OVERTURE
CHANCES, RISKS & CHALLENGES; FEBRUARY 2012
This is Overture Literary Magazine, a new pursuit led by the San Jose Youth Advisory
Council of District 1 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, distributed to San Jose City constituents.
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.
February’s theme of "Chances, Risks, & Challenges" reflects aspects of both the
month of this issue’s publication and the development of the Overture program.
Since this year is a leap year, February marked the perfect opportunity to encourage
our members to portray characters seeking to expand their horizons or to seize new
opportunities. Similarly, since this is the second month of Overture's publication, staff
members were pushed to branch out from their comfort zones and to take a leap of
faith in exploring new themes and styles.

FOUNDED SPRING 2011 BY
ROOPA SHANKAR AND KIMBERLY TAN
www.overtureliterarymagazine.com

Copyright © 2012 Overture
Copyrights revert to authors upon publication.

STAFF
Editors

Clarence Tan
Kimberly Tan
Roopa Shankar

Adviser

Staff*

Hiroko Niksch

Alex Xu
Emily Gu
Eric Zhong
Esther Kao
Indu Pereira
Jackie Chou
Jessie Zhao
Julia Jin
Leigh Williams
Myra Cheng
Nikita Seth
Raina John
Rajita Pujare
Raksha Narasimhan
Sandra Xu
Tiffany Tzeng
Vivian Huang

Cover Image

*Not all staff members listed will have worked published in each magazine

Jackie Chou

CONTENT
Prose & Poetry
DETENTION // Indu Pereira
WHEN FATE HANDS YOU A LEMON // Julia Jin
THEY FOUND HOPE // Myra Cheng &Vivian Huang
TO FULFILL A PLAN // Ivana Chou
THIS IS WHY // Esther Kao
MILESTONES FOR THE AGES // Eric Zhong
DAFFODILS // Julia Jin
SUNSHINE // Rajita Pujare & Raina John

1
4
8
10
12
15
17
21

Artwork
Jessie Zhao

24

INDU PEREIRA; GRADE 8
Detention
You look at the detention slip despairingly. Walking forward, you wonder when it had been
that you had become the sort of person that needed to be disciplined. It isn‟t even your fault, yet you
are the one being punished. You search desperately for the room you had heard of, yet never before
visited. Detention seems like such an ominous thing.
Another student wandering the halls takes pity on you and points out the right direction.
Slipping through the open doors and handing the yellow slip to the teacher, you sink into a vacant
seat, just on time. The smirks, whispers, and scathing looks from the other students burn at your
face. A quick look from the teacher silences the room, yet you can already feel the blood rushing
into your cheeks. You already know what they‟re thinking. Why is she here? Isn‟t she perfect?
Struggling to keep your face free of emotion, you take a novel out of your backpack, frustrated with
your shaking hands. As you stare at the lines of text dotting the page, reading the same line over and
over, the clock keeps ticking forward. It‟s mocking you. It‟s as if the clock knows the next two hours
will be some of the hardest in your life, and wants to make sure every slow second is heard.
Finally you give up on the book and put it away. As you reflect on what had happened
yesterday, you close your eyes and remember.
~

~

~

It was 7 o‟clock. You and your friends were at the mall, your usual hang out place. Holding
hands with your boyfriend, you felt as if walking on air. He smiled at you in that perfect way,
attracting jealous glances from girls passing. You had smiled back, thinking about just how lucky you
were to have had him even notice you. Who would‟ve thought a cocky slacker would have ever been
interested in a smart, all A‟s student like yourself? The only thing you had never been sure about
with him was how much trouble he was always in, and the kind of people he hung out with. So far,
he had never gotten you in trouble, and though his friends were somewhat shady, you decided to
push those feelings away and just concentrate on how happy you felt when he was around.
You left early, prompting many people to ask you where you were going. You hesitated and
lied, saying that you had to go home for family matters. Your boyfriend had judgmental friends, and
your position in their group was already precarious enough. In reality, you were going to school to
meet your science teacher at the lab because you had an extra credit experiment to complete. It
didn‟t seem like anything to be ashamed of, but that set of people didn‟t really view it that way. Your
boyfriend just thought you had some extra homework to finish.
Was it just you or did some of the people look relieved you were leaving? This got you
suspicious. Sure, they didn‟t always accept you, but those days, you seemed to fit in. Something
seemed off. A slight frown crept onto your face, as you wondered what they were they planning that
night. You thought it would probably be something you and your “angel” reputation wouldn‟t
approve of. Shaking your head, you brushed away the thought and headed for school.
Later that evening, the teacher and you took a break from the project. The experiment was
complete, as only some final data needed to be collected. The teacher gave you his keys so you could
go use the bathroom, and you were walking across the quiet school. The night was still, so you
decided to take your time, walking slowly and savoring the serenity. As you passed the gym, you
heard some muffled noises. Curiously enough, the gym should have been closed, since no sports
teams had practices. Wondering what was going on, you headed towards the dark building, and
peeked inside. A small group of students were inside. They were dressed in black outfits complete
with ski masks, reminiscent of a cheap spy movie. Several cans of spray paint were littered on the
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floor, and your eyes widened as you saw a small, almost completed set of graffiti on the long gym
wall.
Squinting, you tried to figure out who it was doing all this. Losing track of time, you stood
there for almost half an hour watching as some finishing touches were made. No one noticed you, as
you were crouched behind the wooden trophy cabinets. As you watched, you noticed that there
seemed to be a tall, handsome boy in charge of everything. Your eyes widened in recognition.
Without a second thought, you walked inside.
He gasped when he saw you. “Wait! This isn‟t what it looks like,” he exclaimed.
Hands on your hips, you retorted, “Well then what is this?” Your boyfriend looked at you,
his doll eyes pleading. Your hands had quavered a bit, and then you said, “Get out of here. Do you
know how much trouble you could be in?”
“Oh, I know, but I‟m not planning on getting caught. Please don‟t tell anyone,” he begged,
grabbing your hand. Your heart melted a bit.
“You know that this isn‟t smart! Why are you doing this?” You almost yelled this, but caught
yourself and whispered, “Why?”
“I don‟t know, we were in a… rebellious mood,” he said.
“Is this why everyone was happy to see me go?” you say, quietly.
“No, don‟t take it that way,” he said uneasily. “Some of the guys… well they don‟t know if
they can trust you. When it comes to doing stuff like this, they‟re happier if you‟re not around.”
You wiped a hand across your eyes quickly, and said, “I‟m not sure if they can either. You
know I‟m going to have to turn you in.” You couldn‟t meet his eyes. The others were watching your
conversation, and there was a low murmur of discontent among them.
Suddenly, you heard someone walking down the hall, calling your name. You gasped,
inwardly. You had taken far too long. The teacher was looking for you. Your boyfriend heard as well
and grasped your hand. “I can‟t get in trouble again. If I do, I get expelled. You can‟t let that happen
to me!” he whispered urgently.
You knew that you should just go and turn him in, but his sweet look of vulnerability
dragged you into his clutches. “It‟ll be simple, just say it was you,” he said smoothly. He already
knew you would cover for him. “You have a clean record; you won‟t get into a lot of trouble.”
You closed your eyes, an epic battle between your conscience and love for the boy standing
in front of you raging. You couldn‟t believe what he wanted you to do, but you also didn‟t want to
see him expelled. Was this loyalty or just plain foolishness? You weren‟t sure at the time.
You sighed and finally just said, “Go hide over in the locker rooms. All of you.” Your
boyfriend flashed you one of his brilliant smiles at you, and ran off.
Your teacher had checked the gym fifteen minutes later, and just gaped at the graffiti
decorating the wall. You hadn‟t bothered to hide, knowing that if you didn‟t take the blame,
someone else would, namely your boyfriend. He was so infamous at your school that he would
probably be the first suspect. You simply were sitting on the bleachers, admiring the small, yet
intricate artwork on the opposite wall. Your teacher‟s eyes had finally focused in on you, and it had
been easy to detect the overwhelming disbelief written across his face. He hadn‟t been sure how you
had completed everything so quickly, but as there was no one else around, he had been forced to
punish you. He saddled you with detention on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, for the next
month. By the time he finished lecturing, the experiment was ruined, and your boyfriend and his
friends were long gone.
As soon as you got home, you had locked the door to your room and collapsed on your bed.
No tears slid down your face, but you were consumed by an overwhelming sensation of confusion.
~

~

~

You open your eyes, noticing that the clock‟s hands have moved quite a bit. Yesterday‟s
events are so clear in your mind, and you‟re no longer confused. Thinking back, you realize how
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ridiculous a decision it was. Your boyfriend suddenly doesn‟t seem so great. You had been blinded
by the novelty of your first true relationship and hadn‟t exercised the good judgment you know you
have. Your boyfriend had used you yesterday, which had showcased a side to him you had never
before seen. Looking even further back, you become aware that you had had to ditch some of your
best friends to hang out with his friends. Those same best friends had warned you of the potential
consequences of being around that crowd. You had brushed them off, too happy to bother thinking.
You decide that that‟s the most common mistake, not thinking. Not thinking things through led to
drastic consequences in your life and those around you. Your boyfriend had almost been expelled
because he hadn‟t been thinking and had felt “rebellious”. You hadn‟t been thinking when you
agreed to take the blame for him.
Your boyfriend and his friends had clouded your good intentions and ruined your perfect
record. They had been terrible influences. With your old friends, school opportunities were
something to be proud of. You wouldn‟t have thought of lying before. That group of people had
changed many of your values, and you had learned to lie. You don‟t think so, for no real love ever
seemed to be shared. The relationship had taken you away from your schoolwork and made you to
be punished for the first time ever. Peer pressure had pushed you into doing things you never
wanted to do. This relationship had been an entirely unnecessary distraction. You were never in love
after all. A slight smile spreads across your face as you reach a conclusion. It‟s time to break up with
that boy. Without him in your life, you will be set free.
Suddenly you hear the teacher say that it‟s time to leave. A sense of wonder spreads across
you. That wasn‟t so bad. He really hasn‟t done any permanent damage. Before he can do anything
serious, you will be rid of him. This whole situation has been such a learning experience. You walk
out slowly, savoring the tantalizing idea of freedom from him in your life. You know you have made
the right choice.
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JULIA JIN; GRADE 8
When Fate Hands You a Lemon
“Annabel! What are you doing?”
A pair of blue eyes blinked. “What?” Annabel asked, glancing back at her friend, Emma.
Before she knew it, Emma had yanked the mixing bowl out of her hands like it was a time bomb.
“What? What did I do?” Annabel repeated anxiously.
“You were about to pour the whole bag of sugar into the batter,” Emma explained
impatiently. “I know you like things sweet and all that, but the muffins won‟t bake properly that
way.”
“It was an accident,” Annabel grumbled. So maybe the bag of sugar started slipping in her
hands, the white crystals rushing out a bit faster than she would‟ve liked them to.
Emma sighed, several strands of strawberry blond hair coming loose from her bun. “It‟s
alright. Just be more careful next time, „kay?”
Annabel nodded and Emma began mixing the contents of the bowl. Today, at Emma‟s
house, they were making lemon muffins. To be honest, Annabel had been psyched about this
because she personally had a fondness for lemon things. It wasn‟t because they tasted succulent and
refreshing (which they did, but that was beside the point), but because they were somewhat special.
There were all those stories about being born to be together, mysterious meetings that
seemed too good to be true, along with passionate declarations of undying love. Annabel, being the
gullible, impressionable girl with a thing for fate and destiny, found that every occasional
coincidence was a sign of a blossoming love.
So when she had (quite literally) bumped into Cole one fateful Saturday morning at the park,
Annabel just knew that he was the one.
~

~

~

Cole had stumbled backwards, looking disorientated before staring back at Annabel, with
caramel-colored eyes, for what seemed like a minute at least. To be truthfully honest, Annabel was
pretty sure she had seen the guy somewhere before. Was he that guy who sat two seats away from
her in English? Or was he the person who was always drawing something in his notebook during
History? Annabel seriously had no idea at that time, but that didn‟t matter.
“Sorry,” he said quickly, breaking off first.
“Hey, I know you!” Annabel said gleefully. Cole looked at her like she was an over-excited
puppy. “You‟re that Kevin dude!”
When Cole didn‟t respond, Annabel frowned. “Did I get your name wrong? Is it Corey?”
Silence.“Conner?”Silence. “Constantine?” Silence. “Ced-”
“It‟s Cole,” he interrupted.
“Oh! Cole!” Annabel squealed, then quickly lowered her voice after seeing him cringe. “I
knew it began with a „c‟.”
“Yeah...” Cole looked around anxiously, searching for someone who would take Annabel off
his hands. No luck. “Look, I‟m kind of busy, so...”
“I‟m Annabel! Nice to meet you,” she said, cutting him off and sticking out her hand.
Annabel wasn‟t usually this fluttery; only something as amazing as a fated encounter could make her
so fervid.
It was obvious to the average passerby (yet oblivious to Annabel) that Cole was very
uncomfortable in this situation. “Nice to meet you, too,” he replied, his arms held stiffly around a
brown paper bag. “I, um, have to get going now.”
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“Oh. Okay,” Annabel said, her voice no longer glowing with glee as she noticed how he
shifted around awkwardly. “Sorry, did I scare you? I‟m not insane or anything, it‟s just that I
probably had too many frosted flakes with not enough milk, and got sugar high.” Her words came
rushing out, and it was clear that it was not helping. “Sorry, that probably isn‟t very reassuring. I just
don‟t know what I‟m supposed to say, so I guess I‟m just saying whatever‟s on my mind right
now...” Now that Annabel was sure that she had successfully scared the living daylights out of poor
Cole, she got all jittery and nervous. What a great way to make a first impression!
The brown-eyed boy fumbled around in his bag for a moment, before pulling out a bright
yellow fruit. “If you‟re sugar high, you might as well counter it with something sour or bitter,” he
said as he dropped it into her still-extended hand.
“Where did you get this from?” Annabel held it up above her head, letting the soft winter
sunlight illuminate its fresh aromatic coat.
But he was already gone, leaving Annabel in the dust with a lemon in her hand. What a strange
scenario, she thought to herself.
~

~

~

Now, what was she supposed to do with the lemon? That was a question that she was still
trying to answer. Sitting in her refrigerator, the lemon remained untouched for a week, neglected.
That was why she had decided to bring it to Emma‟s house when she was invited over to
make muffins.
“Are they done yet?” Annabel complained.
“Ann, they‟ve only been in there for five minutes. They‟re not going to bake any faster, you
know,” Emma said, crossing her arms over her chest. “Learn to wait, will ya?”
People often thought that Emma was a blunt, irritable person, but Annabel knew that she
was simply stubborn. Emma hated it when people expected her to do their every command,
especially when all they had to do was get up from the couch. She didn‟t like to give others the
satisfaction that she would listen to them. “If you accept one request, they‟re going to think that
you‟ll do anything they want,” Emma reasoned. Besides, Emma was too proud for that, so her
fearlessness made her blunt to everyone. The only person who she would do a favor for would be
Annabel, because Annabel‟s strange personality never asked for anything that she didn‟t desperately
need.
Annabel simply groaned, and stared out the window. Emma sighed, walking over to Annabel
and sitting across from her. “What‟s up with you? Did you forget to eat your frosted flakes today?”
“Last Saturday...”
“You met some guy.”
Annabel shot up. “How did you know?” she demanded.
“Ann, I‟ve known you for almost ten years. Only your so-called „fated encounters‟ can make
you so quiet,” Emma said. “Who was it this time?”
“Emi! Fated encounters are real,” Annabel protested. Emma cleared her throat. “Fine. I
think his name was Cole.” She began telling Emma all about her fated encounter with Cole, even
though Emma never asked her to explain in the first place. The whole time, Emma was silent,
shaking her head.
“And then he gave me a lemon!” Annabel finished proudly.
Emma pursed her lips. “Wait. His name was Cole? Cole Irving?”
“I don‟t know his last name,” Annabel said. “Who‟s Cole Irving?”
“My next door neighbor...” Emma trailed off, making a face.
“Your next door neighbor?” Annabel gasped. “Introduce me!”
“Dude. There are plenty of people named Cole in this world. What are the chances—”
“Come on!” she whined.
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dude?”

“Fine, fine,” Emma huffed, standing up. “What are you going to do if he is this lemon

“Say thank you,” Annabel answered, “and apologize for scaring him.”
This answer was received with an eye-roll as Emma pulled open the door and stepped
outside into the chilly winter breeze. “Don‟t give him a heart attack, alright?”
With Annabel trailing behind her, Emma made her way towards the faded-white house right
next to hers. “I want to make sure you don‟t say anything stupid, so don‟t be offended if I slap my
hand over your mouth, alright?” Emma said.
“I will be very offended,” Annabel said, sticking out her tongue.
Emma pressed the doorbell, then rapped her knuckles on the door. The sound of footsteps
from the other side of the door was audible to Annabel‟s ears. With a click! sound, the door swung
open, smacking Annabel in the face.
She yelped, stepping back and rubbing her stinging nose.
“Are you al-?”
“Wait.” Annabel held up her right hand, the one she wasn‟t using to massage her nose. After
a moment of silence, she looked up. “Nothing‟s broken.”
For a while, Cole was quiet. As Annabel‟s hamster started running again, her lips broke into
a smile. “Hey! It‟s you again!” She was pretty sure that beaming like an idiot right after getting hit in
the face was not a very good way to greet someone, but she couldn‟t help it. This was the first of her
many fated encounters that actually seemed to have some promise.
“... It‟s good to see you, too,” Cole said slowly, eyeing Emma. “Hi, Emma.”
“Hey, Cole,” Emma said nonchalantly. “I‟m just here to introduce you to Annabel. She really
wanted to meet you.”
“Yeah...” Annabel murmured shyly, suddenly very self-conscious of her actions. Chances
were, Cole didn‟t like her very much, and Annabel didn‟t really blame him. But she thought he was a
nice guy, from their short fated encounter. Was there any way she could help patch up their peculiar
first meeting?
Then she remembered. “Wait,” Annabel said quickly. “Can I borrow your house keys for a
moment, Emi?”
“Sure?” Emma pulled out a small silver key, and handed it to Annabel. “Do you need
something?”
“Kind of,” she said, and then ran off. Annabel rushed into Emma‟s kitchen, and threw the
oven door open. In one quick motion, her fingers were wrapped around the hot metal baking tray,
unfazed by the searing heat. Any normal person would have dropped the burning muffin pan
immediately, but a flustered Annabel didn‟t even notice that her hands were practically on fire. Tray
in hand, she pushed the door open and sped back to a bewildered Emma and confused Cole.
“What are you doing?” Emma asked, shocked.
“Here,” Annabel said, her arms reaching out to offer the piping hot muffins to Cole. “Me
and Emma used the lemon you gave me to make these.”
Cole seemed unsure about what he was supposed to do. “You‟re not wearing oven mitts,”
he said blankly.
Only then did Annabel feel the icy-hot pain throbbing from her exhausted fingers, and her
cheeks flushed a deep crimson. Great, now she felt like an idiot. She looked around frantically,
before forcing the tray into Cole‟s cool hands. When Annabel looked down at her hands, she saw
that they were bright red, and small blisters were forming all over her palms. “I... um...” For once,
she couldn‟t find anything to say. “Ouch,” she said finally, as a result of her brain going blank.
Cole disappeared into his house, and Annabel feared that he would never come back out.
However, he returned with a bunch of wet paper towels.
They smell like lemons, Annabel noted. “You should probably put these on your hands.
Lemons can help treat burns,” he said softly, gingerly patting her damaged skin. Annabel winced;
she was not very good at taking pain, unless there was a distraction.
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His hands were gentle, moving carefully like those of a watchmaker‟s. Annabel could feel his
anxiety. He’s scared of hurting me, she thought to herself, blushing slightly at the idea. She decided that
she liked the way Cole was so nice to her, even though she had been such a intimidating (more like
scary) person.
Annabel made a decision.
“I have a crush on you,” she announced, ignoring that little voice in her head that told her
that she had made a huge mistake. Cole froze, not looking up. Annabel could clearly feel Emma‟s
dumbfounded gaze on the back of her head, but she went on, “I know that you probably see me as a
creepy girl that you met at a park who‟s so bubbly that it‟s scary, but I feel that we were fated to
meet.”
Honestly, this wasn‟t the first time she had explained to one of her “fated individuals” that
their meeting was a “fated encounter”, but it was the first time she had gotten a different answer.
“I‟m sorry,” Cole said, his dark amber eyes staring into her blue ones. “I don‟t see you that
way.”
Annabel‟s shoulders slumped, and she was quiet.
“But,” Cole continued, “I think you‟re interesting. Maybe we could be friends.” Annabel
noticed that he seemed to be asking for permission rather than suggesting a compromise.
“That‟s fine,” she said. For the first time, Annabel saw Cole smile.
“Great.” He finished dabbing her burns, and said to her, “You might want to see an actual
doctor, so you can get those treated.”
“I will.”
“Thanks for the muffins.” It was kind of obvious that Cole was not entirely used to talking
to girl right after he rejected them, but Annabel appreciated the effort.
“You‟re welcome. Be sure to thank Emi, too,” Annabel said.
“No, it‟s alright,” Emma said, sounding defeated. She took Annabel by the arm and began
dragging her back to her house “Come on, Ann. I‟ll get my mom to drive you to the clinic.”
Annabel quickly waved bye to Cole, who (sort of) waved back. “See you some other time!”
“God, Annabel. Did you really have to go and declare your love for him just like that?”
Emma chided.
“It was all I could think of,” Annabel said. “Maybe you‟ll understand some day.”
“Keep dreaming.”
Annabel just grinned. She knew that one day, Emma would meet her own fated individual,
with her own little fated encounter. When Fate handed you a lemon, Fate wanted you to know: time
to step up.
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MYRA CHENG & VIVIAN HUANG; GRADE 6
They Found Hope
Chloe Fitzgerald - Irish immigrant - THIRD CLASS
It‟s surreal, like a dream almost. Women screaming, men running around frantically. One of
the other immigrants has woken us up - me, my trusty dog Frederick, and Mum.
“Water is flooding in the boiler rooms below, and it‟s coming up,” a husky voice penetrates
the chaos.
The boiler rooms? What’s that? Oh, you mean the things that power the ship. Wait, what? The Titanic’s
sinking? A rapid chain of thoughts spawns in my head. Isn’t it unsinkable?
But … we are going to America! The place of dreams! We spent our entire fortune, our lives
as we knew it back in Ireland ... we gambled it all on this!
“No, no, run, Chloe, go!” Mum‟s voice, usually comforting and soothing, is filled with terror
and panic. That, I think, is what scares me the most. In the blur and confusion that is the present, a
man with rough hands gives me a bulky object with straps. I hastily put on the life jacket, fastening
the strips of fabric that go around my chest, ribs, and stomach. I sigh, frustrated as my braid gets in
the way and I have to do it over again
Suddenly, a pool of water surges the room, soaking the bare wooden floor and flooding over
our few precious possessions. Frederick barks loudly as I tug him to the deck of the Titanic, which
bobs around unnaturally.
A crew member roughly pushes me onto one of the lifeboats. He looks odd- black hair and
deep brown eyes; I‟ve never seen a person like that before.
“Move!” he says gruffly. In a softer voice, he explains, “Or we‟re all going to die...”
“But... what about Frederick?” I plead.
“No animals allowed, sorry...” His last words were stolen away, both by the wind and
Frederick‟s blaring barks. Loyal to me until the last moment.
Mum‟s hand reaches out to grab me, but the crew member disentangles her hand from my
clothes.
“There‟s no more space ma‟am. You have to wait for the next one.” Mum‟s despairing wail
fills the night air as I am dragged away from her. As the life boat floats away from the tragic image
of the Titanic, I watch my mother‟s silhouette drift away slowly, knowing my tears did not justify
what would be flowing rivers on her picturesque face, already fading away. But I will see her again, if
only in a different time, a different place.
Theodore White - Retired Bestselling Author - FIRST CLASS
“Complete nonsense, that‟s what this is,” a middle-aged lady with an overpowdered face
whines. I sigh with frustration. I may be seven decades old, but I‟m not as foolish as her - am I?
Across the deck, a character is shouting, “Women and children first! Women and children first!”
If this huge mechanical marvel becomes my deathbed, as it probably will, I‟m just praying to
whatever God is up there to please let me die a painless death. I didn‟t write a book on philosophy
without a reason.
I had moved away from America to England because of a job offer. Now I realize what a
pathetic choice it was. Moving away from friends and family for fame and wealth. On this boat, I
was planning to return to America. I wanted to die and be buried there. That was no longer an
option for me. Even if I got onto a lifeboat, my frail body would not be able to overcome the
challenges the sea would cause me.
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Suddenly, I‟m jealous of those poorer than me. I barely lift a finger and all is done for me. I
will never know the joy of harvesting a successful crop that I have planted with my own hands,
sown with my sweat and grown only because of hard work and dedication.
A dog rubs itself against my leg, barking and wagging its shaggy tail. How can it do
something so normal in such a time of chaos? I reach down to pet it and it snakes away. I slowly
trudge back into the rising waters of the Titanic interior for my death, where the dog is heading. I
see an old photo of a middle aged Irish woman and her daughter perhaps six or seven, braids flying
everywhere, that has ripped in half, and can only believe that they have been spared. They deserve it.
Shiro Kobayashi - Worker on the Titanic - CREW MEMBER
As I am ushering the terrified passengers onto lifeboats, trying to get everyone to board, I
think about the life that was ahead of me. None.
This sea would be my last view: that much I know. No sailor was allowed to leave the boat
until all the passengers were safe. Judging from the number of lifeboats, most of the passengers
would not live to see land, either.
Another man takes over, and I can‟t help thinking of that girl I met earlier. Out of the
hundreds of passengers - panicky and terrified, huddled and cold, she had seemed to be the one that
believed that there was a chance - of happiness, of survival. Yet there was something else, too. Her
spirit reminded me of Sakura, my fiancé and true love, back at home. She would be waiting for me
to return, as patient and faithful as always.
Just like Sakura, the girl‟s spirit was pure and determined to make the best out of everything.
I twist my engagement ring out of habit. She, like Sakura, had suffered challenges but her eyes still
sparkle with desire.
Out of the corner of my eye I spot an old hunchbacked man, walking back into the interior
of the ship. I cuss internally and muster my voice for an “Oi!” and gesture him to the dock. He
looks at me with blank eyes and continues his hike to the doors of Death.
Tears splash out of my eyes against my will. People look at me as if I am crazy, although
right now, I‟m not certain what emotions are running through my head. Love. Hope. Courage.
Misery, perhaps. I focus on the initials engraved on the ring and tell myself to be strong for the girl
and all the other innocent lives that may be taken tonight. The wind buffets my hair and my eyes
narrow in concentration as I march back toward the lifeboats to start helping others who have a
chance at living.
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IVANA CHOU; GRADE 6
To Fulfill a Plan
Her chest heaved as she ran up the hill. She stopped at the top of the hill and saw the little
farm at the bottom of the hill. A smile crept out onto her face as she took a deep breath. She swiped
the sweat off her face. She ran down the hill, the wind challenging her to race to the house. She sped
up her paces of her feet, pounding the ground rhythmically.
When she reached the house, she veered straight to the barn. Two lambs greeted her with a
loud bleat. She petted them on the head and then waved to the owner of the barn. “Mrs. McKee!”
she called.
“Ah, Melissa!” Mrs. McKee let out a forced smile.
“How has it been going lately Mrs. McKee?” Melissa asked brightly.
“The two men-Floyd and Jack. So last night, I accidently left my barn unlocked. And they
stole my horses,” Mrs. McKee‟s voice cracked a little.
“But they‟re yours!” Melissa protested. Floyd and Jack are neighbors of Mrs. McKee and
were mean, brutal-especially to animals and children. She walked over and placed her arm on Mrs.
McKee‟s shoulder as comfort. Melissa knew Floyd and Jack. They were always up to somethingeven as grown men. Melissa wondered what would happen to Mrs. McKee‟s horses.
Melissa‟s eyes softened with worry. Melissa‟s eyes started to tear up as she thought of the
brutal men who beat animals and children mercilessly.
Melissa blinked her eyes, half-dazed by sadness and half thinking of what would happen to
the horses. She said quietly to Mrs. McKee, “I think I should go home.” She hoped Mrs. McKee
would understand. Melissa walked home willing herself not to think of the horses until she got home
and told someone else. Hopefully, that would make her feel better.
Melissa felt fire burn in her heart.
~

~

~

Melissa sat on the couch across from her father. She explained to her father what happened
with Mrs. McKee‟s horses. Her father nodded, half listening and half reading his newspaper. Melissa
stood up, her chin started to tingle from resting on her hands for so long. She walked back and
forth, the length of the hallway her mind cranking like a clock. The gears felt like they were turning
and starting a chain reaction.
What could she do to help the horses? Help Jack and Floyd as a stable hand? NO way! Her
mind immediately responded to her thought. She shook her head. Hmmm…she could buy them
from him. She probably didn‟t have enough money. I’m not dragging my dad into this.
Then it clicked. She called up her friend, Melanie, and explained her plan.
Melissa raced to the barn. She unbolted her horse‟s stall and grabbed the purple halter. She
ran a hand over her horse, Anthem‟s nose. The horse was stark black with a star the shape of a
moon. She had a brown muzzle that stood out from the black. The horse had two socks on the
forefeet and stockings on the hind feet. She went over horse with a dandy brush. Not wanting to
waste a second tacking up, she bridled then got onto her horse. She rode out, heading to Melanie‟s
ranch.
Riding the rocking gait, she reached Melanie‟s house and her heart beat rapidly as she halted
her horse and dismounted. She jogged to the barn and saw Melanie already on her brown and white
pinto, Ranger. Melissa gave a half-hearted smile before mounting up. “Come on! We can‟t waste
time!” Melissa said jogging Anthem to let Ranger warm up, but Melanie let Ranger into a lope. “I
already warmed him up before you came!”
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Melissa asked Anthem to lope-the gait between jog and gallop-and they loped around the
forest. The stopped at the end of the forest, watching their truck drive off. They tethered their
horses to a tree.
“You think we can do this?” Melanie asked in a squeaky voice.
Melissa nodded, but her own heart was racing.
As soon as they saw the truck drive around the corner at the end of the street, they crept to
the barn. As they entered the barn, each footstep clacked loudly. Two lone horses were the only
horses in the barn. Melissa recognized them. They were Mrs. McKee‟s horses! Grabbing the halter,
Melissa beckoned the bay roan horse to follow her.
They led the horses out of their stalls. Melissa flinched with every step, because the horse‟s
iron clad hooves rang loudly, muting her own steps.
“I hear a truck coming in!” Melanie whisper-shrieked.
Melissa slapped her hand to her forehead. The tack store wasn‟t open today, “Jog them out!”
“WHAT? Wouldn‟t they hear?”
Melissa shrugged, doubting her decision. Melissa clicked her tongue and tugged lightly on
the lead rope. The bay roan obliged and began to jog. “Good boy!” Melissa cooed. They led the two
horses up to the small forest and mounted their horses, ponying the horses along. They heard two
men yelling, “Hey! They took our horses!” Jogging out, Melissa felt Anthem‟s step falter, she realized
that Moonshine was limping. She dismounted, “I can‟t ride Anthem! She can‟t jog.”
“They‟ll catch up!” Melanie said, her voice full of worry.
“I‟ll ride Mrs. McKee‟s horse and I‟ll let Anthem go home on her own. Besides we have to
take them to the McKees…right?”
“They‟ll capture Anthem!”
“No they won‟t.” Melissa said firmly.
Melissa dismounted Anthem and wrapped the reins around the horn and slapped Anthem‟s
hindquarters gently. She jogged a few steps and then turned around to give a skeptical look at
Melissa. “Go on Girl! Go home!” Anthem jogged away when Melissa waved her arms.
Melissa groaned, “I should‟ve taken the bridle off of Anthem!”
“No you did it right,” Melanie reassured her, “Anthem‟s bridle wouldn‟t fit on him.”
Melissa mounted onto the bay roan‟s warm, slippery back from a fallen tree trunk.
“You aren‟t supposed to ride without a bridle!” Melissa protested.
Melissa gave it a try and asked her horse to jog. The horse reluctantly sprang into a bumpy
jog. Soon the horse broke into a lope as Melissa rushed the mare to go a little faster. Reaching Mrs.
McKee‟s barn, Melissa dismounted and yelled, “Mrs. McKee! Are you there?”
Mrs. McKee appeared, a little frazzled. She saw her horses and gasped, “You didn‟t-?!” She
cried and smiled at the same time hugging the girls and then the horses. They saw Floyd and Jack
with Moonshine.
“Don‟t worry girls, I‟ll take care of them!” Mrs. McKee said.
Melissa‟s eyes widened, but she nodded meekly, watching Mrs. McKee dial the local police to
report the stealing of her horses. Melissa felt a flood of relief as the police came and took the two
men away.
Melissa smiled and gave Mrs. McKee a reassuring hug.
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ESTHER KAO; GRADE 8
This Is Why
I never should have trusted you.
Because as soon as I took that leap of faith, that last step—
“Trust me,” you told me
Looking into your
e y e s,
I couldn’t say no
—I reached the point of no return. Where, no matter how I begged or pleaded, or beat my
fists uselessly against this glass wall, nothing would be able to take me back. To how I used to be. To
my previous, better life—a life of daydreams, yes, but a life of happiness.
Or, at least, a life that was fresh and new and full of possibilities. But you took that
possibility, that breathless wonder—
—and snatched it away.
They all told me
To stay a w a y from you
He will do nothing but harm you, they said
But I didn’t listen
Before, I was a young tree, full of fresh beautiful fruit that was sweet to the taste, that filled
the mouth with the most delicious sensation . . .
Now, I am but a dead tree. I am a gnarled being, a mere shadow of who I used to be, the
fruit gone, the leaves falling. There is nothing left but shriveled branches, but even that will soon
melt away in the wind.
My sisters are still tall and stately, laughing and leaping in the wind, but I am alone, bending
over, groaning.
They call to me, beckoning, graceful.
“Come to us, sister. Come and rejoice in the wind with us!”
But I cannot. I try to move, but my roots are planted deep. I am too far gone.
It’s all your fault.
What they told me was right.
I should have
Seen the signs
I should have
Known that I couldn’t trust you
I should have
Looked at all those past scandals and troubles and scrapes
Of yours
Not mine
And turned away
Left you forever
And been happy
But when I looked into your eyes
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I found myself breathless
I found myself lost for words
Utterly lost for words
Right then and there
Those crimes became mine
And I am still paying the price for them.

I wish I had listened
But there’s no
g oi n g b a c k

T h i s is why—

I should have turned away, ignored you. I should have fought as hard as I could against the
constraints of my weak mind, against the pitiful desires of the flesh.
But I didn’t
T h i s is why—

My life is nothing but a pit of despair now—this is why, when I first saw you, I should have
turned heel and run as fast as I could.
Since the first day I met you

But you wouldn’t let me . . .

You were a m y s t e r y.
And I wanted nothing more than
To figure you out
I was so c l u e l e s s.
So utterly confused

Because, now . . . I don‟t have a purpose. Now that you‟re gone, I‟m lost. I‟m so lost, like a
little child in a train station, confused by the bustling crowd, the whirling colors, the noise all around.
I‟m so confused.
Why did you have to leave me?

T h is is why—

I am despised, loathed. I am that person that mothers tell their children to stay away from. I
am that person that everyone looks down upon.
I stare into your eyes, and I can say nothing
“Please,” you beg me. “Please.”
“But . . . you’re asking me to sacrifice everything. For you. Why should I?”
You look deep into my eyes. “Because we love each other.”
And, watching those warm brown eyes
I believe it’s true
But to you, it wasn’t
A criminal
A thief
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A master of disguises
But a criminal
These were all who you were.
But it was me who bore the punishment
Only for you
But all you did was laugh
And then you left me forever
You left me standing in the crowd, jeering and booing at me, tearing at my clothes and
screaming for my death. You left me there, alone. You left me, and I didn‟t know what to do.
Right then and there, my heart broke in two.
And I‟ve never recovered.
I gave up my
S o u l
For you
But it was all for nothing.

Nothing.

You told me you would never leave me. You told me that I was your world, and that nothing would ever change that.
But you lied.
You know what? All of this . . . all of this is because . . .
I loved you.
And you know what else?
No matter what you do, whatever you‟ve done . . . whatever you will do in the future, no
matter how much it hurts and bites at me, and tears my soul apart . . .
I still love you.
And I always will.
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ERIC ZHONG; GRADE 6
Milestones For The Ages
Many people stared and gawked at the lopsided figure in the shadows of local stores, where
down a lonely and dead silent alley there was a homeless man named Dean. Dean was wearing a
haggard and torn scarf, with a jacket that looked like a ripped, black pirate flag. He wore brown,
muddy pants and sneakers that had scraped bottoms. On his back was a canvas bag, and in it was all
he had ever owned. His wallet was a small, plastic lunchbox that enclosed fourteen dollars, and he
had a small energy bar and a cracked water bottle filled only halfway.
There was a yell. Dean looked upwards, and the pool of light cast by a nearby lamppost
illuminated his worn face. He scanned the area to see what was going on, but he could not spot what
was causing the chaos. Dean silently crouched down and moved behind a mailbox.
He heard a crack and many cries of fear, and he ducked as low as he could, peering through
the side of the box. There, he saw a gang, threatening a group of three people. One yelled, “Give us
your money!” and punched the frightened hostages. Then, in the distance, a police siren was
sounding. Dean had to run across the road to reach his small shelter, but he was too scared of the
mobsters to take the chance of running across the road in case they spotted, and like a pack of
wolves, took him hostage. Wary, Dean took a precautious step, and then another, and then sprinted
for his dear life. The gangsters looked back and saw his foot, right before he reached his shelter.
Like a pack of angry vultures, they sprinted to the direction of Dean with their weapons. The police
car skidded onto the road, and out came three police officers, fully armed and pointing their
handguns at the gang. The men in black masks one by one dropped their weapons and were
handcuffed and shoved into several police cars. Dean was still cradling himself like a child, and only
looked up once the siren sounds died out. He let out a misty sigh of relief, and returned to his
shelter. He considered himself the luckiest man alive.
Dean had a ramshackle shelter. Empty oil barrels acted as pillars to hold the roof of metal
scraps and hard cardboard up. The door was a thin carpet, and inside was a miniature desk, and a
mattress. There were shredded blankets covering the old and musty mattress. He lay down, tired to
death on the bed. After pondering the life-threatening encounters with the gangsters, he fell into a
deep sleep.
Dean stirred in a blur of thoughts. He dreamt of the encounter with the gang, and then he
had a dream about him being a news reporter. Then, a mysterious force pushed all of the thought
clouds away, and he rubbed his eyes. The sun had barely peered out the hills as he rose from his bed.
After a good stretch and a sip of water, he was on the road and sidewalks scavenging for food,
water, and money. He saw a twenty-dollar bill on the floor and thought it must have been his lucky
day. “Wow,” he sighed. Twenty dollars. More than he ever had in his lifetime. After a long day of
scavenging and searching, he found a bottle of soda and a cheeseburger near a trashcan. The food
was untouched, and the next location that they were in was Dean‟s old and filthy backpack. Having
barely eaten in days, he devoured the burger.
It was about sunset. After all of the day‟s work, he felt peace, but it was suddenly shattered
by an earsplitting scream. His eyes popped open like soda caps, and he ran out of his makeshift
shelter. He looked towards the river, and hanging from a bridge was a man. The man was grappling
on the ledge of the metal bridge, and there were no people around. Dean was a mere twenty feet
away from the steel ledge, and could scale the ledge of the bridge and help the man up. But, the
sixty-foot drop scared him if he ever fell. Dean decided to shrink back into his home, but another
cry by the helpless man pained him. He had to do it.
Dean sprinted to the ledge, and carefully scaled the rusty ledge. Every movement scared him
more, and sweat poured down his ashen face. He could not take it anymore. He wanted to return,
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but he was 13 feet away from the man. The man begged him, and in it of itself stuffed courage into
him. He moved as cautiously as he could, and once he reached the sweating and crying man, he
extended his hand. A hand came to meet his, and he pulled with every inch of his body. A panting
scared and exhausted person was saved. Dean could not help but to let out a weak laugh.
The stranger introduced himself, “My name is Greg. Thank you for saving me.” Dean shook
his hand and introduced himself too. Then, the duo scaled the wall like two men breaking through
the surface of an ocean, finding new life and courage and vibrancy and finally reached land. Greg
thanked Dean once more, and offered him 50 dollars. Dean gave the stash of cash one look, and
shook his head. He did not want to another man‟s money. Greg then shook his hand, bid a farewell,
and left.
Dean felt a sensation that he rarely felt. The kind of feeling was that people get when they
receive an A on a math test, or score a game-winning basket. He felt lucky for himself that he did
not plunge into the unforgiving river from a gargantuan height. Then, a thought popped up on his
mind. He knew that he had changed somewhere. It may not have been his looks or fashion, but
somewhere in the interior. He felt like he was a stronger person, with a willing personality. Maybe it
was a change that could affect his future. But, a thought hit him like a cinder block. Who would not
have saved the person? Who would not have gotten lucky and ran across a street? After pondering
on those thoughts, and almost crushing the good ones he had earlier, he chuckled and then went to
rest. But he was not conscious that he would be proven wrong, in a positive way.
CHECK OUT THE MARCH ISSUE TO FINISH READING “MILESTONES FOR THE AGES!”
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JULIA JIN; GRADE 8
Daffodils
READ THE FIRST INSTALLMENT OF “DAFFODILS” IN THE JANUARY ISSUE OF OVERTURE!

“These?” Ali held up the bouquet, looking at it like it came out of nowhere.
I nodded. “Who are they for?”
Ali smiled uneasily, and said, “They were going to be for my girlfriend, if she hadn‟t stood
me up.”
“Oh,” I said, trying to formulate a better response. “She stood you up?”
“More like ditched me,” he grumbled. “I saw her walking around town with another guy,
two hours after we had planned to meet up here at the Ferris wheel.”
“She was cheating on you?” I stared at him.
“Maybe he was just a friend, but she stood me up!” Ali made a face, like a kid whose parents
just told him that they weren‟t going to buy him that action figure he was holding. Shaking his head,
he asked, “What‟s your story?”
“Me?”
“Yup. No one walks around all alone on Christmas at 6 o‟clock with snow piled up on their
head without a good reason,” Ali said.
I bit my lip. Should I really tell him that I was waiting for him to come back to me, for the 3rd year in a
row? I wondered to myself. Ali would probably think that I was being stupid. Not like he would
understand. No one could understand that numb pain, a flickering flame, welled up in my chest for
all these years. “I was waiting for someone,” I replied flatly.
“Who? Your boyfriend?” he asked. “Did he stand you up, too?”
“He...” I trailed off, fumbling for the right words. I stared through the window, watching the
glittering snow tumble downwards, towards the city buildings. Now, all of them were lit up, warm
yellow light spilling out of their windows against the crystal-like flakes. Come to think of it, I saw
this same view the last time I had rode on this Ferris wheel.
~

~

~

Breathing in the warm scent of fresh coffee, I walk into the store and take a seat at a small
table near the corner. When the waitress comes to my table, I order a cappuccino and stare out the
window, watching the people pass by. I still have an hour or so until it was time for me to meet him.
Plenty of time. As my coffee comes, I notice how packed the store is. It is warm and pleasant as I
slowly sip my coffee. I notice how everyone around me is wearing gloves, but I am not. My hands
are cold, but if I want to put on some gloves, I will need to take off the band on my finger,
something important to me. That isn‟t going to happen.
~

~

~

I hadn‟t seen what was coming. We were laughing, and he was holding my hand the whole
time. But when the ride ended and we stepped out, he just ran off, not even saying good-bye. Before
I knew it, tears were rolling down my face and falling onto my clenched hands.
“D-Did I say something?” Ali stammered, looking alarmed.
I squeezed my eyes shut, and shook my head back and forth, sniffling. Why was I crying?
Why was I crying in front of some guy I had just met less than 10 minutes ago? Ali looked around,
like he was trying to find something that would help the current situation. He stared at me for a
moment, and then shoved the bouquet in my face.
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“H-Here,” he said. The fragrant scent of daffodils surrounded me, and I tentatively wrapped
my fingers around the white parchment paper. “Don‟t cry, o-okay?”
Nodding quickly, I focused my attention on the flowers before me. They were a mixture of
colors, some white with yellow, some yellow and orange, and some the color of a sunset. No longer
paying attention to the bright yellow blossoms, I closed my eyes and inhaled their sweet smell. I
noticed that buried deep behind a yellow daffodil was a small item, but I couldn‟t tell what it was.
“Do you like them?” Ali asked, still looking uncomfortable. “I‟ve always liked daffodils.”
“They‟re really pretty,” I murmured again, hiding my face behind them. “Aren‟t they
supposed to be out of season, though?”
“They are,” Ali said, “but these were grown in my cousin‟s greenhouse. He likes gardening,
so I could always count on him to give me a few extra flowers when I need them.”
“I see.”
Ali watched me, and I slowly lowered the bouquet so he could see my eyes. “You know,” he
said quietly, “I‟m willing to listen if you need to say something.”
I swallowed. Why not? It‟s not like he went to my school or anything. He wouldn‟t judge me.
Ali was a nice guy. He wouldn‟t do anything cruel to me, right? The aching feeling inside my chest
subsided slightly.
I began, my words tumbling out unevenly as I tried to find my pace. Soon, though, I was
able to steady my voice and allowed my story to unfold for him.
The snow. The lights. The view from the top of the Ferris wheel.
The cold. The emptiness. The way he seemed to just disappear from the face of the earth.
~

~

~

I drink the last bits of my coffee, and set my cup back on the table. The waitress comes and
gives me my bill. I pay, and tip her extra. She stares at me strangely, wondering if I had given her the
wrong amount of money. I smile and shake my head, getting up from the table and start out the
door. As I leave, I notice the corners of her mouth tugging up as she gazes at the five dollar bill in
her hand. The season of giving is upon us, after all.
I take one last peek at the clock before I let the door shut behind me.
“I‟m going to be late,” I say before I start off into the snow again.
~

~

~

Throughout the whole time, Ali simply stared at me, expressionless. His childish behavior
from earlier was nowhere to be seen, a perfect poker face.
“So he left you,” he said flatly, “and you‟ve been waiting ever since.”
I looked down at the bright flowers in my hands. “I guess. But he‟ll be back-” I stopped
myself. It sounded so fake, even to my own ears.
“I...” Ali paused. “Maybe it‟s time for you to move on. I mean, it has been three years, right?
And he‟s not coming back...”
Ali was right. As much as I didn‟t want to admit it, he was never going to come back to me.
I know that for a fact, because I had watched him as he left me forever.
I had seen her. I had heard them whisper to each other. I had felt his hand leave mine as if
he couldn‟t wait to be away from me.
Even so, I‟ve still waited for him. I had hoped that it would have turned out to be a bad
dream, and he would be standing at my doorstep, smiling at me. I never saw him again, and yet I
wished that I hadn‟t said those awful things that night.
But would it have done anything? Would that have stopped him from letting go of my hand
and walking over to that girl with the blond hair, smiling towards her without even a second glance
at me?
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He had promised me, though. If I ever needed him, all I needed to do was wait at that bench
near the Ferris wheel. If we ever needed to meet after a fight, we would meet there.
He never came back.
He lied to me.
~

~

~

The Ferris wheel gradually comes into view, and I slow to a stop when I am standing right in
front of it. The only thing left to do now is wait. I lean my head against the cool metal, closing my
eyes and I listen to the sound of my watch ticking away.
~

~

~

“You‟re right,” I said softly. It was then that I noticed that the Ferris wheel had stopped,
and the operator was pulling the door open and motioning for us to get off. I stood up shakily,
noticeably enough for Ali to help me off the ride.
I didn‟t want to get off the Ferris wheel. It wasn‟t because I wanted to keep riding it. I was
scared. Scared that Ali, just like him, would be gone the moment he stepped out and started home. I
was scared of him missing the red light. I was scared of losing another person again.
“Well,” he said, stopping, “I guess I‟ll be heading back. See you later?”
My hand shot out and grabbed his arm, fingers clamped on tightly, as if it was a lifeline.
“Don‟t go,” I whispered, my voice trembling.
“Arielle?” Ali looked at me with a confused expression. “What‟s wrong?”
“I don‟t want you do disappear... j-just like him...” I pleaded. At that moment, I felt weak.
Lost. Cold. Weak. Pathetic.
He stared at me. Something told me that he thought I was crazy, and would pull away,
disgusted. I braced myself for the worst. How stupid of me. I should‟ve thought before I acted.
Now, there was no going back.
Instead of walking off, Ali reached into his pocket and pulled out a small charm. It was a
four-leaf clover, with petals made of light green glass, a small clear crystal embedded in the middle.
“Don‟t worry. We‟ll meet again,” he said, and I watched the charm gradually twirl around as it hung
on its chain. “See you.”
I suddenly found my hand empty, and Ali gone, like a mirage. I was alone again. I peered
down at the bouquet. Then, I carefully stuck my hand in and pulled out the small white box near the
bottom. I opened it, and found the exact same green clover tucked inside.
Maybe it was a good luck charm. Or maybe it was that sign that we would meet again. I
turned, and started my trip home. Unlike the years before, I didn‟t take the shorter route home.
Instead, I went the long way, constantly looking back, hoping that Ali would appear out of thin air.
Something that day told me that I would see him soon. And I did.
~

~

~

I warm my hands with my breath, and rub them back and forth in an effort to keep them
warm. “He‟s late...” I mutter, checking my watch. I sigh, and begin to tap my foot, counting the
seconds that had passed since our designated time. “Sixty-three. Sixty-four. Sixty-five. Sixty-”
“Arielle!” I stop, and turn my head to see who was calling. Dark hair. Blue eyes.
I grin. Cupping my hands around my mouth, I yell, “You‟re late!”
“Sorry!” Ali says, running up to me. “I had to go get my paycheck; otherwise I wouldn‟t have
been able to get you these.”
He hands me a large bouquet, filled with daffodils. I pretend to roll my eyes, and take them.
“How do you expect me to carry this around all day?”
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“You‟ll be fine,” Ali says, laughing.
I shake my head, giggling as we head towards the Ferris wheel. I take one quick glance at the
flowers, and smile.
Up until two years ago, Christmas was always a time of regret, guilt, and dread. Now, I can‟t
wait for December 25th, the happiest day of the year, to come. And I know that I will always love
these warm yellow flowers in my hands, especially when I play with that golden band on my ring
finger.
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RAJITA PUJARE & RAINA JOHN; GRADE 6
Sunshine
READ THE FIRST INSTALLMENT OF “SUNSHINE” IN THE JANUARY ISSUE OF OVERTURE!

I instinctively stopped in my tracks when I heard voices. One of them was definitely
Juliana‟s, and the other‟s was unfamiliar. I listened more closely, and was able to make out distinct
words.
“That girl…Olivia, you called her?” the unfamiliar voice said.
“Yes. She‟s either very taciturn or hates me, Diana...I think it‟s the second.”
“Really? And she‟s your sister?”
“Yeah... She thinks I abandoned her when I went to college.”
“She sounds very feisty.”
Feisty? How dare they call me feisty! I am not feisty! I felt hot rage burn in my veins. What
Juliana had done to Mother and me was the sole reason for whatever I did that she called feisty.
Juliana and beloved friend, Diana, had no right whatsoever to judge me.
"Is she going to stay here?” Diana asked.
“Most probably. But I don‟t think either of us can handle it.”
For some reason, that made me so furious I couldn‟t take it. My heartbeat was pounding so
loudly in my head it was making me dizzy. I felt like a ticking bomb, ready to explode.
I stormed back to my room, and a feeling of extreme claustrophobia engulfed me. I felt
trapped, and all my reason immediately disappeared. I looked around for some sort of escape, and
immediately walked towards the window. I propped it open, and stared out at the cloudy, grey air
and the shadowy silhouettes of New York City. Not exactly my idea of liberty, but it still was
beckoning compared to this dratted old house. The chilly New York breeze brushed by my face,
sweeping my hair, a bright red against the dark blue sky by my brow. Hesitating just for a second, I
climbed out and slowly lowered myself on the branch of the nearby tree. It precariously swayed, and
I began to doubt if it could hold my weight. Before I was about to find out, I nimbly jumped off
onto the ground just as the branch fell above my head.
I instantly sprinted off at full speed, ignoring the drowsy after-effects of the jet lag. I wanted
to get away from here, away from New York City. Away from Juliana.
I ran around the house, and past the large window that gave an open view of the kitchen. I
tried to dash by it as fast as I could, but Juliana and Diana saw me. They gaped at me, openmouthed, and Diana jumped up from her chair. She looked my age, with dark blond hair and green
eyes that glinted in the light.
I tired my legs by running even faster. I heard the sound of a door opening behind me, and
when I looked back, I realized Diana was following me.
The snow crunched under my feet, and the cold stung every spot of my bare skin that was
unclothed.
“Olivia!” Diana cried, and she caught up to me. “You don‟t get it! We‟re trying to help!”
I finally stopped, and winced as my feet dug into the frigid snow. My flimsy nightgown
flapped against my thighs."I do get it. Juliana left, and she and you expect me to forgive her. When
I'm not, you call me feisty."
"No, she isn't-"
"Look, I don't even know you. How do you know me? What right do you have to lecture me
about my family?"
"I'm your sister's friend," she replied undauntedly. "Juliana thought I could be your friend
and help you out."
"I don't need help," I snarled.
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"Give your sister a chance," Diana said, and I detected the snappy impatience in her voice.
I glared at her, my eyes flashing. "I already gave her a chance, and she abandoned me."
Diana sighed exasperatedly. "Well, you should come in. Do you think you're going to live
out here in the snow with a nightgown, and in New York City?”
Once again, I considered my situation. What was I thinking? Did I actually believe I was
going to live alone, a homeless child begging in the streets?
I reluctantly accepted defeat, even though I convinced myself it would only be temporarily.
"Fine," I said quietly, bowing my head. For some reason, another verse of Sunshine played
in my mind.
Quench the fire of hatred
Coax it to a gentle flame
Your spirit shall live forever
Your soul shall surely mend.
Oh, cure your broken heart
Let out your sadness
Sunshine, oh sunshine...
Time for a fresh start.
Yes, it was true. But I didn‟t want to admit it.
~

~

~

I played with the pasta on my plate, stabbing each piece with my fork, then twirling it around
in a pool of tomato sauce. Juliana sat across from me, avoiding my gaze and not saying a word.
Diana had just left to go home, which was a few blocks away.
When Juliana finished, she quietly put her plate away and left the room. I glowered at her
back as she walked out the doorway, and speared at the plate with my fork again.
Juliana didn‟t come back for an hour, and I started to get a bit fidgety. Usually, Juliana took
my plate and put in the sink for me. Just leaving like that was very abnormal for her, without even
addressing me. I took my plate, reached back, and gingerly set the plate onto the counter top.
Getting out of my chair, I ran out of the dining room and up the stairs. Once I reached the
top, I closed my eyes, trying to remember which one of these confusing hallways led to Juliana's
room. I randomly rushed into the one in front of me, and from the pictures of Juliana posing with
her friends that were hung up on the wall, I assumed it was the right one.
I stopped to examine one of the pictures. Juliana, probably nineteen or twenty then, was
standing with some other young adults her age, laughing and holding a glass of wine. I looked at the
rest of pictures dotting the hall, all showing Juliana with friends in a party or in front of some
famous monument. None, I realized, showed her below eighteen. Below eighteen, when she lived
with Mother and me.
It was like she wanted to erase any memories of us. I expected to feel furious anger welling
up inside of me, but, for some reason, I only felt understanding. Maybe she didn't want any
remembrance of our family because she couldn't bear the pain. The pain of all the deaths. One after
another, everyone in our family died of something or another, soon practically no one remaining.
Maybe she wanted to leave her crumbling family and start a new life. It was cowardly, just leaving
us, but wouldn‟t I have done the same?
Suddenly, I was aware of the muffled sobs coming from the room at the end of the hall. No
one else was here, so it had to be Juliana. I started to inch closer towards the door, keeping flat
against the wall, even though she couldn't possibly see me. Crying? Why was Juliana crying?
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The door was open. Anticipation quickened my gait, but at the same time, apprehension
slowed it down. What could Juliana be crying about? Me? Soon, my arm was brushing against the
door-frame of the open door, and I gulped. Why was I so nervous? It was just some harmless
spying.
When I finally mustered enough courage to turn and peek, I flinched at the sight of Juliana,
actually truly crying, with real, fat tears rolling down her cheeks and eyes red, worn from rubbing.
She was crouching by the bed, and her disheveled hair, which usually elegantly cascaded in perfect
condition down to her waist, was now hanging in tangled knots by her face. She caressed something
in her hands by her cheek, and then bowed her head in something like shame, sobs again racking her
body.
As she closed her eyes, her hands started to gently unfold, and whatever was in her hands
gleamed brightly, a shining beacon the dark room. Juliana let it drop, and it landed on the hardwood
floor, noisily skittering away from her until it came to a stop near the doorway. It was a silver locket,
slightly tarnished but still looking refined and new. Jewels of emerald and jade adorned the sides of
it, and a delicate golden chain, attached to the top, lay on the ground in a lazy loop. It was open, and
the photo inside stared at me, a woman's face laughing and cheerful, but the eyes somehow rueful.
It was Mother.
CHECK OUT THE MARCH ISSUE OF OVERTURE TO FINISH READING “SUNSHINE!”
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