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JULIA JIN; GRADE 8
Daffodils
I blew out my breath, watching the white puff fade away into the air in front of me. Wind
swept deep mahogany curls into my face as the winter breeze passed through. I could feel the cool
air against my face while I sat there on the snow-laden bench, waiting. Again.
It had been years since I had last seen him. That familiar scent of sea salt still lingered in my
scarf, the one that he had given to me all those many winters ago. As I sat there, white flakes of
snow drifted down, onto my clothes and resting on the top of my head like confetti. I shivered a bit;
it was cold today. Just like that day.
I could still remember the way he walked, each step graceful and steady, as we headed to the
rose gardens in the spring. I could still hear his cheerful laughter all those times we had gone to the
beach to watch the fireworks in the summer. I could still feel his gentle yet firm grip on my hand as
we strolled through the colorful leaves fluttering down upon us in autumn. I could still see him
disappear into the crowd that winter.
I stared longingly at the prints left in the snow. Were any of them his? I wondered, but then
shook my head. That was impossible.
Slowly, I stood up, brushing the snow off of my body, and headed towards the Ferris wheel.
The snow beneath my feet crunched with each step, my cheeks reddening from the cold. I watched
the people walking past me. Bright smiles. Happy giggles. Hands full of wrapped packages. Couples.
Everywhere I looked, I saw them. They were always holding the other close, smiling at
something, a secret shared between only the two of them. I noticed that I was the only one who was
alone. Just like last year. And the year before. And the year before. Little did I know, this year would
be different.
~

~

~

I pull on my boots, wrapping my scarf around my neck and feeling the warmth. My eyes find
the clock. I still had two hours until the designated time. I smile to myself, and wonder if he would
be late.
~

~

~

Why do I choose to wander around in the bitter cold every year on this day? I didn‘t like the
cold; it didn‘t make me feel good, and I didn‘t like it when my body trembled as I tried to warm
myself up. There was nothing to do, as all the shops were closed and everyone was at home
spending time in their cozy homes with their loved ones. I used to be one of those people. Now, I
instead decide to brace the winter chill and step outside into the winter wonderland before me.
I waited for him. I have for the third year in a row now. For three years, I‘ve allowed myself
to stroll aimlessly around the snow-covered town, looking for him. So many times I thought I‘ve
seen him, only to discover that it was simply my imagination playing tricks on me. So many times I
thought that we could be together again. So many times I thought that he would wrap his arms
around me tenderly once more. So many times I thought my heart would shatter into millions of
pieces.
The Ferris wheel was still lit up, but not moving, just another tall structure in the landscape.
Come to think of it, the Ferris wheel hadn‘t been used for 3 years. It was simply there, like time had
frozen in this cold, cold place. There was no one was there except the operator herself, who was
always there every day, no matter how bad the weather was. Why would she go to all the trouble of spending
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all her time at a place where no one would ever come along, all alone? I found that I couldn‘t come up with a
suitable answer to my own question. I stood before the carnival ride, my eyes tracing the familiar
shape from that winter while watching the colors change. They reminded me of fireworks. Of him.
As I was about to ask her if I could ride the Ferris wheel, I remembered that it was couples
only. That was how I had rode it with him that winter. I closed my eyes, and decided to see if she
would let me go on by myself. After all, there was no one else here.
I soon saw that she wasn‘t alone. Beside her was a tall, lanky guy with dark-colored hair.
Everything became deathly silent as I stopped in my tracks. The gentle wind had subsided, and the
snow was illuminated by the golden lights surrounding me. I noticed none of this. My attention was
focused on the man several yards ahead of me. Could it be...?
~

~

~

The chilly air bite at my raw cheeks, but I shake it off. I hear the people walk by, their chatter
all melting into one sound in the distance. I place my hands in my pockets, hiding them from the
bitter cold of a snowy, winter day. Not just any snowy, winter day, though. This day is special.
It is Christmas.
~

~

~

He turned. Large blue eyes stared back at me. No, it wasn’t him. How naive of me. To think
that he would be here right now was absolutely ridiculous. After all, I hadn‘t seen him for over 3
years...
―Hey,‖ he said, walking up to me quickly. I took a step back. Who was this person? I don’t
remember ever seeing him before... I thought.―Listen, will you ride the Ferris wheel with me?‖
I blinked at him. ―Excuse me?‖
―I know this sounds weird, but please?‖ he said. Before I could decline, he was pulling me
towards the woman, waving his hand in the air. ―Can the two of us ride the Ferris wheel together?‖
She sighed, but reluctantly agreed and was now going back into the booth to start up the
wheel. I found myself standing in front of the towering steel monument which was slowly beginning
to turn again. The design reminded me of a spider web, like a trap. Even though it was still six
o‘clock, the sky was dark against the bright lighting from the Ferris wheel. The next thing I knew I
was seated inside one of the carriages and the door was closed. I jumped up, pressing my hands
against the glass door, but it was too late. We were already off the ground.
I looked around, and saw that I was standing next to my captor.
―Woah, the city looks so cool from up here when it‘s all lit up!‖ he exclaimed gleefully, like
an excited puppy. ―We‘re so high up from the ground!‖
―...Wh-who are y-you?‖ I stammered, moving away from him. Positioning myself on the
other side of the bench, a good distance away from him, I took a moment to calm down a bit. After
a minute or so, I asked, ―Why did you bring me here?‖
He glanced at me, and grinned bashfully. ―Sorry, I just really wanted to ride the Ferris wheel.
You know that rule that it‘s couples-only? I couldn‘t go on by myself, and there was no one else
around, so...‖
―You decided to take me with you,‖ I finished for him. He nodded. ―What‘s your name?‖
―I...‖ He paused and looked at me. ―Don‘t laugh.‖
I raised my eyebrows, but carefully nodded. I watched him take a deep breath, and he
responded, ―It‘s A-‖ Silence. ―What‘s your name?‖
―Your name is Ah?‖ I stared at him.
―Tell me your name first.‖
―Why?‖ I asked.
―You first,‖ he insisted, almost childishly. I sighed. He was a strange guy.
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―My name is Arielle,‖ I said. ―What is yours?‖
He pursed his lips. ―Not telling.‖
―I said I wouldn‘t laugh,‖ I said. ―But if you really don‘t want to...‖
―Ali.‖
―Ali?‖
―Ali,‖ he said solemnly.
―Ali is a nice name,‖ I offered.
―For a girl,‖ Ali grumbled. ―What were my parents thinking? Why didn‘t they name me Alex
or Alan instead?‖
Not quite sure what to say right now, I noticed the bouquet he was holding in his right hand.
Daffodils, in all sorts of colors, arranged to look like the sun. ―Those flowers are really pretty,‖ I said
simply, even though I didn‘t really mean it. In all honesty, I hated the color yellow. It reminded me
of blond hair.
~

~

~

As I walk past the many loving couples on their ways to parties or out shopping, I see an
abundance of blond hair. Blond hair in all shades: strawberry, platinum, ash, gold, and honey. I
blink, but shrug it off. The thought of blond hair still sends a slight wave of fear through my body,
but it‘s alright. I get over it. It is all in the past, after all. I find no need to dwell over things that have
already happened. There is nothing I can do about something that I cannot change, even if I wish it
to.
I spot a small Coffee Shoppe store along the street. A warm drink would be nice, I think as I push
the doors open, letting the warm air thaw my numb fingers.
CHECK OUT THE FEBRUARY ISSUE OF OVERTURE TO FINISH READING ―DAFFODILS!‖
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TIFFANY TZENG; GRADE 8
Unintentional
Lights blazed from the city. Glittering skyscrapers, sleek apartment buildings, towering
shopping centers. Beautiful parks, if not genetically altered, were scattered throughout the
metropolis. The people were happy, comfortable, and living in style. It‘s hard to imagine that this
scene could possibly disappear, that this is the moment that marks the end of the world.
We were in the school building when it happened. The end, I mean. It was late at night –
maybe ten or eleven o‘clock. I was sneaking out of the dorm window and leaped to the roof
opposite, ignoring the 300-foot drop to the busy street below. Why risk falling to your death when
you could just take the elevator down and walk to the next building?
Well, first off, there was curfew. Nobody argues with that.
Also, that was the school building. For some reason, we were only allowed to use the first
fourteen floors for actual school purposes. The last level, well, not even the teachers knew what they
were for. But that was about to change.
I stood on the roof, gazing at the starless, moonless sky. The stars and moon were nothing
but legends to many of the people here. But the grandparents always told wonderful stories of velvet
black skies, in contrast to the current dull gray. And in the velvet, there were tiny tears where light
shone through. Best of all, a round silver sequin, shedding a silver light over everything. The moon.
Looking at the spiraling skyscrapers, built with impossible twists and height, I remembered
what my teacher told us during class. Extremely strong electromagnets held up the buildings. If
someone shut down the magnets, we would be in huge trouble.
―Nice view, huh?‖
I didn‘t have to turn around to know that it was Joan. ―I still wish I lived in the countryside.‖
Joan moved to stand next to me, her grin visible in the garish city lights. ―Oh, come on,
Lana. This is the 23rd century. There‘s no more ‗countryside‘.‖
I lived in the past, and Joan looked to the future. We were always contradicting each other.
That was probably why we were best friends.
Without discussion, we found the hatch that I discovered a few nights ago. I had already
disabled the alarms and broke through all but one lock. Joan took a scanner from a huge duffel bag
and checked the fingerprints. She ran several other tests on the keypad. Knowing Joan, she most
likely got the correct combo on the first scan. She was just checking her work. Finally, with a tiny
beep, the keypad buttons went dark and the hatch slid open.
Joan handed me an end of a rope and I tied it around my waist. She lowered me down
slowly. When my feet touched the ground, I shined my flashlight around the room. I tugged on the
rope twice, and Joan jumped down next to me, landing in a crouch. I found the light switch and
flicked it on.
I blinked, blinded by the bright light. The room must have taken up the entire floor.
Everything was a spotless, sterile white: chairs, tables, and computers. We barely cast shadows, so I
assumed that it came from the walls, ceiling, and floor. All but one of the six walls had shelves and
cabinets heavy with assorted white containers. The blank wall had some sort of podium in front of
it.
We walked over to the podium. On it was a black, reflective rectangle. The only mark was a
circular button with a white outline of a square.
―What do you think this is?‖ I asked Joan. She was better at history than I was, and this
object was definitely an historical artifact.

4

Joan tentatively pressed the button. The black rectangle suddenly flickered to life, showing
an unusual picture of a forest. Not a dead one. It was an actual living forest with birds flying out of
the trees and other woodland creatures among the brush.
―It‘s some sort of touch screen tablet,‖ said Joan. ―You know, by that company named after
fruit. I think it‘s from the 21st century.‖
The all-powerful company that practically allowed its users to hack into classified files and
detonate bombs. Unintentionally, of course. It shut down about a century ago after a hacker
managed to take control of the CIA with just his phone.
Joan started fiddling around with the controls. The blank wall became a screen, showing
whatever Joan was seeing on the tablet.
I reached over and tapped on one of the icons, the one labeled YouTube. A new page
popped up and I touched the first thing that came up.
Music blared so loudly, the ground shook and my teeth vibrated.
Panicking, we started pressing random icons, punching the little white outline, anything to
make the tablet shut up.
The good news: The music stopped.
The bad news: A terrifying alarm took its place.
The room flashed with red lights. The alarm seemed to come from the walls rather than
from the tablet. I stared at the screen. Just before it blinked out, I saw the words, MAGNETIC
TERMINATION UNDERWAY. BEGINNING COUNTDOWN. 30. 29. 28. 27…
Joan grabbed the tablet and stuffed it in her bag. I scrambled up a cabinet and with some
creative twisting and leaping, I pulled myself through the hatch and onto the roof. Joan threw me
her bag and I slung it over my shoulder. She tried desperately to climb the cabinets as I had done,
but it was now covered in the chemicals that were in the white jars.
20. 19. 18…
―GO!! GO, ALREADY!!!!‖ Her shrieks were barely audible over the alarms and the
screaming masses of evacuating people on the street. Being the stupidly selfish person that I was and
still am, I ran to the edge of the roof and jumped to the next building, the hospital. Without
stopping, I jumped to the windowsill closest to me and to the next, lowering myself safely to the
street.
7. 6. 5. 4…
I looked around wildly. I was in the historical part of the city, where the buildings held
themselves up without any help from electromagnetics.
3…
Turning towards the new city, I noted how the alarms suddenly shut off and the red lights
no longer flashed off the buildings. Even the screams stopped. The city looked eerily calm.
2…
I hugged Joan‘s bag to my chest, regretting my decision and wishing that I could somehow
rush back into the school building and save my best friend.
1…
I only just remembered the rope in the bag. I could have saved her.
0.
There were no explosions. It was like the ground disappeared right underneath my city. I
watched in despair as the thin skyscrapers tumbled into their shorter companions. The stouter ones
just collapsed inwards. I could hear the thunderous dying roar of the delicate buildings. The ground
shook and I trembled with it. A cloud of dust rose and spread over the old city, over me.
Then there was silence.
~

~

~
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It‘s been fifteen days since my city‘s demise. I already checked the ruins. There were no
survivors. There were no sign of bodies, no sign of life. No surprise there. The buildings were so tall
and close together that they fell right onto the streets and trapped the people in. All that was left of
my city was a tall mountain of rubble, a pile of bones.
I cried when I saw it. Who wouldn‘t? Thousands of people died because of my curiosity.
I barely ate. I drank a minimal amount of water from the four water bottles Joan had packed
in the bag, keeping mostly to the shade of the ghost town.
The tablet stayed in the bag, untouched. I had enough of technology, but I kept it to remind
me of what a simple mistake could do.
I stood on the roof of an old building, gazing at the starry, full moon sky. Up until today, the
stars and moon were nothing but legends. But I remember how the grandparents always told
wonderful stories of velvet black skies, like how it is now.
Turning towards the dead city, I thought of how just a couple of schoolgirls could
unintentionally bring down such a powerful city. The city was proud, and confident that no one
would try to bring it down. No one ever did, so it was unprepared when we broke in.
I looked in the other direction, towards the rest of the old city, and even further, to the
wastelands. There has to be some life out there. Even if there isn‘t, well, anything is better than
staying here for the rest of my life.
I packed everything into Joan‘s bag and prepared to leave at dawn.
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RAJITA PUJARE & RAINA JOHN; GRADE 6
Sunshine
Figures clothed in black. The soft melody of the dirge. Her pale hands clutching a red rose
to her chest. The deathly white coffin in which she rested in. The memories of her song, lingering in
the air.
Mother, lying there with her eyes closed, didn't look peaceful at all. How could people
believe that once a person died, they were relieved of the burden of life and were just put into a
serene sleep? I wouldn't survive through her death. This was a burn that would not go away.
The priest had started a sermon. "Let us honor the death of Annabelle Violetta, a strong
woman who endured a life that had presented her with the worst challenges. Let her be
remembered." I bowed lower than any the other ―mourners‖, so low that my palms were flat against
the ground.
Mother was the only one I had left.
While the sermon was going on, an old lullaby that my mother used to sing came to mind. It
was short and sweet, and it would slowly lull me to sleep every night. Called Sunshine, its lyrics were
subtle but very true.
The clouds of despair
Fight to obscure
The sunlight of love
The warmth of your care.
Oh, cure your broken heart.
Let out your sadness.
Sunshine, oh sunshine...
Time for a fresh start.
The memories were too overwhelming. I let the tears well out of my eyes, and they quickly
traversed down my cheeks and dropped to the ground.
I was an orphan now. And I had no doubt that Mother was gone. Her song was not enough
to keep her essence alive.
Once the funeral was over and the noisy congregation had ceased, I rushed to the now
closed coffin and hugged it.
―Good-bye, Mother,‖ I whispered, and planted a single kiss on the smooth surface.
~

~

~

I was in the airport, although I had no idea why. Some well dressed men had dropped me
there, saying that a relative from New York City, which was all the way across the country, was
going to pick me up. A relative? Yes, there was one person I had left, but she probably wasn‘t
wiling to care for me, and I didn‘t want to live with her either.
Who, then?
My face was buried in my hands, but my eyes were too dry for crying. When I felt a light tap
on my shoulder, I defensively swiveled my head and flashed my most threatening eyes. A lady stood
behind me, looking surprised and a bit frightened. She was tall and lean, and had flowing blond hair
that went to her hips which suited her china blue eyes. She was young, in her early twenties, and was
quite pretty.
And familiar. Very familiar.
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―Are you Olivia Violetta?‖ the lady asked tentatively.
―Who are you?‖ I retorted. But why did I feel like I knew the answer?
―Um-you may not remember me, but I‘m your sister, Juliana.‖
Her.
―I don‘t have a sister,‖ I growled suspiciously. But I couldn‘t deny the truth.
―I was eleven when you were born. I got into a college in New York City and moved there,
when you were seven. I thought you would remember me, but it seems you don‘t.‖
There was no use resisting. She had cornered me with all the facts. ―Oh yeah,‖ I scornfully
sneered. ―I remember you. Mother talked about you. You abandoned Mother and me. Right after
Father went missing.‖ Juliana. Of course I remembered her-my older sister, who was always whining
about some trivial high school matter and was vain and pretty.
Juliana flustered, and her face turned a bright shade of red. ―No-no, you don‘t understand. I
was going to college- I was going to come back, you see- it was temporary-‖
―Whatever,‖ I interrupted. ―So what do you want?‖
―I‘ve come to pick you up,‖ she said. ―You‘re going to live with me in New York City.‖
~ ~ ~
Live with me.
My face darkened and my eyes narrowed as hatred and spite took over my mind.
No. I’m not living with her. My memory encouragingly goaded me to rudely refuse. Juliana, my
selfish, beautiful sister. The word ‗beautiful‘ sizzled and hissed in my head with intense sarcasm. But I
was dead serious.
Then I remembered the men who had dropped me here, at the airport. Looking intimidating
in their formal suits, I knew that if I declined Juliana‘s offer, they would come back to take me to
their small, dark waiting room in the Social Services building. Then, I would be dumped in an
orphanage, a place I had feared my entire life. Orphanages were dirty, foul and filthy places, at least
nowadays, and major infections broke out there almost every day. Even once in a while, diseases had
wildly rampaged the children, and the number of deaths was record-breaking. Food was scarce, and
children often fought each other to death over a piece of bread. A place of nightmares and
loneliness, with no good times worth remembering and no warm, happy memories to flash back to.
Most children didn‘t even live up to seventeen years.
It had seemed like that horrible fate was inevitable. But now I had a chance. Consider it,
Olivia, I told myself. You might regret it later. It’s an opportunity,..
I imagined a scale in my head, Juliana‘s face on one side, and the dreary building of the
orphanage on the other. After comparing what my life would be like in both places, I finally realized
I preferred living with Juliana. I decided to value my survival more than my feelings.
―Um-uh,‖ My mouth still hesitated. ―Er-do I have to live with you?‖ Yes, that was very
impolite, but I didn‘t care.
Juliana blushed again. ―No-I mean, maybe you don’t have to,, I don‘t know, but, um, I think
you should, you know, because...‖
You have a chance at life, Olivia. Take it. ―Fine,‖ I grumbled, trying to make the reluctance in my
voice obvious.
The distance from California to New York City was a long way. The flight was about six
hours, and I finally realized how drudging a airplane ride could be. At first, I entertained myself by
looking out the window, but it was cloudy and stormy and nothing could be seen. In an hour,
everything outside the window was black.
Juliana owned a large house, although it wasn't considered large in New York City.
Apparently, most people lived in an apartment there, and Juliana was lucky to own a house. Still, the
house was huge compared to the small apartment Mother and I shared. It was probably as big as
the apartment complex our apartment was in.
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Just because I agreed to stay with Juliana, though, didn't mean I was friendly with her now. I
still hated her, hated her for leaving Mother and me to fend for ourselves while we were going
through financial, mental, and emotional struggle. I was at the delicate age of seven, and had gone
through trauma that not even an adult should have gone through. The previous year Father had
disappeared, and no matter how hard the police looked for him, they didn't find him. It was hard to
believe he was still alive. That year, both my grandfather and my uncle died of cancer. Mother's
mother was subsequently killed in an accident. Even six years later, these deaths still stung. And
Juliana just left. I would never forgive her.
Juliana inherited Mother's beautiful blond hair and perfect, fair face. How could she? For
some reason, I felt so jealous. How could someone I despised and someone I was so close to share
the same looks? I inherited Father's red hair, but I liked to call it auburn.
Only one thing consoled me about Mother and Juliana's similarities. Our eyes. Juliana had
light blue eyes. I don't know if she inherited that from Father, because I had never seen Father's
eyes. Mother and me, on the other hand, both had foggy grey eyes. They were vague and cloudy, and
were excellent at shielding our emotions, unlike Juliana's. Even at five or six, I remembered Juliana
always crying, being dramatic, and making a big fuss even though she was a teenager.
Sitting on the bed in the guest room of Juliana‘s house, my teeth were chattering so hard that
it hurt. I was not used to this type of cold, having had lived in sunny California all my life. It was
snowing here, and at first, I was engrossed by this white, light substance I had never seen before.
Then I saw what other kids my age did with it. Throwing it at people? Count me out.
When Juliana asked me something, I didn‘t answer or tersely answered with one word. I
made it clear I didn‘t want to talk to her or have anything to do with her.
―Olivia?‘ The door opened. ―Do you want dinner?‖ Juliana was holding a plate of steaming
pizza. ―You can have in bed, if you like.‖
I held out my hand in reply. She handed me a slice, and slowly started to back out. ―Do you
need anything else?‖
―No,‖ I said, not even trying to be kind.
Without a word, she crept out of the room, quietly closing the door behind her.
In five minutes, I had finished my slice and was wondering what to do with the empty plate.
I opened the door and stared down the stairs, pondering on whether to just stay here and wait or to
go down myself. I decided on the latter, and tiptoed towards the staircase.
CHECK OUT THE FEBRUARY ISSUE OF OVERTURE TO FINISH READING ―SUNSHINE.‖
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SANDRA XU; GRADE 7
New Year
It is almost the beginning of a new year,
and people are waiting for 2012.
There are too many things to celebrate,
and many parties are here.
Many houses are awakened
with lights and decorations.
Christmas trees are dressed in ornaments
and stars that are as bright as the ones in these nights.
Children are grinning,
holding colorful presents.
People are starting to think
about what they will do next year.
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Dawn

ASHWIN NATHAN; GRADE 6

Thomas lay down with his insignificant, unkempt blanket. He gazed out at the star- studded
night. The icy wind sent a shiver down his spine. That‘s okay, dawn is coming, and dawn is full of
hope, thought Thomas to himself. His straggled beard was long and filthy. The floor underneath
him was coarse and rocky. Not that it bothered Thomas, he didn‘t mind it all. Thomas had been
shunned from job to job. Nobody wanted him because they thought he was poor and uneducated.
That was not true though. Thomas was wise in a way other people were not. His mind worked in
way that was almost magical. He knew that even if he is not loved by anyone, or cared for, what
mattered the most was that he kept a positive attitude and always thought that there was an
opportunity like an open gate that could help him thrive. He always believed in himself. Every day
when he awoke, he knew that when dawn came there was another chance of hope.
Slowly the sun began to rise over the mountaintop. The crickets chirped, and the birds sang
in a soft voice. The smell of the bakery wafted through the open door, and into the streets. The
milkman came and delivered the milk to the houses. Children opened the doors as they went outside
and played. Dawn had finally arrived. Thomas got up and packed his stuff. He was going to go find
a job at the market. Hastily, he walked down the cobblestone lanes, his heart beating in a rhythmic
tempo. People backed away from him and pushed their children away as Thomas walked by.
Thomas didn‘t mind though, dawn was here, and dawn meant hope. He headed toward the market,
which was just about to open. A tent like structure covered the market, and the shops were getting
ready. The smell of fish was carried with the breeze, and a craftsman was hanging streamers down
the door of his shop. Thomas opened his mouth to greet him, but the craftsmen just shut the door
and went inside. Confused, Thomas walked on and found the manager. Thomas tried to go and talk
to the manager for a job, but he wouldn‘t listen. He laughed and pointed out that Thomas was
homeless and he wasn‘t even fit to work in the market. Thomas didn‘t take this to heart though. He
just shrugged his shoulders and said goodbye.
Thomas just didn‘t understand, what made him different from everybody else. He had a
finer heart than all of them. Thomas sat down on a park bench. The rotten, musty wood creaked as
he sat down. Thomas heaved a long sigh. What could he do? Distraught, Thomas had wished he had
someone to talk to. Someone who could listen to his thoughts and precisely at that moment a
stranger came and sat down next to Thomas on the bench. Thomas could see the lines of worry
etched on the man‘s face. He asked what was wrong, and surprisingly the man actually talked to him.
He had just lost his job and he couldn‘t pay for a living. Thomas knew that he felt the same way.
Thomas solaced the man and said that the man could stay with him.
Later that evening, Thomas and the man plucked up the courage to go and speak to the
market manager yet again. The market manager was packing up, and Thomas entered and asked if
the manager could give his friend a job. Stubborn and furious at Thomas for wasting his time, the
manager got up with such a fury Thomas had never seen before. His chair fell backwards, and with a
shaking finger, he pointed at the door. Thomas understood and left.
Thomas‘s comrade had been quiet all this time, but as soon as they left he burst into swells
of tears. Sickened with grief and madness the man was in a very bad condition. Thomas said to him
that he had started this day with a sense of hope, and that sense of hope brought him a new
companion. ―Start a new day with a clean heart. No doubt, no tears, no fear, no worry,‖ Thomas
said to the flustered man. The man looked solemnly up at Thomas and asked where the hope was.
Thomas replied that when dawn came, a new day began, and dawn meant hope.
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INDU PEREIRA; GRADE 8
Time to Move On
Taking a deep breath, I looked down the hall. Holiday décor lined the walls, and recitals were
taking place all over the music school. People were rushing by, almost oblivious to my existence. At
the far end, I could see the sign to Reyes Hall, where my recital would soon be taking place. My
shaking hands were clutching a stuffed folder and water bottle, and seemed almost unable to hold
them. With a small sigh, I opened the doors and walked into the echoing room.
This was my first time at Reyes Hall. The size of the room was astounding, and the
melancholy stage looked like it was ready to have someone standing on it. Looking around, I
realized I was the first one to arrive, and shyly walked towards my voice teacher, Ms. Ashford. She
was leaning against the piano, looking over the programs. Brushing her straight black hair out of her
face, she smiled warmly at me, and said, ―Hey Victoria. Aren‘t you excited?‖ Ms. Ashford looked far
more excited than I felt. Her energetic smile was contagious, and my hands stopped trembling.
I bit my lip and nodded, smiling anxiously. ―We‘ll see what happens! If people run out of the
room screaming, since my voice is just that difficult to hear, then I‘m sorry,‖ I said lightheartedly. I
imagined how the room would look, filled with many, many, expectant people. I felt my hands start
to shake again.
―Stop acting like you don‘t have talent!‖ Ms. Ashford chided. ―Don‘t worry, you‘ll do fine.
Would you like to warm up?‖ I nodded, and with that, she led me through a couple vocal exercises.
By the time we were finished, a couple more students had arrived, and I went to sit down backstage.
Sitting there, nervous for the recital that was due to start in around thirty minutes, I reflected
on how many twists and turns my life had taken. Last Christmas, nothing like the recital would‘ve
ever been contemplated. Truthfully, last Christmas hadn‘t even been enjoyable. With the constant
fighting and shouts between my parents echoing through our house, tears were never far away for
me. Every day as I came home, I greeted my mom and dad separately, as they usually wouldn‘t be
speaking. Sitting in my room and reading, I would always just waiting for an argument to break the
silence of the house. My fingernails would dig grooves into my palm as I waited for my parents to
stop fighting. Winter break ended and I went back to school, relieved to have an excuse to be
outside of all the icy feelings at our home. Those days I marveled at the stark difference of the
dynamics of our house to before my parents started arguing. As an only child, peace in the house
used to be easy to come by. At that time, I hardly ever had a moment of quiet to concentrate on my
homework with.
I often used to go to my friend Jennifer Lewis‘ house after school, just to avoid being in the
middle of everything. Jen‘s bubbly personality always kept my spirits up. My friend since preschool,
she understood me better than anyone else and always knew what to say. Sitting in Jen‘s room and
watching her younger siblings rush by and ask Jen and me for help with homework, left me smiling.
Jen‘s parents would always check up on me and ask how school was, essentially taking over the role
my parents were supposed to be filling. Jennifer and I would always avoid the topic of my parents,
making the Lewis‘ house a safe place for me.
Finally, just after Valentine‘s Day, my mother and father announced that they were going to
divorce. I can‘t say I didn‘t expect something like that, but I still couldn‘t believe it. I‘d always
thought they would work it out somehow. Even now, just thinking about that night, I felt tears
coming into my eyes. Before all of my parents‘ issues came into my life, my teachers had always used
me as the good example for the class. I had had straight-A‘s, volunteered afterschool, and was
involved in all sorts of extracurricular activities. The news that my parents were going to divorce
shocked me so much, that for about six months of my life after the news, I fell off of that path.
Nothing seemed real to me.

12

For a really long time, I couldn‘t accept my parents‘ separation. Instead of doing my
homework, I just stared at the textbook for hours, not really thinking at all. Instead of volunteer
work, I sat at home watching television. Instead of afterschool activities, I went home and read
novels about perfect people and their perfect families. It was like I was underwater, able to see, yet
not quite clearly. Everyone else can see you from up above the water, but I just couldn‘t see them. I
was still aware of all that was happening around me at school, but I couldn‘t come to terms with my
parents‘ divorce. One part of my life was blocked off and disturbing the rest of it. I was fully
functional, and certainly could have completed my homework, but didn‘t have the will. I knew what
was happening and it was destroying me as well. I never before had realized how much I cared for
my parents and their happiness, and how much it affected me. At that point, I was terribly quiet,
rarely speaking at all. The lowest point of it all was probably when I had to choose which parent I
wanted to live with. That decision weighed on me so much. If I picked my mother would my father
despise me? What if I chose my father? Would my mother speak to me again? That court day was
terrible. Tears were streaming down my face, my breaths were short and clipped, and my voice was
shaky five minutes into it. I finally did choose my mother, and I live with her now. For around a
week afterwards, I never said a word, at school or at home. My parents were so wrapped up in their
own lives that while they noticed the changes in me, they really didn‘t do anything to help. They
were concentrated on finishing everything and truthfully, didn‘t even know what to do. The one or
two times my mother or father tried to talk to me, I brushed them away, and they left even more
discouraged. I think what disturbed me the most then was how they always came alone, never with
each other. My grades took a drastic dip, and teachers were constantly sending me home with notes
for my parents. These notes would rarely be even delivered.
It was Jennifer that pulled me back to the surface. Jennifer had gotten more and more
worried about me, but unlike everyone else, had actually decided to do something about it. I‘ll always
be grateful. Jen dragged me to the counselor, and told her what was going on. I finally came out of
my dreamlike state and broke down entirely at that meeting. I couldn‘t just stay so fixated with the
past, for what had happened had happened, and it was time to move on. My family may never be
whole again, but I realized I had to look past that and imagine everything the future holds for me
and my family. The counselor got my mother and father to meet with me and her, and she explained
how their issues had affected me for the previous six months. That was probably one of the most
intense two hours in my life. The beginning was filled with tension as my mother and father were
not quite on speaking terms yet. As the meeting progressed, watching their expressions change from
uncomfortable to sorrowful and filled with regret was terribly difficult. My parents had always loved
me, and I had always known that, but it was amazing knowing that they regretted everything that
they had put me through. Later, at home with my mother, she apologized, saying she hadn‘t quite
realized what had been the cause for the change in me. I accepted her apology and gave her a hug.
Anyone might have thought I would‘ve hated my parents for how they tore up my life, and I might
have thought so too. That day I realized how much I loved them and how much remorse they were
feeling. It was a simple task to forgive them.
Jen and the counselor helped me get back into a normal routine, and Jen tried to get me
back into extracurricular activities. My grades and school work went back to normal, but I just
refused to do anything more than necessary. Yes, I‘d finally accepted my parents‘ separation, but it
wasn‘t easy coming back with as much enthusiasm as before. Finally Jen noticed how much soft and
melodious music I‘d been listening to lately. She‘d heard me sing maybe once or twice, but she
latched on to the idea that I should take voice lessons. Jen‘s logic was that if I found something I
could be passionate about then maybe my excitement and vigor in life would come back.
Jen worked everything out with my mother, and soon I was walking into the huge music
school for my first lesson. Jen and Ms. Ashford worked together to help me really succeed. Ms.
Ashford is an amazing teacher. She never lets me slack off, and I‘ve accomplished so much with her.
All of the bottled up emotions, the pain, the anger, the sadness, accentuates my music, and lets me
understand them as well. Letting out my feelings in the music, my singing becomes all the more

13

better. Ms. Ashford helped me use this to my advantage. My parents love me, and I love them, but I
needed Jen and Ms. Ashford to help me through this period in my life. It‘s amazing what true
friends can do.
I was thinking about all of this as I sat in that chair. It was astonishing how now, six more
months afterwards, I was at my first ever voice recital. I knew my skill level made me far from an
advanced student. I may not have been able to sing the most difficult Italian arias, but what I did
sing, I felt I sung well. Looking down at my folder, I saw the music to ―Defying Gravity‖, from the
musical Wicked. I would be singing the main solo for my recital. The song represented me in a
satisfying way. I was about to try something entirely new and step away from the year‘s events. I was
moving forward, making it the perfect song. The only thing I was worried about now was freezing
up on stage. It was my first time singing in front of a crowd, and I couldn‘t be more nervous.
Though I was as prepared as I possibly could be, there was always that lingering fear.
Looking up, I saw a petite girl run across the floor and throw her arms around me. ―Jen!
What are you doing here? I thought only performers were allowed backstage!‖ I exclaimed.
Jen rolled her eyes and said, sarcastically, ―And here I was thinking you would be happy to
see me. Ms. Ashford let me in, she knows me.‖ She laughed, and added, now sincere, ―Nice outfit
by the way.‖ Jen gestured to my violet skirt and ivory sweater, and then spun around in excitement.
―Victoria, I can‘t wait for your performance. I‘m practically at the edge of my seat, even though I‘m
not, you know, sitting.‖
I laughed, and then said, ―I‘m super nervous though. Let‘s just hope for the best right now.‖
Jen‘s face turned serious. ―Victoria, don‘t be nervous. You‘re amazing! You have nothing to
worry about. Your mother, father, and I will all be there supporting you. We all believe in you, don‘t
you forget.‖ She smiled, and said, ―I have to go now; I think guests are being let in.‖ With a quick
hug, Jen left, as quick as she had come.
Jen‘s words were just what I needed. It seemed every time I had any sort of problem she
knew exactly what to say. There were so many people in the world that cared for me, and I couldn‘t
let them down. I couldn‘t wait to look out during the recital and see Jen, my mother, and father
sitting in the audience. This recital was a barrier I had to cross if I wanted to go on. I would truly
have found my way out of the circle I had put myself in. I thought about the performance I hoped
to give, and realized that this day would be a new beginning to my life. It was time to move on.
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JESSIE ZHAO; GRADE 7
Winter Stars
Every time it snows, thousands
of white specks drift down.
Little icy specks that vanish
when they fall on my nose.
They nest between the threads of my gloves
and form tiny crystal clumps.
Snowflakes that are each one of a kind
stars of geometric ice.
Their beauty is dead. Snowflakes are simply
pretty shards of ice that fall from clouds.
Strange, since they bite my red cheeks raw
when pelted by the wind.
and melt so easily when you breathe on them.
They dive down to blanket the world with white.
Snowflakes are two-faced, with alter egos and split personalities.
Harsh when they silence the airport
and fun when you make snowmen.
Every time it snows it snows surprises
in the form of winter stars.
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ESTHER KAO; GRADE 8
Just Let Go
Looking around at the bleak landscape surrounding her, the girl wraps her faded cloak tightly
around her shoulders and shivers.
She lifts her face upwards and lets the cold wind spiral around her, until her nose and mouth
are numb, and her face is completely unfeeling. She doesn‘t want to feel anything anymore.
She glances around, feeling relief flood over her as she sees the reassuring black figure
standing behind her, clenching tightly onto her. Entangled in the shadow are the memories of whom
she was…her regrets, her fears, her hates…of those deep dark things in her soul that she never
wants to let go of, that she wants to have with her always.
This was not how things were, before. There had been no shadow trailing her around then,
because back then, she‘d been free. She‘d had no burdens to weigh her down, no shadow. But many
things have changed since then. She‘s lived out her life and taken a few wrong turns.
She closes her eyes, feeling the tears seep past her eyes.
I’m so sorry, Lyn. I’m just…so sorry.
A girl, blue eyes bright and alert. Golden hair being tossed as she throws her head back. A
tinkling sound of laughter.
The girl falls to her knees. She lets the tears come. What is the use trying to hold them back?
Lyn stares at her. “What?”
The girl shakes her head. What can she say?
The big blue eyes filling with tears. “But…I trusted you. How can you betray me like this?”
She turns her head away. “I’m sorry, Lyn. There’s nothing I can do.”
All my fault.
It‘s all her fault.
She is nothing but a monster, nothing but a menace. How can she even think of being free,
when she caused her friend so much grief?
She doesn‘t deserve it.
And so this is her reward for all those days of sorrow she brought upon the dearest friend
she ever had in the world. She accepts it with head raised. This is her penance, and she shall bear it
with honor. For Lyn.
But then she thinks again of the glorious, beautiful light, of the looks of bliss on the faces of
those who had gone on before her, and of the imminent freedom that would ensue. Wouldn‘t—
wouldn’t—she rather be free, than stuck here tied to this…this thing?
But she shakes the thought off. This is only what she deserves, after all. After what she did
to Lyn…
But…Lyn never was mad at her. Lyn… she…she…
The girl shivers uncontrollably as another memory, one that has been since long-forgotten,
flashes through her mind.
She faces Lyn, and stares into those big blue eyes.
“What do you want?”
Her tone is hostile, rude.
Lyn reaches out and takes her hand.
The girl flinches at the touch.
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“I just want to say,” Lyn says gently, “that I forgive you. You’re my best friend. Can’t…can’t we just be
friends again?”
The question hangs in the air tensely.
Lyn is searching her eyes, and her expression is hopeful. “Please?”
The girl bites her lip. “I…I…NO!” she shouts.
“No?”
The girl shakes her head violently. “No, Lyn. I will not…I will not accept your forgiveness. I’ve…it’s all my
fault. I won’t…I won’t let you…I won’t…all my fault…”
The big blue eyes are widening in alarm now. “But…”
“No,” the girl repeats, and then she snatches her hand away from Lyn. One step, and then she is running
away as fast as she can.
“I forgive you,” Lyn shouts from behind her. “I just want to be friends again! It’s okay!”
But the girl covers her ears as she runs, blotting out Lyn’s voice from her mind—and from the rest of her life.
Lyn wanted her to be free. She forgave her.
Forgiven…her heart soars at the very thought. She is forgiven. Lyn forgave her, even though
she was too stubborn to accept it then. She accepts it now, and she feels a bit of her shadow peel
away at the thought.
She realizes now how blind she has been. By being stubborn, by refusing to let go…she has
wasted years of her freedom, living alone here. She has wasted so much of her life, by hanging on to
her shadow and refusing to let go. To put it plainly, she has been stupid.
This is not what Lyn would have wanted. She would have wanted her to be free.
Slowly, uncertainly, the girl rises and takes slow, deliberate steps to where the border waits,
her shadow following her like an unwanted toy.
She places a hand on the wire fence and crosses one foot over another, until her hands come
to the break of the wire.
The girl closes her eyes, remembering the day that wire was torn apart by the hands of the
many desperate people who sought escape.
She had never been one of them. She had been alone with the burden she needed to carry.
Lyn‘s burden, that she had now been set free from.
Lyn, who has forgiven her.
Now she bends down and peers outwards, and what she sees makes her mind spin with the
hope of possibilities to come.
The glorious, glorious light spills down, falling over the grassy green plains, and the sky is a
beautiful clear blue.
Tentatively, she reaches out a hand, allowing the light to beat down over it.
The girl draws back her hand, feeling as if she has been shocked, and turns it over carefully.
It has a healthy glow to it, foreign to the rest of the pallor that marks her skin, and the shadow has
fallen away from it—it recoils from it, actually, as if the light is too much for it.
The sight fills her with determination. She will carry through with this if it kills her.
And so, ever so slightly, she inches forward, falling down on her arms and knees and
crawling forward. Her body is so shriveled from lack of light that she fits through the gap easily, and
then the girl emerges, blinking wide eyes in the light.
The transformation that comes over her is amazing and absolute.
She feels it almost immediately, and lifts up her face to the sun, feeling the warmth flooding
over her. The sun blinds her, but after spending all those years in the darkness, it‘s okay—it‘s utterly
and absolutely okay. She welcomes the light.
Unnoticed by her, her shadow, still left behind in the darkness, shrivels away, leaving
nothing but a black clump behind.
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And then, sudden realization flows over her as she stares ahead of her, for, as if in a dream, a
path is being laid out for her. The grass fronds, waving in the wind, part slightly to reveal a cobbled
path that winds on and on and on.
But as the girl looks even farther ahead, she sees the most glorious castle ever. She can
almost picture the smells and sights and pure joy awaiting her there. And farther off—could it be?
Yes, it is Lyn, big blue eyes wide and full of laughter. She watches, spellbound, as her dear friend
stares straight at her and beckons to her. Come, she is mouthing. Come, my dear friend. Come to the light.
And so she raises her arms to the sky and lets out a joyous laugh. Then she is off; she is
running, running as fast as she can…
She is running to freedom at last.
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NIKITA SETH; GRADE 8
Nature
velvety willow trunks
drooping colorful branches
cordiform leaves
birds squawking with joy
flying around and about the sun
smoke slowly covers them
illuminant rays
smoky hazes blanket them
the sun will break loose
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RAKSHA NARASIMHAN; GRADE 6
To Be a Spy; Excerpt
I pressed my back against one of the many walls of the huge, dimly lit abandoned building. A
dark, deformed figure was gliding past the many corridors, moving swiftly and soundlessly. I tiptoed
behind him cautiously, slamming myself behind a wall every time I thought he suspected someone
was there. I honestly did not know how I was managing all of this. I had just become a spy a few
days ago! Only now did I realize how much this had changed my life. Up until now, my greatest
concern had been about huge tests, or winning games in my sports team. I smiled grimly to myself.
This was no game. Spying on a criminal mastermind was no joke. So far from our research, the only
information we found on him was his name: Benjamin Alcott, and his age. We couldn‘t even find a
criminal record on him! Tell me, how do you spy on someone that has been eluding cops for years?
I snapped out of my thoughts and suddenly realized that the man was taking the elevator to the next
floor. I took the stairs, clambering up as fast as I could and taking two steps at a time. At the top, I
carefully waited until his back was turned before following. Finally, he stopped and slipped inside
the room. I could hear a loud cackle issuing from inside it. I did not dare try and get inside. Instead,
I walked into another room with a door leading to the room he was in. The door was not completely
shut, so I peeked through the crack, expecting to see the stolen precious amulet glinting on a
pedestal.
Instead I could hear the criminal talking in a raspy voice to- was that- Sophie? No, it couldn‘t
be, she was safe at home. All the same, panic rose up in my chest so fast I could hardly breathe. I
tried to focus on what the man was saying, to try to figure out if it was her. I ducked down and
pressed my ear to the wall dividing the rooms.
I could make out the words, ―Once they find out‖ and ―sister of a spy‖ and ―perfect bait‖.
Well, it could still be anyone, I said, trying to convince myself, but thoroughly failing. Then my
worst fears were confirmed, with the words ―agents of the I.S.A.‖(which stands for ‗International
Spy Association‘) That was the agency that hired me! How could he have figured out that I was
working for them so quickly? I had joined less than a week ago! Now along with panic, anger was
slowly creeping into me. Part of me was terrified. The scoundrel had my sister! Part of me wanted to
burst into the room, karate-kick him from behind, and rescue my sister. But the sensible part told
me to wait for the right moment. Naturally, I went with the sensible choice. Then, the perfect
moment came. The door opened. It sounded like the man was walking out.
I heard him snicker from outside. Then he threw something that sounded like a metal plate
onto the floor, judging by the loud, echoing clang. Through the window I saw him wheel around
and exit the room. I quietly opened the door leading to the room Sophie was in and tiptoed in. I
stepped forward, almost stepping on the metal plate which contained a half-spilled, tiny cup of rice.
―How long have you been here? What happened?‖ I whispered under my breath. She just
stared at me, and I thought I saw a glint of purple cross her pupil. I heard footsteps getting louder
outside, so I quietly slipped through to the next room through the old door, because luckily, it
hadn‘t closed all the way. I barely made it before I heard the door creak open.
―I heard a voice,‖ Benjamin said quietly. I expected Sophie to stammer and feebly attempt to
pretend I wasn‘t there.
―There is an intruder,‖ she said confidently, her chin up.
What? I thought, not believing what I heard. How could she give me away?
―Really?‖ he asked coolly. ―Who was it? Did you recognize them?‖
―It was my sister,‖ she said in that same cold voice. I was going to kill her.
―Perfect,‖ Ben mused, ―our plan is working. I will look for her.‖ I heard him walk around
the entire room, and occasionally I heard the slam of a lid or the bang of something hitting the wall.
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He must really want to find me, I thought. I heard the noise in the other room subside, and I
assumed he was gone. As I moved across the room, I realized for the first time how dark and
clammy the room was. It was almost It took me a while to find the door: after all, I could barely see
my own hand. I was just about to open the door when I heard the door creak open. I dove into a
corner.
The man peeked into the room. He surveyed the room I was in, and I flinched when I saw
his eyes looking in my direction. His eyes were a clear, midnight blue. With a gasp, I realized he
looked just like one of the agents I had seen on my first day at the I.S.A.! Could there be a traitor in
our midst? I pushed that thought to the back of my head. Now wasn‘t the time. The man sighed.
―Oh well. I guess we‘ll just have to move you to another room. It will keep you safe from
intruders.‖ He said the last word with relish.
So all my efforts today were for nothing? I thought.
No.
Benjamin motioned for Sophie to follow him outside. The moment he left the room, I made
my decision. I ran across the room I was in to the other room. I had reached the threshold of the
door leading to the next room when I felt two arms, one covering my mouth, and the other yanking
my arm, pulling me backwards. I let out a soft, muffled cry of surprise. The man looked back
sharply- right at where we were standing two seconds ago!
The man who had held me back dragged me to a corner in the dark room. I waited until I
was sure the criminal was out of earshot before making noise.
―Who are you? You just ruined my chance of saving my sister and maybe the stolen amulet,
if I searched the room! He was outside the room!‖ I whispered angrily.
―I stopped you from doing something very foolish! He could have come back any second!‖
the man replied in a deep voice. ―Spies don‘t attack. They simply watch and report what they have
learned!‖ Looking back on it, I agree with him, but I wasn‘t about to admit that!
―I‘m not a spy!‖ I retorted, hoping to sound convincing.
―Save your breath,‖ the man said. ―I‘m from the I.S.A. My name is Lester.‖ He flashed a
golden badge at me.
―What? Why are you here?‖ I asked. ―Oh, I see. You don‘t trust me to spy on a wanted
criminal alone.‖ The man shifted uneasily.
―Well, we were right,‖ he said. ―You were almost captured! The only reason we even put you
on this mission is because he can recognize almost all of us spies, but he‘ll never expect a child to
spy on him.
―Thanks,‖ I grumbled. ―That makes me feel a lot better.‖
―Anyway,‖ he said, seeming eager to change the subject. ―We should get out of here now
and tell the I.S.A. what we know. You‘ve done enough for today.‖
―Okay,‖ I sighed. I followed him out of the room and into the hallway. We took the stairs as
an extra precaution, so we could stop if the man was on a floor. We cautiously tiptoed down each
flight of stairs, straining our ears for the slightest sounds. At the second floor, I stopped. I saw Ben
talking to someone on his phone. I nudged Lester. He gasped and shifted into a corner when he saw
the evil man.
―Yes,‖ Benjamin was saying. I saw a huge, creepy evil grin plastered on his face. ―I have
succeeded. Currently I‘m using it to possess my hostage.‖ I took in a sharp breath. He had to be
talking about the priceless necklace! So that was why Sophie gave me away. But last time I checked,
amulets didn‘t have possessing powers- or did they?
―I can‘t give it to you tomorrow! I need the talisman to keep her from struggling while I hold
her hostage!‖ Benjamin said angrily. After the man on the other line spoke, he said, extremely
irritated, ―Fine. I‘ll give it to you three days from now. Just meet me at headquarters to pick it up,
and bring me my reward money.‖ He slammed his phone shut and proceeded into the elevator.
Lester and I stared at each other in disbelief. We had no idea where headquarters was, but we knew
one thing. We had to get the necklace back in three days.
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LEIGH WILLIAMS; GRADE 8
"Each day is a new life. Seize it. Live it." -David Guy Powers
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