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Xbox Games 

 Victory!   

The word flashes on my section of the game, and I can’t help but grin, exposing the gap 

of my recently lost tooth. “I won!” I shout gleefully. Sophie, my old chihuahua seems excited too. 

She leans up to lick my face, and I scratch the greying hair on her once completely brown back. 

“Yeah, you won this time, but one more game and you will taste defeat!” My sister replies. Never 

one to back away from a challenge, I grip the black remote in my hand with an energetic, “We’ll 

see about that!” Molly selects the  Play Again  option and we are once again transported 

away from her grey and black bedroom and enthralled in the most epic lightsaber duel in the 

galaxy. 

Growing up, the time my sister and I spent lounging on her bed with nothing but snacks, 

our dog, and a galaxy to defend were some of my favorite times. Hostess snack cakes, freshly 

popped popcorn (movie theatre butter, as nothing else was acceptable), Arizona tea, and music 

from her color changing radio were staples of our game nights. Rainy weekends, school calamity 

days, and any free time we could carve out would be spent with me, her, Sophie, and our Xbox. 

The gaming system had been a gift I received when I was just seven, barely old enough to 

understand the controls. Now a decade later, it was still a symbol of all the fun my sister and I 

had together growing up. She was in college now, Wright State University for biomedical 



engineering. She was so unique, part of a small population of female engineers and an even 

smaller population that wanted to work on building and innovating wheelchairs for an often 

forgotten  community of disabled people. They had the drive to change the world, but sometimes 

lacked the equipment to do so. She was helping to solve this problem. She always said that I 

inspired her, but to me it was vice versa. The selflessness deep in her heart and the deep 

compassion she holds for all things is awe inspiring. In many ways, Molly is my hero. Born at 

one pound, one ounce, she was a fighter since day one. Now a strong advocate for disability 

rights, assistant to many special needs students on Wright State’s campus, and active member of 

Engineers Without Borders, she was still a fighter. Helping people in need is encoded in her 

DNA. It was something I grew up witnessing, and something I admire to this day. In fact, her 

kindness influenced my life even deeper than I imagined.  

In my younger years, I wasn’t as high functioning as I am today. On good days I could 

get through the day with minimal spasms of my legs and hands. On bad days I couldn’t even 

hold a pencil. Another notable characteristic of my younger self is the absolute and complete 

stubbornness which affected all of my thought processes. I was a child, and I didn’t understand 

back then that therapy would help me later. I just wanted to be like every other kid. None of the 

other kids did therapy, so I didn’t want to either. There was only so much that could be forced, so 

eventually my mom left me to my choice; it wasn’t hers to make after all. The struggle of what is 

best in terms of living with a disability and trying to fit in with peers is a struggle she didn’t have 

to experience, so she has always left that choice to me. My sister was aware of this struggle. She 

always encouraged me to do my therapy, even knowing the miniscule likelihood that I’d take her 

advice.  



One day in particular has always stuck with me. I came home from my second grade 

class in tears that day. My handwriting was too big to fit in the box, and I couldn’t hold my 

pencil, so kids had stared as the teacher helped me. I was stared at everywhere, but it was so 

much worse when classroom activities were halted because of me. All of the eyes on me, the 

kids that had complained about being held up, it all made me feel so different. My teacher had 

been so quick to help, assuring me that it was no problem. But the damage had already been 

done. I could see the look of annoyance in the eyes of my peers. I’m sure they never meant to 

cause me distress, but once the feeling that I was a nuisance settled into the pit of my stomach, 

there was no getting rid of it.  The one thing I desired was to be the same as everyone else, and 

that day I got the opposite.  The tears fell in quick succession once I was in the safety of my 

home. They felt hot and heavy on my cheeks as I cried into my mom’s outstretched arms. “Let’s 

play Xbox. That’ll help you feel better, and we can play all night!” Molly suggested. Sniffling, I 

shrugged. All night video games did seem better than wallowing in my sorrows, even if all night 

only meant until 10 P.M. We did play that night, and Molly was right, focusing on a game and 

the funny stories she told me made the trauma of the day fade. I could never feel the sinking 

feeling of being different with my sister. With just her and an Xbox, I truly felt like I belonged.  

It was this memory that compelled me to surprise her with our old gaming system as she 

moved into her first apartment on campus. “So you’ll always have something to cheer you up, 

even when I’m not here,” I explain as my mom and I set it down. She looked at it with the same 

fondness I did, most definitely reminiscing about all the fun we’d have with it as kids. “You 

know Meg, I loved bonding with you over this thing. But that wasn’t my only motive. Someone 

had to get you to do your therapy,” she confessed with a mischievous grin. I stared at her as the 



words sank in, then it suddenly made a lot of sense. Gripping the controller, reacting, pushing the 

buttons, it all strengthened my hands, and we always played on my bad days. “Do you remember 

the day you came home crying because you needed help writing? That’s when I thought of it. I 

knew you wouldn't do therapy because nobody else had to, so I incorporated it into something 

everyone did,” she stated. Of course I remembered that day. It was the very memory that made 

me decide to leave this memento with her.  

A seemingly insignificant object gained a deep importance to me that day. At first just a 

simple reminder of childhood memories, that Xbox became so much more than that. It 

represented how deeply my sister cared for me. Without that, I would not mentally or physically 

be the person I am today. Our bond has shaped me more than I can even comprehend, and that 

Xbox taught me to always look deeper into the seemingly mundane. I’m here now, thriving, and 

all it took was an exceptionally crafty future engineer and an Xbox console.  


