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share the creativity of students by publishing their work in a monthly magazine,
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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
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ARBAAZ MUSLIM; GRADE 7
Hope
Stormy grey clouds blanket the sorrowful sky
Masking the stifled horizon
Hovering in the eerie stillness
Oh so unreachably high
Then the rain begins,
Cold, sparkling globules
Falling from the heavens
Quick as a flash,
A deafening CRACK!
As a thunderclap hurries me inside
Cool winds act as my guides
The rain is relentless,
Thundering down,
But these melancholy effects
Are soon turned around
For peeking over the clouds, coming into view,
The rising sun bids the departing clouds adieu.
The calm effects of sunshine begin to flow,
Offering hope and joy to all those below.
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SHAYNA KOTHARI; GRADE 8
Merger
I ran away from home, away from everything I had ever known. After a moment, I stopped,
because I was out of breath from running. I should have known that this would happen. I should
have known that they would eventually discover what I could do. I should have prepared for this.
Shivering and wishing I had brought a heavier jacket, I sat under a tree in the forest where I
had ended up. Looking around, I saw nothing but greenery. I couldn’t hear anything at all. No birds
chirping, no animals. Nothing except for the occasional rustle of the wind blowing through the
trees. It was eerie, but ideal. I could practice here.
Spotting a leaf near me, I bent down to pick it up. It quivered in my hand as I concentrated;
I thought of merging with it.
Suddenly, my hand turned into a leaf. I grinned.
*

*

*

That night, I dreamed of the day before--the day my family discovered who I really am.
I was reading in my room when I accidentally caused my hand to merge with the book I was
reading. This happens sometimes (that’s why I need to practice--I don’t have full control over my
powers). I tried to unmerge, but it didn’t work immediately. I became frantic because I could hear
my mom coming upstairs, but it’s harder to unmerge when I’m under pressure.
My mom came into my room and saw me—and my hand. She screamed and asked me what
happened and if I needed any help. My dad came upstairs when he heard shouting and he demanded
to know what was going on, but then he saw my hand. His eyes widened in confusion and disgust.
He took a step back, as if he knew about what I could do, but that wasn’t possible. Was it?
My mom started dialing the doctor’s number, but I stopped her. I made a mistake. I told her
about what I could do.
My parents were appalled. How could they have a freak like me for a daughter? I tried
reassuring them that it was okay, that it didn’t matter, that I could keep it under control--that no one
would know about it. But they didn’t listen. My mom started calling me a freak and a weirdo. She
claimed I wasn’t her daughter. I pleaded with her, but eventually my parents left the room and
locked the door.
I knew that it would only get worse, because my parents had always been opposed to
anything abnormal, whether it be food, people, or professions. The moment they left, I opened the
window in my room, climbed onto the windowsill, and jumped out. Somehow I managed to land on
my feet, and I ran for the woods that border my house in a hurry, afraid that my parents would catch
me, although they didn’t. I hadn’t thought about what I would do afterwards.
*

*

*

It was a week after I had run away. Cold and hungry, I tried to find a dry patch of dirt to sit
on, or some acorns to eat. That’s what I had been living on: acorns and water. It was difficult to
suppress my endless hunger. Before, I had an limitless supply of food. I had the best clothes, a
comfy room, and all the luxuries I needed to live comfortably. Now, I had nothing.
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*

*

*

Later that day, I stumbled across a cave. I just hoped that nothing lived in it, especially a
bear. Gulping, I stepped into the cave, expecting to see a rugged, barren place, with cracked walls
and a leaking roof; possibly a cave that had moss covering the walls and dirt on the floor.
Instead, I found a room with indulgences that even I never had, such as several large TVs, and a
seemingly expensive computer.
“Hellooo!” I called. Who lived there?
A man walked out of the wall, but wait! It was a painting. That was strange...
“Hello there. What brings you here?” he asked.
“Oh, nothing… Just exploring,” I stammered.
He glanced at my battered clothes, and I knew that he instantly figured out I was lying.
My hand was resting on a table, and an old, battered up leaf was stuck to it. I tried to pull the
leaf off of my hand, but it wouldn’t budge, so I just left it there. I saw the man staring at my hand,
and ever so quietly he said, “You can merge.”
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JULIA PARK; GRADE 7
I Wish it Would Stop Raining
I wish it would stop raining
Well, I'm just saying
That there is no fun to rain
It’s just a real pain
But the rain is pouring
And the rain is boring
It gets you all wet
And nobody likes that, I bet.
I wish this would stop
So we can put away the mop
The rain is creating a flood!
It wants us to get stuck to the mud!
I hope this weather won't hold
And that it will vanish, the cold
I hope that this will be done
So at least you can see the sun.
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LAHARI VUPPALADHADIAM; GRADE 7

IM522912
Sam stood up, pushing her chair back with a screech. Slowly, walking towards the door, she
sighed gleefully and picked up her backpack. That was the last bit of her work for seventh grade at
the Everest Heights Boarding School. Stopping at the teacher’s desk to set down her work, she
glanced at her shiny, golden watch. She could make it back to her dormitory in five minutes and still
have enough time to gather her bags to get on the bus. Ahh! Summer vacation! This year school
started early and ended early, so she would be home for her birthday. Sam skipped along, whistling
her favorite tune.
Her smooth, straight hair reached just past her shoulders, bouncing behind her while she
skipped. Her blue eyes glowed with excitement, and her brain was always filled with wild
imagination. She hadn’t always been like this. Before she came to Everest Heights in third grade,
Sam was a quiet girl who couldn’t make many friends she could keep, since her parents moved
around a lot. For some reason, people always tried to avoid her, as if there was an aura around her
that told them to keep away. She would just walk in to the cafeteria at times, and kids would stare at
her as if she were a ghost. Her parents decided to put her in a boarding school so that their constant
moving wouldn’t affect her social and educational life, and once she came to boarding school, the
other kids helped her turn into a more normal person. Yet even then, she always felt as if she saw
and knew more than others.
As she glanced back to look at the science classroom, her favorite place at school, for the last
time, Sam noticed a prickling feeling that someone was looking at her from behind. She spun around
abruptly and glimpsed a shadow disappear behind the bookcase. Pondering over the event, she
walked out the school.
“Samantha! There you are! We’ve been wondering where you went! Come on, let’s get our
bags,” Josephine, or Joey as everyone called her, yelled as Sam reached the door of her dorm.
They grabbed their bags, and made it just in time. The bus horn blazed, and the two girls,
scampered in to get out of school. A shadow passed by, unnoticed, and entered the bus. It floated
over to the back and stood in the corner. As they rode on for hours, Sam and Joey chatted
incessantly, stopping only to take a breath. If anyone else had noticed them (which they hadn’t since
everyone was talking too) they would have wondered how they understood each other. Finally, the
bus reached the first stop. This was Sam’s stop. Her parents were waiting right there, but there was
someone else with them, with a devious glint in her eyes. Sam waved to her friends, as the bus left
the street.
“Hey mom! Hey dad!” She yelled.
Once she got closer, she whispered, “Who’s that?”
The girl was about fifteen years old. She had long, black wavy hair, and piercing black eyes
that seemed to bore through Sam’s head. The girl was wearing a silky white dress that danced in a
nonexistent breeze. Her long, slender arms were clenched together as if she was controlling her
emotions, but her face was blank. Sam, who was usually good at reading someone’s emotions by
looking at their face, was unable to tell how the girl felt now.
“Who? Who’s who, Sam?” her mother peered around quizzically.
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“Her, mom! She’s right next to you!” Sam exclaimed, stunned that her mother couldn’t see
the girl.
“There isn’t anyone here. Are you okay, honey?” Sam’s mother inquired.
“Oh… umm… yah! I’m fine. You’re sure no one’s there… right?” Sam asked to make sure
this wasn’t a trick.
“Of course! See, look,” her mother swished her arms all around her.
Sam was horrified to see her mom’s arms go right through the girl. With a look of
satisfaction, the girl disintegrated into the air. To herself, Sam wondered, Am I seeing things?
All through the day, Sam kept glancing around, and jumped at the slightest disturbance. To
ease her anxiety-which her mother interpreted as “school” sickness-her dad made his special
mushroom soup. It made her stomach turn inside out, and she had to be excused from the table
multiple times. Her father was bewildered, of course. Finally, Sam went to sleep.
The next morning, she was there. The girl was impatiently perched at the edge of Sam’s bed.
She kept squirming, and her fingers showed that she was scared, but her face was still blank. She
nodded as Sam got up.
“I am real, and I am a spirit. You are not crazy. My name, it is IM522912. Come with me,”
she whispered coldly. The way she said it brought a chill down Sam’s spine, but there was definitely
a tone of fright in the girl’s voice.
The girl grabbed Sam and yanked her out of the bed. How can she grab me if she isn’t solid? Sam
wondered, while she struggled to free herself from the girl, who was storming over to the closet.
IM522912 stepped back, and heaved Sam into the closet. Where there should have been a floor,
there was nothing. The girl wiped back what could have been spirit sweat, and shut the door. Sam
screamed as she fell deeper and deeper. And then, she was swallowed by the darkness.
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SHAYNA KOTHARI
The Dancing River
	
  

The smoky blue haze of the fog
Parts
In your welcome
The naiads start dancing
As the water
Rises around them.
Draped in garments of pearl
And with mossy hair
The creatures of the river
Rise.
The old wise god
Poseidon, they say,
Surfaces for you.
The goldfish and the piranha,
The stingray and the dolphins
Invite you in.
And so, gingerly,
You place your feet into the water
One at a time
Deciding it is right,
You leap in
And become a part of
The Dancing River.
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JOLENE TSAI; GRADE 7
Wings of the Saeruthe
PROLOGUE
A young, 14-year-old girl sighed as she grabbed her pack and left her home. She locked the
door and absently tucked her hair behind her ear. It was time to go.
In her village, (a place she thought little of, seeing as she had few friends) orphans like her
were sent to join or create monster-hunting groups when they reached the age of fourteen or above.
Monsters had been a problem on the continent for centuries, and since the first hunting group had
been formed under the name of Halyuna, those who fought the monsters were known as Yuna.
Now, many Yuna groups had formed, all trying to rid the land of monsters, as well as to gain fame
and become well known. Despite all attempts, however, monsters continued to plague the land.
People called the source of the monsters, wherever and whatever it was, the Halotsu.
The biggest problem was that monsters depleted the Saeruthe, the Energy of the Universe. If
the Saeruthe were to be completely depleted, it would be a disaster. After all, if all the energy were to
run out, terrible things were bound to happen. What else could be the result? So now she was on a
journey to become one of the Yuna and try and stop the destruction of the universe.
As she exited town, she stopped by a lake to take a quick look at herself. Her reflection
stared up at her with identical sapphire eyes, with waist-length silver hair tied into a high ponytail. A
plain white t-shirt fell loosely on her thin frame and a pair of durable jeans was held in place by a
thin leather belt. A heavy jacket was tied securely around her waist. Her bag was slung over her
shoulder and around her neck hung a long chain with a golden locket at the end. Inside of the starshaped metal clasp were two pictures of herself and her best friend, a boy with golden hair and a
cocky smirk. Everything was in place.
It was time for her life to truly begin.
*

*

*

A boy of the same age sighed as the wind toyed with his long golden hair. He’d been
growing it for the past half-year—it was nearly waist-length now—to keep track of the time between
when he left his village to when his old friend would join him on the same path: the path of being a
Yuna. He knew by now, she had headed out into the world the same way he had six months ago, on
his 14th birthday.
He smiled to himself as he took out one of his daggers, sentimentality letting him make his
next decision. Skillfully, he trimmed his hair with the dagger. ‘After all,’ he mused to himself, ‘my
hair wasn’t nearly as long when she last saw me.’ Golden locks fell to the ground below the tree he
was perched on until what was left only reached his mid-neck at the back and barely covered his ears
on the sides. His bangs fell loosely onto his face, long enough to reach and almost cover his
mischievous-looking eyes.
Grinning, he stretched and jumped off the tree. Flashing a smirk at the startled group of
rookie Yuna under the tree, his amber eyes glinted as he disappeared in a gust of wind.
She was joining his world now. Time would bring them together again. Eventually he would
get to see her for the first time in what he knew was only 6 months, but had felt like 6 years.
At last, they were reuniting…
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*

*

*

A 13-year-old girl with long light brown hair tied in pigtails and soft, forest green eyes sat as
she chatted with an old woman inside of a caravan. She had been living with the group of merchants
for years, and she couldn’t imagine life without the group she considered her family.
The warmth of the inside of the wagon was a startling contrast to the cold outside air.
Glancing outside, she smiled and ended her conversation with the old woman. She was grateful for
all the kindness she had received when the caravan had found her on the streets of some city seven
years ago. She had been completely alone then, abandoned by her family, but she wasn’t alone
anymore. Since then, her life had rebuilt itself after being ruined by a monster invasion.
However, things could only get worse before they got better, and she couldn’t help but feel
that something terrible would happen to her family once more.
*

*

*

A 15-year-old teen walked through a bustling town, looking around until he spotted the list
of Yuna groups in town. He ran his eyes down the list, a frown quickly replacing the excited smile
that had just been on his face. He sighed, blowing a strand of short black hair out of his face as he
realized the groups here were not the kind he was looking for.
All he was looking for was a hunting group to join. Nothing too big—he wanted to get to
know each member well. Just a group in which he could enjoy himself, yet also destroy monsters
effectively. Once again, he ran his reddish-brown eyes over the list. Once again he sighed. Honestly,
he didn’t think he was asking for much. Oh well, better luck next time.
He really didn’t get it—why did all the groups on the list have to be either huge groups of
people that were too large for anyone to actually know each individual, hunting parties that were just
out for fame (and that, in reality, had very little skill at all, with few exceptions), or well-sized groups
of powerful individuals that were already a very tightly-knit group and needed no other assistance? It
was rather annoying, and he hoped that he would find a group he liked soon or he might just lose all
of his patience and form his own group.
He had no idea that the group he was looking for was going to be formed soon, by total
accident; and he had no idea what kind of role the group would play in history.
*

*

*

Four people: a mage; a cleric; a warrior; a thief. All orphans, bound to the same fate.
Four teens. Upon their shoulders rested the world’s fate.
They were the ones chosen by the Saeruthe.

	
  
	
  

9

	
  

CHRISTINA JIANG; GRADE 8
Ameria
PROLOGUE
Regardless of the season, sunrise in the town of White was always cold. In fact, everyday,
even if the sun was out and the sky was clear of clouds, it was freezing. Today was no exception. A
sleazy-looking male, clad in a stuffy, sapphire blue suit, shivered tiredly, a scowl prominent on his
features. He had been waiting in that exact spot since the night before, and his patience was running
thin. If the order hadn’t come directly from that bloodthirsty man, he wouldn’t have even bothered
to linger around in the frigid weather. Holding back a sneeze, the man then shuddered, irritated, and
turned to the west, planning on returning to his territory, when a feminine voice stopped him.
“Going so soon? Makes me wonder why you bothered to come in the first place, Mister
Blue.” Spinning around fast enough to give him whiplash, the man yelped as he came face-to-face
with a girl, a tomboyish, asset-less girl, but a girl nonetheless. What really threw him, however, was
the fact that, no matter how hard his gaze combed through her short, choppy black hair or her raked
over her ratty, worn-out jet-black sneakers, he couldn’t find a color which would signify where her
loyalties lay. Then, she bowed low and introduced herself with a faux, gentlemanly accent. And it hit
him. “Well, no matter, Information Dealer Ameria here, at your service. Come enlighten me about
your problems, why don’t you?”
Taking a moment to gather his scattered wits, the gangster struggled to force out an
intelligent response, as he hadn’t taken in everything presented to him yet. Having a female
information dealer was not impossible, though it wasn’t recommended. Also, last he heard, the
information dealer was male. Then, choosing to brush it off, he proceeded with his original
intentions. “I’m here to review, and alter, the terms of our contract-” He was cut short by a fit of
giggles. Standing awkwardly, he watched the female in front of him hack painfully, fighting for
oxygen, nursing a stitch in her side. When she finally recovered from her wheezing fit, she wiped the
tears of mirth from her eyes.
“So the old geezer finally decided to kick the bucket? Couldn’t have died earlier, could he?
Needed to stick around to cause this poor, poor dealer some grief and pain, didn’t he?” The gangster
bristled indignantly.
“Boss wasn’t a bad man! He-”
“Sure, sure, whatever you say.” Startled by the abrupt interruption, he stayed silent. Ameria
grinned deviously. “Anyways, about the contract, because your gang has been a constant annoyance
in the past years, I’m changing your trading date to the last day of each month. Everything else stays
the same.” Nodding at him cordially, the brunette spun on her heel, walking away. “Nice doing
business with you today!” The mobster scrambled after her instantly.
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“Wait! The new boss wants it to be the first day of every month!” Ameria stopped, tilting her
head to the side as though pondering the situation, before twirling around and, fixing a childish
smile on her face, crushed his hopes.
“No can do, Mister Blue. Sorry, but I don’t feel like assisting you guys and ruining the rest of
my month!” Lifting a hand up, she waved goodbye, striding away even faster this time. Realizing that
his request had just been shot down, the man frowned deeply and, weighing his options, pulled out a
gun from his outer jacket. Cocking it, he noted happily that, when the click of metal on metal
resounded through the small alleyway, the information dealer froze, stopping mid-step. Sighing
deeply, he swaggered closer to Ameria with a confident air about him. Then, with a dramatic sigh of
regret, began with the threatening.
“Sorry Miss Ameria. I didn’t want it to come to this, but, because you weren’t complying
with my wishes, I have to do this, for the good of my life. Agree to change the date to the first of
each month and we’ll have no further troubles, is that clear?” Scowling as he wasn’t given a reaction,
his arm tensed angrily, fingers eagerly twitching to pull the trigger, when another bout of laughter
sent his mind reeling. In his state of confusion, however, he didn’t notice when Ameria slipped her
hand into her baggy jacket. He did see her arm whip something out of it though, and, taking that as
an incentive to shoot, fired once, expecting her to fall down dead but was thoroughly surprised
when the bullet imbedded itself into the wall several feet away from him, and his leg burned with
pain as Ameria landed a clean hit on his thigh. Stumbling back a few steps, he hissed angrily, eying
the woman as she casually cleaned the fresh blood, his blood, off her flick blade. She then mirrored
his sigh, also lacing it with faux remorse.
“’Tis not you, but I, who must be sorry, Sire, as, in the end, I have no doubt that I will win
this battle,” Ameria grinned as the man snarled, his eyes wild, but not masking the faint traces of
fear sparked by the ferocity of Ameria’s attack. He knew that she could’ve killed him if she tried.
That thought, in itself, cause the adrenaline to rush through his veins ever faster. Fighting to keep
calm, he restrained the primitive cry to flee, as it bubbled up from the depths of his soul. Stay
focused, he thought, forcing himself to persevere, even though he had already given up. Stay
focused and find a safe way out of this. Then, it struck him.
Panting in pain, he glared pitifully at Ameria, a weak smirk gracing his features. “You can’t
kill me.” Ameria paused, eyes questioning and curious, inviting the man to explain his words. “You
can’t kill me, because of the pact.” There was silence for a few moments, and, thinking he was saved,
the mobster hurried to straighten up, reveling in his momentary triumph, when unabashed
snickering cut him off.
“This is why you knew members are so entertaining,” Ameria chuckled. “You think that the
pact was absolute, didn’t you? Well, to tell the truth, nobody cares much for the rules anymore. You
can die, because of me, and it won’t matter, because there’s no heir to the throne. If I’m dead, then
the line of information dealers is gone. That’s why I can get away with killing you. My life matters
more than yours.” The gangster froze, not having anticipated this turn of events, and, finding no
effective way to counter Ameria’s words, swallowed thickly as he realized his situation. I’m going to
die. In the midst of preparing himself for his inevitable fate, however, the sound of a gun being
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cocked brought him back to reality, and he found himself staring straight at the muzzle of a pistol,
Ameria grinning at him from behind the weapon.
“Now now Mister, don’t be giving up so soon. I’m here offering you one last chance, after
all. Are you interested?” Snapping to attention, he nodded eagerly. “Alright then, let’s play a game:
Russian roulette. If you survive three consecutive rounds, I’ll let you go. How does that sound?” The
man agreed readily. He then closed his eyes, bracing himself for the bullet which may or may not
take his life, as Ameria grinned widely, a demonic glint in her eyes. She pulled down on the trigger,
releasing an earsplitting bang, which echoed throughout the alleyways.
After the gun was fired, the man was motionless for a moment. Ameria, too, was still, grin
never fading from her face, but, instead, proceeded to transform into a smirk, as the gangster
toppled over, crashing onto the ground, blood streaming from the exact center of his forehead.
“Such a pity, Mister Blue. And here I thought you could at least play a few rounds more. I
guess you just weren’t lucky today.” Crouching down, Ameria made quick work of pilfering the
man’s wallet, and, after a quick check to make sure she didn’t miss anything, skipped away, smiling
gaily at the encroaching dawn. “Guess I have to go see the newest Boss Blue soon...”
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