Nor add more to the ever-flowing glass ! 

We must accept her, we must understand 

That we must live each day as if our last ! 

So while our feet still march upon the earth ! 

We must live on, with love and joy and mirth 

       

Shachar Berrin 

 

 



 

My Best Friend
 
 
When I was a little girl, the only thing 
that I ever wanted was a dog. Maybe 
that’s because I never had any siblings, 
although I never complained. After all, I 
like being spoiled! Despite my begging, 
my parents never agreed to get me a dog, 
and that’s why on my eighth birthday, I 
was surprised to find myself on the 
doorstep of the local pet shop. “You can 
have whichever one you want, darling! 
What about him?” said my dad, pointing 
at a small golden puppy. “What about 
her?” said my mother, showing me the 
cute little Dalmatian in her arms. 
“They’re cute, but… I don’t know which 
one I want to keep.” That’s when I saw 
her, the most beautiful animal in the 
shop. I was mesmerized by her huge 
green eyes and her fluffy white fur looked 
as soft as a cloud. Her tiny black paws 
looked like small fashionable boots. “I 
want that one daddy!!” I yelled, happily 
pointing at the adorable feline creature I 
just fell in love with. “But honey cakes, 
that isn’t a dog! It’s a cat! Didn’t you say 
you wanted a d-?” “I don’t care!” I 
yelped, “Buy her now!” “Just buy it 
George, before she starts throwing 
another one of her temper tantrums.” 
said my mother, sighing. “Okay, okay,” 
said my dad, already taking out his 
wallet. I scooped the cat up quickly, 
feeling her soft fur against my cheek, and 
rushed with her to the counter. 
The shopkeeper was all smiley and 
happy until he saw the creature in my 
arms and became as pale as the cat’s fur. 
“I see you’ve met Fiona,” said the 
shopkeeper cautiously. “Are you sure you 
want her?” 

 
 
 “Of course I want her! Why wouldn’t  
I?!” I exclaimed.  “Fiona is… a very 
special creature who needs very special 
care…” I snatched the cat off the 
countertop before anyone would change 
their mind and ran out the shop door. 
“Oh! One last thing…” said the 
shopkeeper while my dad was paying 
him. “You must NEVER forget to feed 
her…” Fiona and I, or “Fifi”, as I called 
her, did everything together. She was the 
perfect pet, and I loved her with all my 
heart. I took great care of her and didn’t 
forget to feed her. Not that she would let 
me forget, because every time Fifi got 
hungry, she would let out five 
consecutive purrs. It was very cute, 
although it was also very strange. Life 
was fantastic! 
As for my parents, they didn’t have any 
more children, and kept spoiling Fifi and 
me. Life passed by and before I knew it, I 
was twelve years old, Bat-Mitzvah age… 
My parents threw me a huge party for 
which Fifi and I dressed in matching, 
gorgeous, pink, bedazzling gowns. All 
eyes were on us, and it was an 
unforgettable night.  Mummy and 
Daddy decided to surprise me and take 
me on a dream trip to Disneyworld! I 
was so happy and glad until my mother 
ruined my joy and said “Pumpkin pie, 
we can’t take Fifi. No pets allowed.” 
“Noooo!!!” I screamed. This would be 
the first time that Fifi and I would 
separate since we met four years before. 
It was so much fun in Disneyworld, but I 
was still worried about Fifikins. I called 
Miss Goldberg once a day to check on 
Fifi. “Everything is fine. Stop worrying.” 



 

she said. I listened to her and didn’t call 
her for two days straight. After that, she 
stopped answering my calls. “I’m sure 
she’s alright sweetie,” said my dad, 
“We’ll be home tomorrow. Don’t 
worry…” The second we got out of the 
cab the next day, I ran to the front door. 
“Quick Daddy! Fifi must be very 
hungry!” “I’m coming dear…” I walked 
across the dark living room and turned 
on the lights. Not one sign of life. “Fifi, 
where are you princess?” I couldn’t even 
hear a purr in response. I ran to the 
kitchen and looked in the cabinets. No 
sign of Fifi… I dashed across the hallway 
and checked my room, my parents’ 
room, the guest room and all of the 
bathrooms, but there was still no sign of 

Fifi… There’s only one place I could 
think of where I hadn’t checked. The 
playroom, downstairs. I walked slowly 
down the steps. ”Fifi, are you here? 
Where are you?” I opened the door to 
the playroom, where a strange odor met 
my nose. I quickly switched the light on 
and saw Fifi sitting alone in the middle of 
the room, licking her black paws clean of 
a strange red substance. The same 
substance was splattered all over the 
bright pink walls of the playroom. I 
gasped desperately, trying to breathe. 
The cat stared at me with her big, bright, 
green eyes and purred six consecutive 
purrs, one for each person she had eaten. 
 

 
Ariella and Orion 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

To Hell and Back 

   

 Just as I sat down on the couch, I heard 
a loud, obnoxious knock on the door. I 
stood up with a sigh. Annoyed with 
whoever came to my house with no prior 
notice, I took my time with opening the 
door. 

   I finally opened it and saw an 
unpleasant missionary, as it was apparent 
to me that he came offering spiritual 
fallacies. Curiously I wondered whatever 
was this man's belief. 

   "Good morning, good sir," He said 
with a grin, "word is in the neighborhood 
that you're a fan of the occult. May I ask 
if these rumors are true?" 

   "What do you mean by occult?" I 
avoided his question clumsily. 

   "Don't pretend you don't know, we 
both know you're interested in that 
harmfulness of magics. The church is 
simply interested in your safety and 
happiness." 

   It took me a minute to realize what he 
just said. "You're from the church?" 

   "Yes, I am, brother." 

   Only then did I notice his black 
overalls. I could swear he wore a black 
suit just a minute earlier. 

   "The occult is a dangerous, inaccurate 
magic, and it does not befit your 
extraordinary soul." 

   Apparently, he wasn't of the persuasive 
kind. Maybe some missionaries are ok, I 
thought to myself. 

   "Well, if you ever feel the desire to 
discover the meaning behind life and the 
delights, just call this number," and he 
gave me a plain black card with three 
digits on it.  

The card read '666'. 

 

Hillel Sonnenfeld 

 

 

 

 

 



 

My Favorite Meal 
 
Richard Campbell's cell phone rang. The ringing 

sound annoyed him so much, that he couldn't help 

but answer the call. It was the last person he 

wanted to talk to at that moment - his wife. After 

hearing the accusations of the man he was going to 

defend in court, it was reasonable for him to avoid 

talking with his wife. 

"Hey honey," said Richard's wife, Helen. "Are you 

on your way home?" 

"Yes, I'll be there soon," answered Richard. 

"Alright, I just wanted to tell you that I made your 

favorite meal. We'll talk later. Bye!" 

She hung up before Richard could say "thanks". 

His head was full of thoughts about the 

accusations. He simply couldn't stop thinking 

about the story. "They say he killed his wife, eh?" 

he mumbled to himself. "Everybody says the two of 

them didn't get along, and the neighbors heard 

shouts at the time of the "murder". Yet, no one 

could find that woman's corpse." Richard suddenly 

stopped the car. He had almost run over a small, 

gray cat. It was a warning sign for him to stop 

thinking and concentrate on driving. 

When Richard arrived home, his wife welcomed 

him with a big smile and said that she had made 

some spaghetti for him. 

"That man, Mr. Phillips, said that he doesn't have 

anything good to say about his wife," Richard 

suddenly remembered. "That's just sad. No 

wonder they didn't get along." 

Soon Richard realized that his client, Mr. Phillips, 

simply couldn't stop saying that he can't say 

anything positive about his wife. But the fact that 

Mr. Phillips and his wife didn't get along couldn't 

prove anything. Not getting along doesn't 

necessarily mean that someone is going to be 

murdered. 

"There's no corpse," said Richard in court. "The 

police searched for the dead body and found 

nothing." 

There was no proof that Mr. Phillips killed his 

wife. Actually, she could have just run somewhere. 

The judge had no choice but to clear Mr. Phillips 

of all blame. 

After the ruling, Mr. Phillips came to pay Richard. 

They talked a bit, and Mr. Phillips almost left, but 

Richard stopped him. 

"Wait please, Mr. Phillips," said Richard restlessly. 

"I wanted to ask you a question." 

Mr. Phillips looked at him and said: "What is it?" 

This question troubled Richard's mind, so he 

couldn't resist asking. He had to make sure. "Do 

you really have nothing good to say about your 

wife? I mean, even now, after everything is over 

and all?" 

Mr. Phillips thought for a moment, patting his chin 

with his fingers. Then, he looked at Richard and 

said, "Well, there is one thing." 

"What is it?" asked Richard right away. He knew 

it! There had to be something! 

Mr. Phillips smiled widely, his eyes wide-open. 

"I liked her…RAW!!!" 
 

S.L.

 



 

Not Funny
 

Monday morning. Mandy Roberts was 

standing in line for the bank attendant. It was 

a hot summer day and she was positively dying 

to get out of the hot, stuffy room filled with fat, 

sweaty businessmen and lazy, black flies. It 

was hard for her to decide who annoyed who 

more! She looked angrily at her watch and 

tapped her foot impatiently on the dirty floor. 

How much longer was she supposed to wait 

for the withering old man to get his pension 

check worked out? Why is this day so bad? It 

was barely 9:15. How could everything get so 

bad? She had woken up late. Her coffee maker 

broke so she had to stop to get some at an 

over-crowded Starbucks, just to have it spill all 

over her dressy shirt. It could not possibly get 

any worse. Just as she was about to get up and 

leave, behold! The old ghoul is finished! 

Finished at last! The whole line, as if in unison, 

took a blessed step forward. The bell  

over the door rang, informing the small crowd 

that someone had just come in. Out of the 

corner of her eye, Mandy saw a dark figure. 

Vaguely she wondered why he was wearing a 

ski-mask. Wait a minute, a ski-mask?! She had 

three seconds to contemplate his strange attire 

before the words rang out above the quiet din 

of the room. "This is a hold up!!" the black-

masked man yelled, "Everybody put your 

hands in the air and no-one will get hurt." The 

room exploded with hysterical screams. That's 

it, thought Mandy as she ducked under a desk 

with her hands on her head. My life is about  

 

to end, and I haven't even checked my check 

in… Her heart almost stopped when she saw a 

shiny, black shotgun brandished in his hands. 

"Everybody in a row!" he yelled. When no one 

did anything, he pointed the long, deadly 

double-barrel around the room. "Get!!" he 

yelled, "In a row!!" This time everybody 

listened. Also, Mandy's feet, as if on automatic, 

listened to his command. She crept up from 

under the desk and crouched down next to a 

chubby, balding man in a suit. The man in the 

mask looked around, and satisfied with what 

he saw, he lowered his gun and edged forward 

towards the teller. "All you've got, put in 

here!" he said. "But…I…" she stuttered, 

raising her hands. "No buts!" he yelled, 

"Everything!!" With that, he pushed a blue 

duffel bag towards her. "I can't!" she 

whimpered, "I need an account code and 

a…the…I need to get permission from the 

head of the bank…" She closed her eyes and 

made a purring noise. The man looked a bit 

deflated, even his gun seemed to wilt. "Well, in 

that case," he said, loading his gun with 

renewed aggression. He raised it to his 

shoulder, put his finger on the trigger and 

slowly pressed. Boom!! There was a deafening 

sound and smoke. I couldn't see anything, or 

hear anything for that matter and for a few 

seconds nothing happened. Slowly, the smoke 

cleared, revealing the man in the mask 

standing, his breath coming in loud gasps. 

What's going on? Thought Mandy. The  



 

teller was standing at her counter, looking 

terrified but completely alive. There was no 

blood or guts anywhere. Mandy squinted as 

she tried to see the gun through the smoke.  

Her mouth fell open as she saw that at the end 

of the long barrel was something…sticking out 

like some kind of growth.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Flowers!!" she whispered. "Flowers!!" she 

said, this time yelling. The man in the mask 

lowered his gun and took off his mask to reveal 

sandy hair and a young face. He snickered as 

he looked towards the door where cameramen 

and news reporters were standing, open-

mouthed and shocked. 

"Oh yeah…" he said, "Just kidding!' 

 

 

 

Rachel and Shani 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 


