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MICHELLE SONG 

To Forgive, To Forget  
A crisp autumn wind swept over the forest city. Red and golden leaves swirled in the wind. 

There were almost no birds or people in the sky, and the sun shone brightly over the chilly ground. 
Flapping her wings, Piri took off over the trees. For her, it had been a long day of teaching students 
how to summon the fireball, to unfurl their wings and lift off from the earth. It had also been a long 
day trying to forget the matter at hand. 
 Now, as she soared toward her attorney’s office, her thoughts kept turning back to the 
upcoming visit. It was to discuss the murder of her sister Rainy at the hands of her own brother 
Morin. Some new evidence had surfaced, shedding doubt on whether Morin was guilty or not. Once 
before, the three had been inseparable. They grew up together, laughed together, and shared many 
special moments together. Triplets, everyone said, share the strongest loyalty that ever existed. If 
only that were true. 
 What had driven Morin to kill his own sister, to betray the family like that? He was always 
the fun-loving one, seemingly without a shred of evil in his heart at all. And yet, he was found ten 
years ago standing over Rainy’s dead body, fireball in hand. At that time, it seemed obvious that 
Morin had killed her. After all, the fireball and the scorched body seemed to provide a perfect 
explanation. And what had Rainy ever done to deserve such a terrible fate? Piri sighed. The birds 
around her trilled sadly, as if sensing her thoughts. 
 Landing in front of a small, plain office, she folded her wings and knocked gently on the 
wooden door.  

“Come in!” The voice of the attorney drawled out. Piri stepped gently into the office, where 
the attorney sat on a clean red chair. 
 “So what brings me here today?” she asked. 
 “Your brother...” the attorney trailed off. 
 “What? He escaped? He’s dead? What happened?” Piri was getting impatient. 
 “Your brother,” the attorney stated. “Was framed. He is innocent. He did not kill your sister. 
Someone else did, and the fireball in his hand was meant for the killer, who escaped.” 
 Piri felt as if someone had punched her in the stomach. ‘Oh brother,’ she thought. ‘Just 
when you needed me, I turned against you and kept you in that place. Just what have I done?’ 
 A few days later, Morin’s retrial was given after ten full years in jail. In the tightly packed yet 
silent courtroom, the words of the testimony bounced off the walls. Piri shifted in her hard wooden 
seat, listening to the overwhelming new evidence in her brother’s favor. She had never felt more 
embarrassed and guilty than at that moment. At the same time, she was also nervous, anticipating 
the upcoming conversation with Morin. That conversation could mean mending their relationship or 
breaking it, scattering it to the four winds, never to be fixed again.  
 When the trial ended, Morin’s handcuffs were taken off and he was helped up. Piri strode up 
to her brother for the first time in ten years, taking in his ragged appearance. The once mischievous 
looking face was pale and gaunt; the once lively, laughing eyes were glazed over and dull. His limbs 
were skinny and his wings were caked with dirt. He radiated an aura of death. 
 “Piri.” Morin’s face showed a mixture of sadness, betrayal, and ill-contained rage. 
 “Morin?” whispered Piri. “Brother?” 
 “Ten years...” The voice came out as a strangled whisper. 
 “I...” 
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 “You left me there for ten years...” Morin was shaking his head, as if denying his very words. 
 “Brother...” 
 “Brother, huh?” snarled Morin. “You left your own brother there for ten years! Does family 
mean anything to you?” He was breathing heavily now. 
 “I...” 
 Morin stared at his sister. “Just leave me alone. I’m better off by myself anyway.” he hissed. 
 Turning around, he spread his wings and flew off into the distance. Piri made no attempt to 
follow. Instead, she watched him get smaller and smaller, feeling as if a part of herself had died. 

After a few days, Piri knocked on the door of Morin’s house. The house was shabby and run 
down, revealing the effects of ten years of weather. A brisk autumn gust blew by, and Piri wrapped 
her cloak tighter around her body. The door clicked open, and she walked in. Morin was sitting in a 
dusty wooden chair, his back to her. 

“Hello, Morin.” Piri said meekly. Morin turned and looked at her, not saying anything, his 
eyes staring into her soul.  
 “Will you forgive me?” A single tear slid down Piri’s cheek. 
 “Why should I?” Morin said coldly, his voice void of emotion. “I tried to protect our sister, 
and how do you repay me? By condemning me to that hellhole. I even pleaded my innocence to you, 
and what did you do? You turned your nose away and ignored me. Tell me, Piri, is that how you 
treat your own brother?” 
 “I’m sorry,” Piri said softly. “I guess I wasn’t thinking clearly back then. I kept thinking of 
how I lost my sister. I don’t want to lose my brother as well. Could you please forgive me? Let us 
forget and move on.” 
 “Forgive? Forget? How can I forget that betrayal? How can I forgive ten years in that... 
that... place? How can I forget how my own sister turned against me at my most vulnerable point? 
How can I forgive that? You expect me to do that?” hissed Morin, leaping from his chair and 
advancing forward. 
 Shrinking back, Piri inched toward the crumbling door.  

“I’m sorry for bothering you. I will leave now.” 
 “And see that you never come back!” Morin screamed, slamming the door. 
 Despite Morin’s earlier words, Piri again found herself at Morin’s door a few days before 
Christmas. There was a foot of cold, wet snow outside the door and a blizzard was beginning to 
form. Piri drew her hand out from her sleeve and knocked on the door. Waiting for the door to 
open, she formed a fireball for warmth and looked around. The house was as shabby as ever, if not 
more. A minute later, the door suddenly opened and Piri walked in. 
 “What do you want? I thought I told you not to come back.” 

“Morin...” Piri started. 
“Out!”  

 Walking out the door, Piri looked at the sky. The wind was starting to pick up, and it was no 
longer safe to fly back. With a heavy sigh, she started trudging back through the snow. 
 A few months later, the sun shone through the trees and the spring air was filled with the 
song of birds and the laughter of children. However, despite the cheery mood around her, Piri still 
felt like a part of her heart was missing.   

Deciding that a fly would do her good, she threw open her window and jumped, unfurling 
her wings in the process. Seconds later, she was cruising serenely over the treetops when she heard 
an anguished cry. 
 Her heart nearly stopped when she realized the direction it came from. ‘Morin!’ she silently 
screamed. Taking a sharp turn, she sped toward Morin’s house, just in time to see a towering tree 
sway dangerously and start to fall in his direction. Thinking quickly, Piri decided to rescue him. 
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Putting every ounce of energy into speeding up, she swerved and dodged many a forest tree. 
Finally, she flew into an open window to find Morin, frozen in fear and staring at the falling tree. 
 “Morin! Evacuate now!” shouted Piri. There was no reply. 
 “Morin! Go! There’s no time to waste!” she yelled again. Again, Morin seemed not to hear 
her. 
 Quickly, Piri kicked open the front door. Already, the tree was getting closer. Leaves, 
branches, and wooden planks began to rain down onto the floor. Acting purely out of instinct, she 
grabbed the still-frozen Morin and shoved him out the door. 
 The rubble rained down faster. Splinters of various sizes littered the floor. Piri clawed 
desperately at the chunks of wood blocking the door. The roof broke with a deafening crack as the 
tree trunk came barreling through. Then, everything went black. 
 ‘I’m sorry, Morin,’ thought Piri as she slid into unconsciousness. 
 Piri awoke to a sea of white light. Through her bleary eyes, she watched as people bustled 
about the room. Once in a while, a machine beeped quietly. Everything seemed to glow ominously. 
 “Am I dead?” she wondered aloud, surprised at the dryness of her throat. 
 “No. You’re not.” a familiar voice replied and a glass of water was handed to her. “And 
neither am I. You’re in the hospital.” 
 There was a long and awkward silence as Piri sipped her water and Morin looked on. It was 
as if they were both waiting for the other to speak first. 
 “You saved me.” Morin finally said. Again, there was a long pause. “Why?” 
 “You’re my brother,” Piri replied without hesitation. “Of course I saved you. Did you expect 
anything less?” 
 “After how I treated you...” Morin stopped and shook his head. “ I forgive you. I’m sorry, 
too, for being so rude.” 
 “It’s fine. I know it’s hard to lose two sisters in one day. Of course you would be unhappy.” 
The two slid into silence again, this time a comforting one. 
 “Let’s forget this and just move on,” Morin said at last, his mouth quirking up into a 
bittersweet smile. 
 “Indeed. But let’s not forget, and learn from our mistakes instead. You learn so much from 
trial and error,” said Piri. Again, the two fell back into their own thoughts. 
 “At least I get to renovate my house again. That’s at least one benefit from this.” Morin 
piped up suddenly. 
 “Paint it pink and yellow,” joked a smirking Piri. 
 “Never! I’ll paint it blue and green!” Morin smirked back. 
 “Aww, no pink and yellow?” pouted Piri. The expression on her face was just comical. 
 Outside, the nurses all shook their heads at the deep belly laugh and the high-pitched giggle 
emitting from the nearest room. It was a sound often disapproved of in the quiet hospital, but for 
Piri and Morin, who hadn’t heard each other laugh in a decade, the sound was a priceless treasure. 
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ARBAAZ MUSLIM 

Voyages of the Seasons 
 
Across the Sea of the World 
There sail four grand ships 
And these ships 
Have caused the cycles of the world to turn 
On the shores of the restless and roiling sea live the people 
And all of these ships they see 
First they see the ship of winter 
Laden with snow 
It brings a chill with it, 
Making people wish they were curled up by the fireplace 
Icicles hang from the edge of its frozen hull 
It docks for some months, bringing cold to all 
Until it must leave and its time is null 
The ship of spring takes its place, 
Sailing with its own cool and refreshing breeze 
Laden with blossoms, 
It sails with grace 
And it too, docks 
The people, overjoyed 
Saunter outside with ease 
As they enjoy the sights and smells 
Of opening blossoms and heightening plants 
The fresh evergreen scent of all that dwell 
In the world of Nature 
Fills the people's sense of smell. 
And now, as those before it, the ship leaves 
For another to fill its place 
Now comes the ship of summer 
It glows with the magnified radiant smile of the sun 
The people swim on beaches and immerse themselves in mirth 
They laugh and run in the brilliant light of the suddenly blinding star of fire 
The immeasurable joy lasts until once again 
The ship has to leave 
And the people begin to grieve 
The ship of fall, a spectrum of colors 
Docks, eradicating summer's absence 
And once again, the people find 
Themselves immersed in merrymaking 
The crunch of leaves underfoot  
Fills all ears  
As children laugh and play 
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In the crisp, cool air 
As if they had not done so for years and years 
And although the air is cool 
The warmth of life and the exuberance 
Of the people teems in the air around them 
The trees hold themselves and their colorful digits 
Ramrod straight with pride 
For this was the season when they never hid 
Behind the exquisite flowers 
At last, as all things should 
The season bids the people adieu 
And the never-ending cycle of 
The seasons begins anew. 
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LAHARI VUPPALADHADIAM 

Life in the Cave 
 

Gunshots echoed through the canyon walls as people fled from their homes. I peered out 
the window and saw the enemy troops nearing our shabby house. Grabbing a cloth bag and stuffing 
it with my necessities and telling my family to do so as well, I prepared to run. The enemy was 
setting fire to each home and randomly shooting at our army.  
 “Come on, George! Pack your stuff already!” I hissed impatiently. Then, I desperately 
glanced up at the window again, only to be chagrined with the horrid sight of bloodshed. 
 “I-I’m t-trying, Abby,” he sobbed. 
 “Oh,” suddenly, I realized that I was burdening him with my tension. “D-Don’t worry, 
George, everything will be fine.”  

I tried to console him, but I was not certain myself. Our enemy, the Nikites started a 
rebellion because their people were dying of lead poisoning from the rivers. Lead production 
sustained our economy, so many people were reluctant to fight for change. Our side of the troops, 
who stayed loyal to the nation, named themselves the Agauos, Greek for “noble.” Since we didn’t 
want a war, we stayed with the Agauos. 
 Once we were all ready, I led everyone to the back door, and we filed out as silently as we 
could. There was a full moon and it would have been a beautiful night had there been no war. My 
senses were overwhelmed because of my tension. My hands were sweating and my knees were 
trembling; yet I remained strong. ‘You are a capable fourteen-year-old girl’, I told myself, ‘and this is 
your chance to prove to them that you are as good as any boy.’ 
 Suddenly, I heard a snap. I whirled around, only to see George grinning apologetically. A few 
seconds later, a crunch followed, but this time from my mother in front of me, who turned back and 
mouthed, “Sorry!” George looked unnerved. 
 “I’m sorry!” George’s voice shook with panic, so I let him go for that one. 
 “It’s okay, buddy. Just be careful next time, okay?” I said. 
 “Okay, sis,” he replied dejectedly. 
 As we neared the entrance to the secret cave that would lead us to temporary safety, George 
suddenly wailed. 

“Billy! We forgot my teddy bear, Billy! Get me Billy! I need Billy!” 
 “Shhhh! Fine, I’ll get him for you,” I said forlornly, but thought, ‘When is he going to grow 
up!’ I knew that I was averting a noisy, violent tantrum by doing this. 
 The troops were only one house away now, so I broke into a quick trot. Slamming the rotten 
door open with an unmistakable earsplitting bang, I hastily grabbed the teddy bear and ran the one 
hundred meters back to the cave just as the Nikites arrived at our poor house. Gasping for air, I 
dropped onto the ground. My mother closed up the cave behind me, and George cuddled up with 
the teddy bear I had thrust into his arms as I entered. My father had already made the place 
comfortable with blankets and lamps. Fortunately, we had known about the attack and prepared for 
it, having many things stored here. Our plan to keep ourselves alive was a success, and we survived 
the attack. Now, all that was left was to wait out the troops.  

Moving one boulder slowly aside with a slight scratch, I stepped out to bathe myself in the 
illuminating light and fresh air. Being confined to the cave, our occasional visits to the outside world 
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were greeted with relief and enthusiasm from George and me. We longed for the days when we were 
not cowering in the dark corners of the cave, huddled together in a terrified mass. Once my minute 
was over, I stepped back, shifting over the rock and concentrating on the tiny hole of sunlight that 
had nearly disappeared.  

‘Just in time’, I thought. A Nikite soldier had just walked up the hill on which our cave was, 
but I was not very fearful. No one could find our cave even if they knew what to look for, because 
boulders that had fallen in front of the cave during an avalanche five years ago blocked its entrance. 
We moved one of the smaller ones to enter and exit the cave. Yet, if a Nikite saw us while we were 
outside getting fresh air, we would all be executed. 

“Shhhh! Be quiet everyone! Nikite uphill!” I hissed. 
Everyone immediately stopped what they were doing and froze. I peeked through a slit that 

revealed a sliver of light, and was relieved to see the soldier heading away from the cave. The cave 
was human-proof, but not necessarily soundproof if you were right outside next to it. I almost burst 
into laughter as he skidded down the hill and tripped over his own shoelaces. Once he was out of 
sight, we relaxed and resumed our work. 

It was hard to find something to do while stuck in a cave, but I managed to help everyone 
during our fifteen weeks there. George was working on constructing a model plane, which in reality 
held a GPS and a controllable tracking system. I put together the smaller pieces; his clumsy, stubby 
little fingers prevented him from handling them. At the far side of the cave, Dad was building sturdy 
furniture and a wagon for us to ride in for our escape. Mom, on the other hand, was sewing us new 
clothes for the winter. It was less than two months until winter now. The days were already getting 
shorter, and the cold, bitter wind bit at our inadequate clothes when we stepped outside. We had 
stored up boxes and boxes of food before the attack, so that wasn’t a huge issue. When we needed 
fresh fruits and vegetables, we went outside and stole a little at a time, to avoid suspicion, from the 
camp. 

However, the real excitement came on the second day of winter. A few days earlier, I had 
heard my parents whispering in hushed voices that our stores were being depleted quickly. I learned 
that we needed help as soon as possible, and did what any teenager had always wanted to do here in 
Jhusterberg: I sent a message in a bottle. 

I had gone outside for my usual breath of air that day when I was hit with the idea. If I could 
send a message to someone for help, maybe we could be freed from this prison. The only way to 
communicate with others would be to send a bottle. I quickly hustled inside, snatched a glass bottle, 
a paper, and a pen, and wrote a letter: 
 
Dear Reader, 
 If you are reading this letter, then you must come help us immediately. We are a family of Agauos stuck 
inside a cave. (We are hiding from the Nikites.) Please send help immediately. You shall find us at the Avalanche 
Hill. 
 
With hope, 
Abigail Sandra Jingleheim 
 

Stuffing it into the bottle, I fastened the cork and reached back to throw the bottle as far as I 
could. The second it let go of my hand, I wondered, What if it breaks after hitting the ground? Oh 
well. At least we will get help. 

The next morning, I woke up to the rich smell of my parents’ morning coffee. I walked out 
to get some fresh air. As I turned my head to stretch, a glint caught my eye. Making sure no one else 
saw, I ran over to open a bottle waiting outside.  
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Dear Abigail, 
 Do not fear. I shall bring help. Be outside with your family at midnight tonight.  
Yours, 
Anonymous Rockefeller 
 

I nearly jumped for joy. I quickly told my parents, and we all immediately set to packing up 
our things. By the evening, we sat down to our last meal at the cave. It had almost become a friendly 
home to me now, but I was glad to be let out of the confinement.  

Suddenly, we heard voices outside. One person was shouting while the other meekly replied. 
“Is it the people you said would come?” my mother asked. 
“I think so,” I answered uncertainly. 
All of a sudden, the boulders crashed down and a cannon ball shot across the cave. Now the 

night sky was clearly visible, and we huddled together in fright. 
“Well, well, well. Who do we have here?” a sinister voice cackled. He stood there, tall and 

erect with a portable cannon hunched under his arms-Anonymous Rockefeller. 
We were trapped. And there was no way to get out. 
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SHAYNA KOTHARI 

E-3210 
Exterminator 3210 completed the warm-up exercises with ease, thanks to his enhanced 

arms. In fact, most of the Exterminators completed the exercises easily; the main purpose of the 
tasks was to weed out those whom were dysfunctional. He headed out to the extermination hall in 
the local jail, dressed in his plain black work clothes. He had a knife on him to accompany his gun; 
he always did. As an Exterminator, he was authorized to carry one. Metal glinted on his arm, a 
reminder of what he was. Once, he had been a real person, instead of a reanimated shell of a broken 
past.  But he hadn’t been nearly this strong, powerful, or seemingly invincible. The weaknesses of 
emotion had always been an unrelenting anchor, tugging him down into the depths of vulnerability. 
Standing silently, knife in hand, he waited for his next victim to pass through the door of the 
Spartan room. 

A young girl walked into the room, no older than seven. Two men in bright green jumpsuits 
were escorting her, the color of the human workers for the city. At seeing E-3210, the girl’s eyes 
widened.  

“Daddy?” she called. “Daddy, is that you? Please help me!”  
Her voice seemed too mature for such a young child, as it was more low than high-pitched, 

and years of hardships were evident in her empty eyes. However, the exterminator had a job to do.  
The girl’s escorts let in another woman as well. This was strange, they usually only had one 

person killed at a time.  
This woman was older, in her mid-thirties. E-3210 instantly knew that she was the girl’s 

mother, as they shared identical eyes and expressions. His enhanced eyes caught everything: her 
disheveled hair, sad eyes, and rebellious demeanor. However, he knew that she was still considered 
beautiful by humans.  

One of the escorts spoke while the other bound the people to the wall with special straps.  
“We got orders to kill these two, even the little one. Mother and daughter, they are. They 

ain’t been in jail for more than a day, sir. It seems like they’ve caused some serious trouble, especially 
the woman. Seems they don’t want bad blood in today’s society.”  

“I see. I shall complete my work; you may go,” replied E-3210. With that, the escorts left the 
room.  

“Any last words?” he asked coldly, without feeling. He brandished the knife, and moved 
closer.  

To his surprise, the woman spoke.  
“Jax?” she questioned confusingly. Then she seemed to remember something, and she 

seemed upset. “Jax, snap out of it. They told us they wouldn’t modify your memory, that you would 
come back home. But I suppose not…” She sounded as if she was trying to be confident, but the 
false facade of fearlessness was breaking down. Her voice was wavering, and she sounded as if she 
were to break into tears at any moment. 

E-3210 replied.  
“My name is not Jax. I know of no Jax. And I do not know who you are. I am Exterminator 

number 3210, and I am here to take your life.” 
The woman’s voice cracked, and sounded hoarse and brittle.  
“Jax, you have to remember. I’m your wife, Blair! And you must know who she is,” Blair 

said, pointing to the girl. “She’s your daughter, Kennedy.” 
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He paid no attention to her lamenting. He moved closer to the girl—he would kill her first. 
Kennedy was silent, her eyes numb and brimming with bottled up tears.  
“Daddy, I love you,” she whispered. 
He faltered as he neared her. He tried to keep the thoughts out of his mind, but they ate 

away at him. Pity. E-3210, an Exterminator who was supposed to feel nothing, was feeling 
something.  

Then he collapsed.  
 

*  *  * 
 

Blair was confused and angry. How could Jax be so cold-blooded? He had been ready to kill 
his own daughter. He hadn't been that way before, but they had done something to him. They said 
that they'd give him a new, better life when they reanimated him. That they wouldn't take his 
memories away. But she had been wrong to trust them. They had to be stopped before they could 
do this to more people. It would've been better for her to let Jax stay dead instead of subjecting him 
to this. All the more reason to join the rebellion... She took out the crumpled, faded piece of paper 
in her pocket. To the unknowing outsider it may have seemed like a scrap that had meant to be 
thrown away, or a phone number, but it was really a location, the location of the safe house.  

 
*  *  * 

 
E-3210 woke up after a minute. That voice… the girl’s… it had triggered something. An 

avalanche of emotions flooded his mind, and he realized what he had done wrong. The emotions 
spread through his mind like water, outlining everything he had done since he became an 
exterminator. He had been about to kill that little girl who might even be his daughter. He couldn’t 
believe it. The countless innocents he had killed… he wasn’t about to kill any more.  

He got up slowly. He knew what he had to do.  
“Come with me. I know a way out.” 
Blair eyed him suspiciously. Her eyes were distrustful and afraid, and he knew why. Only a 

moment earlier he was ready to kill her, and now he was helping them? He wouldn’t trust himself 
either.  

He sighed, and searched for the words to describe the epiphany that he had just experienced. 
“Just trust me. That little girl’s voice did something to me. I’ve changed; I can feel now. And 

I’m certainly not going to hurt you.” To prove his point, E-3210 quickly unstrapped them both. As 
soon as they were released from the bonds, they rubbed the red streaks on their arms where the 
straps had been, and he winced as he viewed the results of his previous nature.  

“Follow me,” he said, and he uncovered a hidden keypad. He quickly typed a code in, and a 
door automatically opened. “The back exit. In case of emergency, they always have one.” 

Blair nodded, and they walked out into the back alley of the jail. It was easy going into the 
city from here.  

“Where do you want to go? It isn’t safe anywhere where the Jailers are monitoring.” 
“I know a place,” Blair said simply.  
“Shouldn’t you be leaving us now? Going back to your job?”  
“I can’t do that anymore. The killing…I won’t.” He shuddered.  
“What suddenly changed your mind?” she sneered. “Just a moment ago, you were happy to 

kill us.” 
He turned on her. “I could easily take the both of you and complete my job. I’m coming 

with you. I’m much, much, much stronger than humans. I could take the two of you apart with my 
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bare hands right on the spot. Don’t you think that I’d have done it by now if I wanted to?”  
Blair backed away, and E-3210 immediately regretted what he had done. He had just made 

her distrust him more. 
“You’ll have to be blindfolded on the way there, then,” she said after a moment.  
He sighed. “Fine. Just take me there. I can help you with your rebellion. I have much 

knowledge about the strategies of the government. It seems that they had become a bit 
overconfident in their cyborgs.” 

 
*  *   * 

 
Of course, E-3210 had forgotten about the location sensor in his brain. Every cyborg had 

one in case something went awry. The alarms had been raised as soon as they figured out that he 
had left the complex before normal working hours were over.  

When E-32310 reached the hideout, the authorities got coordinates of the safe house and 
began heading there. They were going to destroy. 
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LAHARI VUPPALADHADIAM 

The Eye of Doom 
 
Coming and knocking everything down, 
Trees, houses,  
All on the ground  
No one can stop it 
Its damage has no limit 
It makes your head go round 
And round 
And round 
And round. 

 
Its winds howl and scream, 
A dog, deep in pain  
Trees are hurled onto cars 
Cars fly onto trees 
It makes your house go round  
And round 
And round 
And round.  

 
The world goes crazy, 
And the skies are amiss 
The worst is the eye 
It seems innocent 
But it is the most destructive of them all 
It makes the earth go round  
And round 
And round 
And round. 

 
Watch for the mountain of rain, 
For it is none other than a hurricane.  
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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, AND CHAPTER 1 IN THE JANUARY/FEBRUARY ISSUE!  
 

CHAPTER 2- ETHEREAL LIGHTS 
 

Seila quietly pushed herself up into a sitting position as the early morning light streamed 
through the trees. She and Kazuna had passed through a clearing the previous night and had decided 
to camp under the nearby trees. As she sat idly, her thoughts wandered back to the events that had 
occurred the night before as they’d passed through the small glade. 

 
*  *   * 

 
The wind rustled the leaves and whipped the silver-haired mage and her companion’s hair 

around them slightly as they walked through the small expanse of grass. It was the first area on the 
trail they’d been taking through the forest that lacked trees above them, and both girls marveled at 
the sight of the sky. The moon was glowing brightly, its own companions, the stars, twinkling 
merrily in the still night. As they walked farther in from the outskirts of the grassy area, she heard 
Kazuna gasp softly. 

Thousands of tiny glowing silver lights hung in the waist-length grass. The cleric gently 
reached out to one, picking it up when she realized she could touch it. She held it up to the mage 
and both looked at it closely. 

It was a delicate-looking bell-shaped flower that easily fit into the brunette’s hand. In the 
darkness, the petals glowed, phantom-like, as it appeared to be lit up from within. The light lit up the 
area around the flower gently, glowing past the confines of the petals, much like a fire would. 

“Starflowers…” she gasped, surprised. Very few people had the chance to see the legendary 
beauties in person. 

“Yeah,” Seila nodded, “They’re Lorris Bells…or Starflowers if you prefer. Amazing, isn’t it?” 
“It’s gorgeous,” the girl quietly breathed. Seila smiled kindly and nodded in agreement. 
Suddenly, a soft sound—a melody of sorts—began to drift through the field; a hauntingly 

sorrowful song in what seemed to be a foreign language. The two teens glanced throughout the 
clearing, finally turning to the source of the singing. 

The starlit silhouette of a figure was perched upon the branches of a willow tree in the center 
of the field. He was surrounded with even tinier lights that floated in the air around him—fireflies—
as he continued singing, seemingly unaware of the two’s presence in the clearing, or perhaps he 
simply didn’t care. As the song seemed to come to an end, a cloud passed over the moon, plunging 
the world around them into darkness for a moment, lit only by the flowers and fireflies. But a 
moment was all he needed, and when the sky cleared and the clearing was once again lit up, the 
figure was gone. 

 
*  *   * 
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As she continued to think about the previous night, Seila frowned, trying to recall some 
lyrics of the song. It had seemed familiar, though she hadn’t understood any of it. 

“Aishiteru.” 
Perhaps she’d just imagined it, but that single phrase, the only one she recognized and 

understood…she could have sworn she’d heard it whispered in that moment when the world went 
dark. 

The mage was startled out of her thoughts as Kazuna stirred. 
 

*  *   * 
  
Kazuna woke to soft rustling and bright sunlight. She sleepily blinked against the bright light 

streaming in through the trees and moved an arm sluggishly to shade her eyes as a cheerful voice cut 
through the hazy fog of sleep. 

“Hey sleepy head; I see you finally got up!” 
Seila’s voice was energetic as usual, though there was a hint of something else beneath it that 

the cleric had picked up on. Had the brunette been more awake, she’d had questioned about it, but 
in her half-asleep state, she simply dismissed the abnormality.  

She yawned widely and sat up, reaching blindly around her for the handle of her hairbrush 
for a few minutes before Seila, taking pity on the disoriented cleric, handed it to her, quite amused. 

“Thanks,” Kazuna said offhandedly as she began to brush her hair. While she liked it long, it 
was rather annoying to keep clean and free of knots all the time. By the time her hair was back in her 
signature pigtails and she’d changed into a clean pair of travel clothes, the younger girl was much 
more awake. 

“How much longer ‘til we reach the capital?” she inquired hopefully. She’d been looking 
forward to visiting the capital of Ancora, Aenor, ever since she’d heard that Seila wanted to stop by 
the city. 

Seila grinned at her companion’s enthusiasm, making the excited girl flush slightly. “We 
should get there by noon.” 

Kazuna began to run down the road.  
“Come on! Let’s go!” 
Seila simply smiled at the cleric’s antics, glad she was feeling better and not too depressed 

over the events that had brought the two together in the first place anymore. She still couldn’t help 
grinning as she gestured to the campsite. 

“Hold on, will you? We need to pack up and eat breakfast.” 
Kazuna blinked, “Oh. I forgot…” 
 

*  *   * 
  
Meanwhile, inside the city of Aenor, a figure darted around inside the alleys, smirking. In his 

gloved hands he clutched a bloody knife, which he quickly disposed of. 
“Heh,” he gloated, his voice dark and gravelly, “my fifth victim. I wonder who’s next…?” 

He cackled madly. 
Behind him, a body lay in a puddle of blood, still and cold. Then suddenly it stood back up, 

not a mark on it to show what had caused the blood on the dagger. It began to walk calmly, as if still 
alive. Two hours later, the townspeople in the marketplace had no idea what happened when a 
young woman suddenly collapsed in the middle of the street, a bloody stab in her stomach. 

A haunting cackle resounded throughout the streets that night. 
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*  *   * 
 
Renee put on a bright smile as a new customer entered the small, well-lit café. He was a 

young teenager, seeming to be about 14-15 years old. There was an easy smile on his face that lit up 
his charming ice-blue eyes, which were hidden under a messy mop of golden-brown hair… 

‘Stop staring at him! He’s a customer! Even if he is rather good looking…gah!’ She led him 
to a table and asked for his order. She couldn’t afford to space out just because a cute guy was here; 
this was a new job! 

Just then, a shrill scream pierced the lazy afternoon air. The boy turned quickly to the 
direction of the sound: the marketplace. Muttering a curse, he turned toward her. 

“Sorry ma’am, I gotta go.” 
 And with that, he was gone.  
 

*  *   * 
  
The first of Ala Arcus were their leaders, the wind/darkness mage Alicia of Kalura, also 

known as the Phantom Storm, and the spy Ensis Saledin Moonshadow, a famed spy known for his 
perfect stealth, navigation, and skill in various weapons. 

The two were childhood friends, though they were separated when Alicia turned 14 and left 
to study in Ethulencia. In the time she was gone, Saledin lived on the streets as he had before he’d 
become her friend and she’d let him stay with her. In that time, his stealth, and pick pocketing, 
improved, as well as his hand-to-hand combat. A year later, when he too turned 14, he set off to 
find Alicia, buying his supplies with the money he’d ”liberated” from greedy nobles back in his 
hometown. 

When the two were reunited, it was not a cause for celebration. The princess of Ancora had 
been kidnapped, and many groups of Ala Luminis were asked to go find her. The successful group 
would be rewarded handsomely. And so when the two friends met in Ethulencia, they immediately 
decided to go find the princess, both to catch up with each other and because Alicia was not pleased 
with the way Saledin was getting money. 

It was on this trip that they met the other 3 members of a group that would one day band 
together in becoming the most recognized group in Ala Luminis. 
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ARTWORK 
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ARPITA GAGGAR 

 


