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writing for change 
 

On October 27, 2018, during Saturday services at the Tree of Life Synagogue, eleven              

congregation-members lost their lives in a mass-shooting. This shooting, so close to Pitt’s             

campus, shook the lives of many students, faculty members, and families, but it affected the lives                

of those connected to the synagogue even more. As students at Pitt, we must deal with the                 

aftermath. We must discuss how we can implement changes to prevent more mass-shootings             

from happening in our backyards all across the nation. As a small token of remembrance and as a                  

small step toward creating action, we hereby dedicate these pieces to the victims, their families,               

and anyone grieving from this tragedy. 

 

Joyce Fienberg, 75 

Richard Gottfried, 65 

Rose Mallinger, 97 

Jerry Rabinowitz, 66 

Cecil Rosenthal, 59 

David Rosenthal, 54 

Bernice Simon, 84 

Sylvan Simon, 86 

Daniel Stein, 71 

Melvin Wax, 87 

Irving Younger, 69 

 

  

 



 

The Events 
Danielle Althouse 

 
A quiet Saturday morning, 
Filled with love and prayer, 
Soon turned into a morning where gunshots filled the air. 
 
A day at the Tree of Life Synagogue, 
Where families were assembled, 
Soon turned into a place where fear made them tremble. 
 
They feared for their lives; 
They tried to escape, 
But many people weren’t able to leave with just a scrape. 
 
Many were injured; 
Eleven were killed, 
And when the news spread, it gave people chills. 
 
I was only a mile away when it happened, 
And I saw sirens racing past me, 
But I had no idea at the time what was happening in my community. 
 
When I received the news, 
I told my mom and dad, 
And I soon began to feel so incredibly mad. 
 
I was mad at this world, 
Mad at the hate that existed, 
Because I couldn’t believe how people’s minds were so twisted. 
 
This man hated Jews; 
He believed they should die, 
But the simple question many people were asking was “Why?” 
 
Why can’t people accept one another? 
Why do people have to hate? 
But most of all, why were we too late? 

 



 

 
We were too late to act, 
With no gun laws in place, 
And now we constantly fear for our lives in a supposedly safe space. 
 
Shootings happen in churches; 
They happen in schools, 
And they continue to happen because people use their guns to be cruel. 
 
Change needs to happen; 
It needs to happen fast, 
Because what if one day, your child’s normal day at school was their last?  

 



 

 
 

  

 



 

The Victims 
Danielle Althouse 

 
Cecil and David, 
Bernice and Sylvan, 
No matter how old, they were all God’s children. 
 
Joyce and Richard, 
Rose and Jerry, 
A shooting like this is nothing less than scary. 
 
Daniel and Irving, 
And finally Melvin, 
The last three names of the eleven lives taken. 
 
This shooting shook the community; 
It made national news, 
But their lives were cut short simply because they were Jews. 
 
Eleven innocent lives 
Were taken by one man, 
Who decided to act on a hateful plan. 
 
Hate is too prevalent in this world, 
Too frequent to keep track of, 
But hate needs to be replaced by acceptance and love. 
 
Love of all people, 
No matter their religion, gender, or race 
Because what if one day, your family member was in the victim’s place?  

 



 

  

 



 

The Aftermath 
Danielle Althouse 

 
Bodies lying lifeless, 
Lifeless on the ground, 
Others hiding in the shadows, waiting to be found. 
 
Police officers storm in; 
They see blood pooling on the floor, 
While the shooter tries to escape out the back door. 
 
He runs and he runs, 
Trying not to get caught; 
He flees the scene while officers take their best shot. 
 
The officers apprehend him, 
But he puts up a fight, 
All while the survivors are shaking with fright. 
 
The man gets shot; 
He ends up going to jail, 
But the victims’ lifeless bodies are starting to turn pale. 
 
The victims’ families receive the news; 
They cry and they cry, 
With tears falling like waterfalls from their eyes. 
 
They can’t believe what has happened; 
Their lives are forever changed, 
And now they must think about funerals that need to be arranged. 
 
They shouldn’t have this burden; 
They shouldn’t have to deal with this; 
After all, that morning they had just given their grandma’s forehead a kiss. 
 
Grandmas and grandpas, 
Husbands and wives, 
These were the people who were robbed of their lives. 

 



 

 
Robert Bowers, 
The man who fired the shots, 
Now lies in a jail cell on his small, empty cot. 
 
He’s been to his trial; 
He has pleaded not guilty, 
But everyone knows what he did in their community. 
 
Bowers has hate, 
Hate that will never go away, 
Which is why the events unfolded on that fateful day. 
 
Mass shootings continue to happen; 
They happen in our backyards, 
And they won’t stop simply by having guards. 
 
Trump thinks a guard at the door is the solution; 
He says that’s what we should do, 
But we need to create actual change that will make our old laws new. 
 
 
  

 



 

The Guns 
Danielle Althouse 

 
People say that guns don’t kill people; people kill people. But how are we 

supposed to live in a world where we constantly fear for our lives because guns are too 
 accessible? Guns can get in the hands of anyone nowadays, no matter their mental health 

or history. Robert Bowers, the man who was responsible for the mass shooting at 
the Tree of Life Synagogue, had no trouble getting the guns he used to kill and 

  injure the many people worshipping in the synagogue even though he had a history of 
 posting anti-Semitic and white nationalist views on social 
  media. He had an extreme hate for Jewish people, and he  

thoroughly expressed this hate online, but 
no one questioned him or reported his 
page. This mass shooting could have 
been prevented; not by putting an armed guard 

      at the door of the synagogue, like 
       Trump suggested, but by having 
        more background checks put in 
       place before people are even 
      able to purchase a gun. Many 
     shootings today happen with 
    military assault rifles, which 
   shouldn’t even be accessible 
  to civilians. Change needs to 
 happen, and it needs to happen 

            soon, or else more innocent 
           lives will continue to suffer. 
 
 
 
  

 



 

Indifference 
Tori Pfefferle-Gillot 

 
fiery passions fill the air, fill our words, fill our veins 
we are creatures of love, of hate, of strength in our convictions 
 
“the power of love” can reverse even death 
hatred can spur it forward 
 
often we see love and hate as opposites 
two sides of a spectrum 
 
to love is to like  
to hate is to dislike 
 
both at the strongest points 
they are surely the antithesis of each other 
 
but when life is lost from hatred 
that is an act of passion.  
 
fire that can be calmed  
a blaze that can be redirected 
 
the true antagonist of love and hate 
lies in the hearts of those who do nothing 
 
it is apathy  
it is the lack of feeling, of action 
 
once the flames of passion recede 
indifference decides to let more of it grow 
 
standing aside for hearts not their own to be rebroken 
for lives not their own to be lost to death  

 



 

12 Days of Recognition 
Amanda Beinhauer 

 
For 12 days Squirrel Hill was the latest mass shooting in the states. Before 
Thousand Oaks, California. 
 
For 12 days Robert Gregory Bowers was the center of media attention. Before 
there was another mass shooter that they needed to profile. 
 
For 12 days my hometown was the last city on the list of mass shootings being 
circulated on twitter. Before someone had grown up a mere ten miles away from 
the new mass shooting.  
 
For 12 days people cared about our city. Before there was a new city, afflicted by 
the same pain. 
 
Now we wait to see how long their recognition lasts.  
 
Before there is the next...  
 
The Next Parkland  
The Next Santa Fe 
The Next Sandy Hook  
The Next Virginia Tech  
The Next Columbine  
The Next Pittsburgh  
The Next Thousand Oaks  
  

 



 

Prayers 
Amanda Beinhauer 

 
I pray for those who have lost their lives — and what really happens? 
I pray for those who have lost their loved ones — and what really happens? 
I pray for sensible legislation — and what really happens?  
I pray for peace— and what really happens?  
I pray for safe streets — and what really happens?  
I pray for the mother who has to bury their child — and what really happens?  
I pray for the wounded officers — and what really happens?  
I pray for hope — and what really happens?  
I go into my house of worship to pray — and what really happens?  
I get shot — because of it.   

 



 

homecoming 
Mia DiFelice 

how do you 
return? after wiping down 

blood & bleaching benches until it’s all 
you can smell / after burying friends 
sisters / brothers / parents / lovers / after  
lying awake / bullets rebounding inside your  
skull / after you stop expecting your heart  
to ever beat again & yet it does  
  
how do you return? 
 
 

                       you take one step &  
another & another & another until you  
are steady again / until you sing again /  
until you can breathe again / until you make  
better memories / not to displace  
old ones / but to  

        prove that you can  

 



 

  

 



 

Abandonment 
Amanda Beinhauer  

I abandon my powerless for books 
I abandon my fear for awareness  
I abandon my worry for a ballot  
I abandon my spectatorship for action 
 
I abandon my guns for lives 
I abandon my hate for acceptance  
 
I abandon my thoughts for policy  
I abandon my prayers for change  
 
I abandon my current mindset for a new one  
 
  

 



 

Everything is Connected 
Tori Pfefferle-Gillot 

 
Roots take hold in the ground 
They cry out for nourishment 
Soil can be treacherous and barren 
Or it may encourage growth 
A single tree does not make a forest 
But every forest feels each of its trees 
 
Time is a sapling’s friend 
With it there is change, there is opportunity 
Rain brings water 
Sun brings light 
An ecosystem builds a natural community 
Only everything together in conjunction with time  
Can encourage a sapling to rise 
Can turn a tree into a forest 
 
Life connects to life 
We are like the trees 
Grouped together like a forest 
Through time, we create an ecosystem 
Helping and supporting each other 
To grow 
To rise 
 
A forest does not exist in silence 
Threats come in every form 
Blazes raze each tree to the ground 
A single tree does not make a forest 
But every forest feels each of its trees 
Crying out  
Dying out 
A whole world of time extinguished  
A community of life destroyed 
 
Ashes, ashes 

 



 

Charred remains litter the forest floor 
The fire’s work has been done 
But the roots are still beneath 
Intertwined in the soil, like hands locked in solidarity 
The forest has survived the fire 
All it needs is time 
To regrow 
To emerge, renewed,  
Stronger than before. 

 



 

 
 

 


