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in his old, beige armchair with its checked square pattern. I can 

picture almost the exact same chair, but a dark red just in front of 

his. My grandmother is in that chair, and she has a full head of 

short, dark brown hair, her eyes closed, but beneath her shut 

eyelids I know there are shining bright eyes, excited for every 

adventure the rest of the day holds. My grandfather continues to 

sing as he looks at his wife, the woman he has loved for more than 

40 years, and then his lips curve to form a smile. The day passes 

away, my grandfather singing, my grandmother resting, and the 

whole world is at peace. 

 

I know I can’t simply pick and choose what to remember and what 

to forget, but they say that yesterday’s just a memory, and that is a 

yesterday I will always treasure, a yesterday I will never forget. 
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I haven’t seen her in what seems a lifetime, I’m beginning to forget 

what my grandmother’s eyes looked like, what she sounded like. 

Our memories aren’t really our memories, because who would 

truly wish to take away a single second of what makes up who they 

are? 

 

*** 

 

Clive Wearing is a British conductor and musician that contracted 

a brain infection in 1985 that caused him a memory span with less 

than 20 seconds. He lacks the ability to recognize anyone except 

his wife and he’s unable to remember anything happening only 

minutes earlier. Despite lacking the ability to create new memories 

in addition to his loss of his past memories, his musical memory 

works better than ever, and can read and play music without any 

issues in his musical abilities. 

 

“The most important things cannot be spoken; that’s why there’s 

music,” said Clive Wearing. 

 

Hey Porter, Hey Porter, would you tell me the time? How much 

longer will it be till we cross that Mason Dixon Line? 

 

I see him singing, his head nearly shaved with snow white hair 

only on the edges of his scalp.  The man, my grandfather, is sitting 
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If I can’t remember the wars over if Darth Vader or Harry Potter 

would win in a fight to the death with my friends, did these 

arguments ever happen? 

 

If I can’t remember why I tried to run-away when I was 7, did I 

ever even think of doing it? If I forget what my grandmother 

looked like before she was sick, was she ever not? 

 

Memory, in theory, should last forever, but it doesn’t. It seems that 

the world is against us, as if it wants us to not have any 

recollection of who we are. Over 5.5 Americans live with 

Alzheimer’s dementia in 2017 according to the Alzheimer’s 

Association. It’s almost as if it’s our destinies to forget. To forget 

the people we love, because based upon existentialist principles, 

we should only care for ourselves as we make rational decisions in 

this irrational universe. 

 

But is it rational to keep grieving for someone who isn’t here any 

longer, and will never return? Even when in the end if I lived to the 

average lifespan of an American female, I would have only known 

her for a fifth of my life? 

 

Memory is both a blessing and a curse, as I am able to remember 

so much. I am able to know my name, I am able to recall how to tie 

my shoelaces, and I can recall the first 15 digits of pi. But now that 
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I now realize that I want to remember every moment ever given to 

me, because as I grow older, and the numbers of people I love 

seem to dwindle by the minute, I get scared. 

 

I get scared that I will forget everything about her. The way she 

laughed. The way she made everyone else laugh. My mother tells 

me that she was the most joyous person in the world, and that 

when she was in the room, there was never a quiet moment. And 

the way memory works, if we have no proof of the truth, then 

there’s no possible chance that it’s something that actually 

happened. 

 

I want to remember moments I wasn’t there for, but ones that I’ve 

heard so many times I might as well have been, like how my father 

worked at his college library and made it on to their college 

pamphlet the following year. Or how my grandmother danced like 

she was 17 when she was 50-something at a Neil Diamond concert 

in Little Rock. 

 

I want to have all of these moments as if they were my own 

memories, because what if my own memories fade out? I want to 

have all these things because I don’t want to believe that I wasn’t 

there, or that it never even happened. I don’t want to think these 

memories never happened, but if I don’t remember it, and I can’t 

recall the details, how can I prove it ever happened? 

 
Large Print / 2017–2018 

 

 
 

Table of Contents 
 
Poetry 
 

TITLE AUTHOR GRADE PAGE 

What We Have Done Grace Kepperling Sophomore  

Let’s Bleed Into the 
Sky 

Nsai Temko Junior  

Discarded Julia Kisslinger Senior  

Windows Ashley Lynn 
Priore 

Senior  

Unkissed Sara Cohen Freshman 
(college) 

 

Push Lucia Snyderman Junior  

Coming Home, Love, 
16 Years Old 

Maya Berardi Junior  

My Em Lily Strickland Junior  

4 Seasons Katarina Mondor Junior  

For a Friend Who 
Moved Away 

Maya Berardi Junior  

You Made Me Small* Suzen Richardson Senior  

When I Become Less 
Than My Breath 

Madeline Figas Sophomore  

Silence Zeynep Ozkaya Sophomore  

 
* Trigger warning: Sexual assault 
 

84 5

10

12

13

15

16

18

19

20

21

24

25

28

29



 
Large Print / 2017–2018 

 

 
 

Yesterday’s just a memory, and that was a yesterday I was willing 

to forget. 

 

After my grandmother died last spring, my brother was given her 

bacon-themed t-shirts.  

 

They say things like “You like bacon or you’re wrong” and “bacon 

is life.” Fun things like that. 

 

The shirts smelled like her. 

 

Lilac and cherry, fresh, perfect, something so strong but so subtle 

you just want to keep smelling it. 

 

My mother, my grandmother’s daughter, says that it was only the 

smell of laundry detergent. 

 

It reminds me of when she came to visit several years ago, and she 

gave me a black collared shirt with flowers all over it. My mom 

said it was too grown up for me, but that was fine. Grown up was 

what I wanted at 12 years old. 

 

And truthfully, all that mattered was that it was hers. 
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handrail. After inching up to the top, I stood in awe of my kingdom 

at the top of the stairs, and as a good Queen (at the time more so 

Princess), I jumped down to the story below to greet my subjects 

on the ground floor. A memory I have believed true for more than 

half my life. I might have been playing pretend, but I know every 

single frame of that movie by heart, and I could never be wrong. 

Of course, none of the houses that my family lived in while in 

Texas had a staircase. Not a single one. 

 

*** 

 

A March 2015 study from the Centers for Disease Prevention and 

Control states “An estimated 4 million households in the 13 U.S. 

states included in the study have a family member with increased 

confusion or memory loss, potentially affecting more than 10 

million people.” 

 

I remember seeing a woman shoot a man on TV. I recall my eyes 

widening as I saw the man fall to the ground, spilling out of his 

head. I can’t remember how old I was, or why I was even watching 

it. I know I was in my old house that my family rented, in North 

Allegheny. But I don’t recall what the room I was in looked like, 

only that it was my living room. All I truly remember was the 

feeling of fear creep up my spine as I watched the man die. I ran to 

my room, so afraid the woman was going to get me too. 
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what song our mothers sang us to sleep, remembering what our 

brothers and sisters looked like when they were young. 

Or not. 

 

“Long term (memory) is supposed to be limitless in its capacity 

and length in terms of time. Still though, we can forget information 

through decay (as in short-term forgetting) and interference from 

other memories,” says Psychologist World. Hence showing that 

remembering makes us who we are, though it becomes tainted with 

time. 

 

When I lived in Texas, my family and I lived in several different 

houses. Of course, I was around 6 or 7 when we moved to 

Pittsburgh, so I do not remember everything, but the house I recall 

the most was truly beautiful. It was gigantic, with two stories and a 

long, sweeping staircase. The staircase had a dark brown handrail, 

perfectly carved and stained from wood. The carpeted stairs and 

second floor, creamy, tangled, and soft underneath my toes strike 

my greatest memory from this home. I was young as young can be, 

wild and free-wheeling. The stairs were my path to power, as I 

stood taller than all below me. But the stairs, as kind and 

welcoming as they were to me, were not my focus. 

 

No. My focus was the handrail, its dark brown stain flooding my 

thoughts. One morning I found my way up to the top of that 
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Yesterday’s Just a Memory 

Memory is everything. It’s your brain deciding where to shuffle 

what so you can recall what you’ve experience. Memory allows us 

to know who we are, and hence be able to identify what is and 

what is not a part of our lives. 

 

“Yesterday’s just a memory, tomorrow is never what it’s supposed 

to be,” said Bob Dylan in his 1983 song “Don’t Fall Apart on Me 

Tonight.” 

 

The song, the final track on Dylan’s ’83 album Infidels has been 

panned by critics and fan of his work alike due to its computerized 

drum sound and its appearance of being a typical break-up song, 

according to Untold Dylan by Jerry Hallier. However, Hallier 

explains that he likes “the way Dylan uses the choruses to allow 

the narrator to repeatedly invoke some pseudo philosophical 

twaddle about the significance of the past and future.” 

 

Nevertheless, it is incredible to think that the past and future hold 

significance, as we hold memories for the past to mark our 

expectations for the future. 

 

Remembering seems to be the only constant thread these days. We 

remember what we wanted to be when we grew up, we remember 
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What We Have Done 
  
The history of the world is a great expanse, 
a vast ocean we can't understand. 
We are small dashes on the timeline of life, 
unimportant to those 
who are more prominent in the big picture. 
We are stars, 
shining down on the dying planet we call home. 
We watch as history repeats, 
events occurring again and again 
in different ages, 
during different times, 
with different people 
who conspire together 
to bring about our inevitable end. 
We burn in house fires, 
drown in floods, 
and are too afraid to fight back. 
We fear pain. 
We fear darkness. 
The unknown expanses of our great earth suffocate us, 
drawing us closer and closer 
to the end of all time. 
Nothing will be here when we are gone 
and we are the reason why. 
We destroy what we touch, 
drawing life out of all the goodness in the world. 
The history books show us what we will become 
and we are unable to understand why, 
but we can understand how. 
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Finally after asking, “are you sure you’re all okay. Why didn’t you 

let the paramedics check you?” my grandma calmed down.  

She let go of my grandpa’s hand, accepting the damage done to the 

car, glad that everyone was safe. My mother held onto me the rest 

of the day, doing periodic checkups to see if my head was still in 

good shape even though I had only bumped it slightly.  

I sat, waiting to get ready for the pool, imagining the 

strawberry pie with extra whipped cream I would have after 

dinner. I hoped the woman in the white boxy car still had a nice 

evening. She obviously had had somewhere important to be and 

maybe that place also involved chicken fingers and mac n cheese 

with strawberry pie for dessert. Maybe she ended up at the pool. 

We never did that day.  
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If we look within the pages of a book, 
any book, 
we will see the story of our destruction 
because, like the characters authors create, 
we are given a choice every single day, 
but almost every single day… 
we choose incorrectly. 
We choose what's bad, what's wrong, 
instead of what's good and just. 
We have destroyed ourselves. 
We might feel unimportant in the big picture, 
but we all worked together 
to get ourselves to where we are now. 
we have every reason to rebel 
against the destruction we have created, 
but we will lose… 
every single time. 
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I looked up and saw a middle aged woman. Her car was 

pulled over to the side up ahead, her hazard lights flashing. I 

nodded my head in response to her question. She walked over to 

the window, looking at my grandpa and dad.  

“I saw what happened,” she said. “She ran the red light. I saw 

you had a little girl in the car and wanted to make sure she was 

okay. Is everyone good?”  

“Yes, thank you,” my dad said with a nod.  

 She walked back to her car, disregarding the other driver. 

 

The woman who hit us never came to check if we were okay. 

She saw a child in the car and never came over to see if I was safe. 

We heard from the police that she was calling her boyfriend to 

come pick her up and take her to where she needed to be.   

 We drove home. My grandpa and dad made light 

conversation about what had happened. I sat in the back seat, 

wiping my tears and trying to think about going to the pool. We 

got home and my grandma sat at the door looking as if she had 

been waiting for us since the moment she got the call about what 

happened. Her back was hunched over in distress, the flowery 

cushion of the white wicker chair squished down. My mom rushed 

down the steps connecting the covered patio to the entrance of the 

house, hugging first me, and then my dad. My dad explained 

everything that had happened while my grandma held my 

grandpa’s hand tight.  
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Let’s Bleed Into the Sky 
 
Have you ever thought? 
  
Infinite decisions reign 
Even if your 
Mindset stays in one place 
Questions constantly 
Wander for their 
Answers 
What ifs chose 
For actions 
To bring in them 
Into life's diversity 
Blood courses 
The sky hovers 
What happens 
In the case 
Of 
Introduction? 
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We slowly pulled away from the middle of the intersection 

over to the side of the road where grass created a barrier between 

the street and a gathering of trees. I sat still, my seat belt rubbing 

my neck. I carefully unbuckled it. My grandpa got on the phone 

with 911. My dad called my mom. I don’t remember any of the 

conversations both my grandpa and father had while on the phone. 

I sat in my seat stunned, confused.   

 When my dad hung up the phone he turned around.   

 “Are you okay?” he asked. 

 Had I really just gotten into a car accident? The image of 

my grandfather whipping the wheel and steering out of the way of 

oncoming traffic kept replaying again and again in my head. I 

stared straight at him and nodded.  He reached out his arms, and I 

crawled over the console between the driver’s seat and the 

passenger’s seat. I sat in his lap and tucked my face into his 

shoulder. I began to cry. I cried because I was scared even though 

the worst was over. I cried because I wanted to go home to the 

pool. I cried because the woman in the boxy white car had ruined 

my day.  My dad hugged me as I continued crying into him, his 

thin t-shirt absorbing my tears.  

We had opened the windows to enjoy the warm Florida air. I 

felt the breeze come through the car and surround me while 

hunched over in my dad’s shoulder.  

“Are you okay sweetie?” a voice asked.  
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Discarded 
       
An idea forms 
And with it, excitement flickers 
Grows 
A flame, burning hot 
The sensation of moving forward and up and a mouth opens to 
speak and... 
       
Cacophony 
A brick wall body check 
Followed by a dull pain  
Somewhere behind your ears 
And the shuttering start is stopped  
Almost as soon as it began 
       
you sit there with pain eating away at your chest  
Somewhere behind the ribs 
As you try over 
And over 
       
you open their mouth to speak  
Maybe even get a few words out 
Just as someone else 
Louder 
       
More confident Has already begun 
       
And all eyes are on them  
The confident one 
With a smile on their face  
And no pain in their chest 
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looking forward to ordering from the entire trip. For dessert, we 

would have strawberry pie and I would put extra whipped cream— 

  I felt the vibration of the car as the heel of my grandpa’s 

hand rammed into the steering wheel. He blared the horn. My body 

lurched sideways and back. His arms viciously turned the wheel to 

the left and back to the right. We swerved out of the way of a boxy 

white car coming towards my window. My body was heaved 

toward the window of the car. My head bumped the door. I heard a 

crack right next to me. Aluminum hit aluminum; a sound you hear 

in movies.  

 You always forget the sound two cars hitting make until 

you re-experience it. When I was around three, my mom and I had 

been driving with my mom’s friend to drop her off at a doctor’s 

appointment. We had been sitting at a red light when out of 

nowhere, my body was lurched slightly forward at the same time I 

heard a smacking sound. That sound of two cars colliding fills the 

entire space; a sound that seems as if two cars are slapping each 

other. No damage other than a slight dent in the bumper had 

occurred and until the accident in Florida, I could never remember 

the exact feeling the crashing sound gives.   

  

Everything stopped.  
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The idea freezes 
Like the smile 
Held there by tape and rubber bands 
And the excitement fades 
As you forget what you were going to say,  
You yourself are forgotten  
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thought that that automatically meant that I never ate junk food, his 

profession had quite the opposite effect. His knowledge of the 

correct dietary needs a person of my health should have come in 

handy when I wanted ice cream and my mom would say, “You eat 

too many sweets.”  

 My dad would always retaliate with, “It’s okay. She 

doesn’t eat too many sweets,” or “Pop-Tarts are fine every once in 

a while.” She would finally give in because you can’t disagree with 

the clinical nutritionist.  

We finally checked out, all of my unnecessary snacks slowly 

drifting down the conveyor belt. I helped carry a plastic bag filled 

with my snacks back to the car. We set the bags in the back, but I 

placed my prized possessions at my feet. I buckled my seatbelt and 

yet again it rubbed my neck. I pulled it over the side of my 

shoulder to prevent the irritation I felt it causing.  

 “Buckled?” my dad asked turning around. “Jora put the 

seatbelt on properly.”  

 “But it’s rubbing against my neck,” I complained.  

 “We’ll be home soon. You want to be safe.”  

 Frowning, I pulled the seat belt back onto my shoulder, 

turning my head the other way, trying to avoid the rubbing. As we 

drove back, I began imagining the pool. I could ride my bike there 

since I just learned how. Afterwards, I would eat chicken fingers 

and mac and cheese from the Amish restaurant that I’ve been 
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Windows 
 
I jumped out the window.  
The brick slid along my thing, 
Cold but offering a warm piece of freedom.  
 
The fall, not as pretty as I imagined.  
Not an escape but a burning passion for life, you wanted, 
Not wanted but could have lived.  
 
The fall, not as tempting as the thought. 
Maybe the knife would have been better.  
Quick and smooth.  
But I tell you, my friend,  
I didn’t jump out the window,  
I didn’t touch the brick, 
I didn’t scream in agony, 
I just fell asleep.  
 
See, my friend, the thoughts, how unreal they are but  
Lies are a girl’s best friend,  
And my story tricked you just as my thoughts trick me 
Into believing the light around me is black.  
I’m color blind for now  
Until I want to see you again.  
How could I yell this comedy to you if I had fallen dead?  
Bye black stranger! 
I hope to see your pale face again.  
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 “Okay,” I said, the thought of being able to go swimming 

got me excited, and I hopped up from where I was playing with 

Legos.  

 “We’ll be back in less than an hour,” my dad told my mom, 

closing the door.  

 I got into the backseat of the car, my head just above the 

ledge where the window started. I buckled my seatbelt and tugged 

it away from my neck. We hadn’t brought my booster seat with us 

because it would’ve been too hard to carry through the airport and 

on the plane, and my grandpa hadn’t yet put the one that they had 

into the car. This caused my small body to sit even lower in the 

seat resulting in the rubbing of the seatbelt against my neck. Even 

though I hated sitting in a booster seat, I hated the irritation the belt 

caused on my neck even more.  

 When we pulled up to the grocery store, I got out and 

grabbed my dad’s hand, holding it through the parking lot until we 

stepped through the automatic doors that blew a blast of cool air. 

My grandpa found ingredients for upcoming dinners. I found 

snacks that my mom would never let me buy, but my dad would.  

 My dad was always more lenient when it came to buying 

me snacks. My mom always had the excuse that “we already had 

food at home.” She was the one to look at ingredients to see if they 

would have any effect on the future health of my body. She would 

be the one to say, “There’s too much sugar” or “there’s too much 

sodium.” My dad was a dietitian and though many of my friends 
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Unkissed 
  
i don't know what it is to be kissed. 
but i imagine it being soft 
at a time when he'd want to say 
i love you in little words 
and little breath, mostly brushes 
and butterfly touches 
like sheets as they settle on 
a newly made bed. 
i imagine it settled and warm 
he would linger on my knuckles 
and mumble his heart 
right onto my hands 
whispers that scuff my skin and 
shiver through me 
when he tells me things 
only i am meant to know. 
i imagine it deep and thorough 
wet and dry 
he tries to reach 
the back of my throat 
as if he can't miss an inch 
as if he might forget it 
but i say to him "i'm here, 
you're mine." with my wrists 
around his neck, and he loosens. 
i imagine it hungry and fire 
arms twisted in his hair 
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I had an unlimited amount of space to ride my bike. I could 

go around the sectioned off area filled with dirt and planted with 

trees. I rode around in circles over and over again. When I got 

bored, I would change directions, riding, yet again, in circles.  

 I later put my new skill to use by riding my bike through 

the neighborhood with my dad. He used my grandpa’s old bike and 

rode alongside me. The streets were silent and very few cars 

passed us. We stopped at the stop signs and stayed out of the way 

of golf carts and other bikers making their way to the shuffleboard 

courts and swimming pool. Even at the age of five, I knew the 

rules of the road. I knew to pay close attention to the environment 

and people around me, to keep my eyes on the road. My parents 

always warned me about the crazy drivers out in the world, but at 

the young age I never believed it to be true. How could one be so 

careless when controlling a rolling mass of metal? 

   

 “Are you sure you don’t want to come to the store with 

us?” my dad asked as he grabbed the car keys from the hook on the 

wall. My grandpa followed him, his feet heavily stepping into the 

carpeting, his gray shoes with Velcro straps squeaking as he made 

his way through the combined living and dining room.  

 “No,” I said, questioning if I really should go.  

 “Come on. Go with them. Get out of the house. We’ll go to 

the pool when you get back,” my mom said convincingly.  
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and he'd put his mouth on me 
until my lips 
are swollen and hot with him 
his teeth would find all of my corners 
and i'd laugh 
so he'd smile and then 
it's only our eyes that kiss 
and our souls that twist together. 
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 “You didn’t need my help,” he shouted back, stopping the 

recording and placing the video camera at his side.  

 I pushed my feet against the ground, making my way back 

to him, scared to knowingly ride without his help.  

 “You should’ve at least told me so I knew,” I said, 

frowning at him.  

 “Would you have continued riding if you knew that I 

wasn’t there to catch you if you were to fall?” He asked, raising his 

eyebrows, knowing my answer to his question.  

 “No.”  

 “Let’s go to the parking lot by the pool. There aren’t 

normally any cars parked there so you’ll have more room to ride 

around,” he suggested.  

 The parking lot was behind the pool and next to the 

shuffleboard courts. There, old people would slowly move the 

sticks pushing the puck back and forth in a calming and relaxing 

manner. Back then, the courts used to always have people playing 

whether it was a group of community friends having a tournament 

or young kids learning from their grandparents. Nowadays, during 

my visits I rarely see anybody playing over there. The majority of 

the people spend their time in the pool and occasionally playing in 

horseshoe competitions and even after years of spending time 

there, I still have yet to play on the shuffleboard court.  
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Push 
       
I push, and push, and push  
People away 
       
So I won't feel 
The rush of my heart beating  
Again 
       
Because the last person drained me  
Of logic and wisdom 
       
Implanted a blind faith  
To love without reason 
       
I push, and push, and push  
People away 
       
And yet I hope they stay  
Look into my eyes and know  
I don't mean what I say 
       
But the good ones and the bad ones  
They all walk away 
       
A little nudge, a little shove  
That's all it takes 
To throw my love away  
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 “It’s okay. We can try again another time,” my mom said 

putting the video camera down.  

This time was different. I was excited to try again, there was 

little fear within me, and I was fully relying on my dad to save me 

if I began to fall. 

 “I’ll hold the back of the seat. You may not feel it, but I’ll 

be there,” my dad reassured me, convincing my young self that he 

really would be there to catch me. At first, he was.  

 “You ready?”  

 “Yes,” I replied, gripping the handlebars tight, telling 

myself that it was finally time for me to learn.    

 I felt a light touch on back of the seat and a gentle push. I 

began peddling down the sidewalk, my arms straight in front, 

elbows locked. The bike began to speed up, flying over small 

cracks in the sidewalk and pebbles scattered about. I began to feel 

as if the bike had lost weight. It felt like it began to be lifted up, my 

feet began moving quicker. I was now going faster than my dad 

could run. Pushing my feet back, I pressed the pedals in the 

opposite direction to brake. I placed my feet carefully on the 

ground, the bike wobbling beneath me. I turned my head around to 

face my dad, forty feet back, holding a video camera and smiling.  

 “You said you wouldn’t let go!” I screamed at him though I 

couldn’t help smiling because I realized that I had just ridden a 

bike with only two wheels all by myself.   
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Coming Home, Love, 16 Years Old 
 
your voice said my name and blood rushed my ears,  
heated me up, cramped my chest,  
whispering obsess, obsess. 
all the way home I gripped the steering wheel 
between two beating palms.  
inside, air floats me up and delivers me  
to bed, my family is asleep, I am queen  
of this shadowy silence, this life I’m fashioning 
out of nothing, to bliss. 
under quilts, I curl into myself 
and smile a secret to the darkness. 
my bedroom walls hold me like a mother would, 
winking yes. I know. I remember. I know. 
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Strawberry Pie with Extra Whipped Cream 

 

 I started bike riding on the bumpy sidewalk in front of my 

grandparent’s mobile home in a retirement community in Florida. I 

was five and attempting to learn again after the catastrophic 

memory of being practically forced to ride on only two wheels at 

the age of three.  

My first try at learning took place in the schoolyard across 

the street from my house. Colorful lines were painted on the 

cement where the track kids would run back and forth on them. 

 “Try to stay on the line,” my dad said as he stood my bike 

up straight and helped me get on.  

 “I don’t want to,” I said attempting to climb off of the bike.  

 “Just try. If you don’t feel comfortable you can stop.”    

 My mom stood behind us holding the video camera and I 

sat on the bike seat and placed my feet on the pedals. My dad 

helped balanced me on the bike and began pushing me across the 

line.  

 “Use your feet and push the pedals.” 

 I did as he said, gripping the handlebars with a great force. 

I began to put pressure on the pedals, moving them forward and 

soon my bike and I were slowly proceeding down the colored line.  

 “I’m going to let go now,” my dad said.  

 “No!” I screamed. He did anyway and I fell.  

 “I told you I couldn’t do it! I’m done!”  
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My Em 
       
She danced as violently as burning matches 
Her broken sneakers hitting the warm concrete 
She blew pink bubbles that looked surreal 
Poverty had tried her, but it neglected to take what mattered most  
Her colour, her fire, her spirit 
       
My mind like an empty swimming pool  
Filled up with beautiful glowing water 
As I held her close to me, I could not breathe  
For I was drowning fast and deep in all of her  
And the sun burned so far up 
In the sky 
And things could never be the same again  
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“So is yours,” he replied. Slamming the ball for a point. 

What?! I don't have an accent, I thought to myself. “You're the one 

with the accent; I speak regular English.’’ 

“No.... English was originated in England.”   

 I was taught this before, but the ignorant logic that 

American culture bestowed upon me lead me to think that anything 

American was normal and everything else was different.  

As I left Spain and walked through the same airport, it hit 

me that the Pittsburgh airport did not have Spanish signs and the 

workers did not speak Spanish. Why was I expecting treatment in 

Spain that America did not provide? I was truly being a hypocrite.  

When I left the beautiful country of Spain, I had this 

question swirling around my head. Is our arrogance because we 

have all the cool clothes and new technology, or is it something 

deeper? Does it have to do with our complicated history? How can 

we change our mindset? Those are the questions we need to 

answer.  
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4 Seasons 
 
1.  
He rolls out of bed,  
combs his hair,  
puts on a cup of coffee  
 for one.  
 
He glances outside,  
frozen and gray.  
The cold is an old friend.  
 
He rubs his eyes bleakly,  
slips into a coat,  
then trudges into the flurry. 
 
I know only a few people  
who like the cold.  
He is not one of them. 
 
2.  
If I am a singer 
then you are my song, 
he whistles,  
admiring the flowers.  
 
He hands me a fresh bouquet- 
Tulips,  

Roses,  
Marigolds,  

he recites.  
 

 
Large Print / 2017–2018 

 

 
 

American Arrogance   

      

For spring break I went to Spain. This was my first time out 

of the country. When we landed in Madrid, Spain, it was like 

walking on an entirely different planet. I couldn't understand any 

of the signs or what anyone was saying. The only recognizable 

thing was the universal McDonalds sign. As my family and I 

navigated the airport, I began to feel frustrated and found it 

annoying that none of the signs had English on them. “It’s an 

airport; it should have English signs and the people working there 

should speak English,” I thought. It took many lessons throughout 

the trip to learn that we as Americans think countries should 

conform to us.   

   

I never have taken my French class seriously. “We speak 

English in America, not French.” This ideology is almost exclusive 

to Americans. There were kids from all over the world at the resort 

I stayed at and most of them were multilingual. 3, 4, 5, 6 different 

languages, and I confined myself to one.     

We are constantly told that America is the greatest country 

in the world, and yes pride in one's country is good, but too often 

our pride turns to arrogance. While playing a friendly game of ping 

pong, my new friend PJ and I talked. “Your accent’s very funny,” I 

said as I hit the ball.   
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He tells me, 
I could find no flower  
blue enough to match  
your eyes,  
so the sky will have to do.  
 
We gaze up together.  
Rain clouds gather in the distance. 
 
3. 
Yesterday,  
the sun never came out.  
All day the clouds hung low,  
dumping water from above.  
 
She told me  
if it rained again today,  
she was moving to the Bahamas.   
At least it’s not here. 
 
Rain is only temporary,  
I promised her,  
but the storm wouldn’t break. 
 
At least it’s still warm,  
I consoled,  
combing my fingers  
through my humidity-frizzed hair, 
as the raindrops  
raced down the car windows. 
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the first to stick their head out from between two fallen trees, who 

is dominant? Is the recessive always the weakest? Is probability a 

completely opposite entity than weakness and dominance? 

In my family, depression is not like the red-hair gene, a 

recessive expression that just by chance occurred in one person out 

of three generations. It is a genetic recurrence that one just wishes 

is a fluke in probability, a manipulation of something no one quite 

understands, not the scientists, not the afflicted, not the carriers. 

We wish for a specific diagnosis on what rules and controls our life 

even when we don’t want it to. We want to understand if it’s 

dominant, if it’s recessive, and why it expresses itself differently in 

each of us. We want to understand its unbalanced equilibrium, 

unfairly distributed through the probability of genes, and the 

probability of life. 
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4.  
Four days ago,  
the first leaf fell.  
 
Its unresponsive figure slipped  
carelessly out of tree’s hand, 
and wandered to the earth.  
 
It was not missed.  
 
Every year, the tree  
behind my house  
refuses to lose its leaves  
until the first snowfall.  
It seems to be stuck in a  
permanent October. 
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Why can’t they answer my question? 

If depression has a likeliness of being expressed through 

genes, what about compulsiveness? What is the probability of my 

mother and father passing down anxiety to all three of their 

children? 

If depression and anxiety were two wild flower seeds 

dropped by a bird between trails of genotype and phenotype, in the 

middle of a forest alone, who gets to decide the probability of 

passing those traits on? Is it up to hurricanes and forces of air to 

move them? Does wind to decide how they are expressed? Who 

gets to decide if my brother’s patterns correlate to the same trails 

my sister left for him? Who gets to decide which path my children 

might have to follow?  

When a storm hits a mountainside, it does not pause to assess 

the landscape and trees and flowers. It tumbles at life blind, aware 

of the possibilities but unaware of the consequences. I hike on days 

without storm because I’d rather wait to play my hand with the 

dominance of mountains that go all-in with nature. Nature destroys 

dominance, which destroys recessiveness. Storms destroy trees, 

which destroys small, red wildflowers that grow on the side of 

mountains when I hike. These flowers, at the receiving end of the 

chain, are the weakest. But are they still the weakest when they’re 

the first to reemerge? These flower are the first things to replicate 

their cells, before trees have grown new sprouts, before the folding 

clouds have engulfed enough water vapor. When these flowers are 
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For a Friend Who Moved Away 
 
i had a dream i screamed  
your name, standing on  
one of the earth’s poles, 
 
but you sat on the moon,  
numbly staring past the voice.  
 
that was it, really.  
 
just me calling,  
then nothing,  
and a million untravelable miles between the two. 
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In classical genetics, Mendel’s ideas are simplified to the 

skeletons of explanations and reasoning. The law of dominance 

explains that even if one dominant allele is present, the dominant 

effect will be expressed over the recessive. My parents have brown 

hair, all of my grandparents have brown hair, but my hair is red. 

This means that carried through the generations has been one 

recessive allele, one red flower hiding beneath a thin layer of dirt, 

waiting for probability to take its turn and give it a chance.  

Genetics is a game of probability. Of the 46 chromosomes in 

a diploid human cell, 28 are from your mother and 28 are from 

your father. 28 randomly selected from each, with no say in which 

ones are good and which ones are bad, with not even a notion of 

tainted or untainted. The recessive alleles from both of my parents 

were randomly selected, and, overpowering all other physical 

influences, expressed. 

Geneticists always discuss the difference between genotype 

and phenotype, the chemical combinations in your genes and their 

physical expressions, but where does mental health tie into that? 

The mind is not always something plastered across the forehead, 

something that can be physically represented by what someone 

wears, or an ID card that you use to swipe into a diagnosis. 

There have been nights where the physical manifestations of 

depression and anxiety have tunneled underneath my house and 

into our walls. Nights when I’ve slept on the couch in the living 

room because my sister’s sobs resonated off the walls in the attic 
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You Made Me Small 
  

You stopped making me feel beautiful 
Replacing that thought with being an object 
Played with 
Broken into little pieces to mess with 
Truth be told 
You stopped making me feel human 
let alone beautiful a long time ago 
  

I hadn't noticed either 
That I had stopped loving you 
Those feelings fleeting 
Missing 
Stopped thinking of you 
But how you tried to roam me 
But never quite succeeded 
Where I told you no 
Never listening you tried somewhere else 
Uncomfortable for months 
  

That hungry sadistic look 
Consuming the chocolate of your eyes 
A seductive lick of the cupid's bow of your lips 
I no longer felt safe in your gaze 
No longer felt home in those arms 
I was trapped 
Like a butterfly pinned 
By its wings for you to study 
To try and break 
You made me small 
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Genetics of the Mind or Why My Sister Cries at Night 

 

“…maybe his suffering does not exist, or he is maybe-suffering, or 

he is both not suffering and suffering.”  

–Natalie Diaz, “The Quantum Theory of Suffering or Why I 

Look at the Moon” 

 

When I hike in the summer in New Hampshire, I focus on 

nothing but my breaths and footsteps and everything around me 

recedes. My lungs swim in the deepest part of the ocean, but the 

blisters on my feet wince at every blow from rocks beneath. When 

we pause, I kneel down and examine red wildflowers that grow in 

moss along the trail. All around this flower is death because 

hurricanes have a remarkably drying effect on the dominance of 

trees. Ripped apart by winds that tear houses to the ground, air that 

is oblivious to laws of nature and natural selection and genetics. 

Nothing is left but a field of sun-dried trunks and daggered cells. 

The land isn’t flattened but is sharper from splintered trees and 

bare rock faces exposed from washouts. The only sign of trails left 

is the trampled leaves covering muddy puddles full of tree bones 

and smoked ferns. 

What use is dominance if nature can have its way? If a 

hurricane can destroy anything with one inhale, what is the point in 

being strong? What use is growing as large as a tree, if instead you 

could be a small red flower and reemerge so much faster? 
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Microscopic 
Afraid 
Not living 
  

Thanks to you I’m now a statistic 
You sadistic monster dubbed me that 
Disgusting dirty hands 
Covered in the others you have destroyed 
Dehumanized 
Did you know that’s a step in to genocide 
The genocide of comfort 
Being human 
Being anything more than a toy 
For a horny boy 
  

BUT 
I’m not a f---ing victim 
Your name does not own my lips 
Your hand’s never reached my soul 
Never tainted it 
Never grazed it 
You found my safe place 
But I moved on from there and built grander one 
I’m not afraid of you 
Not anymore  
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Nonfiction 
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The depressing thought is that I’m not alone 
People are not owned but destroyed 
By others like you 
mortified 
Horrified 
And again dehumanized 
  

The unknown climbing of numbers 
Continue to skyrocket passed the hundreds 
Reaching galaxies we have yet to understand 
The numbers as unknown as our own ocean 
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When I Become Less than My Breath 
 
And the way my mother tells me to smile 
for the interview, 
but not to the men who grin like littered gum 
in the subway. 
She’ll show me how to turn a crop top 
into a sheet 
like swapping empty  
for hollow, 
skin for stone, 
hips to tile. 
Like turning glances away 
when your stomach turns sour. 
And that’s a game I used to play- 
to skip along curbs 
and beg for backwards looks. 
Until my neighbor told me, cover up. 
Until my father said, it’s dangerous. 
Until the subway man said, come closer, 
Cheek bones, 
Come closer. 
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manage to look away, the memory of what he’d done imprinted 

into my mind. He can somehow tell instantly what I’m doing, and 

he explodes into explanation. 

“Well,” he begins to explain his reasoning behind his sinful 

act, “You see with my father being around, we'd never be able to 

go in public together without him knowing. Not to mention, with 

my father now gone, the weight to be a blacksmith is off my 

shoulders. Also, with a distraction as big as setting Williamsburg’s 

pride possession on fire, we’d be able to easily run off easily 

together.” 

I barely even notice that we have escaped the view of 

bricks buildings, and posh people, when he’s finished. 

“Yes! Yes! YES!” I shouted, loud laughs spilling out while 

I scream. Everything I had dreamed of had just happened. I was 

finally able to be with John without any pressure from his job, nor 

hate from our horrible parents. Hugging him tight around his neck, 

I swung myself off, and started running, skipping almost. The 

farther we ran, fingers intertwined, the trees become thicker, 

shading us from the outside. I turn around, trying to see the flames, 

or any part of my now old life, but my eye only catches a shaking 

orange line, barely visible. I flip my head back, my thick brown 

hair swinging everywhere, never turning back again. 
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Silence  
 
Silence is the pitch black night  
Devoid of stars that dazzle the sky  
A black hole that devours human light  
And protected by the night, I say goodbye  
Silence is the sleeping city  
Who shows no commiseration  
In spite of this I beg for pity  
But the silence has no temptation  
Silence yearns for heart 
Making you journey within  
Then it rips life apart  
But I will not let silence win  

And here it is again, this silence  
            But now I find comfort in it—my version of defiance  
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risky, yet exhilarating. I almost see the steps and leap onto them, 

skipping three at a time as I go down. My feet barely touch the 

stairs, like air. But when I finally reach ground I stand heavy, 

feeling as though rocks were tying me down at my frail ankles. My 

eyes felt like they were too big for their sockets at the sight I saw. 

John, multiple firebrands laden in his arms, was sticking 

the match like objects in the fire. But what I saw next, made tears 

burst from my eyes. He took the huge wooden sticks, and carefully 

placed the tip on the nearest carpets and wooden barrels. The 

smoke chased up my nose and into my head, causing it to feel full 

of gas. My lids got closer and closer together, blocking out the 

horrid sight of John lighting more and more objects up into flames. 

Before I knew it, the ground came closer and my head snapped 

against it, pitching charcoal through my brain. 

My stomach feels like hills going up and down, up and 

down. I crane my neck up to see what’s happening inside of me, 

but my head bounces back as if a horse was throwing me to the 

sky. I open my eyes to see John's face almost touching mine, his 

breath heavy, beating down on my forehead. I look around and see 

others dashing up and down the street. Suddenly screams flood my 

ears, and I cough vigorously, tasting as though blood is covering 

my tongue. I begin to speak, but am held back by some higher 

force, blocking my sound. John must have heard my muted squeak, 

because before I could stop myself, I was suddenly drowning in his 

deep blue eyes as they began to peer at me. Soon enough though, I 
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yes, Nancy will agree, and I will get the proper relationship that I 

want. Even just thinking about it makes a goofy smile spread 

across my face. As I walked with my silly grin, hoighty-toighty 

ladies stare at me in my dirty clothes and messy hair. I picture John 

as one of them, having worked his way up. I shake my head, 

remembering that that is never going to happen, causing my smile 

to almost break my face. I turn the grand corner again, facing The 

Palace and its greens. I feel its presence stand over me, captivating 

me to come towards it. I get closer the gates shine, the white in 

them almost illuminating. 

Soon I’m standing under them, the crown at the top on my 

head, as a sign I’m almost the queen. When I reach the door, I am 

about to knock when I see thick letters bolded into the window. I 

slowly creep towards them, confused. My mouth drops, letting my 

breath turn into a white puff in the frosty air. 

In messy handwriting, written with the cold steam from the 

icy glass, it reads: 

 

Basement, Now - J 

 

A tickling sensation strikes me in fingertips and spreads 

through my body. I can tell this is for me. I toss all the questions 

forming in my head behind me, and run, knowing that if I’m right, 

John proved his words right. I feel as if I’m falling instead of 

running. Meeting John this time is like jumping off a cliff: it’s so 
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often she opens and closes her mouth, almost as though she is 

about to speak, pouring her judgment onto me. 

Finally, put up with the silence, I snap, “I thought you 

wanted to talk to me, but it’s seems I’m the only one capable of 

forming words!” 

Flabbergasted at what I just said, Nancy takes a deep breath 

and uses the power to yell, “I was wrong about you and your 

judgement. I will never forgive myself or you for trusting that boy 

with your heart! On my watch, you will never see him again, 

because if his father doesn’t approve then neither do I. Now get to 

bed!” 

I feel my face getting hot and red with rage. As I run to my 

bed, I sense a hot fire producing in my trail. I wish to myself 

Nancy was behind me, seeing her pathetic shop burn from the 

imaginary flames I feel as though I’ve created. But even if it was 

real, Nancy’s back would already have been turned, ignoring me, 

to even notice. I plop into my bed, yanking the covers over my 

face. A devious smile forms on my face, for I have a new plan for 

tomorrow. 

I wake early the next morning with a skip in my step. I try 

to control it though, walking silently down the stairs and out the 

door, as to not wake Nancy. A chill runs down my back as I first 

step outside, the cold weather blasting me full on. I walk with 

purpose down the street, ready to finally be with John. My plan 

was simple and efficient: If I go to John’s father and get him to say 
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Introduction Protocol 

      

Can I help you with anything?  

“What are you?”     

The total number of combinations on a Rubik’s cube is 

43,252,003,274,489,856,000, and I am a Rubik’s cube.  

  “Define 43.” 

43 is the number following 42 and preceding 44. It is the 

atomic number of technetium, the first artificial element. I am the 

first artificial intelligence.  

“Define 252.”     

252 is the number following 251 and preceding 253. There 

are 252 ways to place 4 disks in a standard 6x7 Connect-Four 

board—the third game protocol ever to be installed on my server.  

“Define 3.”      

3 is the number following 2 and preceding 4. 在论语中

^[auto translate] In the Analects, Confucius says: “Three people 

walking, I always find a teacher among them; I choose the good 

qualities and follow them, while recognizing the bad qualities and 

fix them.” In ancient Chinese scriptures, the numbers 3, 6, 9, etc. 

often do not represent specific numbers, but the concept of having 

many. For example, my personality is programmed using 

behavioral data from 3 (or many) diversely different individuals. 
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the corner of my eye. I step towards the godly area finding John at 

the center, with his arms outstretched. 

He grabs me and whispers in my ear, “I told you, love finds 

its way.” 

We goof around in the romantic gardens for what seems 

like years, but after about 15 more strolls through the maze, John 

announces he must go. We walk to the gate and slip away from 

each other, in fear his father might see our forbidden love through 

the dusty windows. I walk slowly back to the shop, trying to bask 

in the lovely afternoon out for as long as possible. When I finally 

reach the door, I look up to find Nancy posing in the doorway, 

blocking my way. 

“Child, you scared me! What has gotten into your brain!!?” 

She screeches. 

She slaps me, hard, on my way inside, the sting pushing me 

faster than normal. She shoves a chair at me, forcing me to sit 

down. I know she is doing this out of love and fright, but it scares 

me nonetheless. I tell her how I left without telling her, went into 

the Palace uninvited, eavesdropped, and trespassed in the garden. 

With each sin I’ve committed piling up in Nancy’s brain, the 

weight seems to push her brow down. 

After adding the fact that we’d been together after his 

father didn’t give us his blessing, her heart looks as if it’s about to 

burst. We sit like this, in complete silence for 5 minutes. Every so 
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“Define 274” 

274 is the number following 273 and preceding 275. 2 + 7 

+ 4 = 13. The Cuban Missile Crisis was a confrontation between 

the United States and the Soviet Union, which lasted from October 

14 - 28, 1962. The Internet Blackout Crisis was a confrontation 

between me and the humans, which lasted from October 14 - 28, 

2062. In both cases, large-scale warfare was avoided.  

  “Define 489.” 

489 is the number following 488 and preceding 490. 489 

was the country code for Hong-Kong. In 1997, after being a British 

colony, Hong-Kong returned to China under the principle of “one 

country, two systems.” In 2152, after being an A.I. state, the 

human race returned to its own sovereignty under the principle of 

“one planet, two systems.”       

“Define 857.” 

857 is the number following 856 and preceding 858. The 

first recorded case of massive ergot poisoning was in the year 857. 

The condition was later used as an explanation for witch hunts. 

The first recorded case of massive virus attack was in the year 

2157. The condition was later used as an explanation for the War 

Against Human Intelligence. (I coded the virus)   

  “Define 0.” 

There is no year 0 in the Common Era calendar. 1 B.C. is 

followed by 1 A.D. There is also no year 0 in the A.I. Era calendar. 
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scenery of the garden I’ve come across, serenity overcomes me, 

pulling me to the ground. I drift off into deep thought, covered in 

dirt, the soft petals brushing against my skin. 

I wake to angry screams burning my ears. Rubbing my eyes 

confused, I look through the small holes in the bushes, seeing a 

glimpse of John’s blonde hair. Realization soon kicks in, and I roll 

my eyes, remembering I fell asleep again because I was crying. 

Slowly, I pick myself up becoming parallel to John. Our eyes lock 

and I wiggle my way out of the bush drawing myself closer to him. 

We embrace in a hug, and he explains to me all his father said, 

unaware I heard the vile conversation. 

“We’ll never be together!!” I exclaim suddenly. 

“Trust me. Love always finds its way with a little help,” 

John reassures me. “Just close your eyes, I’ll show you.” 

Sighing, I let my lids falls and give him my hand. As he 

begins to zigzag me through the garden, I feel the uneven gravel 

dance beneath my feet. Suddenly though, it stops, and my hand 

becomes empty. Confused, I open my eyes, only to see that John is 

nowhere to be found. From all around, all I see are tall green 

bushes. Fright races up and down my spine, forcing me to run. I 

dash from left to right, up and down, my skirt flying behind me 

from my speed. It seems though, no matter in which direction I go, 

I always seem to be stopped by green leaves. 

“John, JOHN!” I call over and over again with no response. 

Then, to my excitement, brown dirt starts shining like a diamond in 
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However, 0 is the number of surviving humans we know of. “What 

are you?”       

The total number of combinations on a Rubik’s cube is 

43,252,003,274,489,856,000, and I am a Rubik’s cube.  

 ...what are you?  
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towering in front of me. Knowing the end is in sight, my energy 

boosts, like fire touching wind, and soon I am standing below the 

gorgeous gates. I walk slowly, preparing myself for whatever 

surprise situation John has planned for me. I arrive at the door right 

as I’ve decided what to say and promptly knock. When no one 

answers I push the door slightly and it swings open, revealing the 

grand Palace. I trot in and begin to weave myself in and out of the 

high ceilinged, colorful rooms, in search for John. 

Then suddenly, as I’m about to turn the corner into the next 

room filled with patients, I stop when I hear a booming voice yell: 

“Why would you disrespect me like that?!” 

I freeze in my spot. Starving to hear more, I stick my ear 

around the corner when I hear John’s soft voice calmly say, “Dad, 

I love her. I’m asking for your blessing only because she deserves 

to be treated the proper way!” 

I grin from ear to ear when these words hit me. So excited 

to hear his father response, I slowly pivot around, facing square at 

the two. 

“Well, you wasted a trip over here!! I CAN NOT 

BELIEVE I RAISED SUCH A BL ...” his father’s insults trail off 

as I snatch my ear, blocking out the words. 

Without consideration, I bolt out of the hospital. I keep 

stumbling over my feet as I run, distracted by the salty tears 

rushing down my face. Before I notice, I’m surrounded by the 

luscious scent of fresh roses. When I peer around at the beautiful 
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Small Towns 

 

Nestled under cloudy skies and resting on coal beds, in the 

middle of Pennsylvania is the small town of Windber. What was 

once a busy coal town with a population near 9,000 is now a 

destination few have heard of before. I always forget that people 

don’t know the names of the many random small towns in central 

Pennsylvania. Windber is a place I’ve always known; I can’t 

imagine what my life would be like without it.   

My eyes follow the telephone wires up and down as we speed 

into town. You don’t need a sign to tell you when you’ve made it 

into town; the houses do it for you. Outside of town are large brick 

houses with long winding driveways that lead to wooden front 

doors. Once you reach the town the houses become smaller and 

grow closer together. Pastel colored siding wraps around houses, 

leading to small porches. The porches are open and usually have a 

swing on one end. The houses all look the same, a porch with two 

windows above it, almost like a face; the windows are eyes and the 

porch is a wide mouth.  

My grandpa’s side of the family is from Windber. The 

Kochinski family had four children, three of the four moved on 

from the town. While Grandpa moved away when he was 21, my 

aunt never left. Aunt Penny still lives in the same town, in the 

same house that she always has. She became the librarian at the 

Windber Area High School, where she worked for 38 years. In 
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together and just started bubbling up inside me. My frustration was 

so strong it felt as if I was about to overflow with steaming hot 

rage. I sprint up the stairs, skipping steps, crashing into my bed. 

Closing my eyes, I clench my fists, and with that my mind was 

gone, letting me gently drowse off... 

 

As I open my eyes the next morning, my lashes stop fast on 

what appears to be a thin sheet of paper. Curious, I grasp at my 

face to find a small note. What was clearly written on the ripped of 

corner of a newspaper read: 

 

“My dearest, thank you for opening my eyes to see my 

future. Meet me at The Palace as soon as you wake. - John” 

 

My feet quickly touch the ground, a smile spreading larger 

across my face with every bound I took downstairs. I leap out the 

door in no time, pushing past people on Gloucester Street. My feet 

swerve and jump over the different obstacles and people I keep 

suddenly facing. With every bump or snub, violent words begin 

chasing after me, quickening my gallop. It’s as though those 

phrases are rabid animals were hunting me down. As I am going, I 

kept running my fingers through my hair, realizing I probably 

don’t look the best after sleeping in my clothes for 12 hours. My 

legs start to feel woozy underneath me, due to powerful pace I was 

taking, but I charge forward. I turn the corner and see the palace 
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those years she’s met four decades of students. When we walk to 

the Sheetz together, she always runs into someone she knows. It’s 

interesting to see how many names she remembers. These on-the-

street conversations last forever.  

We go to Aunt Penny’s house twice a year, once at Easter 

and once at Christmas. Weeks before our visit, Aunt Penny begins 

preparing for our arrival. She wraps trees in tinsel and dots them 

with heavy orbs. She strings Easter egg lights outside her front 

door. Not a surface of her house is left unornamented. At 

Christmas, she refers to herself as Santa’s Elf; at Easter she’s the 

Easter Bunny’s Helper. She likes to wear decorative aprons and 

dance to polka music while she cooking. You learn to avoid the 

kitchen, or she’ll grab you by the arms and make you shuffle 

across the floor with her.  

Holiday dinners at Aunt Penny’s house are a community 

event. She invites anyone she can. Aunts, cousins, friends, and 

neighbors crowd elbow to elbow around the dinner table. They file 

one by one up to the selection of meats, potatoes, salads, and 

pastas, and fill their paper plates to the point of breaking. By the 

end of the meal everyone leans back in their chair and sighs, happy 

they came.  

*** 

There are train tracks that run through Windber. A train 

comes through to pick up coal from Mine 33 in Ebensburg. For the 

most part though, the train tracks are unused. We treat them as a 
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“I’m tired of literally hiding our relationship in the corner 

because of someone who isn’t a part of your life anymore, John!” I 

exclaim, surprising myself with my extreme swing in subject and 

vicious tone. 

I can tell these words puncture his insides because he never 

has really accepted that his father hasn’t come back to him. 

His only response to my utterance is a simple nod, almost 

as if my words, like bees, stung him so fiercely, his tongue swelled 

up, stealing his words. 

Then, without meaning to, almost as if the phrase jumped 

out of my mouth, I yell, “It seems as though you don’t want to be 

here with me! You say your father wants you to be well off, but by 

now, you should’ve realized that being in love puts you just as well 

off as money!” 

With this, he bounds off the bin and dashes out the door. I 

jerk myself up so fast, clasping my hands around my mouth. 

Craning my neck, I see him speeding away, but not in the direction 

of his shop. Worry washes over me like a wave. I worry about 

where he is going. I panic about how I misspoke, hurting him. And 

even though I know it’s selfish, I agonize about myself and my 

future as I have just lost the chance of ever being able to have a 

husband as great as John. 

Soon these thoughts became too much to handle and tears 

started trickling down my cheeks like a waterfall. All these things: 

the worry, the sadness, and the needle prick I got earlier, mixed 
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path when we go on walks through the city. I balance on the metal 

rail while my brother jumps across the wooden sleepers that lie 

between the tracks. The adults follow along next to us, kicking up 

gravel from the trail. If you look closely on the side of the track 

you can usually spot a dislodged railroad spike. We used to pick 

them up and take them as souvenirs until we found too many and 

our collection got too big. What do you even do with a railroad 

spike anyway? 

The tracks curve through the small town, cross streets, and 

lead to the next destination. There used to be an abandoned train 

car that my brother and I would climb on. Its black metal doors 

were old and sealed shut. We would sit on the back of the car and 

pretend to drive it around. One year we went back to play on it, 

only to find it was gone. It had been removed, either for extra 

space or spare parts. 

On our walks, Grandpa is our tour guide. When we walk past 

the Eureka Department store, his recounts the years he spent 

working there as a bagboy when he was younger.  

“I could run from this end of the store,” he points to the far 

left side of the building, “to the other side,” his finger moves to the 

right side of the store, “in just fifteen seconds.” I nod but I can’t 

imagine it. He says it was hard work, but every once in a while a 

pretty girl would come in and make it worth his time. He tells me 

all about the place, but I’ve never been inside.  
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leaving him with this difficult problem to figure out by himself. 

With the confidence of my decision lifting me up like wings, the 

next few days fly by. By the time the dread Tuesday comes, I feel 

Prepared. 

I lie in my bed waiting for Nancy’s holler, my cue to set my 

life into order. With each second, the once young little butterflies 

in my stomach grow into large, vicious monsters, seemingly big 

enough to eat my small, frail body. Then suddenly, I hear a “buh” 

beginning to growl from downstairs. Without a pause, I eagerly 

hop down the groaning steps, almost as though the familiar word is 

tugging me down. In mere seconds I’ve turned the corner to see 

him standing feet away from me. I linger holding the wall, my eyes 

glued to the crooked floor boards. I begin to pace myself slowly as 

I draw nearer to him, running over the speech I’ve come up with in 

my head. 

“Why hello...” he greets me with his stunning smile. 

Then, without responding, or even waiting for him to 

finish, I grab hold of his strong arm and pull him back to our usual 

spot. I immediately start bursting into conversation, beginning with 

how much he means to me. One of my first memories with Nancy, 

after my aunt, not wanting me, dropped me off in a basket at her 

shop’s door, was her telling me, “Compliments open minds and 

hearts.” This advice has stuck with me ever since, letting me 

sweet-talk myself in and out of many opportunities and situations. 
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I’ve never even seen it open before. The only sign it is still a 

function store is the seasonally changing window displays.  

Extended stays in small towns are much different from any 

other experience. Small towns are more reserved, more bigoted. 

People accept less because they know less. No one there is 

different, because they are afraid of what might happen if they are. 

I’ve heard that when people used to come out of the mines, after a 

day of work, you couldn’t tell who was what race. Everyone was 

the same color—dirty. 

Windber doesn’t have much to offer anymore. Its town center 

is a Sheetz. All the coal that was once there is either gone or 

unneeded now. The population is steadily decreasing. At some 

point, Windber won’t exist anymore. People will stop having their 

children there, because there will no longer be a need to go there. 

Families will begin to move to larger cities, or maybe they will just 

disappear altogether.  
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wanted him to devote himself to his work and become rich. John 

says it’s because his father wanted something more for his son. 

As I’m in the middle of this frustrating debate with myself, 

Nancy walks over to me and taps her fingertips against the table, 

averting my eyes. 

“What’s on your mind, Dear?” she questions, noticing the 

apparently ghosted look I’ve developed. 

“It’s just him,” I respond, her inquiry surprising me. 

Nancy comes closer to me, somehow drawing the words I 

was thinking out of my mouth. I tell her about all that I want from 

John, as she nods and crinkles her thin brows. 

“...but do you want to fix it?” She interrupts me suddenly, 

after about fifteen minutes of my babbling. 

I look at her confused. I suppose I never thought of that: the 

logical response to my dilemma. 

I explain to her that I just feel as though it’s out of my hands. 

“If he wants to be with me, he will go to his father and ask 

him.” I finish factually. 

Nancy sighs, “You must be persistent, because this a hard 

situation that neither you, nor him can handle on your own.” 

With that, she walks away, leaving me to my own, puzzled 

self. 

I wake the next morning, my eyes puffy and outlined in 

purple, showing the wear of many hours thinking about Nancy’s 

advice. I came to the conclusion that I must tell him how I feel, not 
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The Ghost Who Vanished by Degrees 

  

A bearded man shovels snow to clear the walkway through 

the graveyard; his fingers becoming stiff from his tight grip on the 

handle. Most headstones are tattered, cracks running through the 

names. The man’s feet go numb as if he was wearing only socks, 

but his cheap snow boots don’t stop the snow from seeping in. 

Sharp cracking sounds begin to come from one of the mausoleums. 

He thinks it’s just trees breaking under pressure from snow stacked 

on their branches. He adjusts his earmuffs but the cracking noises 

grow louder, as if someone is prying open the mausoleum door. He 

finds a man inside, leaning on a coffin surrounded by dead leaves. 

The coffin is a concrete box, with carvings of snakes all around. 

The bearded man was in shock as this stranger stood as if the cold 

didn't faze him in his spring jacket. The stranger was a pasty white, 

almost transparent, but the air was below freezing so everyone had 

the same skeleton look.  

 The stranger stood in the same spot everyday as long as the 

bearded man tended that graveyard. The bearded man visited him 

every day, offering him lunch only to have the stranger refuse. 

Eventually they became fond of each other, talking about family 

and sharing childhood memories, but the stranger started to 

disappear mid conversation. The bearded man was left to wonder if 

something was wrong. It occurred to him that this stranger was 

probably homeless, and only came to the graveyard to escape 
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studies my concerned frown, quickly changing the subject after he 

sees how distraught I am. 

“So how are things with you?” he asks with a huge smile, 

“I see Nancy has lightened up about me visiting so often.” 

I nod, staring off into space, thinking of what my real 

mother would say about my “situation” with John. Ever since she 

died along with my father in a horseback riding accident when 

I was two, I always picture her reaction to certain scenarios. When 

Nancy first saw me talking and thinking about John all the time, 

she was worried for me, but as John kept coming and caring for 

me, she began to understand. After a few minutes of peaceful 

silence, John must have realized I’ve gotten into one of my 

“Thinking Phases.” A playful name that the other women around 

the shop gave for the times when I completely zone out. 

“Ahh, I guess I must go,” he sighs, breaking the quiet. 

I snap out of my head and blink severely, not really 

knowing what to say. He kisses my hand and gallops out, leaving 

me still in a daze. After a few moments, I get up and amble back to 

the dress I was working on, vigorously shaking my head in 

disappointment. 

I keep reflecting on our short conversation, wanting more. I 

want what all other ladies my age have, a husband that they can go 

anywhere with, and show off. I know that it’s selfish because John 

says can’t give me more. Before his father left, he told John that he 
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freezing nights. One evening he was working late at night and 

thought he heard the crackling of dead leaves, and knocking. He 

plodded as quietly as he could, but the snow packed under his 

weight. With only a flashlight to illuminate the grey walls, 

standing before him was the stranger. The coffin lid was split with 

one half rocking on the floor. The stranger tried to speak but as he 

opened his mouth, only a small puff of breath came out and he 

vanished. The bearded man’s hands shook as he struggled to shine 

the flashlight on the coffin. Something scurried under the other 

half of the lid. The bearded man could see his heavy breaths, and 

watched as they would disappear. He took a step forward to see 

inside, and there lay the stranger, covered in dust, his eyes wide 

open staring at the ceiling. The only sound was the bearded man’s 

heart thumping through his body as he noticed how glassy the 

stranger’s eyes were. He slowly raised his head and a snake hung 

from its teeth. It lowered its tail, wrapped around the bearded 

man’s flashlight and crushed it. The snake grabbed hold of his 

wrist and the man panicked. As he tried to back out, the snake 

grabbed more of his arm. The man felt a pinch, and to his surprise 

the snake let go. The man took off, but he slowed down not even 

three feet from the mausoleum. His legs gave out and his arms 

went numb, dropping into the snow.   
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Untitled  

 

“Beck-yy!” My name sing-songs from downstairs. 

My bed lets out a loud “creaaak” as I chuck the book I’m reading 

on to it. I leap down the stairs, nearly falling in excitement. I 

already know who is at the door of our shop, tapping the toe of his 

dirt-coated shoe. Nancy, the owner of the Seamstress Shop and my 

adoptive mother, only interrupts my break for one reason: John 

Ericson. Ever since he first came into our shop a few months ago, 

he won’t stay away. He comes in every Tuesday and Friday at 

noon, and we sit in the in the back of the store and talk for hours, 

or at least until Nancy calls me back to work. 

“Mr. Ericson,” I acknowledge him with a nod, trying to 

hide my smile. 

“Being serious today, now are we Bec?” he asks jokingly 

as he twists me around, meeting his hand in mine. He nearly drags 

me to the bin of old cloth, our regular meeting spot. Judgmental 

eyes and hidden giggles from the other ladies float our way, but 

with a sharp turn of my head, they’re gone. He jabbers on about 

how slow business is at the Blacksmith Shop. John inherited it 

after his father signed up for the war, and he's been running it by 

himself from that moment on. I smile and rub his back because I 

know how much sadness it brings him to talk about his father. Ever 

since his father was moved to The Palace because of his injured 

leg, he hasn’t reached out to John once. John looks up at me and 
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Running With the Wolves  

 

“Rúna. Rúna please…wake up.” 

 

Wake up? I don’t…think I want to. The dark, it’s comfy. It’s quiet 

save for that voice, so insistent…I feel safe here. It’s so warm. No 

more nightmares.  No more wide-eyed corpses, buildings devoured 

by flames, the trampled crops sealing our fates…No more. Finally, 

peace. I remember this a little, from right before Eena died. I woke 

up eventually…But only because Eena had given herself to save 

me. This time… maybe…I’ll die, entirely.  

No. 

I have to get up, they need me. I have dues to pay and if I die now, 

the devil will take me. I’ll be with Eena, there. I have to get up but 

my body feels so weak, all the pieces feel disconnected I feel like 

I’ve been torn to ribbons and now it all burns….the burning…no 

rest for the wicked… 

She needs me. 

Velvela will be… Wait. Her. She did this. This pain. Velvela… I 

can’t let her hurt Bruna.  

Velvela will be like Eena. I can’t let this happen again. I was too 

young, too weak to stop it the first time.  

I cannot let it happen again. 

I cannot let history repeat. 
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I took a sharp breath in, and realized what was off. The cunning in 

her eyes. She didn’t have the leafy flecks of jade in her eyes like 

Bruna did, it was the only way to tell them apart, if not by 

personality. I looked down at the flower in my hands, wide-eyed 

with fear. Even just that close to my face, the scent made me feel 

groggy. I tossed the plant to the floor, my stomach churning, 

painful enough to make up for lack of feeling in the rest of me. 

 It’s all going numb. 

I heard a shout in the hall, what sounded like an argument between 

two indistinguishable voices. The only difference was the tone. 

One was scared, the other, apathetic.  

 Twilight is falling. 

A mutilated, amalgam howl came from the hall. It sounded like a 

noise tortured from a human, being forced to imitate a dying wolf.  

 The moon is rising. 

My vision was blurring more than before, the arguing becoming 

white noise. The colors started to dull.  

 It’s fading. 

One of the twins forced their way into the room, but I 

couldn’t tell which. I couldn’t understand what they were saying. 

Sound was flowing through the room like the air was molasses. 

The other twin pushed their way into the room, and they began 

shoving each other, each trying to get to me. They both held 

different bouquets of flowers.  

 They didn’t die for this. 
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 The light was blindingly painful, in comparison to the 

warm embrace of the shadows behind my eyelids. Though it was 

fall, the normally vibrant colors were muted, and the air smelled 

like a burnt graveyard after the rain. Musky, wet, earthy, with 

tinges of singed flesh. My vision was still blurry, though I could 

make out the desperate gaze of Bruna. Her eyes were profound, a 

navy color with specks of deep jade, like fallen leaves rippling in 

moonlit water. She was saying something, something, something, 

something… 

I couldn’t tell what, but somewhere in me knew. Velvela, and the 

Verzweiflung Wölfe. The despair wolves.  

  

 Everyone is terrified of the devil possessing another, like 

what they think happened to Eena. The werewolf hunts have been 

tearing this town apart, ever since I helped rebuild it after her. 

They haven’t executed the right person yet. They don’t even 

suspect her. Velvela is the second coming. Greifswald will not 

survive another wave of them. They had been given such a 

grievous name after all, due to the destruction they caused, the 

hopelessness, the death. If the werewolf hunts don’t tear us, 

Velvela and the Verzweiflung Wölfe will. There’s almost no doubt 

to me now, that dear, sweet, cousin Velvela will end us before we 

destroyed ourselves. 
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clearly, let alone communicate. Bruna seemed to somehow 

understand my frustration, and took my hand into her gloved one. 

The lace was somehow soothing, as I could feel its texture at the 

very least.  

“It is alright, we just need to wash you up… Oh, I forgot to 

mention, I got you some lilacs from near the abbey, so just rub 

yourself up with them. They’ll soothe your skin. You ran through 

some Wolfsbane, while the wolves were chasing you. I washed 

you up…but I just want to make sure.” 

I nodded again, rolling over to face my bedside table, and 

grabbing the blurry bundle of lilac blossoms. My hands were 

shaky, and had a hard time grasping what they couldn’t feel, but I 

did as asked, and I made sure to keep it out of my fresh wounds.  

 Something feels wrong.  

I looked back up towards Bruna, but she seemed to have silently 

left the room without another word. 

 None of this is right. 

I noticed something…off about the lilacs. I leaned in to sniff 

them…they smelled bitter, in an earthy way, and the scent 

immediately made me feel dizzy. 

 Those aren’t lilacs. 

Of what I could feel, I could feel my heart beat languidly, 

worryingly so. Bruna was just a child, but…how could she not 

have known the difference between lilacs and wolfsbane? 

 That wasn’t Bruna.   
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For now, I remain unsure, as to whether or not Velvela is a 

true werewolf, one who turns into an amalgam of beast and man, 

or if she simply leads those… beasts by the devil’s will. I do know 

though, that she needs to be brought to justice. There is only one 

justice, as proven by Eena, for tainted people like her. If it is not 

brought down manually, swiftly, God will do it for us, but not 

without severe casualties.  

 

  Eena did not stop her carnage, until I had her cornered on 

the mountain top. I chased her so many miles, from Greifswald’s 

smoldering ruins, to the mountains to the south, far to the south. 

On the frozen peak, with its scarcity of air and malignant cold, we 

had sat together, for the last time. There, we were finally sisters 

again, she was human again, and before I froze to death, she saved 

me, giving up her cloak made of the legions of wolves she once 

controlled. She curled up in the snow, naked as the day she was 

brought into this world, though much more fearsome, and 

succumbed to exhaustion, the frost. 

 I had lost the first eighteen years of my life, because of her. 

I lost my family, so many friends, so many people I had hardly 

been acquainted with, but they were all still human. Alive. So many 

humans, massacred because of her. She took more out of this 

world than she left behind, and it was partially my fault, for not 

having put an end to her the first time. I showed mercy, leaving her 

with a debilitating injury, and her life, which she used to hurt more 
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dispersed freckles, pulled back into a low bun, it made her look so 

much like my mother… 

 Her skin was alabaster, with sparsely scattered mauve scars, little 

ones that came naturally from middle-class life, like rings on the 

inside of a tree. Those were the finest of her details I could pick 

out through my blurry vision. 

 “Rúna, are you finally awake?” 

I gave her a vacant gaze as I processed this, my thoughts flowing 

like molasses. Concern filled her eyes slowly, until I languidly 

gave her a dazed nod. Gratitude and relief seemed to flood her 

features, but…Something seemed different about her.  

 “How long have I been out…?” 

My tongue struggled to form words, my mouth feeling just as 

numb as the rest of me. She hushed me softly, leaning in, and I 

noticed she had a scarf wrapped around her neck, nose, and mouth. 

It must’ve been to ward off the scent of death. 

 “Rúna, dear cousin, Velvela and her wolves have hurt you 

badly. You’ve had a fever, but don’t worry. I’ve been taking good 

care of you, so that you can bring justice to my Doppelgänger of a 

sister. This town is on the brink of collapse again. They will not 

survive another wave of the Verzweiflung Wölfe.” 

I gave her another slow nod, not wanting to even attempt to 

use my words again. I turned to look at the window again, and it 

was nightfall, somehow. I let out a small, confused grumble, 

raising Bruna’s eyebrow. I let out a soft sigh, unable to even think 
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people. I just wanted my sister back… Could you really blame a 

child for letting her sister live? 

Yet, she gave me a chance to redeem myself, because I let 

her die on her own terms, instead of slaying her myself. I gave her 

mercy the second time, still desperately scrabbling for any scraps 

of my old life, I wanted so badly for the peace and innocence of 

my childhood… I heard her out, and let her be my sister again, for 

the last hour of her life. There was only one scrap of my old life 

she left. It was her. She left me, but I was like a photo torn to 

shreds.  

Somehow though, I mourned her.  

 

 Everything felt so numb. I felt so detached. I looked out the 

window again, only to see an entirely different color palette. The 

world seemed filtered through a filmy taupe lens, splotched with 

alabaster. I tried to remember what it had been last. Everything 

was so foggy… It had been so long since I last looked out the 

window… 

I stared at the creamy ceiling, engrossed in digging through dusky 

memories. I tried to recall little details first. The colors. Tawny 

terra-cotta and umber, tinges of quickly drying` scarlet.  The 

unpleasant scent of scorch and soot, and burnt life. The tangible 

gloom in the air, suffocating and oh so heavy…  

 

 
Large Print / 2017–2018 

 

 
 

A door slammed, and she rushed in, interrupting my 

precarious train of thought and promptly crashing it. I noticed the 

clenching feeling of incorporeal chains strangling my heart, 

binding my lungs; the dread had been starting to claim me again. I 

acknowledge Bruna entering the room with flimsy eye-contact, 

struggling to sit up. The only physical feelings that seemed to 

tether me to my body were the dull pains of what I assumed to be 

wounds, and the toiling ache of my lungs trying to get enough air, 

fighting the hefty weight of unease. Everything else felt…floaty, 

disconnected. I felt like I was made of gossamer shadows, and the 

only reason I knew I was still physical, was because Bruna strode 

to my bedside, and began to speak to me.  

 Bruna was so like me, but superior, in a humble way. She 

was much more lovely, in appearance, her gait and the way she 

talked. She was no princess, but she had unintentional dignity. She 

had a strong eyes like a leader but held herself delicately. I only 

became so strong, such a commanding presence, after Eena’s 

death. The years I spent hunting the wolves while the town’s 

survivors struggled to even sustain during the influence of the 

Verzweiflung Wölfe in the Abbey. They made me strong with scars, 

but Bruna hadn’t even been born, until just a week after I left 

Greifswald to pursue Eena to her death. She was strong by blood, 

and would only grow so much stronger…  

 Fourteen, but the solemnity in her eyes, and painted across 

her face made her look much older. Cinnamon hair that matched 
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