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Glassy

His eyes, his smile
All those goodbyes
Futile
Taken over
From black to white
We can’t go back
Yet our future, out of sight
My heart, if laid bare
Under the glassy skies
Remembers your stare
I’ll never forget, till my own demise
What we said
While we fade
Under those glassy skies
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emi

“Embrace the water for it is alive
It embraces you and takes grasps 
As soon as you arrive
Dive into the abyss
So there’s nothing amiss”

The starting bell rings
They dive in, the splash as their wings
The water as the sky
To seim was to fly

Alone our hopes could be crushed
But as a team, our lives and dreams were rushed
Teamwork was a must
and desideratum was our trust

Once a friend and now a rival
To win was a fight of error and trial
His very own greed lead to despair
Dreams and passions begun to wear
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Stray
Lunar Love

Eyes that glow 
A bit too brightly
Electric as blue lightning
Hair that’s black
A middle fringe 
His aure, truly fright’nin
But his skilled hands
Rough to the touch
Handles me with care
And once he comes 
Into your life
Suddenly he’s not there
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By: 서투른 코알라

Highschool was a fresh start, a way 
to repay the king - or so he called him 
- back for the bitter loss he incured 
during the last meet. He didn’t have a 
proper team back then either; it was 
only a matter of time before they were 
beaten. He couldn’t take it though, 
swearing revenge he walked faster 
towards the gym, where this time, he 
would win more than just a game.
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“A fresh start. After middle school end-
ed, I applied for Karasuno High, where 
the little giant went and made history. 
To think I’d be able to train among 
those who trained with him, maybe with 
their help I’ll be able to win against that 
wretched king, Kageyama Tobio.”

Walking faster towards the gym, Hinata 
couldn’t hide his excitement. His vision 
focused on the doorway leading to the 
gym, he couldn’t see anything beyond 
that. Unfortunately, same goes for 
someone walking in from a different 
direction. Crashing into each other, 
Hinata - being quite petite - was thrown 
back quite a bit. 

“Sorry..” both said at the same time, 
not looking up, they bowed out of 
politeness.

Slowly looking up, Hinata recognised 
the man standing before him,“-
Ka-Ka-Kageyama!!” He stuttered. His 
face expressed his utter shock, so did 
Kageyama’s.

“Why’d they accept shrimps?” Kageya-
ma said with a mocking expression, 
proud of his remark.

Hinata’s face flushed out of rage. This

man infuriates him. “And Shiratorizawa 
didn’t accept the great Kageyama Tobio 
?” Referring to the powerhouse of the 
nation in the highschool division, he felt 
a slight satisfaction as Kageyama’s face 
started to burn.

Huffing, they both acknowledged the 
snide remarks and raced to the gym. 
Running at the same pace, they got stuck 
at the door frame fit for one. 

“Move it shrimpy!” Kageyama yelled at 
him with an annoyed expression.

“You move! Selfish, egotistical bastard!”

Shouting at each other, neither willing to 
budge, the gym turned around to witness 
the spectacle they were making. 

“What in the world are you doing new-
bies?!” Captain Daichi Sawamura yelled 
with annoyance plastered accross his 
face. 

The rest of the team looked scared for 
a moment and went back to what they 
were doing. The court was filled with 
screeches again in no time.

“And you two are?” Daichi asked with a 
stern voice, relaying his authority within 
the area.

“I’m Kageyama Tobio” “I’m Hinata Shoyo” 
Speaking at the same time, the glared at 
one another before giving the captain their 
attentions.

“I’m the captain of the volleyball team 
here at Karasuno High. Sawamura, you 
guys can call me Daichi.” He paused and 
took a deep breath to calm his nerves, 
“now you may not know this, but here, 
we pride in teamwork. SO NONE OF YOU 
ARE GETTING IN UNTIL YOU ARE ABLE 
TO WORK TOGETHER!” Finally shouting 
at the two, Sawamura threw them out of 
the gymnasium. “You have one week to 
be friends or your entrance to the team is 
permanently denied.” 
He said this and slammed the door shut in 
their faces.

The two boys looked at each other for a 
while, shocked at what just happened to 
them. They walked back to the school’s 
main building with drooping shoulders, 
thinking of a plan to get themselves into 
the team they were desperate to join.

“Allright... I don’t like you and you don’t 
like me, but we have to at least pretend 
to like each other..” Kageyama said in a 
quiet voice, glancing at Hinata through his 
peripheral vision.

The next day, they met up outside the
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gym, glaring at each other. Kageyama brought 
his old volleyball with him so they could practice 
together. Tossing and spiking, they practiced till 
the sky turns dark once again. 

“Kageyama... Y- You toss good... NICE!”

“T-Thanks... Y- You run fast.....”

“REALLY? I was trying to go like NYOOM and 
spike like BAM and ----”

At this time, Kageyama knew he fell... deep into 
the pit of love. He was attracted to the ray of 
sunshine Hinata was. He stared at Hinata, still 
going on about how much “nyoom” his spikes 
has.

Hinata could feel Kageyama’s laser eyes. “I 
gotta admit.. he’s cute.. staring like that... what 
is he a third grader?” he thought to himself as 
he smirks visibly.
 
They both knew that they were starting to fall... 
deeper and deeper into the pit you call love.

Everyday of the week they sat together, ate 
together, practices together after school and 
walk home together until the different directions 
pull them apart. 

After the whole week ended, their relationship 
with each other grew for the better and they 
were accepted into the team without hesitation. 
---------------------------------------
“Kageyamaaaaaa.... I’m bored...” Hinata said 
as he rolled his head on his desk and stared 
out the window next to his seat. Seeing this, 
Kageyama just stared at him for a while before 
reacting to anything. He smiled a small smile, 
watching a tuft of hair fall on Hinata’s face.

realization of what he did. Both start to feel their 
faces burn, their cheeks about to glow red hot. 

“I-I’m going to the bathroom!” Kageyama

whispered as he ran out, covering his face.

Hinata stayed frozen in place, blushing like 
crazy.  

Kageyama stood in front of the sink of the boy’s 
bathroom, his face as red as a tomato. 

Sweating a litle bit, he covered his face and 
turned on the tap to wash his face. 

After a while, Kageyama came back to the 
class, his face no longer a bright red color, and 
his expression as stoic as ever. He saw Hinata 
sitting up straight in 

his seat, staring out the window.

He approached Hinata again, hoping he would 
think nothing of it.

“H- Hinata?”

“Oh Kageyama-kun, you’re back? You took a 
while, are you ok?” Hinata said while still slightly 
blushing.

Kageyama couldn’t help smile at how cute the 
boy was, blushing ever so slightly.

Walking home that day was quieter than usual.

“Hinata... you know I.. it’s been a while now..”

“Yeah?” He stopped and looked at Kageyama.

“I love you. Ever since the week we got closer.”

They both stood on the sidewalk silently for a 
while, the empty street, the sunset, the creaking 
of Hinata’s bicycle wheel in the wind filling in the 
emptiness.
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Kageyama said silently, breaking the deafening 
silence. “I’ll head back first then.. I need to be home 
earlier tonight.. see you tomorrow shrimpy.” He 
walked ahead without looking back, hoping Hinata 
wouldn’t notice how red his cheeks are.

Kageyama disappeared into the distance, leaving 
a dumbfounded Hinata behind. His cheeks red 
and his brain trying to figure out what exactly just 
happened, a confession from the King himself. His 
mouth started forming a smile, stretching from ear 
to ear. He started his walk back home again, not 
being able to handle the excitement of meeting 
Kageyama again the next day

After that confession, a few days passed, both 
Kageyama and Hinata .

acted like usual, like nothing happened. They went 
to practice like usual and went to classes as usual. 

Nothing really changed from their previous 
routines. 

Kageyama still waits anxiously as to what the 
small orange haired boy had to say to him, 
but everytime he sees his smile, his fear van-
ished and he became thankful to be 
able to spend so much time with the 
little angel.

Going home together again, Hinata finally
decided to do what he always wanted to 
do. Stopping Kageyama on the sidewalk, 
he stood on his toes and leaned in , startling 
Kageyama. Losing focus and balance, they 
started to share the first kiss, with a million more 
to come in the future.

This is when..

The Crow and The King became one
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Christopher Paolini was born in South-
ern California and lived most of his life in 
Paradise Valley, Montana with his parents 
and younger sister, Angela. The tall, jagged 
Beartooth Mountains that rise on one side 
of Paradise Valley inspired the fantastic 
scenery in Eragon, the first novel in his 
Inheritance cycle.

Christopher was homeschooled by his 
parents and often wrote short stories and 
poems, made frequent trips to the library, 
and read widely. He was fifteen when he 
wrote the first draft of Eragon and his fam-
ily self-published the book in 2001.

In August 2003, Alfred A. Knopf Books 
for Young Readers published Eragon and it 
was an instant success, reaching a world-
wide audience. Christopher’s second novel 
Eldest was published in 2005, followed 
by Brisingr in 2008. To date, there are 
49 foreign-language licenses for Eragon 
alone, and together the first three books 
in the series have sold 25 million copies 
worldwide. Inheritance, the fourth and 
final book in the cycle will be published on 
November 8, 2011 with a first printing of 
2.5 million copies.

Writer’s
Spotlight
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Excerpt

Eragon knelt in a bed of trampled reed grass and scanned the tracks with a 
practiced eye. The prints told him that the deer had been in the meadow only 
a half-hour before. Soon they would bed down. His target, a small doe with a 
pronounced limp in her left forefoot, was still with the herd. He was amazed she 
had made it so far without a wolf or bear catching her.

The sky was clear and dark, and a slight breeze stirred the air. A silvery cloud 
drifted over the mountains that surrounded him, its edges glowing with ruddy 
light cast from the harvest moon cradled between two peaks. Streams flowed 
down the mountains from stolid glaciers and glistening snowpacks. A brooding 
mist crept along the valley’s floor, almost thick enough to obscure his feet.

Eragon was fifteen, less than a year from manhood. Dark eyebrows rested 
above his intense brown eyes. His clothes were worn from work. A hunting knife 
with a bone handle was sheathed at his belt, and a buckskin tube protected his 
yew bow from the mist. He carried a wood-frame pack.

The deer had led him deep into the Spine, a range of untamed mountains that 
extended up and down the land of Alagaësia. Strange tales and men often came 
from those mountains, usually boding ill. Despite that, Eragon did not fear the 
Spine—he was the only hunter near Carvahall who dared track game deep into 
its craggy recesses.

It was the third night of the hunt, and his food was half gone. If he did not fell the 
doe, he would be forced to return home empty handed. His family needed the 
meat for the rapidly approaching winter and could not afford to buy it in Carva-
hall.

Eragon stood with quiet assurance in the dusky moonlight, then strode into the 
forest toward a glen where he was sure the deer would rest. The trees blocked 
the sky from view and cast feathery shadows on the ground. He looked at the 
tracks only occasionally; he knew the way.
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Editor’s

Sometimes, reality just isn’t what we want it to be, boring, redundant, and most of the 
times, stressful. Reading takes you into a whole new world, an exciting one where some-
times, physics just don’t apply. AU is named this way because we would like to bring an 
alternate universe right before the reader’s eyes. Something otherworldly that we can all 
enjoy together as readters, and motivate the writers we love to keep writing and creating 
those different worlds for us. 

With that said, if you want to support us, you can subscribe to our magazine to get a new 
issue every month. Each month will feature different writers and different stories, all just 
as exciting as the last, or even more so.  You can also contact us to advertise yourself in 
our magazine for our millions of readers to see.  Thanks for making it up to this part, we 
would hope to see you in our next issues.

Note






