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The two focal points of the Summer 2017 Overture Issue "Light and Shadow"                         
are a couple of the most widely used symbolic devices in literature, and for good                             
reason. Light is globally associated with hope and fresh beginnings, while                     
darkness brings to mind the thought of more negative emotions and endings.                       
Get caught up in the clouds with a poem exploring deep dreams and hopes, and                             
follow a character's journey through her high and low points. 
As you scroll through our artwork, immerse yourself in the drawing of a bird                           
about to spread its wings and soar forward. Let another image open your eyes to                             
two starkly different sides of a single situation, and find on the next page a                             
sketch that conveys its meaning entirely through a black and white scheme. 
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MERISA RAJ; GRADE 7 
Hers 

Only looking up when necessary. 
Never keeping her thoughts at bay. 

Dreaming of  ideas. 
That won’t occur today. 

Having a wild imagination. 
Escaping from reality. 

Running from the real world. 
Dreaming of  what she could be. 

Making her own meanings. 
That no one else perceives. 

Decoding the words she finds 
That no one else believes. 

With limitless horizons 
Everywhere she looks. 

This is her story. 
This is her book. 
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ALISHA BOSE; GRADE 7  
The Rebel Girl 
 I was listening to the conversations going around in the market. Our community was so 
meticulous, so ordered, so boring. I had to do something to keep my mind busy, even though it was 
kind of  like eavesdropping. Eavesdropping was against the rules here, but if  no one knew I did it, 
then I wouldn’t be caught. 
 “What time?”, a voice asked. 
 “Hour Six, at the warehouse,” someone else replied.  
 That conversation was weird. I tried to get a good look at the people who were talking, but 
they had already left. Staring is against the rules, I reminded myself. 
 It was Hour Three, so the market only was crowded with people from my district. We had 
one hour to buy whatever we want, then we had to make space for the next group. I tagged along 
with my mother as she went on and on about the perfect type of  potatoes, and whatnot - the kind 
of  thing 16 year olds don’t care about. A strange chill went through me. I was sixteen today!  
 “Audrey, dear, do you think cherry tomatoes, or the bigger tomatoes would go better in the 
salad? I could definitely cut them up, but I was planning on doing that anyhow - but how would that 
look?” my mother questioned, looking frazzled. 
 “Mom, I don’t care, whatever you cook, I’m sure the district will love it” I said, trying not to 
sound annoyed.  
 Since I turned sixteen today, a huge banquet would be held, and officials from our district 
would come in and I’d find out what my job would be. I wasn’t looking forward to it, but it would a 
relief  to move into one of  the small houses near the lake that all working citizens without a family 
stayed.  
 “But honey, it has to be perfect. Imagine if  you get a job like a common Worker!” Mom fret-
ted, picking out a few pieces of  chocolate and criticizing them. 
 “They’ve already decided the job - nothing is going to change their minds,” I said, rolling my 
eyes. 
 “Audrey, you do know that disrespecting your parents is against the rules, right?” Mom 
asked, filling the shopping cart with even more miscellaneous things. 
 “ Of  course,” I said, then mutter under my breath, “Everything is against the rules.” 
 “But really, dear. You’ve already broken most of  the unimportant rules - you need to watch 
out,” Mom said disapprovingly. 
 Yeah, that’s me. Breaker of  rules. Kind of  the community’s bad girl. I use sarcasm, and make 
witty comebacks, and sometimes skip the educational institution.  Basically, I’m not one of  the 
community’s mindless robots who do whatever the district wants. I’m my own person, and they hate 
that. Well, sorry, my bad! 
 I sighed, then take some chocolate and put it in the cart. “Here Mom, I’m helping,” I  show 
her the chocolate. 
 “Why that chocolate?” Mom asked, squinting at the label. She has to criticize me. 
 “So that we can melt it, make it look like poop, and serve it to the officials. Because I like the 
chocolate, okay?” I screech, annoyed. People look in askance at me, and then shake their heads pity-
ingly at my mother.  
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 Everyone in my community knows me, but it’s not in the way everyone knows Taylor Hills, 
the good girl of  the valley. They know me as a troublemaker, and someone you can’t talk to. 
 “Mom, it’s almost Hour 3 and 30, we should go,” I tried to be nice, knowing my mom only 
wanted what was best for me. 
 After we finished unloading the groceries at our living unit, I lay down in my bed. Technical-
ly, Day 8 of  our ten day week should be spent doing our educational institution preparations, but I 
was too worried about what I had heard, and what job they would place me in.  
 “Audrey, you have some time before the officials get here. Either help me, or go somewhere, 
out of  the way,” my mom called, appearing in my room for a brief  second as she stared at me expec-
tantly. Her hands were caked with flour, and I realized how hopeful she was for me to have a bright 
future.  
 “Sure, I’ll go out for a bit. To Alina’s living unit,” I told her. I couldn’t bear to see her looking 
at me like that, like it was possible I’d become the next Elite Individual. It was a very honorable title, 
one I was sure Taylor would get.  
 It wasn’t because I had broken almost every minor rule; it was something much worse. I was 
one of  the Suspected. The Suspected were a group of  people who were distrusted as they thought 
we were plotting to overthrow the community.  
 So why did they suspect me? I was only sixteen after all. It was all because of  a Relic. It was 
something that no one was allowed to posses, and in this year, Month 5, I had found one, and taken 
it with me. I should’ve handed it over, but instead they found it in my room, and put me on the Sus-
pected list.  
 It was just a tiny thing, a wooden heart with the words Don’t Stop engraved on it. But I’d felt 
something that compelled me to keep it. It became my life motto.   
 Maybe that’s why I decided to go to the warehouse I had heard in the creepy conversation. It 
was almost Hour 6, so I ran to the warehouse. There was only one warehouse, and it was aban-
doned. Our district was pretty small, and everyone knew everyone.  
 I reached the warehouse at Hour 5 and 50, and hid behind bales of  hay. Whoever was going 
to come, I was pretty sure I didn’t want to meet them. 
 “I have the goods,” a voice whispered - the very same one I heard before. 
 “Give them, gently now,” the other voice muttered. I cautiously peeked my head out of  the 
stack, my heart hammering madly.  
 One man had dark hair and dark eyes, and he looked dangerous. He was saying something to 
the other person. I realized with a shock that it was a girl. Not just any girl - Taylor. I nearly gasped, 
but then covered my mouth just in time.  
 Silently, I pull out my calling device, and thumbed in 074, our area’s defense number. Instead 
of  saying anything, I held it out towards Taylor and the man, and let the guards hear what was going 
on.  
 “The relic needs to be handled with care. Wash it only with warm water,” the man was say-
ing. “Don’t get caught” 
 “If  I do get caught, I can blame it on Audrey. She’s already a Suspected, it’ll be easy,” Taylor 
laughed, and I could feel my eyes pricking. That’s how I suddenly found the relic. It was all Taylor’s 
fault. 
 “Warehouse,” I breathed into the phone, then shut it off. 
 What happened next was a blur. I remember a few people running into the warehouse a few 
minutes later, and taking Taylor and the man away.  
 Guess what? The banquet for me turning sixteen still went on, even though I had saved a 
Relic and all. It was too important to miss. But I was cleared from the Suspected List, and I sat at the 
head of  the table with pride, waiting for my assignment. 
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 “Audrey. We have thought long and hard about this, and we all unanimously agree that you 
should become,” the Director paused. “A Relic Collector”. 
 I gasped as something in white cloth was brought to me. I opened it shakily, and saw the 
very first Relic I had ever found - the heart with Don’t Stop. 
 Who knew that something that ruined my life could also bring it back together again? 
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ARTWORK 
ESTHER ZHU; GRADE 8 
Wings 
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ALISHA BOSE; GRADE 7 

Two Different Halves of  Our Lives 
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ESTHER ZHU; GRADE 8 

AOT 
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OVERTURE 
This is Overture Literary Magazine, a pursuit by Miller Middle School and Lynbrook 
High School to expand writing, art, and imagination within the Miller Middle School 
community. Join us as we share the creativity of  students by publishing their work in a 
monthly magazine. 
 
In musical terms, an overture is an orchestral composition forming the prelude or 
introduction to a musical piece. Much like an overture in music, this creative writing 
program will serve as an introduction to the landscapes of  creativity, self-expression, 
and imagination. 
 
Overture strives to inspire imagination, foster literary and artistic talent, and promote 
creative growth by teaching middle school students how to develop their own creative 
writing or art styles through mediums not offered at their own schools. 
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