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This is Overture Literary Magazine, a new pursuit led by the San Jose Youth Advisory
Council of District 1 to expand writing, art, and imagination within the Miller Middle
School community. Join us as we share the creativity of students by publishing their
work in a monthly magazine, distributed to San Jose City constituents.
In musical terms, an overture is an orchestral composition forming the prelude or
introduction to a musical piece. Much like an overture in music, this creative writing
program will serve as an introduction to the landscapes of creativity, self-expression,
and imagination.
Overture strives to inspire imagination, foster literary and artistic talent, and promote
creative growth by teaching middle school students how to develop their own creative
writing or art styles through mediums not offered at their own schools.
The March/April theme of Sforzando not only utilizes the double meaning of the
term "march," suggesting a solemn and bold endeavor, but also reflects the revival of
the March and April months, with burgeoning wildlife returning in greater numbers
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invokes the renewed perseverance needed to finish off the rest of the school year with
strength and commitment.
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NIKHIL AJJARAPU; GRADE 7
The Catching
I cleared my voice one last time. Then I walked in to the police station. I scanned my card at
the security booth and walked in the main room. The Chief of Police, King, was sitting at the desk.
I directly addressed King. “Sir, normal police duty is very boring. I would like a challenge so
police duty becomes more interesting.“
“You want a challenge?” came the gruff voice of King.
“Yes sir, there is zero crime in this city,” I said, timidly.
“Okay, then. Go and capture the most wanted thief in the world, Jack Farfield. You may
have never heard of him, but that’s because he operates in such secrecy,” said King. “He is capable
of stealing almost anything, and he is the power behind the Mafia’s boss. He is also a major serial
killer and will stop at nothing to kill the target when he is hired. Obviously, he is a very wanted
criminal, and he has a $20 billion price tag on his head.” King continued. He looked “Are you up to
the challenge?”
This was just the thing I wanted. I said bravely, “Yes, Sir.”
“Okay then, go into the armory and pick out anything you want. And good luck,” said King.
I ran into the armory and grabbed a camouflage pack that would change into the color of its
background. I then went into the back of the room to see if there was anything else there. As I bent
over to pick up a Tripper™ (a type of trap), I touched a button.
Suddenly, a back wall opened. I went inside it, and a voice blared, “Congratulations, Officer
Blake, you are the first person to discover this room. This is a more upgraded armory and you are
the only person apart from the President and the Generals of each branch of the military to be
allowed to use it.” The voice stopped abruptly and I rushed to a sign that said, ”Pick up your
Chame-bag.” These bags were the best. They were made up of fibers that changed to a color only
you could see. Then no one else can see it but you. So I picked up a bag that was a shade of black
and orange mixed together. I ran on and on deeper into the armory, and when I had come of the
armory, I had a Chame-bag filled with Lasernoses™, which were guns that sent out a invisible laser
that would make the victim faint and Stunades™, which were stun grenades that would make all the
items that the victim were wearing except their clothes fly into your pockets. I donned my CrimeFinder™ watch and set the target to Jack Farfield. The watch sent out a worldwide DNA signal, but
I didn’t expect it to locate him, or otherwise we would have found him already. But then it beeped,
”Located Jack Farfield. 20 ft. behind you.” I whirled around, but the only person in sight was King.
The watch must be mistaken, I thought. Then I reset the watch, and then it said,” Could not locate
Jack Farfield.” That was more like it, I thought. The watch could only sense Jack Farfield accurately
if he was within 10 ft., because the only piece of DNA we had of him was a drop of dried blood he
had left at a crime scene.
I ran outside of the station. I looked if there were any disturbances happening around here,
because I decided to let my mission rest for a while. However, I still was going to use the weapons I
had. Just then I strained my ears to hear an alarm blaring. I decided to go check it out, so I looked
around to see if there were any police motorcycles handy. But there weren’t, so I ran to the nearest
bus stop and I was in luck because there was a bus waiting. I jumped onto the stairs and flashed my
police card at the bus-driver. He looked astonished, but I screamed, “Go to the Bank of America!”
He put the pedal to the metal, and I would have flown into the windshield had I not held onto the
bar next to me. The bus finally skidded to a halt right outside Bank of America, where alarms were
blaring. I disembarked and sprinted to the doors of the bank. Sure enough, there was a robbery
going on. I rolled on the floor, karate-kicked the first robber’s gun out of his hands, and then I
threw a Stunade at everyone. They all got knocked out. I tied them up, and handed them over the
arresting cops. I decided to go back to the station.
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I got on another bus and this time I went back at the speed of the speed limit. I
disembarked and then I walked through the gate. The station was mysteriously silent. I walked in,
expecting to hear some kind of noise. But the only noise was the sound of the fan creaking. This
place was giving me the creeps, so I pulled out my Lasernose and silently tiptoed into King’s room.
Suddenly, my face took on an expression of horror, for I had found King, robbing the vaults in his
room, which had bags of money!
“You’re not King!” I cried. I jumped, but King stuck out his leg. It caught me in my stomach
and I fell to the floor, heaving. He gave a very nasty chuckle. Then he pulled out an AK-47 from
one of the vaults. My eyes widened. King said in a strange deep voice,” Prepare to die.” He briefly
took aim, and fired. I rolled as quickly as a bullet and I scrambled up. He was randomly firing. I
managed to jump onto his desk and giving a primal war cry, I jumped as high as I could. He shot at
me, and the bullet grazed my arm. Suddenly, my arm felt like it had been dipped in acid. I cried out
in pain, but I managed to land on a surprised King. The pain multiplied exponentially, and calmly
picking himself while dusting himself off, King stood up. He had a few bruises, but other than that
he was fine, while I was rolling on the ground, barely able to see.
He said, “Didn’t you know from the beginning that this was all futile? Because you tried to
mess with Jack Farfield. And no one messes with Jack Farfield.” Casually, he ripped off his face
mask and revealed the face of the wanted criminal. “No one will capture me, and neither will you.”
He laughed maniacally. Then he took aim with the shotgun again. But using the strength I had left, I
had pulled out my Lasernose. He hadn’t seemed to realize, because he was laughing while I did that.
As quickly as I could, I shot him. His eyeballs swiveled and he fainted. I picked my self up, and
fighting the pain, I handcuffed him. Then I pressed the alarm on my walkie-talkie. A rescue squad
cam almost immediately, and then I fainted.
After all this, you might wonder happened to me. The result: I got promoted to the
legitimate King’s position and I got $20 billion as a reward, the legitimate King got moved to
another police station in his same rank because I had taken over his position at his old station, and
Jack Farfield was put in an inescapable jail.
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MAHIMA SANGLI; GRADE 7
The Black Angel
A dark, hooded figure slunk through the night
His name was Death
He crept into the castle
Snuck past its guards
He wafted up the majestic stairway like an unwanted odor
He found the one he was looking for
He sat patiently in the shadows
Like a tiger in the weeds
Waiting for the right moment to lunge and attack
Finally, it was time
He took her pure soul for his own,
He cloaked it in evilness, and burned it till it was black
He made her scream, and he broke her heart in two
Her glazed blond hair became dingy
Her silken gowns turned to ashes
She became a small, shriveled organism
Even shrewder than death himself
But I’ll take you back to her glory days
When she was the sigma of beauty
The fair, young princess
Who ruled the kingdom gracefully
Her face was so pretty
Her nature so sweet
That even Death, unfeeling as he was
Could still feel regret at his horrid doing.
But
A secret was discovered
The queen had led two lives
Not just her royal life
But an evil life as well, one full of sins
And so
Her mixed actions, both wonderful and wicked
Earned her the name
Black Angel.
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MAHIMA SANGLI; GRADE 7
Luck on a Deserted Island !
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“Hello?”
She was still, and I was not sure if she could hear me, or if she was even conscious. All I
knew was that she had been lying there since this morning when I came to collect seashells on the
beach. Either way, I was thankful to have another human being on the island. After a long time of
living all alone, it was like a miracle to me to finally see something with a heartbeat that was not
covered in fur or scales.
All of a sudden, her eyes fluttered open. She saw me standing over her and yelped. Pushing
me back, she stood up. Her hands flew to the bow that stuck out from the purple backpack she had
been carrying, and she pulled an arrow from the large, green quiver that she had also strapped to her
back.
“Stand back! Stand back or I’ll shoot!” She placed the arrow in the bow, and leveled the
weapon with her eye.
Taken aback by her hostility, I scampered into the lush forest. As I trudged toward my tree
house, I contemplated: should I tell her the secret to surviving, and a possible escape from the
island, or should I let the dangers that live here claim her?
For a few days, I watched her from afar. She was an attractive girl with strawberry blond hair
and mysterious almond-shaped eyes. I could tell she was quite clever as well. Not only had she
managed to build a roaring fire and construct a portable tent (which she probably packed into her
backpack), but she had caught several edible fish to cook. I also noted that she stayed on the beach,
and did not venture into the forest, which wasn’t just hard to navigate, but dangerous for those who
did not know the island well.
Today is the day I’m going to ask her, I reminded myself. I tucked my knife into the pocket
of my ragged trousers, and set off towards the beach. As I got closer and closer, I began to pick up a
sort of screaming sound. Then I started to run. Finally I saw the cause of the screaming: by the girl’s
tent, there was a colossal snake, bigger than any I had ever seen before. The girl, unable to move,
stood frozen by her tent. My mind racing, I ran down the beach and lunged in front of her. With a
single stab of my knife, I killed the snake. Averting my attention from the dead animal, I turned to
the girl.
“Come,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “I know there’s a way out of here, but I need
you to help me.” After seeing the hesitant look on her face, I dropped my knife. I had to persuade
her. “I know you’re scared of me. I probably look a sight, but I haven’t been near civilization for
some time now. I’m sick of living on this island and I’m ready to go home. Will you please help
me?”
There was silence. “Ok,” she replied cautiously. At last I had gained her trust. I pulled out
the map of the island I always kept handy.
“This is what we have to do,” I began. And for the first time in what seemed like centuries
to me, I felt confident, sure that there was a way out of the mess I was in.
Later that day
I pulled my blanket up to my neck, shivering from the cold. I glanced over at the other side
of the tent where my new friend was sound asleep. Snuggling against my sleeping bag, I thought
about my life. About how I ran to the dock after my mother upset me; how I decided there was no
way I could stand living with her ever again. And then I realized I could just disappear, all of a
sudden. I would just wake up one morning and leave. It wasn’t until five years later that I finally
mustered enough courage to execute my plan. I boarded the boat at my favorite spot in the whole
world, the dock. We were travelling to Alaska when we felt ourselves getting lower and lower in the
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water. The boat was sinking. Luckily, I was able to find myself a raft and drifted about the ocean
alone until I found this island. I thought I would enjoy being away from the rest of the rest of the
world that was cold and harsh, but I was wrong. It was the most horrible decision I had ever made.
“Mmmm.” The girl’s stirring disrupted my thoughts.
I hugged my blanket tighter around my body, but I was still unable to go to sleep. Unzipping
my sleeping bag, I stepped out into the night. I stared up at the star-filled sky. Then I looked out to
the ocean, reminding myself about what we would be sailing on in only a few hours. Smiling to
myself, I went back into the tent. Tucking myself back into my sleeping bag, I felt happy. I was
finally going to go home.
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ERIC ZHONG; GRADE 7
Moment of Impact
There are many ways to impact other people. Some are very clear, whereas others are more
discreet. But all of the impacts are the same. They affect others. Here is a man named John
Huckberry, and his story.
The morning was cold and clear. John walked casually to the bank. Not many people were
up and about at this time, but people would start going to work soon. A few morning joggers huffed
and puffed along the sidewalks, and occasionally a rumble of a car or a squeak of a bike would carry
through the frosty air. It was time. John slid an icon across the screen to wake his phone and dialed
a number. He abruptly stopped walking as a voice sounded through his phone. “Are you at the
spot?” a voice asked. “Yes.” replied John. “Good, now get to the doors, its show time.”
John sprinted for the doors of the bank. It had not opened yet. There were only thirty
minutes until the bank opened. John circled around the building to the back door. He opened his
briefcase, which contained many tools. He selected a steel crowbar and stuck the sharp end into the
door. With a massive effort, John grunted and ripped off the doorknob. John slipped his fingers into
the mechanism and opened the steel door. He checked his surroundings by looking around, and he
was extremely glad that no one saw him. Nervousness began to creep into his mind, but John took
breaths to calm himself. Just a quick robbery. Going to be over soon. It was not the first time John had to
do this. Then, John walked into the small, dark janitor closet. He looked around for the power
supply. He squinted, and finally spotted a machine with many cables and switches. John put on
some heavy-duty gloves, and ripped the cables off. The machine sent out a few feeble sparks, and
then died. Now the surveillance was off. John kicked open the door connecting to the lobby. He
checked his watch. Twenty-five minutes left. John ran to the colossal metal door that guarded the
money. He was about to steal ten million dollars.
It was as if he could smell the money from the vault. John took a deep breath, and went to
work. He took out the crowbar again and plied the wheel handle. No such luck. John cursed and
took out a giant wrench and pulled with all of his might. The wheel squealed a little, but did not
budge much. He would have to find a card that opened the door. He checked the time. Twenty
minutes left. John ran along the long row of register desks. He ripped open cabinets and cracked
cases. He could not find a key card. His heart pounded. Then, as if it appeared out of nowhere, he
spotted a white, plastic key card in a half-open drawer. John grabbed it and ran back to the vault. He
slid the card into the electronic keyhole, and with a tremendous grinding of gears, the door opened.
John pulled the door open, and he slid inside. He scanned the safes around him. There were
hundreds of them, but he was looking for one. He ran around until he found it, number 135. He
used his crowbar and took a chunk out of the safe. Inside, were five briefcases, each containing two
million dollars in cash. He grabbed a big duffel bag and stuffed four of them in. He took the last one
in his left hand, and his suitcase in his right. Five minutes until the bank opened. John ran out of the
door, as he did not have time to clear up the mess. He broke the glass door with a sharp kick, and he
whistled for his ride. After a few seconds, a white van roared up the curb next to John. The back
door opened up. John clambered in, and the car wheeled away. He sat down and faced his client.
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“Got the money,” said John.
“All ten million?”
“Yes.”
“Good.” John looked at his client once again, and handed him the cases.
“Where’s my hundred thousand?” asked John.
“Ah, about that.” said his client. John looked up at him, puzzled.
“What are you talking about?” he asked.
“Well” his client said, “new change of plan. We are going to build an army. It will overthrow
this city. We will have control. The money you just stole will fund for weapons and fighters. I have
not time to pay a mere, useless little robber like you. I have no more use of you.” After he finished,
he snapped his fingers, and a huge man; seven feet tall with rippling muscles grabbed John and
threw him at the doors. John crashed through the windows, and glass cut him like he was in a
grinder. He fell on his face and he felt his nose crack and blood flowed out of it. John groaned in
immense pain, and he had many scratches all over his body. The van veered out of sight, and John
crawled to the sidewalk.
An army to overthrow the city. John had no idea that the money he just stole was to fund a
rebellion. There was no time left. He had to alert the police. But then, he remembered that he just
robbed a bank. John had to save the day. Literally. He ran into a gun shop around the corner and
broke in. Ignoring the alarms, he scooped up a few arms and ammunition and bolted. He found a
motorcycle, and hotwired it. The engine roared to life, and John rode away after the van. He knew
where they were going. It was a warehouse by the harbor, a clandestine meeting place. He saw the
van parked outside of the warehouse. Several limousines were also parked next to it. He assumed
that the crime leaders were meeting for a conference on how to start the rebellion. He did not know
for sure, but it sounded like a reasonable guess. Anyway, he was sure they were up to no good. John
had no choice. He phoned the police. Within minutes, sirens sounded and ten police cars screeched
into sight. An armed guard next to the warehouse yelled and ran inside. A garage door opened, and
twenty armed men ran outside, along with John’s client. If only John knew his name. The police
climbed out of their cars and one of them held a megaphone.
“Surrender now! Drop your weapons!” John’s client chuckled and yelled, “Open fire!” His
client ran into the van as guns began to fire. It was a huge gunfight, but John spared no time to look.
He rode his motorcycle at full speed at the van. John managed to get parallel with the van, and he
jumped to the side of the car. He clambered onto the top of the car, and took out a collapsible
trench tool. With the serrated edge, he swung and he felt the shovel sink into the top of the car. He
repeatedly swung until there was a gaping hole. He looked inside and there was his client and two
burly bodyguards. They were still in shock, until John threw his shovel at one of them. The
bodyguard was knocked out and crashed into the driver. The car flipped over, and John was once
again thrown like a rag doll. He hit the blacktop hard. They were now situated on a bridge. Many
cars were passing by, their passengers in shock and gaping at the scene. One bodyguard coughed
and climbed out of the burning rubble. He surged forward and swung a punch at John. John ducked
and hit him in the face. The bodyguard collapsed to the ground. He looked around and found the
duffel bag filled with the cases of money. John took it and began walking. Then, John then heard a
voice behind him.
“Freeze.” John looked around and saw his client. He had a pistol pointed at him. “Hand
over the money, and you live.” John needed to buy some time for the police to get here.
He responded, “Why are you doing this?”
His client’s eyes narrowed and replied, “Don’t ask questions?” “But why? You will not
succeed anyway.” His client stared, and then laughed evilly. “I will fail? Really? The rebellion will
succeed! Hand over the money, and I shall spare you.”
John wondered why he did not just get shot, as he would have dropped the cases. Then, he
realized he was right next to the water. The car had plowed the safety railing off of the bridge, and
he would have fallen with the money if he were shot. Then, hostile cars pulled onto the bridge. His
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client looked, and glee took over his face. “You have no choice now!” he cackled. John looked at
him. He realized what he had to do. He was not going to make it anyway. He said, “Goodbye.” and
jumped off the bridge. The money cases shattered as they hit the water. The money was gone; either
spread around or carried to the depths. John had sacrificed himself. He did this to correct his own
mistake, and to save lives. It was truly a great impact.
One year later
“Is it true that the man jumped off the bridge?” asked Dan, a friend of Billy.
“Of course, I saw it with my own eyes. He was talking with this other guy, and he jumped off. The
police then arrested the other man. It was really weird, as it happened right on this bridge.”
“Wow, man.” responded Dan. Billy looked at the exact spot that the man had jumped off of.
He could still remember his face perfectly. After ten minutes, Billy pulled up to a café that he and
Dan were going to eat at. They sat down at a glass table and ordered two coffees. Once the waiter
left, Billy suddenly saw a familiar face. Dan looked at Billy curiously, “What is it?”
Billy did not reply. The man he was staring at stood up and walked away. He could have
sworn it was the man who jumped off of the bridge.
“Wait, uh, nothing.” said Billy.
“Oh, okay.” replied Dan, “So anyway…” Billy had already zoned out. The man had
survived.
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ARTWORK
ANIKETH UMESH; GRADE 6
The Pounce of a Leopard
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EMILY YE; GRADE 7
A Bubble Melody
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