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FOUNDED SPRING 2011 BY
ROOPA SHANKAR AND KIMBERLY TAN
www.overtureliterarymagazine.com
Copyright © 2012 Overture
Copyrights revert to authors upon publication.

STAFF
Editors
Assistant Editors

Adviser
Staff*

Hima Rajana
Indu Pereira
Alina Ying
Raksha Narasimhan
Hiroko Niksch
Abhi Khanal
Aileen Ma
Alisa Lu
Allison Huang
Allison Wu
Amanda Zhu
Andrew Merriam
Anisha Saboo
Ankitha Girish
Anusha Fatehpuria
Anusha Kothari
Arushi Gupta
Caitlin Leong
Cassie Yu
Christine Lee
Divya Pereira
Diya Jain
Elaine Chen
Grace Zhang
Isha Sharma
Ishani Gupta
Kavya Balaji
Lindsey Lu
Madeline Shao
Mahi Gandhi
Mahima Sangli
Mahima Sinha
Matthew Choi

Maya Belur
Meghana Kumar
Mehek Kapur
Michelle Choi
Michelle Lum
Nevin Thombre
Nisha Ramanathan
Pranav Kolli
Rayan Garg
Richard Liu
Riya Shrivastava
Sean Wang
Selena Zhao
Shruti Ranade
Sinja Sanandan
Sohan Talluri
Sohum Indhrapu
Sophie Guan
Sowmya Mamabkkam
Sumeet Kulkarni
Sunny Li
Suphala Nibhanupudi
Surya Kalaimani
Sydney Liu
Valerie Wu
Vennela Chukka
Vishma Raj
Zainab Nasir
Cover Image

Pratap
Pereira

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

CONTENT
Prose & Poetry
The World is Filled with People like Me // Anusha Fatehpuria & Kavya Balaji
The Lemon // Sowmya Mambakkam
~C~T~ // Mehek Kapur
The Stereotype of Intelligence // Meghana Kumar
I Wish // Suphala Nibhanupudi & Alisa Lu
Cheating // Meghana Kumar
Replay // Suphala Nibhanupudi
Until I'm Gone // Meghana Kumar

1
3
4
6
8
9
10
11

Artwork
The Fire // Michelle Lum

12

ANUSHA FATEHPURIA/KAVYA BALAJI;
GRADE 8

The World Is Filled With People Like Me
If I had to give a speech
I would own it
I would stutter
If I had to cross a stream
I would jump
I would walk away
If there were a fire
I would be my last priority
I would be the first one out
If I were enlisted for the army
I would fire the gun
While I would cry and run
I am
a weakling

a hero
I have the

poltroonery of a quisling

nobility of a veteran
I have the heart

of a rat

of a lion
I am brave
I am strong

I am fearful
I am weak
The world is filled with people
like me
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SOWMYA MAMBAKKAM; GRADE 6
The Lemon: Part 3

Read the “Silver Linings” issue to read the story from the beginning!
Eliana was just as surprised at seeing the diary as Marietta was at seeing her.
“So you are looking for answers?”
“Yes, so?”

Eliana looked at the page that was open. “What did my mother have the knowledge
of ?” she asked Marietta, more curious than accusatory.
“How would I know?” Marietta shrugged. “Well, obviously your parents had
something really horrible. My dad didn’t just kill yours for no good reason, according to this.”
“I know.” and Eliana did. She now realized that she couldn’t just take revenge on
Marietta for nothing. Her own parents were at fault too, after all. It wasn’t going to be easy to forgive
Marietta or her parents, but she would have to try. She just hoped Marietta would agree to her idea.
“Listen, Marietta, I want to find out about this as much as you do, so, I was just wondering, would
you like to work together on this?”
Marietta smiled hesitantly. “Um . . . you’re asking me this after almost threatening to
kill me, but if you mean it . . . sure?”
“Thanks, but don’t think for a minute that we’re friends. “
Marietta laughed. “How about ‘not enemies because of what our parents did’?”
It was Eliana’s turn to smile. “I can live with that.”
And they shook on it.
**************************
Reading more of the journal, they found out that Katrina and Mark Lassen had a
powerful weapon, a potion that could do something really bad, although they didn’t know what,
because the journal didn’t say. Marietta wished her mother had described more about what it could
do. Just saying that it was dangerous really wasn’t helping them. But Julianne Dubrook had described
the potion as a small green bottle, with liquid inside. The journal never talked of the potion being
destroyed, which meant either Julianne had died before she could write about its destruction, or. . .
“Eliana! The potion might still be in your house!” Marietta was a little scared to think
that she had been in the house which may have contained a powerful weapon.
Eliana looked thoughtful. “There is a little sealed green bottle in my parents’ old
study. I never really looked at it though,” she said. It hadn’t seemed too important.
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They left for Eliana’s house. Eliana had left her parent’s study windows open to let in
some light. Outside the house, though, were some troublemaker boys pelting fruit at the wall.
her along.

“Don’t worry, it’s just the wall being splattered.” Eliana told Marietta while pulling

Inside the study was dusty and dark. Eliana reached out to grab the little bottle,
which was sitting on the desk. But she suddenly pulled back. One of the boys’ pieces of fruit sailed
through the open window, colliding with the bottle. Eliana strained to grab it, but the force knocked
it out the opposite window. They reached the window just in time to see the bottle make contact
with the pavement.
Eliana and Marietta could see the cracked glass and the absorption of the dangerous liquid
into the sidewalk. The weapon was gone, destroyed by something as simple as a piece of fruit. They
both smiled when they saw what fruit it was.
It was a single, gleaming lemon.
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MEHEK KAPUR; GRADE 8
~C~T~: Chapter 1
I run. As fast as I can. I can’t let them get me now. Not after everything I’ve been through. Making it
this far and being caught would be terrible, although oddly ironic. I mean, I don’t even know what I’m
running from, or why I’m being chased. I just know, that if they catch me, it’s all over for me and him.
The boy who’s been haunting my every thought.
The boy who I don’t even know. His name is on the tip of my tongue, but I can’t remember him.
Every dream I have about him cures me of the madness of not knowing, until I wake up and enter the realm
of forgetfulness once more. It’s the worst possible insanity-being tortured with the thought of what you
know you need, and you don’t even know what it is. Who it is.
My legs are screaming in agony. I won’t be able to run much longer, and I’m regretting not running
more in my free time. I know it’ll cost me time, but I steal a glance behind me.
Big, black, hairy dog-like creatures stare back, each the size of Godzilla. Their faces will haunt my
dreams, with those unnatural eyes, large blue pits with square shaped red pupils. They have no trace of
kindness or sympathy in them. Only the urge to destroy. Their bodies are muscular, and they somehow
possess the right balance of fat and bone to keep them from keeling over in starvation or having their weight
slow them down. And they are tireless. Five long, painful miles have them sprinting, what seems like faster
and faster with every second, while I know I can’t keep this up for much longer.
It’s a sudden and selfish thought, but I wish Kaelyn was here, doing this instead of me. She’s faster,
stronger, tougher and way better equipped for something like this. She’d have found and hidden behind a tree
in this wasteland, or disguised her scent or something. She wouldn’t be like I am, panting and sweating and
wishing someone else was doing this. By the time someone came along, she’d have named one of them Fido
and decided to keep it as a pet. But it’s way too late to wish and dream now. I scold myself, because in my
experience, wishes and dreams are a waste of time. They don’t achieve anything. If you want something, you
need to work for it, instead of relying on dandelions and shooting stars.
Is that a city? I strain my eyes against the sun, looking ahead at the bright whiteness in front of me. It
looks so...real. It can’t be a mirage. It just can’t be. Come on, I tell my legs Just a little bit farther, and then you
can rest as long as you’d like.
I make it to the white walls, noticing for the first time a neon sign that glows above the walls that says
“~C~T~”. Someone down there could use a lesson about how tildes don’t make everything look fancy, but at
this point I’d enter a city called ‘Doomsville’ if it meant a rest for my feet. A line of trees on either side of a
red carpet made of cashmere guard the entryway, but they're unlike any other trees I’ve seen before. They’re
pink. And sparkly. And they’re singing opera. Way too over the top, but I’m not judging this potential refuge
by its outside.
I trip over a tree root, from the last tree on the path, and my ankle twists. The monsters are excited,
driven into a mad frenzy, knowing they’ll have me now. I let out a cry of pain. I can’t die now! Not after all
this! Suddenly, the white French doors open, and a boy pulls me in, and shuts the door, just a second before
the monsters pounce. I can still hear them barking, but it soon fades away.
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He surveys me, my ripped and dirty clothes, the sweat dripping from my messy curls. He, in
comparison looks irritatingly perfect, not a hair out of place. He’s tall with cocoa skin, sequoia hair, and eyes
like a rare wine. His uniform is neon yellow and perfectly pressed with a nametag that says ~Kasim~. What’s
with all the freaking tildes around here?!
He smirks and sarcastically says “Look who the cats dragged in. Or should I say the Quenobyls?
Now that’s what I call a dramatic entrance! Honestly, the Cele—um… people here would be hecka jealous!
Who are you o’ Master of Dramatic Entrances?” Why wouldn’t he tell me who the people were. We both
obviously saw him falter when he said that.
So the weird attack monsters are called Quenobyls. That's...an original name I guess.I want to know
what is this place. Why is everything I’ve seen so far neon and white? Even the room we’re in is completely
orange and white striped and all the doors along the corridor are purple.
“What’s the matter? Quenobyl got your tongue?” His expression is so smug, I just want to punch
him. As if that’s the best comeback ever. Wait a minute? How does he know what those monsters are called?
“You try being chased by Queno-whatevers for five miles and then landing up in a God-forsaken
tilde-filled inferno! Oh wait. You wouldn’t survive the run. Your ego would weigh you down like one minute
through. If you must know, I’m Ali. No last name. What’s with this place?”
“You’ll see.” He smiles mysteriously, and moving so fast, I can hardly see his hand until it’s too late, injects my
neck with something. His maroon eyes are the last thing I see before I’m plunged into darkness.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~To be continued~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8
The Stereotype of Intelligence

Elaina solved the math problem in her head without thinking. She had worked on that
concept all summer so this years math had been a breeze. After just 5 minutes of working, she
closed her textbook and worked on her essay.
The next day, her language arts teacher read the essay out to the class, beaming at the
end and proclaiming Elaina a genius. This was a common reaction from the teacher when they
came in contact with her homework but so were the smirks and muttered comments from other
classmates. that were going on right now
“Seriously? Out of all the stupid books in the world you choose....Kill a Mockingbird is your
favorite??Something is seriously wrong with you. I had to read it for school once and I never got
passed the first chapter.” Elizabeth, a classmate, said, rolling her eyes. Other students were having
similar reactions, muttering comments that chilled her heart when she heard them, clearly meant to
reach her ears but safely out of the teachers. Mrs. Johnson, the language arts teacher, was smiling,
assuming that they were all joking around. She is pretty naiive, Elena thought. Can’t she see
everyone's attitudes? The same reaction happens every test or essay and she still hasn’t figured it
out? So much for anti-bullying.
Sometimes she tried to act dumb, in the hopes that gradually, people would regard her as a
normal person. It was no use. The teachers immediately knew when she was lying, giving her a
lecture about her potential and how it would be wasted if she didn’t work hard.
Math was no better. The teacher handed back there tests, looking at everyone sternly and
saying sadly, “Unfortunately class, this was a terrible test. Very few even scraped a B and F’s were
sadly common. Work harder next time.”
She began calling peoples names one by one. A few students twisted their hands, looking
down on the floor nervously. One girl was even taking deep breaths, muttering to yourself, “You
will be fine...you will be fine...you will be fine.” But most, like the girl next to her, were looking
apathetic, tossing their hair back and muttering snide comments to the person sitting next to them.
Elaina did neither, in an air of calm, knowing perfectly well that this test, like every other one, would
turn out perfectly.
And it did. The teacher gave her test back, with a smile and a “Congratulations.” A perfect
100. Leaving the test paper on her desk, Elaina grabbed a book from her bag and started to read yet
another book.
Whoosh. Elaina looked up to see the girl next to her grabbing the paper and looking at the
red “A” surprisingly and yet smugly, one eyebrow raised.
The girl was a stereotype of popularity. She wore ripped jeans and a cropped black tshirt
saying “ I don’t care. Just shut up.” She had heavy makeup on, including black lipstick, and seemed
unbelievably confident. She wanted to attract attention, and she was. People looked at her with a
mixture of awness and jealousy, though Elaina couldn’t figure out why. In her opinion, the girl
looked just plain weird.
“ Seriously kid? An A? I thought just for once...” The girl shook her head and then smiled
smugly. “ Hey look everyone! Little Ms. teacher's pet got a perfect 100. Don’t you think she deserves
a treat?”
Classmates snickered. One girl piped up, “ Oh, I know. We can teach her how too... I don’t
know ...maybe ...have a life??” She said, almost shrieking the last part. Kids were full on laughing out
loud now.
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Elaina could feel her heart beat now but couldn’t say anything. She wished she could give
quick comebacks, like people in her books, but she never could.
“Are you sure, Maria?” Another girl snorted. “ It might require private tutoring. There would
be so much to teach. One: what to wear. We would have to start with matching colors” Elaina
looked down at her orange sweatpants and a loose blue tshirt. She didn’t think it was that bad.
“Then, we would have to teach you how to use social media. Would you like me to explain
what Instagram and Facebook are?” Another one popped up. Oh no. She really didn’t know what
Instagram was.
Elaina looked up at the teacher. She actually had a smile on her face. Surely she couldn’t be
enjoying this? Elaina waited for her to interrupt. She didn’t, but someone else did.
“Leave her alone. She never did anything to you. Whats wrong with being smart?” It was
the small girl that seemed so nervous earlier when the teacher handed back the tests. Her words had
been simple but she said them with such force, everyone shut up though Elaina could see classmates
giving her second looks.
After class, Elaina went to the girl to thank her.
“Thanks...” she said awkwardly. She wasn’t used to saying thank you. Usually, she didn’t talk
that much at school.
The girl nodded, clearly upset about something. As she balanced her books, a paper fell on
the floor. As she picked it up, Elaina realized that it was the math test just handed back. She couldn’t
help but notice the big F right on the front. There were more questions wrong than right. Much
more.
Elaina saw the girl staring at her, blushing.
“Um...did you want to get that grade?” Elaina asked. She had always assumed that everyone
who got bad grades did it on purpose. Surely if good grades meant being unpopular, having bad
would make you the opposite?
“Of course not. I studied for hours. I just don't’ get it!!” The girl said, a fresh new tear
rolling down her already damp cheek.
“Oh sorry...” Elaina said. Wow, she really sucked at talking. “Here,” she said, putting down
her bag. “Its simple, really. When you are doing quadratic equations, think of it this way...”
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SUPHALA NIBHANUPUDI & ALISA LU;
GRADE 8

I Wish
I wish I could
lift this burden off my back
become someone important
and strong
the president
gives us too many taxes to
wreck our minds with
looks so cool and gets whatever
he wants
I am
stuck in this never-ending
nightmare of work
always ignored by the people I
love
Oh how I yearn to
run carefree in the meadow of
youth
be big and strong and boss
everyone around
like my
daughter

daddy
I wish I could be like you
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MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8
Cheating Is

Cheating Is

Wrong
Necessary
Tons of people do it

Tons of people do it

but they won’t learn
so why not you?
It’s all about the

It’s all about the

Learning
Grades
It's just one little

It's just one little

Test
Peek
If you study

If you study

you’ll be fine
you may still fail
This test

This test

won’t
will
determine you

determine you

You shouldn't
should
Cheat

Cheat
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SUPHALA NIBHANUPUDI; GRADE 6
Replay

3 years ago
on that fateful day
as I climbed the sturdy oak
I found it wasn’t so sturdy
As my last sister
rushed toward the tree
arms outstretched
I prayed this wasn’t a replay
6 years ago
On the greatest day of my sister’s life
as I swam in the beautiful, free lake
I found out it wasn’t so beautiful
As my greatest-day sister
sprinted to water
ready to dive in
I hoped it wasn’t a replay
9 years ago
that first time
as I played with the sticks with red caps
I found out that they’re not sticks
As my first sister
ran toward me
screaming hysterically
I did not think of replays
Every time I try
I cannot forget
the face of my parents
finding out their daughter had gone away
Never to Return
Because every single time
It always was
a replay
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MEGHANA KUMAR; GRADE 8
Until I’m Gone
A Soft whisper of laughter
Whisked away by real words
Muttered silence
that never really was heard

And a punch feels just a little softer
A cruel word only a laugh
I just want you to say something to me
Anything.
Tell me that I’m stupid
Make fun of my style
Roll your eyes and laugh
So I can tell you
how I feel
how you are wrong
how you are weak
how you won’t break me
But not this
not my voice
growing softer, softer
until i’m just- gone
Even the harshest words
are nicer than saying nothing all all
This isn’t bullying
this isn’t even wrong
How are you doing this?
Jabbing me each time in the chest
empty handed
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ARTWORK
MICHELLE LUM; GRADE 8
The Fire

!12

!

!13

www.overtureliterarymagazine.com

overtureliterarymagazine@gmail.com

!14

