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icy breeze that would once cause me to shiver. All that is left is the aching grief for my 
sister, clawing its way into my heart. I don't think I could move if I tried. I bat my eyes 
shut, sure that once I fall asleep, I won't wake up again. I think I’m okay with that.  
 No one has prayed since the revolution and the establishment of atheism. People 
who prayed often found themselves taken in the night, being dragged away by the 
secret police in the darkness. But there are no more secret police, the Bolsheviks 
have forgotten us.  I prayed to my Dedas God that night. Prayed that if heaven is real, 
that my Anya is there. Prayed that if heaven is real, I join my Anya there soon.  
 
 
 


