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ARBAAZ MUSLIM 

Time’s Passing 
 
Unseen, silently 
Time walks by 
As our imaginations freely fly 
Like a free bird, gliding effortlessly in the sky 
Like a serene kite, floating in the wind 
As it wafts in the cool breeze 
That touches our skin 
As laughs smother tears 
And fill all ears 
As happiness comes into our hearts 
And dispels distress 
As pain departs 
And we feel joy's gentle caress 
Time runs by and 
Immersed in our joy 
We don’t notice 
And then wonder  
Where did the time go? 
And we realize, that as we laughed 
And discovered joy 
Time had quietly bid us adieu 
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CHRISTINA JIANG 
Counting Down 
 

The hospital: the place of healing. Thought to be as holy as any church or shrine, a realm 
free of murder and crime, hospitals were supposed to be a place for people to recover. Yet, the 
small, two-story hospital hidden in the back alleys of that drab, humid town was anything but 
wondrous. People were wary of its graffiti-covered walls and flimsy screen doors, as if by simply 
being near it would result in a painful life or an early death. They made sure to stay far away from 
the edifice, not only because of its slovenly appearance but also because its patients never recovered 
from their ailments; it was a vacuum free of hope. On the last day of the schools’ summer vacation, 
visitors trickled in, but only one or two every few hours, as most were found enjoying the fading 
rays of warmth the setting sun shed. A majority of the time, the only sounds heard throughout the 
halls were the steady beat of the many machines and the occasional tap of shoes on the broken tiles 
underfoot. The lazy afternoon heat cast a net of alluring drowsiness, washing a seductive wave of 
comfort over the caretakers. Fortunately for them, closing time was approaching, the golden ticket 
of relief for the baggy-eyed, gloomy-faced nurses. But they were the lucky ones. 

The final assistant who was making her rounds paused her weary, irregular footfalls at room 
168, a tiny room cramped in the stifling hallways of the second floor. She knocked twice. The door 
swung open to reveal a rugged, stern-faced man in his mid-forties. Startled, the assistant hurried to 
apologize but was quickly silenced by a deep, authoritative rumble of acknowledgement. She swiftly 
reminded him that visitors would need to leave soon, and then stiffly departed. He shook his head 
and returned his attention, this time warmly, to a sallow-faced young girl nearing nine or ten years of 
age. Slouching on her bed, she was propped up weakly against the closed window to her left, 
wistfully gazing at some children playing soccer on the concrete below. 
 “So, Alice, how are you?” The man’s baritone voice rang through the room, dropping only 
the slightest hint of hesitation. 60 days. And doctors never lie. The girl turned away from the game 
momentarily. 
 “Bored, Uncle. Bored, hot, and tired.” Uncle fidgeted in the awkward silence. Alice returned 
her focus to the soccer match.  
“Uncle, do you want to go home?” Despite his discomfort, he took no time to reply. 
 “No, I don’t.” 
It was enough reassurance for the pale child on her bed, who smiled weakly as Uncle took in her 
appearance. Clammy skin, as sickly white as old gauze soiled by a bony physique, clashed with 
Alice’s black hair, stringy raven feathers that had long since fallen from the crippled bird. Her 
shining, innocent blue eyes, however, proved she still had some vitality flowing through her veins, a 
different form of sustenance from the kind provided by the snaking labyrinth of IV tubes around 
her body. Uncle hesitated, then reached out for her weakly fisted hand, and grasped it tightly.  
“Do you want to play?” 
Alice stared blankly at him. 
 “Play?” The word was foreign and left a strange feeling on her tongue. Alice had read before, 
books upon books upon books; she had drawn before, splashing surges of colors on numerous 
untouched canvases; she had written before, jotting down imaginative worlds of fantasy. Yet not 
once in her life, had someone asked her to play. 
 “Playing is like doing something you enjoy, but it’s more... outdoorsy.” 
 “Outdoorsy?” 

Uncle nodded. 
Alice’s eyes glazed over as she retreated into the depths of her mind, digging into the open 

scenes from her favorite adventure novels and exchanging herself for the main character. She threw 
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herself into the landscapes; swimming through the Mariana Trench, riding on a midnight stallion 
through the lush forest, romping through town while enjoying a hero’s welcome home, but instantly 
snapped back when she found herself immobilized, just like she had been for as long as she could 
remember. That could not be “playing”, she concluded. 
 “It’s like what those boys are doing.” 

They both glanced back at the ending soccer game. 
“Running around, having fun, roughhousing... That’s what playing is.” 
Alice tried once more to envision herself playing, desperately trying to feel the sensation of 

burning lungs, the heavy pounding of the heart, the hot sweat dripping down her face, even the 
stinging rebuke of a fresh scrape. Anything but scratchy sheets on an uncomfortable, dull white 
hospital bed. Alice fell in love with that thought. 
 “Yes, Uncle! I want to play!” She exclaimed, a large grin stretching from ear-to-ear. Uncle 
smiled back.  

“Then you will, Alice,” he murmured, resting a heavy hand on her head, though his heart felt 
heavy. Irregular blood cell behavior in the Sartorius will permanently disrupt motor skills. 

Then, Alice shifted uncomfortably. 
“But the doctors won’t let me go out,” Alice mumbled, her expression dimming as she 

recalled that fact, chewing on her lower lip anxiously. “They say that I can’t leave bed because I’m 
sick... When can I go play?”  

Uncle allowed himself an ironic smile. For years, he had been pushing aside the inevitable, 
unwilling to face the truth, hoping that fate might suddenly veer off its predetermined course. But 
reality hits, sooner or later. 

He looked into her apprehensive eyes and saw the absence of a mother and a father growing 
up, her constant loneliness. Here she was, an unjustly convicted criminal confined to a prison 
sentence with only one possible verdict, and here he was, holding the key to precious moments of 
parole. So many hours had been spent in that room, sharing stories, exchanging jokes, or simply 
talking, hours that meant as much to him as they meant to Alice, hours that would expire very soon. 
Who was he to deprive her of this one happiness when she had already missed out on so many? Yet 
there was guilt– guilt that would be brought upon by the deception of the innocent. He was 
convinced that no number of logical excuses could alleviate that heavy burden on his chest. But it 
was a necessary burden; if he had to exchange a lifetime of remorse for a few more moments of joy, 
a few more moments of joy with her, he decided he would gladly do so. It was time to return the 
favor Alice granted him by entering his life, by assigning it a purpose. 

“You’ll get better soon,” Uncle promised. “And when you do, I’ll take you outside to play.” 
Alice cheered, overjoyed. 

“Thanks, Uncle! You’re the best!” 
Uncle smiled, confident that he had made the right decision and solemnly accepted the 

blossoming twinges of guilt. 
Cancer has spread to the lungs, liver, and kidneys. Chance of survival: 0%. 
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ARPITA GAGGAR 

Utopia 
 

My bare feet graze the lush grass 
Which feels soft and relaxing 
Like a steaming hot bath on a chilly day 
 
My feet send heat waves 
Full of my unspoken thoughts 
Down to the green sea beneath me 
 
The blades seem to understand  
And respond to my commands 
They bend willingly under my feet 
 
The sun paints a sheen of gold over my thirsty skin 
I gaze at it wonderingly as  
It puts green and purple blots in my vision 
 
Deeply, I breathe in the clean air 
The scents of fresh grass and honeysuckle  
Flow through my nose 
 
A slight breeze whooshes past my face 
Playfully ruffling my hair 
Like the gentle caress of a mother  
 
A stream rushes by me 
Trickling and gurgling 
Swooshing along 
 
I inch forward slowly, into the stream 
The water embraces my toes  
Like a long lost friend 
 
My senses sharpen 
And I feel a little taller 
As the stream awakens me to the world 
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I feel refreshed, but also soothed 
The stream's calm confidence assures me 
My body relaxes in response to its touch 
 
I feel content to sit on a rock and  
Watch tadpoles swim and frogs hop 
To see the stream whoosh by 
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AKHIL REDDY 
The Five-Dimensional Destroyer 
 

“Whoa!” Dirk exclaimed. “Your mom actually let you buy this game?” 
He opened the cover containing the game disk, The Dimensional Destroyer.  

  “Well, I sort of didn’t tell her yet,” Bob said with a nervous grin. “Joe dropped me off at 
GameStop so I could buy it with my own money. He knew that Mom would never allow me to have 
such a violent game.  I told him that if he took me to GameStop, I would let him play too.” 

Joe was Bob’s twenty-two year old brother.   
“Well, what are we waiting for?” Dirk asked, “Let’s play!”   
Bob hesitated. “Well, my parents went out for dinner and Joe is with his friends. I guess we 

could play.” 
“Great!” Dirk cried. “I can’t wait.” 
“But first we should read the instruction manual.”  Bob said. 
“Come on,” Dirk retorted. “Instruction manuals are for losers who can’t learn anything by 

themselves.” 
“Fine.” Bob huffed.  He inserted the disk into his PlayStation 3. 
However, as soon as Bob pressed the start button on his controller, a flash of lightning 

struck the power line to his house.  The controllers in the boys’ hands started to vibrate. 
“This feels funny.” Dirk said.  Suddenly, the controllers electrocuted both boys!  Their hearts 

pulsed with voltage.  Their eyes popped out of their heads!  “Is this supposed to happen?” Bob 
asked woozily, just before he passed out.  Both the boys’ souls were sucked through the wire 
connecting the controllers to the PlayStation. 

“Uggghhh,” Dirk groaned. “My head…” 
The boys had landed on a cold titanium floor. 
“Where are we?” Bob asked.  The boys looked around, and found that they were hurtling 

through space in a spaceship.   
“We’re in outer space!” Bob said, both fascinated and terrified. 
Dirk started to panic.  
“Where are we? How’d we even get here?” 
“The lightning flash may have caused the game to overload and suck us in.” Bob replied 

dubiously. “We could be stuck here forever!” 
“So how do we get out?” Dirk cried.  He gulped, and his eyes widened as terror began to 

seep through his body. “What if we don’t get out? What if we’re stuck here forever? Do you know 
what this means? No more TV, no more video games, and worst of all, no more candy!” 

“If we beat the game, it is possible that we will return to our own dimension.”  Bob replied, 
his brow furrowing. 

“Well, how do we beat the game, genius?”  Dirk said angrily. 
“Well, if we had read the instruction manual, we would know!” Bob glared. 
“Okay, let’s think this through,” Dirk said. “In most action video games; you have to defeat 

the bad guys to win.” 
“So where are the bad guys?” Bob asked.   
Suddenly, a spaceship, identical to the boys’, opened fire at them. 
“Look, the bad guys!” Bob exclaimed. 
“No, I’m pretty sure they’re on our side,” Dirk said sarcastically. 
“Quick, to the steering wheel!” Bob cried.  The boys raced to the control center. 
“Hey,” Dirk said “This is like an airplane’s steering wheel, except with little buttons for 

lasers and missiles.” 
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“How do you know how to fly an airplane?” Bob asked, surprised. 
“My uncle once showed me how to,” Dirk replied.  Dirk closed in their spaceship behind the 

enemy’s. 
“Look,” Bob explained. “There’s a power line connected to a fuel tank. If you shoot the 

power line with a missile, the spaceship will go boom!” 
Dirk let out all the firepower they had, but nothing hit the enemy. The enemy had excellent 

maneuvering techniques. The boys were down to their last missile. One last shot. Dirk’s hands were 
shaking crazily. If the boys did not connect this missile, they would be stuck in this dimension 
forever.   

“Concentrate.” Bob said to Dirk, trying to be as calm as possible. “Get the enemy inside 
your shooting radar, then fire.” 

Dirk latched his focus onto the enemy on the radar.  His hands dripping with sweat, pushed 
down on the trigger. He fired. 

KA-BOOOOM! The missile hit the power line, but the impact sent the boys’ ship flying. 
The ship plummeted and hit an asteroid which, thankfully, stopped its spinning. There was alien 
blood all over the windshield. It was a shade of lime green and was sticky and gooey. 

“I think I’m going to throw-up.” Dirk said nauseously. 
“Great work, Dirk.” Bob said with a proud smile. “I didn’t know you could fly like that.” 
“Neither did I.” Dirk agreed. 
Suddenly, a black hole engulfed their spaceship.  The boys were spit out of Bob’s television 

face-first into the wall.  The impact of the hit caused a blistering headache for both boys. 
“Uggghhh,” Dirk groaned. “My nose…” 
“Bobby!” someone called from downstairs. “Is everything all right?” 
“Yeah, Mom!” Bob yelled. “Everything’s fine.”  
Bob ejected the video game from his PlayStation and looked at Dirk, who face was filled 

with relief.  
“Let’s go return this.” Bob said. 
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MICHELLE SONG 

Runny Nose 
!
I have a runny nose 
Runny like a hose 
Gushing rivers of 
Mushy gushy stuff 
Covering my friends  
From their tops to their ends 
I covered them today 
And then they ran away 
From the squelchy green goo 
And now I'm lonely too. 
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        LAHARI VUPPALADHADIAM 
My Friend, Time 
 

“Beep! Bee-eep! Beepeep! Master 3RH5, I have found someone to test our invention on!” a robotic voice 
boomed.  
 “You, have, my dear 345FGH9?” a meek, weakened voice hoarsely whispered. The master’s voice had been 
used to power the machine, so he had to use it sparingly. This was an occasion worth using it for. With more vigor, he 
added suddenly, “Mwahahahaha! Yes! The world will be mine! If this works, I will conquer Time!” The last word 
echoed through the humid cave.  
 Bats flew around, startled by the master’s outburst, and a sticky substance dripped from the ceiling. The light 
squeak of the master’s flippers sounded throughout the cave as he limped over to his assistant to view the subject of his 
experiment. When he laid eyes on the unsuspecting girl who was smiling innocently at him from the screen, his 
expression brightened, and he nodded. Robot 345FGH9 grinned widely and clicked “select” 
 “Order accepted. Preparing to send to subject. In 5-4-3-2-1.” After a pause, the computer boomed, “Mission 
successful.”  
 
 It all began one gloomy Sunday morning. Sallie’s dark mood had engulfed her in such a 
morose bubble that she did not notice the bright flash of light streak across the sky in broad 
daylight. She sighed impatiently as she listened to the persistent hammering of the obnoxious rain. 
She lay on her fluffy blue bed, tracing the intricate patterns woven into each square on the quilt, 
attempting to satisfy her hungry mind. 
 “I don’t have anything to do and I am dying of boredom!” she thought with a scowl. “Even 
my cat is busy. Why am I the only one sitting idly?” 
 She glanced at her watch, hoping to find that it was magically 1:30 so she could head to 
Addie’s birthday party. However, she was disappointed to find that it was only 10 o’clock.  

She closed her eyes and counted sheep, hoping that she could at least fall asleep and wake up 
closer to the afternoon. Yet, after a few seconds, she could not resist the urge to peek over at the 
clock again. Abruptly, she gasped. The clock read 11 o’clock. She closed her eyes, rubbed them, and 
opened them again. Sallie stared at the wall, thinking it was just a trick of the eye, but gulped again 
when she saw that it was 12 o’clock.  

Gaping at the clock disbelievingly, she stumbled over and checked the clock. To her 
amazement, it was working perfectly fine. Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw her 
alarm clock say 10:11. Yet, when she turned around to look at it directly, it read 12:30. Sallie flew 
around the house, looking at every clock in the house, but experienced the same thing as with her 
alarm clock. 

In her confusion, she failed to realize that this meant that Time was actually speeding up and 
that she needed to get ready for her friend’s birthday party. When the clock behind her chimed 1 
o’clock, she panicked and grabbed whatever clothes she could find, put them on, and ran 
downstairs, three steps at a time.  

“What is going on?” she thought as she raced out the door with a simple bye to her mother 
and stumbled onto the sidewalk, hoping to get as far away from her house as possible. As she 
tripped over her shoelaces and fell on her knees into a pile of dirt, Sallie realized that she needed to 
calm down. Smoothing her dress, and taking time to tie her laces, she stopped running after passing 
two houses, and calmly walked up the steps to ring the doorbell. 

“Hey, Sallie! I wasn’t expecting you so early. It’s only 1:10. Oh well, more time to set up!” 
Addie said cheerfully as Sallie mumbled an apology. 

While they set up the game center, the “food court,” and cleaned up Addie’s messy room, 
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Sallie told her what happened. She seemed to be listening sincerely and believing her at first. 
“So you just sat there, and Time just flew by? Literally? In just a few seconds?” Addie 

inquired.  
“Yup. Exactly like that,” Sallie replied, snapping her fingers for emphasis. 
“Okay.” She said slowly. “So, are you sure it wasn’t like your clock or something? I mean 

something might have made it like speed up, you know?” 
“Nope. Not possible. I checked every single clock in the house. But…” Sallie said as she 

explained how she could look at the time differently out of the corner of her eye. 
“Um… Whatever.” Addie cut the topic then. Both of them didn’t say a word again until the 

doorbell rang with the first guest.  
Soon, more people began to arrive, and Addie poured out the whole story. Sallie stood in the 

back, feeling her ears turn red. She’s right, she thought. How could Time go faster?  
“So, you’re saying that your clocks changed, or Time itself? I don’t get it.” Annie asked. 
“Both. I was probably just imagining it. Forget it.” Sallie said. 
“Well, if you don’t mind me saying so, my mom’s a psychologist, and she’s pretty good. She 

can help you.” Jeanie kindly said. 
Sallie could feel her entire face go red, but luckily, no one pressed her further. She didn’t say 

another word. 
The next day, Sallie was still bothered with Time. She was so nervous for this day, since it 

was the written round of the spelling bee, and her nerves had kept her up the entire night before. 
The first four periods whizzed by, and soon it was time for lunch. Since her friend, Time, was paying 
her a visit, Sallie only had time to nibble a bit of her apple.  

She trudged over to the auditorium, and sat down just as the teacher came in.  
“Well, this is it,” Sallie thought. “I am doing the spelling bee on an empty stomach, but 

hopefully all my hard work will pay off.” 
“Your first word is acknowledge.” the teacher said. 
“Acknowledge. It’s spelled a-k-n-o-l-e-g-e, right?” she thought.  
The whole test went by with her struggling with almost every word. Sallie turned in her 

paper and almost burst into tears, when the instructor shook his head and handed her sheet back 
with only five marked correct.  

“Ugh! Why does it have to harass me?” she groaned about Time. 
Then, a triumphant roar came from behind the door, followed by menacing footsteps. The 

door slammed open, and a bang echoed through the room. The gym teacher came in with a 
towering bucket of ice-cold water, and screamed, “Wake up sleepy head!” He splashed it onto her 
and slapped Sallie. She opened her eyes, and found herself back in her room. The fluffy pillows were 
pressed down by water, and Sallie herself was soaking wet. The clock read 9 o’clock. Her brother 
stood beside her, grinning widely.  

For a few seconds, she was speechless. Just a second ago, she was the victim of a crazy gym 
teacher, but now she was one of someone much worse. Sallie was thankful that Time was back to 
normal and sunk back into her bed with a sigh. Then, she remembered that her brother was still 
here. 

“Get out.” She said calmly, but sternly. 
“No.” her brother replied in the same manner. 
“Moooom! Get him out of here! He ruined my bed and my pajamas!” Sallie screamed. 
“So it was all a dream! Wow! And, it’s still Sunday morning, so I can study for my spelling 

bee. Especially the word ‘acknowledge’.” she thought.  
Suddenly, she turned her head and stared at the clock. Ten o’clock? Not again! 

 
This was only one of many stories. 3RH5 and his assistant are still at large. They are so successful that no 

one knows about them. They select anyone and everyone, so watch out. You never know if you’re next. 
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ARPITA GAGGAR 

Seize the Day 
 

Life is short 
It comes and goes 
Life is short 
So don’t let it slip away 
 
When a baby is born 
It doesn’t know much 
But then it learns to crawl 
And starts to recognize loved ones 
 
Ever since you were a baby 
You started experiencing things 
You even began speaking 
The language of this world 
 
Everything we experienced 
At that young age 
Contributes to our personalities 
And who we are now 
 
As you grow older 
You learn more and more  
More about the world 
More of what life’s really about 
 
But the clock started ticking 
Counting down time 
While the arms of death  
Wait to envelope you 
 
So time is precious  
More so than you know 
Even the most careful 
Often forget this 
 
When we become caught up 
In our own daily routines 
Following our own agendas 
Time tends to slip by our minds 
 
But time doesn’t care 
About what we think 
It ticks on by  
Regardless of our tendencies 
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Sometimes time seems too slow 
Trudging past you 
Like reluctant kindergarteners 
On their first day of school 
 
Sometimes it seems excited 
Racing fast as an owl 
Gliding away from you 
On silent wings 
 
Seize your days 
Make use of each moment 
Time is too precious 
To waste away  
 
So do what you love 
And love what you do 
Live your dream 
And share your passions 
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JOLENE TSAI 
Wings of the Saeruthe  

 
READ THE PROLOGUE FOR WINGS OF THE SAERUTHE IN THE NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 

ISSUE OF OVERTURE!  
 

CHAPTER 1- PRISM WINGS 
 

A 14-year-old girl with a ponytail of long silver hair and deep blue eyes walked down the 
worn dirt road. She took a breath of fresh spring air as the early morning sun glinted off the tiny 
droplets of dew that sat upon the grass blades on the sides of the path. 

Shivering, the young teen once again thanked the Saeruthe that she had brought her heavy 
fur coat, or she’d likely be an ice block by now. The warm, furry material settled on her shoulders to 
retain heat as she walked into a small, unnamed village. 

She tilted her head curiously, studying the houses. They were rather ordinary, made of a 
plain, average-quality wood and most were painted white, the color of purity. Many people had 
white houses, belongings; even weapons that were dyed or stained white in the belief that it would 
ward off evil. There were two shops that caught her attention: an armory and a jewelry shop. 
Privately she decided to stop by and pick up some items (and maybe some new weapons for her 
friend if she ever met him on her journey. If not, she could always keep them.) She paused for a 
moment to ask a question to a kind looking young woman she passed.  

“Excuse me, miss, do you know the nearest Yuna training area?” 
The woman appeared thoughtful, her hazel eyes bright and golden-brown hair whirling 

slightly as she turned to face the one who had asked.  
“You mean the areas with common, weaker monsters where they ask rookie Yuna to train 

until they have enough experience to fight more powerful monsters?” 
The girl nodded. “Yeah, that’s what I’m looking for.” 
The woman smiled though slight concern was present on her features.  
“There’s a training field to the right of town. The monsters can get rough in certain areas, 

though, so be careful.” 
The silverette nodded. “Thanks, and I will. Bye, miss!” 
“No problem! What’s your name? I run an equipment shop called Kiara’s Equipment. If you 

stop by sometime, I’ll give you some tips.” 
“My name? It’s Seila, mage of Ethulencia!” The teen flashed a confident grin before turning 

with a wave. She was proud to call the Ethulencia, also known as the City of Stars, her home. 
She hurried to the field. It was time to kick some monster butt! 
 

*** 
 

“Kazuna, run! Save yourself, the rest of us are done for!” A man in his thirties called out 
desperately to a 13-year-old girl. 

The panicking girl shook her head vehemently. She could never leave her family alone to die. 
“I’m not leaving without you, Kyle!” 
She reached forward and clutched at his hand, pulling him away from the monsters. To her 

horror, this caught the attention of a death-hound. The feral beast lunged at her, its crimson eyes 
gleaming as it opened its jaws, flashing its bloodstained teeth. She closed her eyes; a tear splashing 
on her cheeks as she braced herself for what she knew was coming. Instead of the painful death she 
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was expecting, however, she heard a pained cry that was not her own and felt something warm and 
wet soaking into her robes and splattering onto her face. She hesitantly opened her eyes, and 
immediately wished she hadn’t.  

Blood stained the scene before her, but not her own. It was Kyle who paid the price for her 
desperate actions. 

His clothes were torn and stained with crimson, with deep bite marks on his torso. The rest 
of his body was being pinned by the razor-sharp claws of the creature. He looked at her and weakly 
croaked for her to leave. 

“No…” Disbelief colored her voice. If she had left, Kyle wouldn’t be like this…If she had 
left, maybe he could have escaped too. And even if he couldn’t escape, he’d have lived for a while 
longer. 

She stared in horror as the life left his eyes. Weakly, she dropped his arm to cover her face 
with bloodied hands. Fresh tears sprung up in her eyes, trailing down her face and washing away 
small trickles of blood. 

“Please,” she prayed. “Someone come save us. No one deserves such a tragic fate.” 
In her heart, she knew she was the only survivor. She had seen all of the others die with her 

own eyes. However, her thoughts were cut off when she heard the cries of more death-hounds. She 
braced herself and looked up. But her ears sensed a difference; somehow the cries seemed pained 
instead of threatening.  

Tornadoes circled through the clearing and ripped the monsters to shreds. In the middle of 
the bloody mess of human and monster corpses stood a single figure. 

As it approached, she saw that it was a wind mage, a point proved by the tornadoes and 
glowing silver eyes of the figure. The mage was a girl, with long silver hair in a ponytail and looked 
only a few years older than her. 

The cleric sat there, the bodies of her family strewn around her, her surrogate father’s body 
at her knees, simply staring at her savior among the blood and gore that stained her face, clothes, 
and the area around them. 

Finally, the winds died down and the mage’s eyes stopped glowing, returning to a clear blue. 
“So,” she started. “What exactly happened here, anyways?” 
 

*** 
 

Seila sat in a comfy chair in Kiara’s house with the girl she’d rescued sitting in front of her. 
She’d asked Kiara if they could stay at her house for while, and the shopkeeper had taken one look 
at the healer and agreed. 

Seila looked up to steal a glance at her. The girl hadn’t said a word or responded to anything 
since she’d found her, simply opting for staring at her hands, which lay fisted in her lap. She had at 
least changed; Kiara had been kind enough to provide a new robe and dress for the girl and had 
helped clean away the blood. The mage leaned back into the chair and studied the person she’d 
saved. 

The girl had long brown hair, which, though quite disheveled like the rest of her, was still 
bound into pigtails. She was pale, as anyone would be after such an incident, and her green eyes 
seemed empty and lost as she stared blankly at her lap, likely replaying the scene in her mind. The 
loss was consuming her, as expected. That caravan… 

Seila shuddered. All the corpses and their blood; it was horrifying. She was relatively used to 
death, or at least hearing of it, seeing as her best friend unavoidably tended to leave a bloody trail of 
corpses in his wake. Still, the sight of all the blood was a bit much. For the cleric to have been in the 
middle of the horrific scene, and not to mention that caravan seemed to be very close to her, well, it 
was no wonder she was still in shock. No doubt she’d also be having nightmares for a long time 
afterwards, especially since they had died protecting her. The mage sighed softly. Often, she felt that 
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the ones who survived incidents such as these were less fortunate than those who died, for they had 
to live with the grief. 

Finally, pained emerald met concerned sapphire. The girl took a breath. 
“My name is Kazuna,” she started, her voice soft, but gaining strength, “I was traveling with 

that caravan. They…they were practically my family. They took me in when I was six years old and 
simply living on the streets.”  

Her voice was mournful, as if she was recalling all of the memories, smiles, and tears that she 
had shared with the group. 

“We were just passing through the training area. The monsters there aren’t supposed to be 
very strong. But then, I think one of the horses got too close to a pack of death-hounds. Those 
creatures, they went on a rampage…” Kazuna’s voice cracked and she bit back a sob before sighing 
softly. “You know what happened next.” 

Seila nodded. “Yeah…” 
She paused, considering her next words before gently asking, “Kazuna, do you want to join 

me? You can become stronger so that next time you get attacked, no one will die. I plan on creating 
or joining a Yuna group anyways.” 

“Well…” The cleric was hesitant before she firmly nodded. “Sure, I guess. I do need to 
become stronger. This is good a start as any. What’s your name…?” 

“Oh! I guess I never told you.” She scratched the back of her head sheepishly. “I’m Seila. I 
grew up in a town a bit south of here, but I heard my parents were from Ethulencia. I trained there 
too, so I’m a mage of Ethulencia!” 

Kazuna smiled, though it was a bit strained. The silver-haired girl in front of her seemed to 
have so much energy; it made getting over things seem a little bit easier, a little more doable. There 
was no use just sitting around being miserable. She could grieve, and then move onward. She would 
keep working so that there would never be a repeat of this day for her, and so that maybe someday 
she could save others from suffering the same fate. 

“So if you’re making a Yuna group, what will the name be?” 
Seila tilted her head in thought. “How about…” she trailed off uncertainly. “Yureina Aras?” 
The brunette nodded her head as she considered the name. “‘Prism Wings’ in the Ancient 

Script? Sounds good to me. Did you name it after the fairytale on purpose?” 
Not answering, the mage pulled out a scroll with the new Yuna group creation sheet on it. 

Filling it out, she sent it to the new group management area with a burst of magic. Turning to 
Kazuna, she grinned. 

“Ah, well, you got me there. I loved that legend…my best friend used to tell me about it and 
all the tiny details when we were younger. He loved myths and legends.” 

“Anyways, come on! We still need to find some more members, then we can think about the 
finer points of mythology, and all those monsters!” 

The two quickly exited the house, thanking Kiara as they passed. 
Their journey had begun, with the creation of Yureina Aras; Prism Wings. They created what 

would one day be a legendary Yuna Guild. 
 

*** 
 

The Legend of Prism Wings 
 

A long time ago, when the kingdom of Ancora was still new, the king had a group of knights, spies, mages, 
and tacticians known as Ala Luminis. They had legendary skills and kept order in the kingdom. 

The knights, known for their courage and bravery, were all incredibly skilled with the sword, lance, and 
shield. They stuck to their code of honor and were the pride of the people. Each was granted weapons of a certain 
affinity, which became their titles: Ventus [air], Pluvia [water], Ignis [fire], Terra [earth], Vita/Vitae [life], Mors 
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[death], Lux [light], Tenebris/Tenebrae [darkness], Glacies [ice], and Fulgur/Fulmen [lightning]. 
The spies could move more silently than a shadow and were undetectable in the field. They led the king to 

many won battles through their intelligence gathering and skill. Each was skilled with daggers, throwing knives, and 
some bows with enchanted properties. They were given the title ‘Ensis’, followed by their alias or name. Most were 
partners of one of the knights and were referred to by the same affinity title. 

The mages were great forces to be reckoned with. Most of them focused on only one elemental affinity, some 
dabbling in two or more. Every 10 years though, a mage was born who could expertly wield all of these elements. 
Mages from Ala Luminis could take out armies with a single spell. They were usually known by their name, as well 
as where they came from, followed by which element(s) they specialized in. One who could wield all the elements was 
known as an Archsage. One of the most famous mages was a Wind/Darkness/Ice/Lightning mage, Lady Skye of 
Aracia, Wielder of the Morning and Night Skies, Controller of Storms and Blizzards. 

And finally, the last, if not most important, were the tacticians. Knowledgeable of the arts of war and the 
tactics and strategies needed to win, they were crucial to the kingdom. They bore no titles but were held in the highest 
regard, often referred to as simply ‘Tactician’ and their name. Some tacticians were also warriors or mages, though not 
nearly as proficient as the other members of Ala Luminis. 

Typically, a member from each of these sections of Ala Luminis would band together into small 4-5 person 
groups. And one in particular became legendary. 

This is simply the setting, for this story is a legend for a reason. This is the story of the Legendary Prism 
Wings, Ala Arcus, the most skilled group of Ala Luminis, which changed the world nearly 75 years after Ala 
Luminis was formed. 
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