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Dear friend,
You are looking at the very first volume of Calliope, the student literary and
art journal of LCC International University. I am writing these words, and I
cannot fully believe it. How is it possible that in the midst of a pandemic, we
have come together and created such a marvelous platform for students to
express themselves?
The academic year 2020-2021 has truly been challenging but also
surprisingly inspiring. We had to get used to the new reality where you are so
close to and yet so far away from your community or your family. Many of us
have been struggling to keep our lives in order. Despite these struggles, some
inspired individuals decided to pursue their vision of having a platform for
creative students to showcase their talents to the world. And so, Calliope was
founded.
I am extremely grateful to the following people, without whom Calliope would
not flourish:
every member of my team, all of whom are super talented, dedicated,
and hard-working;
every contributor that decided to share a poem, a story, a photograph, or
a picture, and thus supported our vision;
and everyone who will read the journal. Stories – whether they are textual
or visual – are meant to be told. Alone or in companies, out loud or to
oneself, sooner or later.
This edition features various works united not by a common theme
but by a desire to show the world that we are not giving up despite anything. I
hope that here you will find inspiration, support, and wisdom, and will be
encouraged to create an original piece of art of your own. With this, I will let
you go and explore the wonderful world of Calliope.
With warm regards,

Polina Gracheva
Editor-in-Chief
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Mirror, Mirror
Amy Duckworth

“Reflections, reflections, that's all we are,” he harrumphed while leading the tour
through the last exhibition of the gallery. As one member began to object to the forcible
statement, he turned again to them.
“Cafe is that way if you want coffee or whatever,” he gestured to the left. “Exit is that
way,” to the right. “If you want to hang around here, there will be people dressed in dark
red to guide you if you have questions about any pieces. Otherwise, tour's over, and
enjoy the rest of your evening.”
He turned his back then, not pausing for any questions they would inevitably ask, and
walked down the hall to the inner courtyard.

Sighing contentedly, he deftly pulled a cigarette out of its comfy home and stuck it
unceremoniously in the corner of his mouth.
Let them wonder… Let them wonder what is reflection and what is real, what art means,
and what it makes. For art always has that way about it. No matter who you are, what you
believe, what you accomplish in life, art will chase you down and make you its slave.
But no matter how tiresome, how dried up and wrung out and wrinkled you'll feel the
whole way there, you'll love every second of it.
Because after all, life is art.
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The golden winter sun drifted contentedly down into its smoky grave as he puffed away.
Who could question life, and art, and all things beautiful, and what was real or
reflected? We shouldn't, he mused gravely, it's not our place.
Or was it? He wasn't so sure anymore, about anything really. Sometimes life felt as one
spying through a looking glass; sometimes everything was vivid and rich, and other
times so distant and cold. What did one do with it?

Cigarette butts on the ground. The last of autumn colours twirled in a gentle breeze. The
light faded and yellow lamps flickered to life.
This is life. This is real.
He crouched and placed his palm on the near-icy grass.
This is real, this is life.
The thoughts ceased in his pounding head as mother earth laced her graceful spirit up
his arm and through his soul.
This is life, and life is real.
Standing slowly, he turned and walked back inside the gallery, solid and steady once
more.
“Reflections… that's not all we are. We are the mirror. Life is a mirror. And we are
reflections of reflections, but we are real.”
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The Motherland's Enemy
Khrystyna Moroz
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A tiny ray of sunshine grudgingly rises
above the polar circle and tenderly kisses a
milky face of a young woman. First, it
touches her eyes: they are small and dark,
coal, like black earth in the western part of
Ukraine. Then, it playfully jumps on the tip
of her snub nose, goes down to lips cracked
from cold, and rests on the birthmark on
her neck.
Twenty-five-year-old Iryna Krasovska is
imprisoned in the Norillag, Norilsk
Corrective Labor Camp located above the
Arctic Circle, where the mouth of the Enisei
River meets with the powers of eternity. The
residents call this land Norilsk the coldest
and the furthest place of Russia.
In February 1946, Iryna, a Ukrainian
freedom fighter, crossed the threshold of
Norillag. Today, when the four years, 1460
days of hard toil, is behind her path, she
sits in the unlighted corner of the barrack
close to the window, rubbing her thin
hands to shake off the goosebumps from
her body. The warmth slowly moves from
her hands, passes through her chest, and
reaches her forehead, relieving the last
drop of the fatigue. She quietly puts her
hand under the sweatshirt and pulls a
shabby red-covered diary. Flipping through
the pages, her eyes stop on the
unnumbered page, and she starts reading,
recalling the bitter taste of her tears:

"I was arrested in January 1945 when
Europe celebrated its victory over fascism.
In the dead of night, the Soviet authorities
knocked on my door. When they stepped
into the house carrying a document with
Stalin’s seal on it, they brutally ripped me
from my mother’s hands. In the document,
they indicated: “Arrested for a political
reason: “Motherland’s Enemy.”’ As a
punishment, they sent me to the Arctic
concentration camp to spend my youth in
slave labor for ten years."
She reads the last line twice and
counts out loud: “five, six, seven, eight,
nine, and I will be free.” The thoughts in
her mind are hastily running, trying to find
the genuine reason for her arrest, but,
unfortunately, she only catches sight of the
piece of a folded paper hidden under the
cover of her diary. She opens it and reads:
"I was eighteen-year-old when I became
a messenger in the Ukrainian Insurgent
Army because of my small stature and
devotion to the Motherland. Every morning,
when the darkness had vanished from the
horizon, I run to the partisans to receive a
message. Then, I returned to the village,
where a crowd of civilians waited for the
morning news. During the break, I
bandaged the wounds of the Ukrainian
soldiers and delivered the postcards with
the calling to fight for the freedom of

Ukraine. "
She folds her thoughts into a small
square of paper and begins her fifth winter
in a place where the temperature drops to
minus 40 degrees Celsius and the darkness
lasts for nine months long.
February 1950. Morning; a whistling
sound wafts from the steel rails and awakes
tired laborers from the night dream. Iryna
puts on her coat, boots, and cotton pants.
Then, she wraps her head with a woolen
scarf and tightly ties the fur hat’s ears. She
takes the working tools and gets into a line
where all prisoners wait for the officer’s
command. Once they receive an order,
Iryna and her companions approach the

appointed place and start digging the moat
as they did yesterday, the day before
yesterday, and always. After a few hours of
continual work, her fingers and toes begin
to freeze. Suddenly, somewhere from the
crowd, she hears the melody of a Ukrainian
song. Iryna turns around and sees a man.
The middle-aged man with an ash-grey
mustache slightly covered in white hums,
“What a Moonlit Night.” Then, a woman
from the back starts singing along with
him with a Latvian accent. The sounds
blend and create a unit. They spread along
the field and fill the air with the homeland
smell.

1953, Iryna, the fourth from the right, and her companions in the Norillag.
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What a moonlit, clear, and starry night!
It’s almost as bright as day!
My sweetheart, you must be tired,
Come with me to the grove, if only for a minute!
We’ll sit down together, here, under the guelder rose,
And I am the luckiest man in the world!
Look, my darling, - a silver wave of fog
Is rolling into the meadow.
The deep star-stew skyWhat is it but one of God’s wonders!
Under the poplars, beady dew
Shimmers with reflected starlight.
Don’t you be afraid of wetting your white feet
In the cold dew:
I will carry you in my arms, my faithful one,
All the way back to the house.
Don’t be afraid of getting cold, my little swan,
It’s warm out - no wind, no clouds…
I’ll cradle you close to my heart,
Which is hot as an ember.
(Lyrics by M. Starytsky)
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Iryna closes her eyes, returning to the
backyard of her father’s house with a bush
covered in scarlet points, and silently
utters: “Someday, I will step into the land of
my dream, my homeland.”
After 12 hours of working outside,
exhausted but still-alive prisoners gather in
a small group to sing, dance, read poems,
and pray. As a choir leader, Iryna takes the
handwritten notes, places them in front of
her, and starts to conduct. Some begin with
Alto, some complement with Soprano, and
some stay with Tenor. The voices are
hastily running from one line to another,
spiraling to the climax and slowly moving
to the resolution. At that moment, the rest
raise their voice, directing the eyes to the
sky, and pray. When the silence comes,
Iryna approaches the center of the room,
so everyone can see her and says with a
slight tremble in her voice: “Sisters and
brothers, God has never been as close to
me as here, in the camp. I feel Him
physically; He is standing next to me. Our
God fights for us, for everyone who is
here.” All present passionately applaud the
Lord, and when the emotions die down,
everyone returns to their barracks.
As the sky turns into raven black, the
prisoners change their clothes and lie on
top of each other, creating a sleeping
mountain. Iryna lies at the bottom, and
four women on top of her firmly press her
thin body.

She puts her hand under the head and falls
asleep. When the morning comes, Iryna
tries to move, but her hair and the hat
froze to the old boards.
One of the women takes an ax to release
her. To overcome the fear, Iryna begins to
shout Taras Shevchenko’s verses, “When I
am dead, bury me in my beloved Ukraine.”
But the sound from the rails interrupts her,
and the morning begins.
She is still alive. A young woman living in a
place where atheists become believers,
those who do not sing start to sing, those
who do not write start to write, and those
who do not draw start to draw.
After ten years of imprisonment, she
finally received the long-awaited ticket to
freedom. But, the Soviet authorities
prohibited her go beyond the Arctic Circle.
She was obliged to remain there for five
years, working at the Norilsk Nickel, Mining
and Metallurgical Combine, that she and
the rest of the prisoners built with their
own hands. Every morning and evening,
she passionately prayed to the Heavenly
Father and asked to see the land of her
childhood and smell the aroma of the
blooming apple tree. In response, in 1976,
Iryna, tightly holding her husband’s hand,
carrying a little son, and watching at a
nimble ten-year-old daughter, stepped into
the soil of her Motherland. A tear of joy
glistered down her cheek and rested on the
birthmark of her neck.
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November
Amy Duckworth
As if the frigid, biting wind was not enough, small, stone-like droplets began to fall from
the sky. Slowly at first, but each one came with growing ferocity until a downpour began,
falling on him as if they were running terrified from something in the dark sky above.
Last leaves clung desperately onto final precious moments of autumn, knocked harshly
from their lifesource by torrents of rain. He sighed, resigning himself to the biting chill
and soaking wet the night would bring. It wasn't so bad. This was the most difficult time,
but then the snow would come, that warm, soft blanket in which he would slumber bad
dreams away.
Oh, the things he had seen on summer days…
When nights were golden and skies dusted blue. Many-hued sunsets and rises, these
colours could carry him through such darkened days. There was never more than a
shadow of doubt, of apprehension that one would never live to see colour again. Such
was the gray. Day in, day out. It wasn't long before one lost track of what time meant, or
forgot the meaning of morning and evening; of dawn and dusk. It all flew into one
continuum. Yet the cycle never ceased. That relentless turning of day, of minute, of
hour, of year.
But how was he supposed to know these things, or indeed even be aware? Such was the
nature of he, that these thoughts never did actually cross his mind. For all he longed for
now was the softness of snow and warmth, away from such resplendent dreams.
Resigning himself blissfully to the inevitable, he shook himself of his last remaining
leaves and went to sleep.
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An Italian Adventure
Stanislav-Andrii Herko
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Pain Chose Us
Uruchukwu Ikenna Onyemaobi

Born to know pain
To understand that pain is God on earth.
Through pain, we are all made equals,
As it reaches in and alters parts unique to each
and everyone of us,
Omniscient in its every choice,
Methodical yet patternless.
Yet from this same vein, we were still born to find joy
Even amidst pain’s aim,
Humans, skillfully evading it's final call,
And even if for only a second,
Grasping at happinesses radiant form,
And latching onto it once found.
Pain’s only escape whispered
and passed down in hushed tones by the ancients
Whispers saying to enjoy every moment.
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For one thing, was certain,
Pain would return,
As it always does
With disregard in its stride,
And equity on its mind,
Devastating, yet enlightening in its every form.
To be forewarned is to be forearmed,
So, hear this!
When pain returns there will be no signals,
and no warnings worthy of use,
Only reality and final calls.
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Bitter Sweet Life
Zakaria Tchikadze

There are days, fulfilled with nights.
There are dreams of realities.
There is pain full of with pleasure.
Ruled by the king named as Time.
And here we are, in this existence,
Exhausted by seeking the life.
და სამწუხაროდ ჩვენ დაგვავიწყდა*
That only way to be alive pass through the l'amour.**
und diese Liebe macht dich lebendig.***

И только потом ты поймёшь тёплую холод.****

Beauty of live, through the bitter sweet life.

*and unfortunately we have forgotten
**the love
***and this love makes you lively
***and only after you will understand the warm of the cold
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A Life Story
Ekaterina Deshevaia
One of my professors at college once said
that we are the heroes of our own life story.
Every person has a story to tell and I am
not an exception. This story is about my life
and how a certain event made some crucial
changes in it.
Decisions and choices. The infinite chain
of events. Our past is our present, our
present is our future. All things are
connected and all choices are intertwined.
Some things should have happened, some
things should have not. Life is complicated.
It is a maze. This maze consists of
probabilities and choices. You can choose
to turn right and you will find the way out,
but if you choose to turn left it will not lead
you anywhere. A choice. What is a choice?
A choice is deciding whether you should do
one thing or another. It is not a question of
why or how, it is a question of what. You
may ask yourself if I have not done this one
hypothetical thing and chose to do the
other hypothetical option, what would have
happened then? What could have changed?
Sometimes it is hard to predict the future.
It all began in 2015. Fall, September,
Florida, one of the warmest states in the
US. The temperature varies from
approximately 68 to 86 degrees and higher
in Fahrenheit.
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Pretty hot, especially for the person who
grew up in such a cold country like Russia.
I came to Florida with my mom and threeyear-old sister. My mother came to the US
to get my sister special medical treatment
and I volunteered to go along with my
mother to help out where I could.
We stayed in the USA for almost ten
months which is barely a year. A year in a
totally different country, a different
community. Right before the trip to the
United States, I was given a choice to either
go with my family to the USA, but I would
have to skip one year of school in my home
country or stay in my home country and
finish the education. I decided to go
because I knew that my mom would need
my help in the States.
I was a young seventeen-year-old girl,
and it was my very first time in the US. I
was a sophomore in high school and had
one year left, however, I still had no idea
what I was going to do after graduating.
Maybe I would enroll in a university in
Russia, or I would have a chance to study
somewhere in Europe. I only knew one
thing at that time; no one knows what life
prepares for them in the future and where
it will get you in the next few years, but at
the same time this trip to the USA was

already a life changing-event.
I always imagined American high
schools to be way more different than
schools in Russia, but I was really surprised
to find out the extent of contrast between
them. I always thought that American
schools were huge multistory buildings.
Crowds of kids would be racing down the
long vast hallways, huge classrooms, and
hundreds of lockers on the walls. However,
upon arriving on my first day of school I
realized I may have just watched too many
movies about the life of American
teenagers in high school. This school was
not what I was expecting it to be at all. GStar School of the Arts. A high school for
the young talented artsy people or just for
those who liked pretty much everything.
The school offered studies such as arts,
television, the film industry, and theatre.
The school itself set up a perfect
environment for eager students who
wanted to find themselves, and it gave
them a choice to help find their way in life.
For me, it was a delightful experience of
just about everything.
From about the beginning of my early
childhood I have always been an introvert
so when I got to G-Star it was not just a
cultural shock for me but a personal shock
as well.
My first day at school was a bit
confusing. Everyone around me was
speaking English, the teachers in front of
me spoke so fast that for a novice like me,
who was still learning the English language,
it was overwhelming. I sat down at the end
of the day and thought to myself that
maybe I was just a little under-prepared for

G-Star School of the Arts, an American
High School.
It was my second week of classes, and I
was on lunch break sitting alone outside
eating a sandwich. Then out of nowhere
one of the most unexpected things
happened to me.
“Hi,” I looked up. Three girls were
standing near my table. The first girl was
dressed in a jacket, a long skirt, and boots.
The second girl was dressed all in black.
The third girl looked the youngest out of all
the others and was dressed all in purple.
“Hi,” that was the only word I could
think to say.
“I’m Mackenzie,” said the girl in a
long skirt. She then pointed to the other
girls beside her.
“They’re Serena and Keyla.”
“My name is Kate,” I mumbled while
trying not to choke on one of the pieces
from my sandwich that got stuck in my
throat.
“Well, are you new here?” Mackenzie
asked as she sat in front of me.
“Yeah.”
“What grade are you in?”
“Eleventh...I’m a Junior.” At this time,
I still was unfamiliar with the American
slang.
“Me and Serena are sophomores,
Keyla is a freshman.”
“What state are you from?”
“Actually, I`m from Russia.”
“Russia? Wow. Is it cold out there
now?”
“Yeah...”
“Serena is from Finland by the way.”
Mackenzie noticed a brief silence after I
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didn’t respond, so she quickly filled the air
with another question.
“Do you want to sit with us? We are
sitting at that table.” Mackenzie pointed at
the table which was a few meters away
from mine.
“Sure.” We all moved to the next table
and our conversation continued.
That was it. Something clicked inside
of me. After years of being bullied at school
and even moving to a different class, I was
welcomed at G-Star, despite being a total
stranger. I sat down with them and started
to recollect on my past. I was bullied a lot
in middle and high school. It was hard to
be an introvert among kids who took
advantage of me being unable to fight back
and resist their assaults. However, here, an
introvert like me, a total stranger to others,
and just a person from a different country,
I had a new life and a new beginning.
However, that day was only a spark that
ignited the flames of the fire.
Mackenzie, Keyla, and Serena became
my good friends for the rest of the time I
was in the USA. However, they were not the
only ones who showed me the bright side
of being a new person in high school.

Oil pastel painting by Krystyna Moroz

24

I had never thought that I would be
friends with a guy but, surprisingly, I did.
His name was Tyler. He was friends with
Mackenzie and her friends, and he hung
out with us a couple of times at lunch. One
day in January, Mackenzie and her friends
were not at school and I was left alone. I
was sitting at the table doing homework
and eating lunch when he surprised me by
joining my table.
“Hey. How are you?” I looked up and
saw him standing in front of me. He was
wearing a black T-shirt and jeans.
“Hey. I’m good. How are you?” I was a
bit confused that he decided to talk with me
or even noticed my existence because guys
have never even seemed to notice me.
“I’m fine,” he sat in front of me and
took out his iPad from a bag.
“How are your classes going?”
“Fine, I guess. How about you?”
“Okay. Not much stuff to do,” he said.
“By the way, I remember that
Mackenzie, mentioning the other day that
you like music. Is that true? What kind of
music do you prefer?”
“Mmm...Yeah. I guess instrumental
music for the most part and some other
genres as well.” Wow. I didn’t know where it
was going but it was definitely getting
interesting. However, the most confusing
and quite shocking was the fact that a guy
would be interested in even talking with me
in the first place.
“Instrumental? What are your favorite
composers?”
“I like Hans Zimmer, John Williams,
Howard Shore, and I also like the brand
Two Steps from Hell.”

“Hans Zimmer is one of my favorite
composers. By the way, I write music. I’m a
composer.”
“Really?”
“Yes. Would you like to listen to some
of my soundtracks?”
“Sure.”
He gave me several soundtracks to listen
to, and it was the most beautiful sound I
have ever heard. However, I was amazed
not only by the music but simply by the fact
itself that for the first time in my life
someone was interested in the same kind
of music as me. He loved orchestral music
as much as I did, and most importantly, he
already seemed to be somebody who
completely understood me. A person who
was on the same wave, a person to whom I
could relate to, a soulmate. At that moment
there was a spark to the fire, a step forward
that changed my life forever. From that
very day, something deep inside me
changed. My shield which I had been
covering myself with from the rest of the
world had shattered. I felt that I was ready
to open up myself to the world. I became
confident enough to step out of my comfort
zone and meet new people. I was not
scared anymore to show myself to them
and when a few months later I got back to
my country I was a completely new and
different person. I felt alive more than ever
before, ready for the new beginnings and
new experiences.
G-Star really did prepare me for living
and studying in the English-speaking
community. Interestingly enough, I did not
have to adjust much to living in a
completely different environment, and

most importantly, going out of my comfort
zone and meeting new people. For
instance, during my freshman year at
university, I was placed to live in the
dormitory in a room with four other
people. Had I not enrolled into G-Star, I
would have probably experienced not only
a cultural shock but a personal shock as
well. Even though I felt quite lonely and
scared for the first few weeks living in the
room with three other people, it wasn’t as
stressful for me as I thought it would be. As
I went to my classes and interacted with
more people other than my roommates, I
got more comfortable being surrounded by
other people, and soon I became friends
with people from different countries. I was
not scared to step out of my comfort zone. I
was confident in getting to know new
people and gaining new intercultural
experiences.
The school of arts did not only help me
to overcome my inner fears and helped me
with choosing the place for studying my
bachelor’s degree. G-Star helped me to see
what my strongest passions were. I realized
that I liked writing, and not just an
academic type of writing, but creative
writing in particular.
Back in 2015-2016 when I was in the
United States in G-Star, I had a class called
video production taught by Larry
Decarmine. It was my first time writing my
own script for a short video but by the end
of my stay in the US, I had written several.
When I got home from the US, I
continued writing and kept a diary, writing
short stories and poetry in the English
language. Later on, that became a habit
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and with time transformed into a hobby.
***
That year that I spent at G-Star
combined with the experience of meeting
new people and being able to open up to
someone paved the way to my future steps
that I would take later in life. After getting
back from the US to my home country, I
realized that I wanted to continue my
higher education in the English-speaking
community. When my parents found out
about the LCC International University, that
had an American style of education,
located in the Klaipeda city, Lithuania, I
decided to give it a try. I passed the TOEFL
(Test of English as a Foreign Language) and
sent in my application. A few months later,
I received my acceptance letter to pursue a
bachelor’s degree in the English language,
translation, and literature.
At LCC International university, I had
many classes where I had to hone my skills
in the academic type of writing. I enjoyed
this kind of writing, however, I never really
have had a chance to practice creative
writing until later in my college. Life is all
about perspectives and choices. Our life is
based on perspectives, on how we see the
world around us, and what we think of it as
we go on our life path. Our perspectives
change with the flow of time. We become
older, we make choices, and the choices
affect how we perceive the world. However,
it also works the other way around.
The perspectives influence the
decisions we take and, thus, construct the
path that we choose to take on. Perspectives
and choices, no matter how you put it, they
have an impact on our life stories.

Going back to the pre-pandemic times,
to when everything was easier, to the time
of my freshman year at university, I had a
discussion with one of the students from
my major, and that one conversation left a
huge impact on my life. I was sitting in the
kitchen and talking with my roommate,
who also happened to be an English major
like me and also a freshman. We talked
about many things related to our studies
and she mentioned one particular detail
that for some reason has been stuck in my
mind till this day. This is one of the few
things that people have said to me that
have changed my perspective on my future
as an English major forever.
“So, your major is literature, right?” I
asked the girl who was sitting in front of
me while I was peeling an apple.
“Yeah, and yours is the translation,
and you’re minor in literature?”
“That’s correct. I think I’ve never had a
chance to ask you why you chose
specifically literature as your major.”
“Well, I like reading a lot. I feel like a
fish in the water in this major. Reading,
analyzing books, characters, their stories,
authors. I like creative writing as well.”
“Creative writing? What’s that?” I knew
I heard that word before but could not
remember the meaning at that moment for
some reason.
“Yeah, creative writing. You know,
writing poetry, fiction stories, novels, all
that stuff,” she continued, now cutting
carrots.
“Mmm…Interesting, thanks.” I then
looked at the thin apple slice in front of me

and twisted it in my fingers. It was so thin
and transparent, like a rose petal.
Creative writing…I thought to myself.
That’s interesting. I know that my major is
translation and literature, but what if in the
nearest future…And then it hit me. It hit me
like the ocean wave hits the rocks, and
within seconds I was covered with the flow
of memories, thoughts, and ideas. I knew I
heard that word before because I had
encountered it a few years ago, back in my
childhood and back in G-Star. Speaking of
childhood, I started writing short stories in
my native language at the age of seven, and
throughout the years, I continued
occasionally writing them whenever I had a
desire to do so. Years later, after I got back
home from my very first trip to the US, I
decided to try it out by keeping a diary
writing down all the information I learned
at G-Star.
The diary gradually turned into short
stories and poetry. When I started my
career as a student in my university, I did
not really have any time for creative
writing. My academic schedule kept me
from creative writing until about my junior
year when I finally had an opportunity to
write something creative. Yes, I mentioned
it before, and I mention it again here
because the experience of writing a novella
has left a huge impact on me. Thus, I wrote
a novella for my English practicum class
and I was so excited to finally be able to
work on something which I genuinely
enjoy. genuinely enjoy. I felt alive, full of
energy and inspiration, a desire to create. I
felt that it was exactly what I wanted to do
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in my life. To create worlds, to tell the
stories of the characters.
In my junior year, I had an English
practicum class where I had complete
freedom to do any type of creative work.
This was my real chance to show what I was
capable of doing as a writer, and I realized
that the time had come for me to start my
future career with creative writing.
As a result, I ended up writing around
fifty pages for my first ever written novella,
and I knew it was not the limit of my
writing abilities. There was almost instantly
a feeling that rose somewhere deep inside
my chest and then burst with flames of
excitement and anticipation. These became
the kind of emotions I experienced every
time when I would write from that moment.
***
In 2020, I had no idea what that leap
year was going to bring into the world and
how this year was going to impact my life.
Covid-19 hit the world hard and shattered
it to pieces taking with it many lives of
innocent people. As for me, that year gave
me an important lesson. This year made
me cherish every moment I got to spend
with the people I love. Moreover, during the
harsh times of 2020, I had to face many
obstacles, and these obstacles made me
question all of my accomplishments that I
have done so far, as well as my abilities.
For instance, at the beginning of 2020, in
the middle of January, I had a painful
breakup relationship-wise with a person
whom I had known for five years. At that
point in my life, I lost all hope for a normal
life. Then, with Covid-19 and everything
happening in the world, I almost lost any

desire to do anything meaningful in my
life.
One interesting aspect about writing is
the fact that it always relies on inspiration,
on hope, on the desire to do something
valuable, to achieve something. It is the
same with the fire. The fire needs a spark,
and I guess, at that point in my life, my
inner fire has lost its spark. I lost hope.
However, the storm could not last
forever, and a few months later, I regained
my strengths again. I became stronger,
spread my wings, and was able to be alive
again.
There were a lot of steps to take to get
back to the way I was and to become strong
again. A few things played a role in this.
First, it was the people who surrounded me
and helped me when I felt like I was at the
bottom of my life. People who lifted me up
from the ground and helped me feel alive
again. These people were my family. Since
all of my classes in the university were
going to be online because of Covid-19, I
decided to go back to my home country
and stay with my family because I knew
that they would support me no matter what
and help me to get better, and they did.
Even though because of the various
restrictions connected with Covid-19, I
could not really go anywhere, nevertheless,
I still took walks either in my backyard or
went to the neighborhood parks. I spent
hours playing in the backyard with my little
sister or riding bicycles with other
members of my family in the park.
Nature was also one of the things that
helped me to regain my lost strength back.
As I mentioned above, I spent quite a lot of
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time in nature, either walking in my
backyard, which was also a garden, and
taking walks or riding a bicycle in the
parks. It was spring when I got back to my
hometown from my studies. Spring has
always been one of the most favorite times
of the year for me, especially late April and
May. These two months have been the most
special for me because of their freshness
and awakening of nature.
The blooming of the tiny white flowers
of the plum and pear trees, the buzzing of
bees searching for the nectar, singing of
birds, and the soft touch of the rays of the
sun. My favorite thing to do was to place
the chair underneath the blooming trees,
cover myself in a warm blanket, get a mug
of steaming hot tea, and read my favorite
books. I also liked taking my laptop to write
notes for my journal in which I would often
write in, or even writing short stories. One
way or another, nature has always been an
inspiration for my writings. It was a sort of
awakening in Nature which gave me
strength, expressiveness, and desire and
write and to create.
***
Life really is about perspectives,
choices, and decisions. We have
perspectives on many aspects of our life,
we make choices along the way that affect
the course of events, and we make
decisions that lead us throughout our lives,
construct our lives, and shape the outlines
of the people we want to become. In such
unpredictable and unstable times of the
global pandemic, there is no knowing what
is going to happen next and how everything
is going to be in the next few months.
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However, even despite all of the
unpredictability because of Covid-19, I still
try to somehow figure everything out and
try to shape my life as much as I can. With
only a month left before my Bachelor
thesis defense, I still do not know what to
expect in the future. However, I am
persistent not to give up and I have taken
this time of isolation in quarantine to build
my strength. For now, I am currently
finishing writing my thesis and trying to
figure out what to do next. The time that I
spent in G-Star, and the four years that I
spent studying in LCC combined together,
helped me to guide me in the possible
direction of my future as a writer. The
experiences that I got opened up for me a
new vision of my potential future. A writer.
The chain reaction of our choices and
decisions. The past evolves into the future.
The decisions of the past that impact the
choices that we make in the future. I
believe that everything in this strange
universe of ours is connected. My decision
back in 2015 to enroll in G-Star influenced
my subsequent choice to study in LCC for
my Bachelor’s degree in 2017. The writing
education and experience that I received in
both places drastically influenced my
career driven decision, to receive a
Master’s degree in writing. I wish to
become a professional writer who can
inspire the people during the hard times of
the pandemic and, who knows, maybe the
time after the pandemic will be over. For
now, all I have is hope for a better future.

Uniqueness and beauty
through the lens of
digital art
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Nina Kurochka
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The Shiny Wrapping
Jana Ozolina

I need to learn to stop
Being attracted to the shiny wrapping,
The candy inside of it is always sour,
The tongue immediately feels the sensation,
How can something look so sweet, yet the taste
is so sour,
Was I lied to?
I bought you,
Because everyone wanted you,
That mesmerizing color you have,
Seems like there is so much I can expect,
I believed that you would make me so happy,
Ohhh … but the flavor, it is so disappointing,
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Here I am holding your shiny wrapping,
Refusing to think that I chose the wrong flavor,
Because I am attracted to the packaging,
There must be something wrong with me,
How can something look so sweet, yet the taste
is so, so, so sour.
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Cut Grass
Vira Kravchuk
The crescent-shaped blade shined in
the scorching sun. A slight swing of the
scythe and rank summer grass fell
smoothly like in slow motion. Tanned to
the edges of the T-shirt, the strong hands
with wrinkled palms worked in harmony
and rhythm, backward and forwards while
the delicate grass blades united and held
on each other. The sun was living its last
hot minutes before changing into the soft
orange light of the sunset which reflected
in the windows of a small village house.
My mother Lida grew up there, in a
village in the Western part of Ukraine with
several hundred inhabitants, with one
school, one church, and a shop. The houses
spread out on spacious meadows near a
lush forest. This forest hid such delicious
blueberries that talked to you “Eat me, take
a handful and enjoy this sweet forest gift”.
Although to eat them, you must wake up at
6 am, take buckets, walk on a trampled
path deep into the woods, and collect them
with your hands from small bushes of
berries. Being colored blue, they painted
your hands, tongue, and clothes purple
when you accidentally crushed the berry
and it exploded with its juicy entrails.
Mosquitoes
were
drinking
blood
mercilessly, leaving large blisters with a
speck.

For a narrow-faced girl with black
curly hair, which never grew below her
shoulders, and well-defined crimson lips,
drowsiness, fatigue, and itching from forest
vampires were insignificant.
Lida glanced back at her parents and
siblings who ran their eyes across the
ground looking for blueberry bushes and
bypassing the roots of the trees that looked
out the ground to do footrests. The white
bucket with cracked paint was only half full.
As the eldest of the children (she was 19),
Lida went to pick berries in the woods
multiple times, so she knew what to do and
confidently walked on a hilly forest path,
leaned over the barely noticeable low
bushes of blueberries, and picked them up
one by one in the palm. Her back was
buzzing with dull pain, but this pain
overshadowed the joy of returning home
with a bucket full of juicy forest gifts, plus a
basket and two huge pots. All kids dreamt
of eating them already.
But not yet. First, everyone sat down in
the yard on wooden stools or just the
ground and tore off the leaves and twigs to
have only a round berry. Young children's
faces shone with sweat because of the hot
summer sun. Lida got up and bent her
head and shoulders back with her hands
on the waist.
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The back ached from sitting in a bent
position. She approached a water well
nearby which six children were sitting, bent
like a horseshoe, carefully sorting through
the berries. The parents of my mom went
to the house trampled in the grass with a
flower garden on the left side to which a
path led. White gladiolus, cornflowers, and
aconites touched a whitewashed wall with
two windows. The house was around 7 steps
wide and 15 steps long, but well-groomed,
without peeling paint, stained windows, and
a crackling roof.
Lida looked at the well. She lowered the
bucket tied with a rope and rolled the metal
handle in the shape of “Г” turned to the
ground. When the bucket reached the
water with a splash, Lida, straining her
arms from the weight, turned the handle in
the opposite direction. Water scratched the
throat with cold. Lida held a new sip in her
mouth and sprayed it through her teeth on
the hair and the cheek of Valya, a fragile
girl with black curls at the ends, her sister.
Valya immediately straightened up and ran
after Lida. They jumped over a low fence
onto a large meadow. Bare feet felt the soft
low-mowed grass that did not restrict
movement but added speed. Lida
suffocated with laughter, turned away from
her sister's hasty hands, and ran back to
the yard, where siblings were watching
their race. Lida ran across the yard and
stopped in the garden looking down…
***
… Looking down so as not to step on a
thick bubbly toad. There were a lot of them
in the garden as the house was pretty close
to the swamp.
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I inherited this fear from my mom
Lida and screamed in my squeaky childish
voice. The sun had already set and did not
blind the eyes. I stared at the blurred
orange line on the horizon. The sunset
stopped me for a moment and was
replaced in my eyes with a small wooden
fence that I approached while running.
Behind the fence near the well, my
grandmother was sitting on a bench under
a bent apple tree. The palms were folded.
She looked thoughtfully and calm. The
flower shawl was as always on her head. I
wondered,
“When
I
become
a
grandmother, will I also wear such shawls?”
All grandmothers I met wear colorful
shawls.
"Catch me up! Catch!” my cousin Pavlo
pushed me on the shoulder. He giggled and
ran to hide behind the water well.
"Come here!" I ran to the well, thinking
about my strategy to catch him. I jerk in
one direction, Pavlo shuddered to run, I
moved to the other side, he leaned in the
opposite. I noticed with my sideways glance,
Olya, my older sister. I hit her on the elbow,
"You catch now!"
“Vira, get lost! I don't play that!” she
puckered her lips in displeasure.
"Well, you don't have to!" I looked at a
large yard that seemed small with so many
people.
My uncles, aunts, and cousins arrived
that day. Around 30 people altogether.
When I had to introduce my family to my
English class at school, I forgot the names
of most. I looked at the photo where 15
people were standing in a row and 14 more
were sitting and I just couldn't think of

their names.
The path from a small house leads to a
grassy meadow, dotted with dandelions,
and to the forest, the tops of which can be
seen from behind the barn for the horse
Zhuk which means Beetle. This horse has
always scared me. I looked up, and he
shone like a giant with his black mane and
snorted proudly. One day, he frowned so
much that he got out of the stall and ran
away. Everyone who could was running. But
I froze. I was too afraid. By some miracle,
adults turned Beetle back. I just watched my
aunt leading him, and the others behind
Beetle breathed loudly and sighed with
relief.
Now Beetle was not visible. He was
resting in the stall because it was late
already. Grandpa finished cutting the grass
and walked to the barn to leave the scythe.
He caught my eye, smiled with his tired,
modest smile.
“Why are you not playing on such a
field that the best footballers dream of?
Where do you find this in the city?” he
threw me a soccer ball lying near the barn.

Oil painting by Krystyna Moroz
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I caught it and ran my palm over its
smooth upholstery. How could I forget
about the ball? When we were sitting in the
car on our way to the village, I remembered
that I forgot the ball. Dad had to go home
because my dissatisfied grimace annoyed
everyone. We wasted 20 minutes, but I got
what I wanted. And then I just betrayed the
ball, let it lie lonely, and watch others have
fun.
“Thank you, grandfather!” I smiled
slightly, “Let's play football! ” I shouted and
ran to the meadow behind the fence. I
heard the rustling of the legs behind me.
Four cousins joined me. So far, five of us.
Pavlo and I were captains, so we chose
players for the team. We could not divide
teams equally. Confused, I rolled the ball
from palm to palm. So many people
gathered that they could fill the whole
stadium and anyway we did not have
enough players.
"Eh, okay!" I sighed, “Let’s play!”
I was leading the ball, even with my
stylish glittery blue sneakers I felt the soft
ground that held me firmly but gave this
feeling of texture and form. My eyes tensely
followed the ball and I did not notice how
someone just stole it from my leg. “Mom
confidently leads the ball now,” screamed
an excited football commentator in my
head, “Wait for a second! More people are
running to the field. What will happen?” My
aunt grabbed my sister by the arm. Olya
resisted because she doesn't like to play,
especially football. They laughed and called
dad, uncle and his wife, and two cousins.
“12 players. Two teams,” the commentator
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continued, “Fans huddle on a bench in
front of the fence to watch the game. Even
the 75 years old grandmother moved from
the bench under the apple tree to everyone
else. She never sat on the other bench!
What a game, what a day!” the
commentator yells with a strained excited
voice.
Dad brought two thick twigs and
marked the gate for each team. I didn't
have time to blink as the ball was already
rolling under my mother's feet. “Lida
passes
to
uncle,”
described
the
commentator. Her arms out to the sides
and awkwardly bent. She breathed loudly,
giggled. “Oh no, she lost the ball. Now uncle
possesses it”. Then my sister got it and she
lightly bounced the ball off and helped
rivals to gain the moving circle that has
accelerated to flutter in my eyes. I was in
front of the gate, behind me, there was my
sister Elya who was defending our stick
gate. I stole a bunch of black and white
colors from under my dad's feet and
decided to score it with all my might from
the middle of the field into the opponents'
gate. Attempt. Shock. And a squeaky loud
sound permeated everyone. A catapult
football projectile hit dad’s Toyota's back
door. Fortunately, no one was hurt. The car
just howled with an alarm from an
unexpected pain in the side. As with two
true best friends, when one falls or hits, the
other suffocates with laughter, so laughter
erupted here, friendly and sympathetic to
the car. Dad calmed her down with a button
on the key and silence came.Only crickets
can be heard. The laughter gradually

receded and disappeared like an echo.
Volkswagen is standing now instead of
Toyota. I came out of Volkswagen in my
childhood memories, in the midst of a
football match. And the reality of me being
19 returned.
***
I am standing alone on the field, in
some areas the grass can reach my knees.
Not a soul in the yard. And the small house
seems to shrink even more. The paint
peeled off, the windows collected dust, and
the flower garden overgrown with weeds. I
haven't been here for 4 years. No one lives
here for more than six years. Grandpa no
longer cuts the grass and never will. The
grass grows freely and confidently higher
and higher, enjoys the rays of the sun, and
peace without human feet. And the house is
increasingly hidden in the greenery. Quiet,
old, with a sloping fence and overgrown
paths. This place lived when people lived in
it. This place has outlived its time, joyful
and happy, full of faces that grew, changed,
ran around, brought new faces. It saw both
sorrow and pain, but everything passed,
and the place stayed. Maybe someone will
buy it and put it in order. Or it will simply
merge with nature and leave only the
boards and the well behind. I don't know
what will happen. And whether it is
important to know. I want to remember it
with my mom’s story about blueberries and
the whole family's football game, the grass
cut, the grooming, and the croaking of
toads. I can still hear the toads.
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The Pen
Uruchukwu Ikenna Onyemaobi

The pen, the custodian of art
The pen, the killer of men.
They say you knew my destiny even before me,
That it was written in ancient pillars like Lot’s wife behind him.
It leads me to wonder,
In the book of life,
What type of pen will God use to write,
Will it be ball pens?
Or perhaps her fingernails?
Whichever it is, I will not let you
To define me, I will not grant you.
Proud, I will die before you cage me
And lock me within your penned down lines.
My own life I will define,
Yet for my love for you, I will let you be my guide.
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A Tangerine Tree
Julia Kurkina
We all have things that tie us to our
past selves, to selves when everything was
easy and irrelevant. It could be a teddy bear
you are ashamed to sleep with, a mug with
a silly image, or a diary you kept in secret.
Those little things carry history within
themselves and with a single glance, they
could take you on a ride to the past. Lucky
ones get to keep theirs...I could not. I lost a
tree...a tree that my soul carried within.
Losing it felt like cutting a piece out of me.
I thought of it as something that tied me to
everything I once was, everything I did and
knew. It was my childhood.
I had a tangerine tree in my backyard.
It was right in the center of it, standing and
making other trees look poor in
comparison. It appealed to me because of
the flaming orange color. Although it had a
tiny trunk, it never allowed my tree to keep
its head down. It was always alive,
evergreen, with dozens of leaves that would
cover each and every branch. I liked that it
was relatively short compared to others, it
made me feel not as small. Over the years,
it has become my favorite part of a home. I
used its shadows as a shelter, its colors as
inspiration, and its fruit as the only food I
actually enjoyed. Each tangerine tasted like
Dali’s painting.
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It would be just as surreal as his work,
taking you to another dimension. If you
would be lucky enough to hold them, you
would feel how many stories they hide
underneath the layers.
This tree has become a friend that I
had and no wonder I associate it with my
childhood the most. I believed that as long
as it was standing right in the middle of my
garden, I could go there anytime and
become a child no matter how old I was. It
was my personal time machine that I was
keeping as a secret. Still full of daydreams,
I hoped that things would not change. I was
ready to go to “the neverland” with my tree,
with a one way-ticket...with no adulthood.
Apparently, we all have to grow up.
I was 14 years old and it was the hottest
day of July. I was standing and watching
how the wrecking ball was taking down my
house, simply because it was too old. I was
standing and I could not stop seeing all the
tangerines on the ground, being smashed
and destroyed. It felt like a slow motion
movie, where everything was blurry and
everyone went numb. All I could see was
the sad eyes of my precious dog, that just
like me knew he lost his shelter. There were
just the two of us that understood each

other. I left when I heard the chainsaws
cutting trees.
I left because I could not keep my tree
alive. As I turned around I felt a click, like
when we switch the lights off before going
to sleep. With each step the light seemed
further and the world was going mute.
When I got to my new home, all I could
think about was the painful realization. I
knew that something changed, something
was lost and it would never be the same
again. I have grown up.
Some of you might relate to such loss
and some of you might know what it’s like
to grow up. Our dictionary starts to fill with
words like “mandatory”, “deadline”,
“important”... The colors of everyday life
can fade without you even realizing it. No
flaming orange colors anymore. Time
passes by and things get more complicated.
What once was a shelter, does not exist
anymore and it’s harder to hide when
needed. It is definitely easier to grow up
when all the memories you have kept in
one place can be revisited.
Days went by and I kept trying to find
my tangerine tree in other trees. I kept
looking for the one that would bring me
back to that time of careless days. Time
passes right before me and I keep growing
up with no exit sign anywhere near. Yet, I
realized that it’s possible to create it. I am
waiting for a time when I will have a house,
a big backyard with nothing in the middle.
I will save that space for my very special
tree. I will wait and fill its seeds with my
leftover memories. Its shadows will hide me
again, and tell me the stories of what

once was. I will plant my very own tree and
find my inner child again. It is all possible
to restore, I am sure there is an escape...
What is your tangerine tree? Please don’t
forget to plant it and remind yourself
what’s like to be a child again.
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Headspace
Tamara Soltys

The flies are nasty.
We were told that flies are not simple pests,
There’s more to them than it seems.
The buzz is loud and I can’t stop following
them with my eyes
And keeping track of all of the items that have
been compromised
Due to their foul touch.
There’s more to it than it seems.
Who knows where those flies have been?
The buzzing gets louder with every glance I
throw and it is as if
My attention is giving them power.
I give up and get up
And open the window
And then I start forcefully
And frantically waving with my hands all
around them.
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I create a commotion.
I am big and they are small,
They are just flies and I am a whole, big,
Clever person.
How does it feel to be disturbed?
No time to savor crawling around the items, creeping,
Flying from thing to thing
Buzzing haphazardly
Being loud.
No, now you are the ones disturbed,
unaware of the reason.
They keep climbing, ascending, and landing,
And crawling again.
And I can feel my blood rushing,
My breath gushing,
My body triggered,
And the buzz is now shared,
And I’m the one empowered
With all the power of bullish being.
Being a whole,
Big,
Clever person.
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Looking at me you’d say I am frenzied.
A desperate lunatic.
Delirious.
Raving
Mad.
The buzz being loud only in my own head.
We don’t share headspace.
You don’t hear them.
You don’t hear them?
Do you see them?
Can you see me?
I opened my eyes to them flying away,
I’ve caught myself thinking
What is it like to be a whole,
Big,
Clever person?
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The Babushki &
Dedushki of Kutaisi
Yana Ustymenko

48

Babushki/Dedushki - Grandmothers/grandfathers
Kutaisi, Saqartvelo (Georgia)
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The Speakers of Ninilchik
Russian and the Issue of
Identity
Polina Gracheva

Figure 1. Territory map of Alaska, the United States (Google Maps, n.d.).
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Imagine yourself at the west coast of
the Kenai Peninsula in Alaska, the USA, in
the town of Ninilchik. To the west, across
the Cook Inlet, the blue caps of the Chigmit
Mountains are sleeping under the fluffy
snow. Thick forests, the Ninilchik River,
and various wild creatures that inhabit the
area around the town seem to be telling
you stories of the distant past.
Ninilchik looks neat and cozy; it even
has a humble white church with green
rooftops, but…why is it called the Russian
Orthodox Church? And why does the
language of those local people sound so
similar to the Russian language?
Surprisingly enough, the language is
Russian, and it is spoken by the
descendants of the Russian people who
once moved to Alaska in the 18th century

and preserved their linguistic heritage over
generations. But what about their ethnicity?
Can one say that the descendants of
Russian promyshlenniks (trappers and
traders) are actually Russians? The
complex nature of Ninilchik citizens’ ethnic
identity can be analyzed through their use
of Russian daily and their selfidentification.
Let us start with the foundations. What
is ethnicity? According to Edwards (as cited
in Soden & Mooney, 2011), “Ethnic identity
is allegiance to a group – large or small,
socially dominant or subordinate – with
which one has ancestral links. There is no
necessity
for
continuation,
over
generations, of the same socialization or
cultural patterns, but some sense of a
group boundary must persist” (p. 114).

Edwards goes on to explain that there
needs to be some “observably real past” (p.
114) and a common language, but ethnicity
can also be “a matter of belief, of shared
values” (p. 115) if an ethnic community
defines itself as such despite the lack of
objective foundation. Soden and Mooney
(2011) also propose that sometimes the
ratification of the ethnic group needs to be
obtained to claim one’s ethnicity: unless an
ethnic group recognizes an individual as
one of them based on some evidence, the
individual does not belong to the group (p.
124). Based on these notions, the ethnic
issue seems quite complicated: it requires
a history and ratification but can also exist
on its own as a shared belief of a whole
community. Moreover, the situation gets
more complicated if the individual comes
from
a
multicultural,
multilingual
background.
The “observable real past” (Edwards,
cited in Soden and Mooney, 2011) for the
Ninilchik descendants started, as it was
said before, in the 18th century. The first
settlers arrived here during the Russian
dominion over Alaska in the 18th century

The Russian-American Company (RAC)
represented by merchants and trappers
overlooked commercial operations with the
native population as well as promoted
cultural and religious values. Single
employees would often get married to
native women – Aleut, Alutiiq, Tlingit, and
others – to form unions and father
children. After retirement, they preferred
to stay in the new land, and so Ninilchik
was founded in 1847. After the US
purchased Alaska in 1867, the connections
with mainland Russia were preserved
through the Russian Orthodox Church
which would send priests to serve in the
community and run the Russian-medium
school. However, after the Russian
Revolution of 1917, all connections were
lost. Eventually, the community shifted to
the English language being the primary
language under the influence of
educational and language policies and the
process of Americanization enforced by
the US government. Russian gradually
ceased to be learned as a mother tongue,
and by the 21st century, only a few native
speakers of the Russian language can be
found in the formerly flourishing Russian-

Figures 2 & 3. The View on the Chigmit Mountains (Reel ‘Em Inn., n.d.); Ninilchik Russian Church (Low, 1990).
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Alaskan community.
For the native speakers of the
community, Ninilchik Russian (NR)
predominantly serves as a second language
in addition to English. The precise number
of NR native speakers differs as Daly (1986)
names around 15 fluent speakers of NR all
of whom were bilinguals and, except for
two people, spoke English as their
dominant language. The youngest one was
45 years old. In contrast, Bergelson and
Kibrik (2010) state that in 1997, there were
around 20-30 speakers older than 70 years
old; however, by 2010, the number
significantly decreased. Daly (1986) and
Kantarovich (2012) points out that it is
unclear how much speakers use NR in
interpersonal communication since Daly,
Bergelson, and Kibrik did not observe and
record it; therefore, all observations are
only applicable to the communication acts
performed in the presence of and
encouraged by field workers. In this case,
the speakers and the linguists had little
trouble understanding each other, but they
would often switch to English when they
know how to formulate certain structures,
or talked about events that were originally
experienced in English (Bergelson & Kibrik,
2010; Kantarovich, 2012). Therefore, the
primary communication language is the
English language.
Based on the materials of research
trips by Bergelson and Kibrik, one can
argue that Ninilchik Russian is vividly
characterized by frequent code-switching
and code-mixing at all linguistic levels. In
this paper, code-switching is defined as the
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alternation of languages between complete
units, for example, between sentences or
between words (so that one word is in one
language and another word is in another
language). For example, Daly (1986)
recorded one Ninilchik Russian speaker
who said, “ja garbage ne ubral” which
means “I didn’t clear away the garbage” (p.
9), where “ja” and “ne ubral” are Russian
words, while “garbage” is an English word.
Unsurprisingly for a bilingual group, the
NR speakers perceive code-switching as a
natural thing and even as a necessary
choice because “excessive use of the
‘appropriate’ Russian terms is felt to be
normative and unnatural” (Daly, 1986, p.
10). In addition, Kantarovich (2012)
suggests that the lack of Russian words for
the description of flora and fauna could
have been caused by the adaptation
process of first settlers to the new
environmental conditions as well as
through the commercial communication
with the native population about the
wildlife. As a result, the NR speakers simply
do not have the certain vocabulary that
Contemporary Standard Russian (CSR)
speakers do.
On the contrary, code-mixing is the
combination of several languages within
one complete unit, for example, combining
two words from two different languages
into one, e.g., a word root from one

language and a suffix from another
language.
In Ninilchik Russian, code-mixing is
represented,
for
example,
through
neologisms (new words invented by native
speakers to describe concepts in their
language). For instance, a neologism
béyb’ichka means “a child” and is
combined of the English word “baby”
['beɪbɪ], the Russian suffix -chk- [ʧk], and
the Russian word ending -a [ʌ] (Bergelson
& Kibrik, 2010, p. 303). Thus, the
community shows a strong preference for
English as a means for communication
among themselves and in conversations
with non-local Russian speakers.
In Ninilchik Russian, code-mixing is
represented,
for
example,
through
neologisms (new words invented by native
speakers to describe concepts in their
language). For instance, a neologism
béyb’ichka means “a child” and is
combined of the English word “baby”
['beɪbɪ], the Russian suffix -chk- [ʧk], and
the Russian word ending -a [ʌ] (Bergelson
& Kibrik, 2010, p. 303). Thus, the
community shows a strong preference for
English as a means for communication
among themselves and in conversations
with non-local Russian speakers.

Code-mixing is the combination of
several languages within one complete
unit, for example, combining two words
from two different languages into one,
e.g., a word root from one language and
a suffix from another language.

Apart from other differences on all
levels, an interesting differentiation from
CSR is the transformation of grammatical
gender represented on the levels of
syntax and lexicon. Daly (1986) focused
on the loss of system is “eliminating
gender as a productive grammatical
category” (p. 17). That is, NR has become
more analytic than CSR (i.e., the meaning
of the sentence is derived through the
word order rather than through
inflections, the word endings), which is a
synthetic language with looser word
order. Daly (1986) concludes that the loss
has been caused by the exposure of
children to mothers who spoke English
and native languages (which do not have
grammatical genders) as well as the
general deterioration of language because
of bilingualism. Bergelson and Kibrik
(2010) disagree with Daly and argue that
the process started before or around the
time Ninilchik was founded and is the
sign of natural development of all
Alaskan Russian dialects. Regarding the
lexicon of NR, Daly (1986) proposed that
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the rich variety of words is due to the
different geographical backgrounds of the
first settlers who spoke various dialects of
Russian being from different parts of the
Russian Empire. Bergelson and Kibrik
(2010) concluded that the contemporary
lexicon of NR consists of a big number of
standard Russian words, words from
Russian dialects, words from the 19th
century, words with modified form or
meaning, a little number of borrowings
from English and native languages, and
neologisms.
Regarding ethical identity, Bergelson
and Kibrik (2010) point out that “in private
conversations people of Ninilchik descent
unequivocally consider themselves Russian
rather than Alaskan native” (p. 302).
Kantarovich (2012) supports this argument
and quotes Golovko (2010) who highlighted
Alaskan Russian is “an identity marker”
which is used “to index the speakers’
common heritage” (p. 15). However,
speakers of NR perceive their dialect as an
inferior one to CSR or other dialects of
Russian. NR speakers assume that CSR is
the “correct” way to speak Russian
(Kantarovich, 2012, p. 15), while their
dialect is contaminated by other languages
(Daly, 1986). Daly (1986) proposes that this
negative attitude was formed during the
period of language and educational
policies in the middle of the 20th century
when Russian speakers learned to associate
the Russian language with “peasant culture
and subsistence lifestyle” (p. 4). Thus, the
cultural and linguistic identity of NR
speakers is controversial since it contains
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both the cherished connection to the past
and the insecurity about one's linguistic
competence and performance.
So, who are Ninilchik Russian
speakers? According to Edward’s definition
(as cited in Soden and Mooney, 2011), one’s
ethnic identity is supported by a common
past, a common language, and group
boundaries, and, in this case, Ninilchik
Russian speakers qualify for Russians
based on the evidence discussed in this
paper. Firstly, they belong to a group with
whom other Russians have common
ancestors and a shared past of colonial
Russian America. Secondly, they share a
common language with contemporary
Russians even though NR has changed
quite much in terms of its syntax,
morphology, pronunciation, etc. As
Bergelson and Kibrik (2010) put it, “But first
and foremost, [NR] is the Russian language,
and there is full intelligibility between the
speakers of Ninilchik Russian and standard
Russian” (p. 302). Finally, they consciously
set boundaries between them and other
communities by claiming to be of Russian
descendent. the rich variety of words is due
to the different geographical backgrounds
of the first settlers who spoke various
dialects of Russian being from different
parts of the Russian Empire. Bergelson and
Kibrik (2010) concluded that the
contemporary lexicon of NR consists of a
big number of standard Russian words,
words from the 19th century, words with
modified form or meaning, a little number
of borrowings from English and native
languages, and neologisms.

Regarding ethical identity, Bergelson and
Kibrik (2010) point out that “in private
conversations people of Ninilchik descent
unequivocally consider themselves Russian
rather than Alaskan native” (p. 302).
Kantarovich (2012) supports this argument
and quotes Golovko (2010) who highlighted
Alaskan Russian is “an identity marker”
which is used “to index the speakers’
common heritage” (p. 15). However,
speakers of NR perceive their dialect as an
inferior one to CSR or other dialects of
Russian. NR speakers assume that CSR is
the “correct” way to speak Russian
(Kantarovich, 2012, p. 15), while their
dialect is contaminated by other languages
(Daly, 1986). Daly (1986) proposes that this
negative attitude was formed during the
period of language and educational
policies in the middle of the 20th century
when Russian speakers learned to associate
the Russian language with “peasant culture
and subsistence lifestyle” (p. 4). Thus, the
cultural and linguistic identity of NR
speakers is controversial since it contains
both the cherished connection to the past
and the insecurity about one's linguistic
competence and performance.
So, who are Ninilchik Russian speakers?
According to Edward’s definition (as cited
in Soden and Mooney, 2011), one’s ethnic
identity is supported by a common past, a
common language, and group boundaries,
and, in this case, Ninilchik Russian
speakers qualify for Russians based on the
evidence discussed in this paper. Firstly,
they belong to a group with whom other
Russians have common ancestors and a

shared past of colonial Russian America.
Secondly, they share a common language
with contemporary Russians even though
NR has changed quite much in terms of its
syntax, morphology, pronunciation, etc. As
Bergelson and Kibrik (2010) put it, “But first
and foremost, [NR] is the Russian language,
and there is full intelligibility between the
speakers of Ninilchik Russian and standard
Russian” (p. 302). Finally, they consciously
set boundaries between them and other
communities by claiming to be of Russian
descendent.

Figures 4 & 5. The Map of Russian America (Mitchell,
1860); A sign in front of Ninilchik (Pictures of
Ninilchik, n.d.).
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However, do I personally agree that
they are truly Russians? Are we the same?
Is it truly enough for me to share the past
and the language with them to have the
same ethnic identity? I am 24 years old. I
was born and brought up in Saint
Petersburg, Russia in a monolingual family
of Russian speakers whose ancestors lived
in the North-Western part of Russia as well
as by the Ural Mountains for a few
centuries. I share the Soviet past’ and the
modern days’ culture with my parents and
my peers. Does it make me ethnically
Russian? The answer is positive if I
compare my objectives against Edward’s
definition. Do I self-identify as Russian?
Certainly, yes. However, if I referred to a
cultural artifact of my grandmother’s time,
would
Ninilchik
Russian
speakers
understand me? Would we laugh at the
same joke? Do they see the world as I do?
They speak a language that is similar to
mine; the blood that runs in my veins is
similar to theirs; but if I look into their
eyes, will I see that their souls are similar
to mine?

Figures 8 & 9. Joe and Selma Oskolkoff
Leman (Pictures of Ninilchik, n.d.); Polina,
the author of this research, in Vyborg
(Efremova, 2019).
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A loss
Farida Alimi

I am gaining a sea but I am also leaving an ocean behind.
The past is becoming blurry, like a haze.
I am forgetting so much,
the warmth of playing with mud,
the days, the excitement over mundane things.
Was there ever a yesterday?
Did I enjoy it or am I reminiscing only for its sake?
Everything seems like a star,
it can be seen, but I can neither touch nor feel it,
as if this has been the only life I have lived.
As if this person right now has always been me.
I don’t hate who I am now,
maybe I do and I am not aware of it.
It has to pass, all things do,
but why does it feel like a loss and not passing?
I have lost it all is all I ponder.
I’m losing something, what is that thing I wonder?
Is it a concrete object for that would be easier to deal with.
Is it a feeling?
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I sigh and I am already exhausted
how could I feel a sensation
that I don’t even remember
but merely am aware of its loss.
Wanting something where the desire of want is stronger
than the awareness of that desire bemuses me
I wonder if I only want what I want
or am I longing for one taste of that feeling
or whatever that might be?
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A Morning Walk Close
To The Sea
Vera Dubouskaya
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Goodnight, Moscow
Miroslava Yarkova
'Morning, Moscow, do you know what does
it mean to be Russian?’

For sure, I would know more if I had a clear
context of that situation.’

Walking down the street covered with
bright snow, smelling the fresh frosty
morning, hearing loud conversations
around and cars passing by. One can
definitely see it on the faces of pedestrians,
squinted from frost or maybe from the
suffering of daily life. The first thing that
caught my attention was people quarreling
right behind me.

‘Well, misunderstanding as part of love
somewhat makes sense now. However, what
about care? How caring trait is shown
within the Russian identity?’

‘Don’t talk to me like that,’ said the woman
in a cute overcoat.
‘No, c’mon, honey, I didn’t mean to hurt
you,’ answered her partner, trying to calm
his lady down by patting her shoulders.
“Why would you want to scream at each
other in the morning?” I thought to myself.
‘Alright, let me hug you.’ continued the
man while the woman was still upset.
The minute I asked myself this question,
the couple was already having their second
honeymoon in the middle of the street.
“Wow,” I thought to myself again, so does
misunderstanding or arguing spark love?
Or is it part of love for these people?
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‘Mom, I constructed a huge snowman in
the neighborhood today!’ screamed a sixyear-old child on the left from me.
‘Oh my goodness! You are all sweating, you
are gonna get cold! Put the hat on right
now!’- angrily interrupted Mom, tightening
the coat of her son.
‘But let me show you my snowman. He is
my new best friend, mama.’
‘Okay, but faster please, I don’t want you to
get sick, sonny. I love you too much!’
Yelling but for the sake of showing care.
Contradictions? Interesting.
I started noticing more people around me
as I was walking for the whole day since it
was my only job. Being able to hear all the
different conversations around me gave
birth to various ideas that started running
in my head, and could possibly help me to
find the answer to my question; I knew that
I was close.

It was already half-past nine in the
almighty capital, but I was not going to let
this city sleep until I had what I needed the
most -To find out what place does love take for
the Russian person? Is it also a part of the
identity? As soon as I thought about it and
turned my head around, a good-looking
middle-aged man on the right from me
screamed -

we say or do. Waters run deep. There is no
other city that could show the variety of
these truly unique people, and that’s why I
chose Moscow -- I touched the Russian
soul. Well, the city can sleep now. I found
the answer to my question.’
‘Goodnight Moscow, thanks for being good
to me, goodnight.’

‘But I love her!’
‘Man, she is moving to another country,
where is your brain?!’ said the other man
in the black velvet hat.
‘I will sacrifice my life, I don’t care! I just
love her so much.’ screamed the goodlooking guy.
‘Are you ready to give up everything you
have here just for the sake of love?’
‘Yes, because that’s all I need, and even if I
will suffer later, doesn’t matter - I have
love.’
‘Man you are really crazy,’ - pointed out the
other man and fixed his hat. Two friends
arguing about the right decisions
regarding love, and yet it doesn’t matter
what one or the other says - both of them
would still sacrifice most of what they have
for love. Therefore, I can say it’s a major
part of the Russian identity.
I guess -This is it, we - Russians - find joy in
suffering and self-sacrifice, with the
underlying idea of love in everything that
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Watercolour by Krystyna Moroz

64

i used to be a writer
Amy Duckworth

i used to be a writer
i used to think in verse
i used to write my songs
to express my universe
i used to not feel anything
to block out all the pain
but then I let my thoughts run wild
and my heart to have its way.
i used to let my art define
the shadow life I led
i followed people’s ways of life
i forgot I had my own
i let the pain I tried to block
become my source of life
i let the sleep I often craved
become my solace drug.

but then I went and left that town
and had to wander far
in order to try and find myself
and live without my walls.
two long years have passed since then*
and still I travel far
yet I seek no longer to run away
or wonder who I am
for I’ve found that writing let’s you go
Where you yourself cannot
and when I can go anywhere,
this writing hand has dropped
instead I let life lead my way
awake to every morning
and thank God that my wandering soul
isn't lonely in its beating.

i used to seek belonging
i used to be afraid
i feared no one would see me
i feared they’d see too much

*Written 2017
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Watercolour by Krystyna Moroz

The he who is
Farida Alimi

Too young to remember
Too old to forget
A bit of both worlds
Does one want to remember or forget?

He’s not sure if he wants to forget,
not sure if he can let go
He is unsure about many things
It hurts yet it is comforting

Is one trying to let go or hold on to it?
Solace he hasn’t found in the external world
A part of him says let go, it's time to forget

Or maybe he’s been too ignorant to the world

But a part of him is not able to,
He feels trapped
Trapped in himself

But what does he mean by hurt?
Is it visible?
Is one able to see if he is hurting?

He has found comfort in the olden ways
Even though it’s not honey and flowers

He wonders if he's playing monopoly
with a single coin
He is aloof, insensitive to others

Or maybe it is
Past that aren’t pleasant yet they are

Or maybe he’s afraid of us,
afraid of our judgements

comforting
He ponders on why he has found comfort in
them
Why he is not able to forget all of it,
but that would be impossible,
wouldn’t it?

After all, we have judged him so much
He fears it’s continuation
He fears this feeling will never him
The emptiness and the void
He shall not care for he is
destined for oblivion.
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Saqartvelo
Stanislav-Andrii Herko
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i tell a simple story
One of which
Bears no significance
But is the essence
Of all we are
And all we feel.
And all we try to explain.
Cause it’s those simple nights
That change us.
It goes like this:

I came home
My friend saw me
Hugged me and held me
He told me it was okay.
I met another friend
We walked
Talked about the universe
And God and
Suffering.
We danced
Under the stars.

one
of th
ose
simpl
e sto
r
ies
which
make
us r
emem
b
er
who
we a
re
and
who
we
want
to be
.

Last night
I was me.
I sat on the beach
With wine and with friends
We talked and we laughed
We drank and we cheersed
We peed in bushes
We admitted our weaknesses
We loved each other.
We came home in the dark
We could see
And hear.
I could see
And hear.
I met a friend
In the street
We shared a hug
After, my other friend
Told me he was going away
And that was the last time
I would see him
For a while.
I cried.
I couldn’t stop
For a while.

70

I came home again
I went to my other friend
A closer one.
But we hadn’t talked
In a while.
She was there – awake
We sat in the kitchen
On a green couch.
We talked and
Held each other’s hand.
I could see in her eyes
She loves me
And I love her too.

And that’s who I want to be.
Love
And free.

Anonymous*

Photograph by Stanislav-Andrii Herko

*The author of this poem wished to remain anonymous, as they believe the
story here is one which is not theirs alone but relates to the experiences we
have all had here at LCC - instead of seeing the story from the author's
experience (were you to know them), you would feel the words here as they
relate your own story.
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