
Virtual Memory Simulation Loading Complete… 

 “Выходила...песню заводила...” 

 The setting sun’s patterns of warmth are familiar on my face, tracing the same trail of 

goosebumps again and again. The inside of my throat is lazily dry, the rough yarn carpet 

scratches at my flustered skin, and Barbie dolls lie with me on the floor, warping when my eyes 

wander to them. I’ve missed this feeling. Waking up sick from a groggy summer nap and 

wondering what else there is for me to do before I’m forced to sleep at 8 pm.  

 “Про степного...сизого орла...” 

 I haven’t heard my mother sing like this in years. Voice light with youth, content with me 

and my father, little to worry about, and the future still unknown. The memory I chose was a 

happier time, years before my father’s sudden passing. Before she would work day and night, 

body becoming skin and bone, trying to mend the financial hole my father had left behind. I 

would wait for her to come home, feigning sleep, hearing how exhausted she had become with 

her faint steps and shallow breaths. I had asked to help. A part-time job could have lessened the 

load, but I think I only ended up offending her when I asked. She was painfully stubborn, yet 

somehow always too aware and sensitive of others' opinions.  

 My body’s light, clumsier than I remember it to be. My short legs walk towards her 

humming, hypnotized with nostalgia. My small chubby hands run against wallpaper, inciting 

deja-vu in my fingertips. Everything’s so real. The line between binary and reality is blurred. 

Maybe, if I stayed here long enough, I could lose track of time. Forget who I am, where in time 

my physical body lies, what happened after this memory of summer dusk.  



 The humming comes closer. She’s switched songs; she goes from one of her own 

childhood home in Ukraine to an English song she first heard in the metropolises of the 

U.S.,“Remember me to one who lives there...She once was a true love of mine...” 

 Apron tightly tied with a large knot to fit her slender, almost boyish frame. Long, blonde, 

loosely braided hair catching the last remnants of sunlight to create a halo around the crown of 

her head. My mother was always so beautiful, and I was always ashamed of looking a little too 

much like my father, though I saw very little from him because of his constant out-of-state trips.  

 “I’m awake.” My voice is too high, too stained with innocence I no longer have. “What 

are you cooking?” Borsch. I don’t need an answer. I just want to hear her hushed words again. 

The familiar scent of steaming beets is enough for me to know.  

 “Borsch. You can’t tell? Hmm, I guess I’m missing something.” Sensitive. I was always 

scared of saying the wrong thing to her. Though she doesn’t turn to look at me and I’m thankful. 

If even a freckle is out of place, the whole illusion would be ruined. The blurred line would 

become painfully clear. Her voice is enough to soothe me with its harsh Eastern European 

enunciations she could never talk away no matter how much she tried.  

I sit on the stool meant for me just to watch her. Flower-themed, cheap plastic, princess 

stickers are peeling and leaving a residue behind for dust to stubbornly stick onto. The best way 

to learn is to watch, is what she would always say. I used to get so mad, thinking it was unfair I 

was too young to chop the vegetables and turn on the stove. Then, once her heart gave out from 

exhaustion, I could no longer watch, no matter how much I wished to. The stool now sits in the 

garage, away from my sad eyes with other meaningful “trash” I can no longer bear to look at.  

“Куда я положила...” She begins to mumble in Russian. Taking what I said too much to 

heart. Her apron twirls around her thin legs, like the mesmerizing ballet programs I would watch 



with her back when I was enrolled in junior ballet. Their tulle skirts spinning and pointe shoes 

lightly tapping on the stage floor, being sucked into another world for a few hours until you're 

left empty and in reality again once the screen turns to black.  

Pots begin to clang into one another as she scours the drawers like a symphony reaching 

its climax. I’m too afraid to look at her, be face to face with reality, so I keep my gaze down. 

“Наконец нашела это...” 

I always hated that feeling: reminders that you can never escape reality. Time goes 

forward with no care for how you feel. It’s an automated train going through a set route. It 

doesn’t care if you’re late, if you’ve missed your stop, even if something is lying on its tracks, it 

will keep going forward without grief.  

My mother believed God told us advice through the medium of people. Words of advice 

that were only a flutter of a moment yet echo throughout a lifetime could only be of divine 

creation. I believe she gave God too much credit. Maybe her words weren’t so eloquent and 

tinged with an accent she couldn’t let go. Yet, she made everything so clear, even the most 

difficult concepts of life. Words she forgot she had spoken would ring on in the depths of my 

mind for years.  

You know how between each number there is infinity? It’s just like life. It was a memory I 

almost had chosen instead of this one. The A.C. broke and the Las Vegas sun was baking the 

living room through open windows. Sweat trailed down my face, and my hair quickly became 

sticky as we lied on the couch watching T.V. as an attempt to forget how miserable we were. An 

educational documentary of math and its meaning was playing, and I remember how challenged 

my brain had become as I tried to comprehend the complex concepts discussed. Though, I never 

asked to change the channel. My mother looked too engrossed for me to ask without feeling 



guilt. So, I asked her questions, trying desperately to understand what was so captivating. Most 

of the time it’s easy to go to one to two to three. We do it every day, not even knowing we do. 

Maybe, at times, we get a little stuck in that middle infinity, but we make it to the next number 

somehow. Maybe it's hard work. Maybe it's luck. We think we’re so...special, yeah? Then there 

comes a day we get stuck. A forever time.  

“Приходи поужинать!” She calls me for dinner. I must have lost myself in a memory 

within a memory because the kitchen has gone cold without her presence. Ceramic plates tap 

against wood, metal clings as forks and spoons are set next to each other. I was a child who 

found their mind to be more captivating than the outside world I let pass me. Always finding the 

fantasies inside my head to be more interesting than reality. I guess some things truly never 

change.  

“Где ты?” She calls me again, more agitation in her voice. “Are you not hungry? Can 

you at least come and eat something?” I’m scared to go. Once I see my beloved childhood 

princess-themed cup filled with juice that has become too sweet placed next to her cup filled 

with hot green tea, I’ll burst into tears I’ve kept hidden for years. It seems as if the most 

irrelevant memories are the most painful.  

Even if it’s a somber pain, I can stay here forever. Be forever with her. Never have to 

worry about the empty real-world that only goes physically forward while I’m still mentally 

stuck here. When there was nothing to grieve for except silly, aimless troubles. When I was 

carefree and my pain was a blank slate. Before I spent restless nights in my adult life wishing I 

could return to who I once was.  

It’s important we don’t get stuck too early, there’s a lot to live for. Love, family, things 

you haven’t experienced but you will. I followed my mother’s words like scripture for most of 



my life. Something to live by when I didn’t particularly believe in any higher power like she had. 

Though we all commit sin, don’t we? Isn’t it human to defy?  

Maybe, I can stay here until my blood runs cold. Defy her this once. Live the same happy 

moment again and again till I forget what came after.  

 

Virtual Memory Simulation Loading Complete… 

 “Выходила на берег Катюша...” 

 The setting sun’s patterns of warmth are familiar on my face, tracing the same trail of 

goosebumps again and again. The inside of my throat is lazily dry, the rough yarn carpet 

scratches at my flustered skin, and Barbie dolls lie with me on the floor, warping when my eyes 

wander to them. I’ve missed this feeling. Waking up sick from a groggy summer nap and 

wondering what else there is for me to do before I’m forced to sleep at 8 pm.  

 “На высокий берег, на крутой...” 

 


