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TRAVIS LANG

The Beast of the Ridge

In the cliffsides, she hunts her prey at night. 
From hidden crevasses near the Río, her eyes 
scour the bank. Talons curl around fresh kills
drained of life. The goats weren’t enough—
she hungers. When the camp settled for the night,
she was ready. The echoes of the Río’s current 
did nothing to deafen the beating of their hearts. 
One by one, she satisfied her thirst while they slept. 
Only shredded husks remained when the flashlights
     washed over the tents.

They tell of a girl, stolen straight 
from her yard. Nothing left.
Only devastated family.

Childhood larks—simple laughter.
Pretend sword arcs, up and down.
We heed,
“Don’t yell at cars.”

The story traveled on, joyful times
broken by ill fables.

We all know the story.
It actually happened in August.
Had she yelled at cars–is that why
our youth must now be mute?
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dot. I had heard the back door creak open and thump shut, then the 
shuffling of Stu’s worn black sneakers on the carpet. I had plastered a 
smile on my face and wondered if I should stare at the doorway until 
he entered or if I should pretend to be doing something and then act 
surprised when he came into the lobby. I didn’t want him to think 
I was listening to him approach. But what if he thought I was rude 
because he knew I could hear him but didn’t look to see him walk 
in? As my smile had begun to feel tight in my cheeks, Stu entered the 
lobby.

“Good morning! You must be Stu?” I yelled and waved 
emphatically. Stu gave a small nod. I’d begun to feel the tightness of my 
smile relax. A few more pleasantries on my end—this is a lovely inn, 
the garden is beautiful, I hadn’t been here to visit since I was small and 
I didn’t know why except that my mother had never seemed to like my 
father’s father.... I yammered on, a contradiction to my personality. Stu 
nodded in reply, and the day began.

Stu hadn’t made me explain, but our brief and bumbling 
introduction had left me wondering about my family’s relationship 
with my grandfather. I only know of one visit we had as a family and 
the only thing I remember about that afternoon was my grandfather 
sitting in different chairs around the inn and grumbling to himself. He 
smoked a pipe too—just sat and smoked and flitted his eyes towards 
every sound and movement around the inn. 

My mother is a busybody. She’s a canary for her bone structure, 
but her song is the blended notes of condescension, complaints, and 
a whiny tone that only old dogs must hear. My grandfather, being a 
grumbling old dog himself, must have heard this tone every time he 
was around my mother. And my mother, for her turn, hates anything 
that doesn’t adore and heel to her. My grandfather wouldn’t heel, I 

CLARISSA HOGESTON

She Carries a Songbird on Her Person at All Times

“Stu, can you take this bag for Mr. Smithson? Room 14.”
I made sure to gesture to the bag and the man and tapped the 

keychain twice where “14” was embroidered. Stu nods and eases the 
bag from the floor. He whistles at Mr. Smithson and tilts his head 
toward the hall. Mr. Smithson’s face flushes and his eyes narrow, but 
he follows.

I watched them leave. Had I really just spoken that way to Stu, 
like he’s a child who’s still learning sight words? Suddenly the gestures 
I’d made become more exaggerated in my head. I can see my stupid 
wide eyes and feel my mouth stretch as I’d mouthed “baaaag” and 
“rooooom.” I reach beneath the counter and pull the drawer open. 
Gazing down, I read a line from the instructions my grandfather had 
left for me: 

Stu has partial hearing loss. Make sure he can see your lips when you 
speak to him.

“Make sure he can see your lips.” Not, wave your arms 
around and mime everything like a condescending idiot. I don’t think 
Stu minded much—he doesn’t seem the type to mind about much of 
anything. But the mistake still feels hot in my stomach. 

Stu is a stout man of about 60. He wears a red coat with 
brass buttons, a bellhop right out of a classic film. He even has the 
little red pill-box hat. Below his coat he wears black sweatpants. Maybe 
he mistook them for dress pants, but I don’t think so. Stu radiates 
comfort.

I met Stu this morning. He arrived at 9am, one hour late on the 
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Winner of the 2022 Prize for Visual Artshappy till you call tomorrow afternoon, and you start building up 
that endurance. Choice is yours.

Grandpa

I read the last few lines over again. The choice is mine. I want to 
call the center right now. I want to dump all the clean towels we own 
at the door of that snotty lady from this morning. I want to call my 
mother and tell her that’s she’s being ridiculous for keeping my father 
out in that shed and that being tall is better than how short she is—I 
look better in heels. And then I want to call my father and tell him that 
he’s being equally ridiculous for continuing to stay there. And that I 
should have grown up knowing the author of this letter in my hand. 

“Ahem.” Stu had appeared in front of me. He picks up the little 
card from the desk. “Are we making a call tonight, miss?”

“Um...” I think for a moment, staring out at a bird hopping along 
the front path where Mrs. Darby had said she’d heard them singing this 
afternoon. “No. Not tonight Stu, I don’t think. Tomorrow.” 

Stu tucks the card away into his red jacket. He meets my gaze with 
his steady eyes and gives me a small nod. There is a sorrowful smile 
playing aged face. He whistles to Mrs. Darby. This time, it sounds like 
a song.

Analogous Egg Nest, Julia Jackson, Colored Pencil, 10”x10” 
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whatever V.C. Andrews book we had. “Those warts are catching.”
Erin screamed and I didn’t care. She was an asshole then and still 

is, I hear. Now she runs the local PTA board.
In late spring, Gary spat out dark red alien fruit the size of hole 

punches. They rolled hard between your fingers and it was my sister 
Vera that started eating them. We were collecting them for spells or 
medicines or props for our Barbie games, whatever it was that day, 
and all of a sudden she got this wicked look on her face and, scompf!, 
tossed them in her mouth and started chewing. I knew it was the sort 
of thing that would make Momma grab her by the arm, make her say 
for god’s sake what kind of wild animals am I raising, but the moment 
she swallowed and showed me her triumphant, empty mouth, my sister 
was a badass. A few days later, when she didn’t die, all four of us started 
eating the berries. The crunchy sweet of them stuck to our cheeks and 
became the flavor of our adolescence. 

In the wintertime, Gary went naked and exposed horrible sea 
anemone tumors of twigs all over his limbs.

“Witches’ brooms,” Momma muttered between cigarette lips. 
Then she crossed her arms and offered nothing more by way of 

explanation, and we knew better than to ask. There were two times 
you never pressed Momma: when she was elbows deep in some toil, 
or when she was resting, but with her arms crossed. Since she was 
rarely not in one of those states, we learned to dampen our curiosity. 
Curiosity is a luxury for the poor—the puppy you can’t get because it 
costs too much to feed. 

Gary made it into a lot of the family photos over the years. We 
knew Momma only marched us out to the yard because of the tatty 
walls and shoddy lighting inside the house, but we were happy for it 
because Gary was as least as much a part of the family as our youngest 

MATHEA TANNER

Gary

The day my brother Dean fractured his skull we said it was Gary’s fault. 
Gary was our tree. Dean had been trying to show off again, had his 
mushroom white legs curled around one of the branches when Gary bit 
him in the tender cups of flesh at the back of each knee. Dean yolped 
and let go and we were all sitting on the ground, laughing with clumps 
of grass in our fists until we saw Dean wasn’t moving. He spent a 
month out of school and always claimed an odd ticking in his right ear 
after that. 

We had no idea what sort of tree Gary was. We just knew he 
was ours—the only scrubby tree in our scrubby yard next to our 
scrubby house on our scrubby street. We were the scrubby children 
that loved him, because he was one of us. When all the other trees in 
the neighborhood turned out blazing Halloween costumes in autumn, 
Gary was a letdown in dime store grimy yellow leaves. We understood 
this pain and didn’t care. He had good sturdy limbs that went in 
all directions and he was always up for whatever our imaginations 
demanded. He was our gunner’s turret, our pirate’s galley, our Godzilla 
in the streets of Tokyo. We offered up our dead gerbils and precious 
trinkets to his soil and in return, he shaded us on the dog pant days of 
summer and kept our secrets in his bicycle chain strips of bark.

In early spring, Gary made unimpressive little oval leaves that 
grew little nodules all over the undersides.

“Blech,” my friend Erin said one day, sitting with our moldy quilt 
under her stomach. “Your tree is warty.”

“I hope you didn’t touch it,” I said coolly, turning the page of 
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porch. It looked like an impoverished country girl picking self-
consciously at a string of fine pearls. When we pulled up, two of Dean’s 
kids were dangling their legs from a porch swing we would have killed 
for when we were kids. I hustled our family—Lissy and Jon and our 
twelve-year-old, Scott, who had never set foot on this ground—into 
the backyard. I was so distracted with the house itself that I didn’t even 
notice the yard until a familiar shape appeared at my peripheral.

I stared up at it in wonderment. The gaunt sapling of all those 
years ago had grown up, and I now recognized this posture, the open-
palmed branches ready for anything our imaginations demanded. It was 
early autumn and it had just put on its drab little Halloween costume. 

“Is this your old tree?” Lissy asked.
	 “No.” I frowned. “Well, sort of,” recalling that I’d only ever shared 

Gary’s life with Lissy, not his end. For my children, I left out much of 
the meanness in my stories of home. 

Vera came up beside us. “Guess Momma knew what kind of tree 
Gary was after all, huh?” she said. With her arms crossed, I realized for 
the first time how much she looked like our mother.

I nodded.
“Well what kind is it?” my daughter asked.
“Fuck if I know,” Vera said, “Uncle Petey never did tell us, did he?”
“No,” I said. 
“Hold on.” My daughter took out her phone, tapped, and leveled 

the screen carefully for a photo. “This app is really cool. It can tell us 
the species in a sec.”

“Put that away,” I said, careful not to swat at her hand, as Momma 
would have done with me. 

I placed a palm to the bark of this tree and groped, momentarily, 
at a well of memories. Yes, we were all there: Dean and Vera and me 

our circle around it in silence.
Finally, Vera called over, her mouth a thin line. “Go get the ashes, 

Petey, would you?”
Dean studied our sister’s face for a moment, then understood and 

headed to the shed for a shovel. We would bury Momma right there. 
Dean, the eldest and always taking the lead, began on the grave. And 
just like that, we were children again, at play in that dingy old yard. 
Dean digging in the dirt, Vera squeezing her hand through the chain 
link fence to poach lilies of the valley from the neighbor’s flowerbeds, 
Steve sitting wide eyed in his chair, watching the starlings above us 
make knitted patterns in the fading day. And me, standing beside him, 
kicking at the crabgrass, suddenly back in Vera’s hand-me-down saddle 
shoes with a runny nose and dirty ankles. I turned around to the house 
and there was Momma, standing in the doorway with Uncle Petey. 
He had paused there to watch the birds, too, and the steel ash can in 
his hands reflected duller versions of the spring sky. We all scattered 
the stolen flowers in the fresh hole without a word. Then we buried 
Momma under the new tree, alongside the parakeet bones and smooth 
stones and baby teeth. 

Not long after the burial, Dean and Vera both moved to far away cities. 
Then Jon got a job offer from a trucking company, so we, too, found 
ourselves hundreds of miles from our childhood town. Each year we all 
found new and better reasons not to return, and it would finally take 
Uncle Petey’s death—the same year Lissy started college—to bring us 
all back home again. 

The luncheon that followed Petey’s funeral was at Momma’s house. 
Steve and Katy improved it over the years, and our old house was 
painted and dressed up in bright flower boxes and a new wraparound 
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Second Place for the 2022 Prize for Nonfiction

RICHIE SCHENCK

In The Land of Drag

My first drag show was at Parliament House in Orlando, Florida. 
Darcel Stevens hosted: Broad shoulders, large and in charge. She 
claimed to once have been a linebacker for the-then Oakland Raiders 
and made a career change for something more fabulous (in my 
humblest opinion). Her jokes often crude and sassy, she was known 
to pick on audience members. One of her classic moves was to take 
someone’s cell phone away if they weren’t paying her mind. She’d read 
off their text messages to the audience.

“Did you hear about Pauley,” she’d read, “He’s got a big…,” 
lowering the microphone so only those sitting close by could hear her 
say dick in an exaggerated deep bass tone. This of course would bring 
an awkward laugh and blushing face to the unprepared phone’s owner 
who had set up her punch line.   

On one of my first visits to Parliament House’s legendary 
Footlight Theatre, packed to the brim with fellow gay guys and bridal 
parties, I was Darcel’s target practice for an even more humorous public 
act of space violation. Yanked from my seat like a tight end tackled 
with the football, she grilled me for the most intimate details of my 
life.

“Where ya from, honey?” She’d ask. “You a top or a bottom?”
I recall the smell of Darcel’s fragrance in her hair, some musky 

number luring me in to answer this most intimate detail. And after 
an awkward pause, in comedic timing perfection, she’d say: “Oh that’s 

and Steve. Uncle Petey. And Momma. 
Vera gave me the smallest smile and she and Lissy placed palms 

on the tree, too. We patted Gary’s trunk and ran our fingers into his 
grooves. Then Jon called out to us from the back door to join them in 
the kitchen where the rest of the family was gathered. I drew one arm 
through my daughter’s and the other through my sister’s, entwining the 
branches of our long limbs, and we walked up the lawn to the house.
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Winner of the 2022 Prize for Fiction 

MYA WHALEY

Espadas y la plaga

Honestamente, preferiría los residuos de animales sobre los de 
humanos. Cuando mi familia y yo vivíamos en el campo de Puerto 
de Gazania, a menudo tenía que lidiar con la caca de los animales. A 
veces, el olor a estiércol se me pegaba durante días. Sí, fue repugnante, 
pero después de todo valió la pena porque éramos felices en el 
campo. Nuestra familia había vivido en este lugar durante muchas 
generaciones; nuestras raíces y conexión se encontraban allí. Pero 
después de demasiadas cosechas fallidas, mi padre pensó que teníamos 
solo dos opciones: encontrar trabajo en Sevilla o morir de hambre. 
Así que, ahora me encuentro con una nueva forma de hedor: lo del 
humano. Permeando las calles mientras camino hacia mi trabajo en 
la herrería. Me pregunto si hay algo peor que tape las calles que los 
desechos humanos.
	 Abro la puerta y entro en la herrería, preparándome mentalmente 
para un día de sudor y ardor. En comparación con el trabajo 
del herrero, extraño el trabajo del campo. Aunque tenía muchas 
responsabilidades en el campo, tenía un objetivo con mis deberes, 
el de algún día poder estar a cargo de la finca. Todavía yo seré el que 
continúe con mi apellido. ¿Pero de qué sirve continuar el apellido 
sin la finca? Además, el trabajo de herrero es molesto. Después del 
accidente de otro aprendiz, Señor González, mi maestro, y Antonio, un 
compañero aprendiz, han estado en mi sombra constantemente durante 
el trabajo en la fragua para asegurarse que mi técnica es perfecta.
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        	 “Está seguro? Está genial con la otra. Y es la mejor para 
combatir.” Le pregunta Antonio, un verdadero vendedor.     	
        	 El hombre sonríe, pero hay tristeza en sus ojos. “No es para 
combatir."
Antonio no lo entiende.
	 “Tómala. No nos debe nada.” Digo, instando al hombre a irse. 
	 Antonio me mira enojado. "¡No! Tiene que pagar por eso." Miro 
a Antonio con el ceño fruncido y traté de comunicarme con él a través 
del contacto visual. Debe haber entendido alguna porción de mi 
mensaje porque después de un momento más de intercambiar miradas, 
se cruce de brazos en señal de derrota.
 	 “Tengo el dinero. Por favor, no puedo aceptar esto sin pagarles."
	 "Salga ahora, por favor." Le mando.
	 Comienza a alejarse. Justo antes de salir por la puerta, se vuelve 
hacia nosotros, se agacha y coloca una bolsa de dinero voluminosa en el 
umbral de la puerta.
	 "Pongo esto aquí en caso de que cambie de opinión." 
	 Antonio corre hacia el dinero.
	 "¡No lo toques!" Grito.
	 “¡Mira cuánto es esto! ¡Podríamos comprar materiales para tres 
herramientas y una semana de comida para nuestras familias con eso! "
	 "Sí, y podríamos contraer la peste negra." Sugiero.
	 “Al menos voy a patearlo adentro y dejar que el Señor González 
decida qué hacer cuando regrese. Además, él dice que la plaga solo se 
está propagado cuando alguien muere y el espíritu infectado pasa por la 
persona. ¿Parecía que ese tipo murió?”
	 Desvío la mirada. "Hasta que demuestren cómo se propaga, no 
debemos tocarlo".
	 Al final del día, salgo por la puerta trasera para evitar de tocar la 

	 “Utiliza la punta redondeada del martillo.” Antonio me ordena. A 
los doce años, cuatro menos que yo, tiene que inclinar la barbilla hacia 
arriba para hablar conmigo. Esto no le impide actuar como si fuera 
mayor. Y para colmo de males el Señor González lo dejó a cargo de la 
tienda hoy, lo que significaba que iba a ser un dolor aún mayor.
	 “Estoy usándola.” Gruño. 
	 “No.” Me quita el martillo de las manos. "Escucha."
	 Empieza a martillar. El tono de sus golpes se vuelve notablemente 
más alto y distinto al mío. Hace una pausa y me mira, sonriendo con 
superioridad.
	 “¿Qué?” Finjo no notar la diferencia.
	 Antes de que Antonio pueda responder, un hombre entra en la 
fragua.
	 “Hola. Estoy buscando algo afilado.” Su acento es noruego, pero 
su ropa parece argelina.
	 Antonio se apresura hacia la colección de espadas y elige la mas 
fuerte y dura.
	 "¿Que le parece esto?" Antonio le pregunta al hombre, 
entregándole la espada.
	 "¿De qué está hecha?" Toma una postura y agita la espada de 
manera impresionante. Parece evidente que el hombre y la espada van 
juntos.
	 “Acero.”
	 Mirando la espada, el cliente deja escapar un suspiro. “Tiene usted 
una daga? Algo barato sería mejor.”
	 Antonio frunce el ceño, pareciendo tan confundido como yo, pero 
le da al hombre una daga menos impresionante. El hombre estudia la 
espada, pasando los dedos por el lado plano. Toca el lado afilado con la 
palma de la mano, lo que abre la piel. Asiente. "La compraré."
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saneamiento también está infectado? 
	 Entro por la puerta trasera de nuevo y encuentro a Antonio 
forjando una espada con un martillo nuevo.
	 “¿Dónde está Señor González?” Le pregunto al acercarse el fuego.
	 Antonio, pareciendo perezoso, se encoge de hombros. Miro el 
umbral, donde a la bolsa ya no queda para burlarse de Antonio. Me 
vuelvo para interrogar a Antonio cuando se derrumba, su martillo 
cayendo al lado de él. Está agarrando la mitad de su muslo, donde una 
masa sobresale claramente de su ropa.
	 Entro en pánico. Por mucho que Antonio me moleste, es como un 
hermano para mí. Él no puede tener la plaga. Pero si la tenga y yo este 
visto con el, ¿me encerrarían en la tienda con él para morir? 
	 “Samuel, por favor,” Antonio suplica, voz de miedo y confusión. 
Solo es un chico. Necesita mi ayuda.
	 Lo miro, entonces hacia la puerta. Se aproxima un cliente. Si nos 
viera, nos delatarían y nos atraparían aquí. Miro a Antonio de nuevo, 
con lágrimas en los ojos, y corro hacia la puerta trasera.
	 Estoy a una cuadra de mi casa cuando clavo mis talones en el suelo 
para detenerme. Me tapo la nariz al oler algo rancio y desconocido que 
posee el aire, pero abro la boca para recuperar al aliento y lo siento. 
Escupo, intentando quitarme el sabor de la boca. Miro hacia arriba y 
veo a un hombre que empuja un carro lleno de cadáveres apilados como 
si fueran naipes. Ampollas negras y supurantes cubren los cadáveres.
	 “¡Traiga a su muerto!” Grita como si estuviera vendiendo pan, no 
recogiendo los cadáveres de los muertos por la peste.
	 Una mujer se acerca al carro con un niño en brazos. Sé que 
es inútil comprobar si está vivo, pero lo hago de todas formas. Su 
brazo cuelga hacia el suelo, lo que me permite ver claramente las 
protuberancias negras que antes eran sus dedos. Me pregunto si estaría 

bolsa que se había quedado en la otra puerta y le recuerdo a Antonio 
para hacer lo mismo. Al caminar para casa, un hombre que se lleva 
una máscara negra la que resembla un cuervo se cruza conmigo. Estoy 
sorprendido de ver un doctor en esta parte del pueblo; la mayoría no se 
puede permitir este tipo de tratamiento. Me pasan otros dos médicos; 
esto no puede ser una buena indicación. Al acercarme a casa, veo un 
hombre que pinta una equis roja en la puerta de una casa. No entiendo 
lo que hace, pero tengo un mal presentimiento.
	 En casa, hablo con mis padres sobre lo que vi. Me explican que 
la razón por la que hay tantos médicos en las calles ahora es porque 
la enfermedad se está extendiendo rápidamente y más personas están 
poniendo todo su dinero en tratamiento. En cuanto a la equis roja 
en las puertas, aparentemente marcan a una familia infectada. Si una 
persona de la familia está infectada, toda la familia esté encerrada en su 
casa y se pinte una equis roja en el exterior de la puerta. Ellos dicen que 
es una cuarentena que nadie sobrevive. Para no asustar a mis padres, 
evito contarles sobre mi encuentro con el cliente noruego esta mañana, 
sin embargo el miedo no me permitió dormir esa noche.
	 Por suerte, no tengo que trabajar al próximo día. Normalmente 
paso los días libres explorando la ciudad, pero en este día libre me 
quedo en casa. Prefiero estar atrapado en mi hogar sobre ver a otro 
médico pájaro, una puerta marcada con la equis roja ni el inquietante 
olor de la caca humana en las calles. Paso la mayoría del día fantaseando 
con el campo que hemos dejado atrás, y preguntándome si exista la 
peste allá. 
	 Al día siguiente, contemplo faltar al trabajo. Ser despedido 
sería mejor que contraer la enfermedad. Pero nuestro suministro de 
alimentos se está agotando así que me arriesgo. Las calles parecían aún 
más sucias este día al caminar hacia el trabajo. ¿Nuestro sistema de 
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working in the country. Although I had many responsibilities, I felt 
an obligation to these duties as I prepared to manage the farm one 
day. I will still be the one to carry the family name. But without the 
farm, what’s the point of continuing that name? Besides, blacksmith 
work is annoying. After another apprentice suffered an accident, Señor 
González, my teacher, and Antonio, a fellow apprentice, have been my 
constant shadow in the forge as they make sure that my technique is 
perfect. 

"Use the rounded point of the hammer," Antonio orders me. At 
twelve years old, four years younger than me, he tilts his chin upwards 
as he speaks to me. This doesn't stop him from acting like he’s older. 
And to make matters worse, Señor Gonzalez left him in charge of the 
shop today, which means he’s going to be an even bigger pain than 
usual.

"I am using it," I growl.
"No." He takes the hammer from my hands. "Listen." He beats 

the hammer. His technique is noticeably higher in pitch and crisper in 
sound than mine. He pauses and looks at me, smirking.

"What?" I pretend not to notice the difference.
Before Antonio can respond, a man enters the shop.
"Hello. I'm looking to buy something sharp." His accent is 

Norwegian, but his clothes look Algerian.
Antonio hurries over to the sword collection, selecting the 

strongest and most durable of the bunch. "How’s this?" Antonio asks 
the man, handing him the sword.

"What’s it made of?" He takes a stance and swings the sword 
impressively. It seems evident that the man and the sword were made 
for each other.
	 "Steel."

vivo cuando se cayeron. El niño parecía tener unos doce años; la edad 
de Antonio.

Reprimo algunos vómitos y empiezo a correr de nuevo. Al 
esquivar a otra familia que lleva a sus muertos, decido que haré todo lo 
posible para convencer a mi padre de que nos lleve de vuelta al campo; 
morir de hambre es mejor que esto. Doblo otra esquina y me invade 
un sentimiento de alivio cuando veo mi casa. Entonces me detengo. 
Me froto los ojos y me los froto de nuevo. Pero ninguna cantidad de 
frotamiento puede eliminar la equis roja que está pintada en la puerta 
de mi casa.
__

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

The Sword and the Plague

To be quite honest, I would take animal crap over human crap any day. 
When my family and I lived on a farm in Puerto de Gazania, I dealt 
with animal manure all the time. Sometimes, the smell of it would 
stick to me for days. Yes, it was disgusting. But all in all, it was worth 
it because we were happy on the farm. Our family had lived there for 
many generations. It was where our family and friends were, where our 
blood belonged. But after a series of failed harvests, my father decided 
that we had only two options: find work in Seville or starve. So now, I 
suffer from a new form of stench: human odor. Permeating the streets 
as I walk to my job at the blacksmith shop. I wonder if anything worse 
than human feces could litter the streets.

I open the door and enter the smithy, mentally bracing myself for 
a day of sweat and burns. Compared to the blacksmith's job, I miss 
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“I'm at least going to kick it inside and let Señor Gonzalez decide 
what to do with it when he gets back. Besides, he says that the plague is 
only spread when someone dies, and the infected spirit passes through 
another person. Does it look like that guy died?”

I look away. "Until they prove how it’s spread, we shouldn't touch 
it."

At the end of the day, I leave through the back door to avoid the 
coin bag and I remind Antonio to do the same. A man in a black mask 
that resembles a crow’s head passes me. I'm surprised to see a doctor 
in this part of town; most people cannot afford that kind of medical 
treatment. Another two doctors pass. That can’t be a good sign. As I 
approach home, I see a man painting a red “X” on someone's front 
door. I don't understand what this signifies, but it gives me a bad 
feeling.

At home, I ask my parents about what I saw. They explain that 
the reason so many doctors are visiting this part of town is because the 
disease is spreading quickly, and more people are putting every coin 
they have into treatment. As for the red "X" on the doors, apparently, 
they are the mark of an infected family. If one person in the family is 
infected, the entire family is locked in their home, and a red “X” is 
painted on the outside of the door. They say that this is a quarantine 
that no one survives. To prevent my parents’ concern, I don’t tell them 
about the Norwegian client from this morning. Fear keeps me from 
sleeping that night. 

Fortunately, I have the next day off. These days are usually spent 
exploring the city, but I opt out this time. I’d rather be stuck at home 
than pass by another crow doctor, “X”-marked door, or the unsettling 
odor of human waste. I spend most of that day picturing the farm we 
left behind and wondering if the plague exists over there. 

The customer looks at it for another moment and sighs. “Have 
you got a dagger? Something cheap would be better.”

Antonio frowns, looking as confused as I feel, but hands the man 
a less impressive blade. The man studies the sword, running his fingers 
down the flat side. As he touches the sharp side with the palm of his 
hand, his skin is split open. He nods. "I’ll take it."

"Are you sure? You are great with the other one. And it’s the best 
for fighting.” Antonio asks him, a true salesman.

The man smiles, but there is sadness in his eyes. "It's not for 
fighting."

Antonio doesn't get it.
"Take it. It’s on us,” I say, urging the man to leave right away.
Antonio looks at me angrily. "No! You have to pay for that." 
I attempt to communicate with Antonio through eye contact and 

a frown. He must understand some portion of my message because 
after a moment of exchanging glances, he crosses his arms in defeat.

"I’ve got the money. Please, I can't accept this without paying 
you."

"Leave now, please," I order.
He heads toward the exit but faces us again before stepping 

through the doorway. Then he pulls a bulky bag from his pocket and 
leaves it on the doorstep. "I'm putting this here in case you change 
your mind." 

Antonio races toward the money.
"Don’t touch it!" I shout.
“Look at how much this is! We could probably buy materials for 

three new tools and a week’s supply of food for our families with this 
much!"

"Yeah, and we could get the Black Death," I suggest.
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collecting the cadavers of those who had passed from the plague. 
A woman approaches the cart with a boy in her arms. I know it's 

futile to check if he’s alive, but I do so anyway. His arm dangles toward 
the ground, which gives me a clear view of the black nubs that once 
were his fingers. I wonder if he was alive when they fell off. The child 
appears to be about twelve years old. Antonio’s age.

I suppress some vomit and start running, contemplating never 
walking these streets again. As I dodge another family that is bringing 
out their dead, I decide that I would do everything in my power to 
convince my dad to let us move to the countryside again. Starving 
would be better than this. I turn another corner and feel a sweep of 
relief as my house comes into view. Then I come to a halt. I rub my 
eyes and rub them again. But no amount of rubbing can remove the 
red “X” that is painted outside my family’s door.

The next morning, I contemplate missing work. Although being 
fired is a better option than catching the plague, our food supply is 
running short, so I take my chances. The streets seem even dirtier 
than before as I walk to work. Did our entire sanitation system catch the 
plague?

I enter through the back door again to find Antonio forging a 
sword with a new hammer.

"Where’s Señor Gonzalez?" I ask him as I approach the flame. 
Antonio shrugs, looking sluggish. I peer toward the front 

doorway; the coin bag is no longer there to taunt Antonio. I turn to 
question him when he collapses, dropping his hammer. He is grabbing 
the middle of his thigh, where a mass clearly protrudes from his 
clothing. 

I panic. Antonio may be annoying, but he is the closest thing I 
have to a brother. He can’t have the plague. But if he does have the Black 
Death and I’m in the same building as him, would I be locked up with 
him to die? 

“Samuel, please,” Antonio pleads, confusion and fear in his voice. 
He is just a boy. He needs my help. 

I look at him, then toward the door where a customer approaches. 
If he sees us, surely we’ll be trapped here. I turn toward Antonio again, 
tears in my eyes, then sprint toward the back door. 

A block away from my house, my heels dig into the ground to 
stop me. I plug my nose in response to an unfamiliar, rancid smell that 
possesses the air, but my mouth opens to catch my breath, and I taste 
it. Spitting, I attempt to rid my mouth of that nastiness. I look up to 
see a man pushing a cart full of corpses that are stacked like playing 
cards. Black, festering blisters cover the dead bodies. 

"Bring your dead!" He shouts as if he were selling bread, not 
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click-click of the automatic reload. In 2.7 seconds, I am battle ready, 
killing with an oversimplified political and socio-psychological agenda: 
eliminate the enemy. He does not look like me. He does not dress like 
me. He does not talk like me. This is all I know at twelve years of age. 
This is all the screen teaches me. 

The Iraq war is a two trillion-dollar effort backed by the war cries 
of over two million soldiers deployed to the middle east following the 
events of September 11th. The caskets of 7,000 men and women mark 
the violence endured here. Thirty thousand alone will die in the field 
and thereinafter from suicide. For those who survive, upwards of 20% 
will be plagued by PTSD and memories of the massacre I am playing 
out on my television. Hour after hour, and countless pizzas later, my 
father and I play out these scenes from the comforts of our living room. 

The screen is full of savaged houses, rock crumbling beneath my 
computerized boots. Women in hijabs scream and fling their glitchy 
arms before me. I lower my weapon and cease fire: left bumper, circle 
button. I am twelve, and these are my Friday nights. I am a hero 
who saves the innocent such as those before me; I would never shoot 
a mother and child. After all, I belong to a heroic country. I am an 
American. I am the only one who can save these civilians. Despite their 
screams, they need us here. Upwards of 650,000 will die in this war. 
From what? I do not know. My only mission is to seek and destroy the 
enemy, leaving in my wake of frag grenades and destruction a makeshift 
and salvaged landscape in which the spared can live in peace. I bring 
peace to foreign lands.

“Where are these fuckers?” My dad shouts between a swig of his 
beer and the game. The sharp bang and fallout of C4 crashes in unison 
with the slam of his bottle against the table. His disgust with the scene 
on screen echoes throughout the walls of our suburban home. But 

“Oh, shit!” I murmur, my hands clawing at controls as I smash a 
handful of Doritos between my braces. As I regain my vision, a virtual 
form appears before me speaking a language I do not understand or 
identify. Without thinking, I react with a quickness, shooting rapidly 
at the hip. The right bumper of my handheld is clenched beneath my 
pointer finger, covered in cheese and the salty seasoning of late-night 
snacks. 

“Stop wasting ammo!” my father yells, the frustrated furrow of his 
brow twisted in dismay. I roll my eyes and reload: square button, left 
bumper. I am ready for the next terrorist — the next bad guy. I am an 
American soldier. 

The weaponry and equipment on the television appears to be too 
heavy a load, slowing my avatar to a ragged-breath run. Tiring to a halt 
on screen, I casually reach across the white shag of living room carpet 
for my Sprite, my soldier’s hands grasping the standard military issued 
foregrip of an AK-47M, which lay slouched in the dirt and mud of 
what my dad and the virtual soldiers call “a shit-hole country.” 50% 
of Iraqis live in slums such as these, marked by carcinogenic exposure 
to chemicals leaching the soil and leveled housing developments 
unsuitable for living. Before 9/11, these conditions were rarer. Only 
17% of civilians endured such environments before the towers fell. 

Paying little to no attention to my surroundings, I unload a 
magazine of thirty rounds into the dust and smoke before me, my 
father’s eyes rolling to the back of his skull in disgust for my apparent 
waste. Slump. Bodies fall and tumble ahead, the pixilated checkered 
scarves and keffiyehs of men unnamed and unidentified. Outfitted in 
beige camouflage, my uniform marks me as separate from them. Such 
differentiation fuels the fire of violence in my adolescent mind. On the 
field, there is little to no consciousness, my screen lighting up with a 
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cheek, flinging the attacker’s body off: square, square, square, left, then 
right bumper, alternate. 

“Damn terrorist almost killed me, Dad.” The feminine form of 
my prepubescent face twists as I curse and cheer for the deaths on 
screen, the coldness of such games breeding in me cultural divide and 
misunderstanding. 

“We’re eating at six,” my dad reports with a casual twist of the 
head. He is back to the game before my mom can reply.

Patting the small of my lanky shoulder, he is proud of my aim and 
valor, the way I cover his back from the enemy as he pauses to down a 
Bud Light. He never had boys, but now I am a soldier of his battalion, 
fighting alongside him in the war on terror. The president appears 
during a cutscene in a heavily pixelated form. He, too, needs me. I am 
a hero. I belong to a heroic country. I protect Americans overseas. 

After 9/11, there was no choice. I answered the call, a plastic 
controller tucked between my twelve-year-old fingers just like the 
boy next door and the teen across the globe. Between Doritos, pizza, 
and beer, my father and I save America from “them.” Over and over, 
for years and years, we stand between the rise and fall of this great 
nation. Two civilians turned soldiers on the faux leather of a Big Lots 
couch. I never did learn who the “fuckers” were. I never did learn what 
happened to the wives and children we spared. But we saved them, 
right? We saved the world. 

who are the “fuckers” my father mentions? Who is the enemy killing 
their own people in Iraq? I am too young to care in this moment, the 
dopamine hit of each bullet propelling me forward and deeper into 
bunkers of trash and debris. Overhead planes drop bombs, simulated 
by the shaking of my screen. The wails of women have been drowned 
out by the crashing structures of poorly built houses and abandoned 
playgrounds. We did not destroy these places, they did — whoever 
they are. The environmental destruction caused by my fighter jet; water 
poisoned by my shell casings—this is not my responsibility. It is simply 
a “consequence of their actions,” my father tells me. “They started the 
war,” he says. “They” meaning the bad guy. I am the good guy. 

My mom enters the room with pizza, unphased by the chaotic 
catchphrases blaring from the television. It isn’t much different from 
the headlines on CNN, Fox, or the “Today” show. “Get down! Sniper! 
Enemy fire on your left. Civilians! Get to cover.” I massacre the men 
before me, sparing their wives and children — saving their wives and 
children: left bumper, right bumper, square, circle, alternate. “Hey, 
John? Do you know what time we are having dinner with your mom, 
tomorrow?” 

A man’s skull explodes in a frenzy of blood before me as I unload 
two shotgun shells into his brain. He is just one of the 24,000 terrorists 
to die in this war. He is just one of the many accolades, kill streaks, and 
points I collect in this game. Between my next kill and the celebratory 
cry for my headshot, I shove a heaping slice of pepperoni in my mouth, 
picking the gooey cheese from the purple bands of my braces. I lick 
my fingers between kills, the screen a mass of bodies and the lacquer 
of blood bubbling to the surface of a man’s throat as I stab my knife 
deep into his jugular. I wipe the crustiness of dried pizza sauce from my 
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Keepsake, Katelyn Lawson, black underglaze, multiple different 
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GothiK, Katelyn Lawson, black underglaze, multiple different glaz-
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“Well, I wasn’t an appliance installer, but no, I’d say that’s 
definitely not right.”

Marissa’s shoulders sagged. 
“Where’d you buy it?” Bill asked.
“My husband’s a truck driver. He gets to keep things that get 

damaged or whatever sometimes. He had a delivery of dishwashers 
somewhere in Missouri and one just fell off the ramp when the crew 
was unloading it.”

“Ok, well that one is a dud, I think.”
“You don’t think it could be fixed?” Marissa asked, hopeful.

Bill considered. “I really doubt it. We always wrote those damages off at 
the stores. Tell your husband to be on the lookout for another one.”

“Damn. It’s just—he knew I wanted one so bad. And he’s going to 
stop long hauling after the next couple runs are done, so I don’t think 
there’ll be another chance.” 

“Oh yes?” Bill said, pulling two, three, four packets of taco 
seasoning from a bin and tossing them into his cart. “Found something 
else he wants to do?”

“Not really. He’s going to move down to local runs. For grocery 
stores, actually. He doesn’t like them as much and they don’t pay as 
good, but he’s had some health issues and being away so long from 
home . . .” She picked at the corner of a box of Hamburger Helper. “It 
takes a toll. I think he really needs to stop driving altogether, but he 
just won’t.”

“Well, that seems silly. If it’s hard for him to do the driving, 
he needs to do something else. Or go on disability. Can he do that? 
Disability?”

“I don’t think he’ll ever do that.” She shook her head and began 
moving things around aimlessly in Bill’s cart. “As it is, when he’s home, 
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he’s up in the middle of the night pacing and talking about medical 
bills piling up and what we are going to do about college for Artie 
someday . . . I tell him I’ll take extra shifts at work—we’re always 
short staffed in ER—but he just won’t hear it. He wants me home for 
Arturo.” She turned suddenly to Bill, and for the first time she looked 
old enough to be a wife and mother. “It’s like, he thinks all that matters 
is that I’m there. Like all he’s good for is the money he brings home 
and—and janky dishwashers. When all we really want is him to be 
there with us, you know? Watching bad horror on the couch.”

“Sure, sure,” Bill said quietly. For some reason, he thought of his 
porch swing, swaying empty and alone in the fading daylight.  

“Oh man, that was an overshare.” Marissa buried her eyes in the 
grocery list. “What else we got in this aisle?”

“No, no,” Bill said, and was struggling to think of something more 
to say when Artie ran up, his thin arms full of cans.

“Hey, hey, I was thinking,” Artie said, unloading into Bill’s cart. 
A can of tuna fell and, dented, rolled unevenly to the other side of the 
aisle. “I have this school project, and we all need to write letters to 
people in an old people’s home.” Bill’s eye twitched. “But I don’t like 
my pen pal. She’s super mean.” 

“Artie!” Marissa gave Bill an embarrassed look.
“Well, you said it too. Anyways, I think maybe my teacher would 

let me trade and you could write to me instead. I think she would.” He 
looked at Bill expectantly.

“But I’m not in an old people’s home. That’s a place for people 
who can’t take care of themselves.” 

“Okay,” Artie said slowly. “Then maybe you could just be an extra 
pen pal? Maybe for extra credit. I could use extra credit.”

“Sure, maybe,” Bill said and pushed the cart ahead, with some 
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relief, into the last aisle. He placed the final items from his list, a six-
pack of ginger ale and a liter of seltzer water, into his cart. 

“What’s that on your butt?” Artie asked.
Bill turned back, confused. Ah yes, the burn.
“I’m not much of an ironer,” he said, and tried out an embarrassed 

chuckle. 
“Why not? Didn’t anyone teach you?”
“No.” He kept pushing the cart forward, gauging which checkout 

line would move the fastest.
“Then who does it for you?”
“My wife used to do it for me.”
“But she doesn’t want to iron anymore?”
“No.” Bill considered for a moment before continuing. “She died. 

Three months ago.”
Marissa stopped. Bill looked over and was surprised to see her 

hand on her chest, her eyes somehow already shining, as if tears sat 
behind them at all times, awaiting the signal.

“Oh Bill,” she said, “I’m so fucking sorry.”
He swallowed hard at the word fucking. For these last terrible 

months, he had heard an endless stream of I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m 
sorry. The stale apologies stacked up in his mind like unopened mail. 
But somehow, this—

“Yeah,” Bill said, his eyes narrowed with the effort of keeping an 
even tone. “I’m fucking sorry, too.” 

Out in the parking lot, they said their goodbyes. Bill thanked 
them again for all their help and their company too. Marissa hugged 
Bill and he found himself patting her back and whispering his hopes 
that her husband felt better soon. She mouthed a thank you and, in 
that moment, the decades and circumstances that stood between them 
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were inconsequential. 
A few paces away, Artie squealed and they both turned to where, 

a row over, he had spotted a parked car with a Border Collie inside. It 
had its nose poking from a crack in the passenger window and Artie 
and Marissa ran to it, sailors to the siren. Bill took that as his queue 
to move along. As he passed them, the dog gave the glass a lick and 
Marissa laughed. Bill found it didn’t bother him now. No, in fact, he 
was glad of it. He imagined Cathy's laughter filling up movie nights 
with bowls of microwave popcorn, the lights from the screen flickering 
on Marissa and Artie, their open faces rapt and joyful. Yes, she would 
like it there with them.

There were footsteps running behind him, and Bill turned around 
to see Artie holding out a slip of paper. It was their grocery receipt, 
but on the reverse and written in barely legible handwriting, was an 
address: 

Arturo Ocampo
15 Mariposa Lane
"Here, so you can write me," he said, and then he hugged Bill.
He put his palm to the boy's head and thought of his 

granddaughter. Her little face would rest at just the same place on 
his chest. Artie ran back to his mother, who waved with keys in her 
hand. 	

“Take care, Bill," Marissa called, and he waved back.
Bill watched their SUV pull out and turn away from the store 

in the opposite direction from Bill's house. He opened his trunk and 
thought of the porch swing with Artie and Millie in it, fast friends with 
popsicles in hand, kicking their feet, laughing. Then he frowned, sifted 
through the cart for the bag containing the popsicles. The box was wet 
with bright orange seeping in one corner. Looking back at the store, 
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he thought of his lawn at home and the mice frolicking in the waning 
daylight. No, the yard could not wait. He would text Greg; he would 
tell him another week would be better for the family to visit. Besides, 
he needed more time to get the house ready.

Tonight, though, when he finished with the lawn, he would sit on 
the porch swing with the fireflies and admire it.

No letter arrived from Bill, but a week after the grocery trip, a delivery 
truck with Blandford’s Hardware and Appliances written on the side 
pulled up to the Ocampo house. One man knocked on the pink door 
while another slid open the back of the truck. Artie ran over from the 
yard, circling the second man and asking him questions as he made 
his way up the driveway, pushing a dishwasher on a hand truck. When 
Artie spotted his mom at the door, and when he saw her face crack into 
a wide, disbelieving smile, he hooted and waved his arms high in the 
air.
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Winner of the 2022 Prize for Poetry

MARIJEAN SANDERS

to my daughter, when you’re trying to decide

The question haunts me at first: 
what was this body made for?
Is it a warrior, lean and brown, shaped 
for moving swiftly and light over forest floors?
(My eyes and mouth both 
aim arrow-sharp, true in the dark.)

Or am I mother?
—goddess of nurture and breast
cornucopia of gifts,
curve of hips and the steady longing
to make a home out of myself and 
every place I touch.

Then I remember the mountains I climbed 
with you tight against my chest,
so pervasive, I sometimes 
forgot you were with me. 
You weren’t a burden, you
were part of me, and with each footstep 

I built you a home. 
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My body is shelter
and storm.
Now, you howl with delight and 
point to the crescent moon 
in every daybreak sky, 
and ivory beads still spring onto my areolas 
long after you’ve stopped drinking from me.
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Winner of the 2022 Prize for Nonfiction

MATHEA TANNER

Elias’s Table

Fresh pasta reminds me of the Gestapo. This is thanks to my 
grandfather. Like any good Greek girl, I never call him “Grandfather,” 
though; he is Pappoús to me. Pappoús doesn’t speak English well, and 
I know very little Greek, so he and I found our own language. Being 
Mediterranean, exaggerated gestures and facial expressions are easy 
body language cues, but to my mind, the most important way we 
communicate is through food. Pappoús cooks for us on Sunday visits to 
the Chicago apartment he and my grandmother (Yia Yia) share.

“Eat, eat, koula mou,” he says, gesturing to the plate he has just 
put before me. It smells of the faraway places in the stories he tells.
	 My pappoús has dozens of stories of his travels. Born in Greece 
in 1913, he did not emigrate to the U.S. to settle down and marry 
until he was 40—that means decades of recipes and anecdotes from 
wandering the European continent. 

Today’s story is about the time he was a young man living in Italy, 
apprenticing to become a tailor. He is carrying fabric from a textile 
factory to the shop where he works, when two Gestapo officers stop 
him.

“What are you carrying?” They ask him. 
“Just bolts of fabric. I am a tailor,” he responds.
“Unroll them. Now.”
They are searching for weapons. I do not know what sort of fabric 

he carries, but in my imagined version, he shakes free a bolt of white 



124

muslin. I think of this as he rolls out the fresh pasta dough. In the 
story, the muslin waves like a peace flag, and the soldiers are satisfied. 
My pappoús walks free. Here, at his kitchen table over forty years later, 
he gestures in his usual, exaggerated way as he tells the story to me, 
his rapt, nine-year-old granddaughter. His hair is sparse on top, wild 
and frizzy at the sides, which adds to the drama. When he gets very 
excited, all English disappears. 
My mother is there at his 
side, chopping tomatoes and 
translating. Soon there is a lush 
pile of pappardelle with fresh 
mussels in front of me, finished 
with a drizzle of shining olive 
oil. Fresh pasta, white muslin, 
and the Gestapo for dinner. 

The first surviving photo 
of him is from this time. He 
has thick, wavy black hair 
swept back from his forehead, 
a pencil mustache, bright 
eyes, and the first of many 
beautifully tailored suits in 
photos over the years. In his 
hand, a final stylish detail: A 
pair of dark leather gloves. I 
imagine this time as one teeming with life and excitement—terrors, 
too, as Mussolini propels the region towards war.

The Italian recipes he makes are rich in romantic imagery. There 
are crisp Milanese veal cutlets prepared in dim light after a night toiling 
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at the sewing machine, salty fried capers and mushrooms on good 
crusty Italian bread at the café while reading of invasions, and tender 
gnocchi heaped with cheese and shared with an Italian girl in a wine-
red dress. There is often still a nod to his Greek roots in his dishes—a 
dash of cinnamon, fresh dill or a squeeze of lemon that brightens and 
adds complexity. I wonder now if perhaps he was homesick there and 
looking for ways to remember the farm and family he left behind. 
Or, perhaps he did this as a signal of fidelity to his country. Christian 
Goeschel, who writes of the rise of fascism in Italy at the time, shares 
that Mussolini’s wars extended beyond alliance with Germany. He also 
waged war on Greece. The food you place at your table can be a defiant 
gesture when you live in the enemy’s house.

Tragic events led my pappoús to Italy in the first place. In the 
summer of 1918, when Pappoús was just five-years-old, the influenza 
pandemic reached the borders of Greece. His family survived the 
first, relatively mild wave unscathed, but they would not be so lucky 
with the second. The CDC reports that the second wave that crippled 
Europe that fall was a new, more virulent strain. The soldiers roaming 
the country, returning home from the final throes of World War I 
carried home not only battle scars, but also a deadly virus. 

By the winter of 1918, the flu claims Pappoús’ father and three 
older brothers. Still a very young boy, he is now the family’s patriarch. 
Pulled from school before he learns to read, he works the fields with his 
mother, sisters, and younger brother. The family learns to survive on 
humble foods: The offal and vegetable scraps that do not go to market. 
He teaches himself to read after long days of toil, curled up with the 
family’s few books and bowls of porridge made with stale bread, garlic, 
and soup bones. 

For him, these are the foods of childhood, and he brings their 
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preparations with him to America. As a little girl, my mother came 
home from school to delicious smells in the kitchen, only to find a 
grinning sheep’s head in the oven, Pappoús beaming at her. I myself well 
up with tears when Pappoús plucks the eyes from a freshly roasted fish 
and tries to feed them to me on a spoon. 

“Is good for you,” he says, puzzled at my distress. 
He leaves the skins on potatoes and the ends on onions in stews. 

He boils green tops from every type of root vegetable imaginable and 
dresses them with olive oil and fresh lemon. He picks dandelions, too, 
and boils them up. Some of these preparations remain with me now, 
a little changed, perhaps. I think of him every time I save peelings or 
onion tops to make stock. The boiled dandelion greens, called horta 
vrasta, are a favorite of mine. The first time my partner saw me bending 
over a steaming pot of greens, he backed away with confusion in his 
eyes. He reminded me of myself, ever an American child in Pappoús’ 
kitchen, so often perplexed at the strange Old World I stepped into 
every time I sat down at the table. Sometimes my eyes would go 
wide at a pile of squid tentacles or lamb hearts on the countertop, 
and I would run to find my mother to ask her to translate what was 
happening. Then the food and the stories would follow. That was how 
I learned that Pappoús had left his village for Italy in order to make a 
better life for himself and a family wracked by war and disease. As a 
tailor, he could save money and send some home.

After his apprenticeship and the war ended, Pappoús set his sights 
on Paris. On his journey there, he spent time in Germany. Auschwitz, 
the most terror-inspiring concentration camp of World War II, was 
recently converted to a museum and Pappoús was one of the first to 
walk through the infamous gates reading Arbeit macht frei (“Work 
sets you free”), as a patron. The museum was set up hastily, as Erin 
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Blakemore of the Smithsonian Magazine says, before vandals could do 
more damage than they already have to the site, but the haste seemed 
to lend a sense of urgency to the place. Pappoús tells us of the piles of 
abandoned glasses and shoes. There was a room filled with children’s 
clothes and playthings, and when my pappoús saw it, he wandered out 
into an open area to weep. 

Germany is the only place he travelled, to my knowledge, to have 
no recipe to remember it. In my mind, my pappoús left without a 
recipe, like an empty plate at our table to grieve the loss of those men, 
women, and children. The absence of a meal saying more than any food 
ever could. 

When he finally arrived in Paris, Pappoús found a city on its 
knees. Michael Kelly, author of War and Culture: The Lessons of Post-
war France, writes of the city’s struggle to rise from over four years of 
Nazi occupation and the considerable scars left behind. Parisians found 
themselves not only grappling with how to rebuild their damaged 
architecture, but a new national identity. When Elias arrived looking to 
establish himself as a master tailor, it was a city of dirt and depression. 
The food reflected the desperation of the times. Pappoús always refuses 
to eat venison later in life. 

“Too much like horse we ate in France,” he says.
Parisians have a long history of eating horse during hard times, 

Catherine Bremer of Reuters shares. It was a common practice as the 
city struggled to pull itself from aftershocks of wartime. It continued to 
be popular, to some degree, well into the late 20th century. 

Unable to find work as a tailor in those first few years, Pappoús 
had few choices. He did not arrive speaking French, so found work as 
a plongeur—a sort of garbage boy and dishwasher—in a restaurant. At 
night, he taught himself French from library books, much the same 
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way as he learned to read Greek as a boy. I still have his worn copy of 
Victor Hugo’s Les Miserables, in the original French and stolen from 
a Paris library. It is marked everywhere with the Greek notes used to 
teach himself after long hours in the restaurant.

He hated the work, but what he learned from observing in the 
kitchens influenced his cooking for the rest of his life. From watching 
the chef, he learned to cook his fish en papillote using parchment paper. 
The method, as recipe writer Danilo Alfaro of Spruce Eats shares, steams 
the fish delicately, so that it stays moist and delectable and allows the 
cook to infuse it with aromatics.

Pappoús serves his fish en papillote with fresh herbs and lemon 
slices, olives and crushed garlic tucked inside. He also learned to perfect 
his techniques for the French “mother sauces.” Shane Mitchell of 
Saveur Magazine calls these sauces the keys to unlocking all of French 
cuisine, and Pappoús used them to connect France with Greece as well. 
Two quintessential Greek dishes, moussaka and pasticcio, rely on one of 
the French mother sauces: Béchamel. 

Nine-year-old me watches Yia Yia and Pappoús work together 
in the kitchen to make moussaka—my yia yia sautés the lamb and 
slices potatoes and eggplant for the base while Pappoús slaves over the 
perfect béchamel. Once the meat, sauce, and vegetables are layered 
in a casserole dish, he folds rich yellow egg yolks and fresh shredded 
parmesan into the sauce that makes this version unique to Greek 
cuisine. Yia Yia, who loves garlic so much she is beginning to resemble 
a bulb of it (papery white skin and all roundness), sneaks slivers of 
it into the sauce as he works. The final bubbling mass is poured atop 
the dish and baked until golden. It tastes better than any moussaka 
anywhere thanks to that impossibly rich top layer.
My pappoús dies when I am just ten. He leaves a handful of recipes 
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behind, penned for my mother and me so that we could carry them 
on. He wrote them on now-brittle notebook paper and behind a veil of 
Greek characters and a shaky, Parkinson’s hand. While my mother does 
her best to decode them for me, I rely mainly on what is not written 
down to guide me—the stories he told and the scents and scenes of his 
kitchen—to reproduce them. On one, there is a jittery dolphin inked 
in a corner of the page. I remember that day very well—the day he told 
me of the ship that brought him to North America.

“They race the ship,” he says, but he does not know the English 
word dolphin, so he draws this shaky image for me—an otherworldly 
creature swimming along the margin of the page.

I see this drawing and imagine myself standing next to him at the 
bow of the ship, sailing to meet my yia yia for the first time. I wonder 
if he takes the dolphins as a sign of good things to come in his new 
country. They will have a marriage that lasts the rest of his life, and two 
children. It is not always joyful—they lose a third child, struggle to 
keep a tailoring business alive in the tumultuous 1960’s, and often fight 
in their old age—but in my memories of their kitchen, they always 
manage to find peace in the food. 

In a life that spans nearly an entire century, Pappoús found a way 
to distill its purpose to simple things that bring joy. For him, those 
things were the hum of his Singer sewing machine, lifting his only 
grandchild into his arms, and keeping his kitchen vibrant with good 
food and memories.

The recipe with the dolphin on it is for lamb with artichokes. It 
was his and my mother’s favorite dish. They are both gone now, but 
that day is alive in the roasted haunches of meat and fresh oregano in 
my own kitchen. I litter my countertop with garlic cloves and discarded 
artichoke petals—they are not unlike the flowers we leave on graves, 
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symbolizing the living that carry our legacies forward. I am bustling 
back and forth, laughing and pouring wine for gathered friends. My 
partner is there to chop the tomatoes. I have added my own elements 
to the dish now, and my stories join up with his. I sit at my table with 
my guests and begin to tell them about dolphins, white muslin, and 
the Gestapo. 
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CAMMA DUHAMELL

An Interview with Mary Elizabeth Pope

Tributaries Fiction Editor 
Camma Duhamell sat down 
for a virtual chat with 
novelist Mary Elizabeth 
Pope, this issue’s literary 
juror, to talk about her new 
book, The Gods of Green 
County (Blair, 2021), and 
all things writing.

Photo credit: Sharona Jacobs

Q: What motivated you to narrate The Gods of Green County from 

multiple perspectives?

A: The motivation to write The Gods of Green County from multiple 
perspectives is a pretty organic one: that's how the story came to 
me. I often "hear" the voices of characters, making their cases to me, 
explaining themselves, and that's what gets me writing. With the 
character of Coralee, I had the advantage of twenty years of listening 
to my grandmother's voice, but I had no sense of her inner life. I had 
to wait for that to come to me every bit as much as I had to wait for 
my grandfather's voice (who died when I was four), or Leroy's, who 
is a fictional character. Once I have enough of those snippets of their 
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voices, then I know who they are and what they'd say or do when faced 
with any circumstance.

Q: For this novel, what research did you have to do about mental 

illness and the societal institutions to treat it in the 1920s?

A: With regard to mental institutions, I was lucky to have access to my 
grandmother's mental health records from the state asylum where she 
was incarcerated for seven years. I know what her medications were and 
her treatments, and I know things she said to the doctors, as well as 
testimonies by family and friends who talked about her odd behavior, 
because those are all in her records too. As well, my father remembered 
things he saw when he visited her there. I did do some research, 
however, into electroshock therapy in some detail, because although 
it's still used today, the form of it my grandmother would have been 
exposed to in the 1940s would have been very primitive. I also watched 
Titicut Follies, which is an incredibly depressing documentary about 
the state hospital system here in Massachusetts, where I live. But it's 
filmed not too long after my grandmother left the state hospital, so it 
was probably a pretty accurate portrait of mental health treatment at 
the time.

Q: How starkly does the novel differ from your grandparents’ 

reality? Is it a loose adaptation?

A: My novel is a loose adaptation of my grandparents' experience. 
Coralee and Earl were based on my grandparents, and many of the 
major events in their lives are true to my grandparents' experiences. But 
once you throw another major character who is almost entirely fictional 
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(Leroy) into the narrative, that's where things get tricky. My standard 
answer to this question is that Coralee and Earl's stories are based on 
true events until about two-thirds of the way through the story, but 
almost any time Leroy appears, that's where the story deviates from 
what I know of my grandparents' experience.

Q: How do you write a novel? Is there a storyboard, do you write 

chapters in order or skip around, do you draft character sheets, is 

there a folder for research, paper or computer, etc.?

A: I’m not sure I can tell you how to write a novel, even after writing 
one. What I can tell you is how NOT to write a novel. For instance, 
don’t waste time editing until you have a full draft of the novel. I would 
often have a good run of days or weeks, and I’d think, “Well, that’s 
done. Now I can clean that up and move on to the next part.” But the 
truth is, I was wasting my time, because so much of what I thought was 
done, early on, ended up getting tossed. Also, another thing not to do 
is not be too wedded to a particular idea about what is going to happen 
in your novel. Your characters can surprise you. A minor character 
might end up being incredibly important, but when that character first 
appeared, he might just have been there to flesh out a scene. This was 
true with Lewis Hopkins’ character. He was just a deputy sheriff behind 
the counter answering Leroy’s questions when he first appeared. I had 
no idea he'd become so central to the unfolding of the story. This is 
also true with Sonny. He was just one of a list of examples of Cole’s 
hiring practices when he first appeared. I’m still sort of amazed at the 
lives they took on as the story unfolded.
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Q: Which do you find more satisfying, writing or editing?

A: I definitely find writing more satisfying, especially on the days it's 
going well. Editing, though, has its rewards too, in that it's sort of like 
sculpting your draft. You have this big, messy story that's too long and 
cumbersome, and with editing you get to shape it and make it really 
move. It's like watching your novel grow up, lose the rough edges, 
become more polished and presentable. I love that too.  
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NATHAN FROEBE, DMA

The Psychology of Final Fantasy: Surpassing the Limit Break
Edited by Anthony M. Bean, PhD
Leyline Publishing, Inc., 2020

Terra. A young girl of untold magical prowess marches through 
the biting blizzard in her giant anthropomorphic Magitek tank. 
Chimes ring out as deep strings swell and a harp glissandos like a snow 
flurry. A steady rhythmic thrum takes control as her machine lumbers 
forward and a sorrowful flute intones a plaintive melody. This is the 
opening scene of Final Fantasy VI for the Super Nintendo. It was also 
my first experience with a Final Fantasy title, and that game and its 
soundtrack have left an indelible mark upon me, as both a gamer and 
as a composer. Even today, Terra is present in my life as my dearest 
companion: a ten-year-old black Labrador who bears her name. The 
Final Fantasy series as a whole remains one of my steadfast favorites 
to engage with when gaming, and the treatment of its storytelling and 
music is a large part of that love. When I happened to chance upon 
a book that took a deep dive into the various psychological aspects of 
the series, I could not resist grabbing my magic staff and embarking on 
another quest in the realms of crystal-laden fantasies.

The Psychology of Final Fantasy: Surpassing the Limit Break is a 
collection of twelve essays from a variety of authors that examines the 
long-running video game franchise from a myriad of angles. Each essay 
focuses on a specific topic, and sometimes even a specific character or 
title in the Final Fantasy series. Despite this specificity, the book has 
been crafted by the authors in such a way to be accessible to anyone, 
regardless of one’s education or experience with psychology. Even then, 
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if you have not played every (or any!) game in the series, you will still 
be able to easily understand the concepts laid out in the character study 
presented. There does seem to be a specific emphasis on a few entries in 
the series, namely Final Fantasy VI, VII, IX, and X, which likely stems 
from those being some of the most well-regarded and influential entries 
in the series.

Rather than giving brief synopses on each chapter (and being that 
I am a musician), I am choosing to focus on two specific sections of 
the book and how I found their relation to music as a whole. I’ll give 
a quick overview at the end of this review about other topics that are 
covered in this collection. The two chapters I will focus on are:

• “The Storytelling of Final Fantasy” - Rachel Kowert
• “And So It Goes, On and On: Repetition in the Music of Final

Fantasy” - William Gibbons & Julianne Grasso

The very first essay in the book, “The Storytelling of Final 
Fantasy,” outlines something critical to understanding any analysis of 
these games: while there are many prominent Western influences, they 
are ultimately created by an Eastern company (Square Enix), and as 
such, are rooted in Eastern cultural two and storytelling. This chapter 
outlines a common Eastern form in stories: kishõtenketsu. Kishõtenketsu 
is comprised of four parts: introduction, development, plot twist, and 
conclusion. For me as a composer, this is an intriguing notion. Music 
also has multi-part forms in its construction, but they mostly tend 
to be binary or ternary in nature (AB or ABA, and endless variations 
thereof ). The quaternary nature of kishõtenketsu intrigues me as a new 
way of creating music, one that I am excited to employ in upcoming 
projects. The chapter also covers the concepts of bushidõ (the way of 
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the warrior, embodied by loyalty, duty, and honor), where it provides 
examples of conflicted characters who struggle when the concepts within 
bushidõ are in conflict. The chapter concludes with a discussion about the 
women presented in the franchise, emphasizing the number of lead roles 
and other prominent roles given to women throughout the series, which 
often eclipses traditional representation.

Hearkening to the beginning of this examination, the music that 
plays during FFVI’s opening (Terra’s theme) is brought back numerous 
times throughout the game, often with various transformations tailored 
to the scene or mood being depicted. This repetition is a crucial factor 
in music’s overall influence, but as the chapter “And So It Goes On and 
On: Repetition in the Music of Final Fantasy” points out, this repetition 
has another layer beyond the game itself. It also explores the repetition of 
the music outside of its given game in other entries in the series, or even 
outside of the games entirely.

 The authors discuss research regarding the repetition of music, its 
correlations to memory, and what effects they cause in the listener. They 
argue that the repetition of musical themes within a specific game and 
musical themes that reappear consistently across the franchise (such as 
the introductory Prelude) creates a unique cohesiveness and experience 
for the listener. It was interesting to see how they examined the music not 
just inside of the game it may appear in, but they examined the recurring 
musical themes across the franchise and the effects those particular 
themes have. They also highlighted how the music survives outside of the 
games, as the music of Final Fantasy is often presented in concert halls, 
subverting a traditionally “classical” space. As someone who has attended 
these concerts before, I noticed memories flooding my heart when hearing 
the music out of context, drawing me back to the stories, characters, and 
moments.
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Summary:

I would highly recommend that any fans of a Japanese-role 
playing game or a similarly styled game pick up this collection as it will 
offer you insights that will enrich your gameplay experiences, and not 
just within the Final Fantasy series. With the chapters being standalone 
essays, it makes it much easier to digest and process each one, and there 
is truly no order you need to read them in either. Each essay offers 
insightful viewpoints into the ways these games have been crafted and 
the various ways psychological tenets are employed to masterful effect 
in their storytelling. A chapter revolving around the symbolism of 
crystals and spiritual attunement was endlessly fascinating. It educated 
me on more Eastern philosophies that I had already been experiencing 
and could now re-experience with a deeper understanding when I 
revisit various titles (as I often do). There are further examinations of 
memory, identity, gender subtypes, parasocial dynamics, processing 
trauma, and so much more, each with excellently-detailed descriptions 
of how they are explored in the games. 

Now, pardon me as I log into Final Fantasy XIV to mount up 
in my own Magitek tank and search the world for adventure while 
listening to the melancholy tones of Terra’s Theme. I’m armed with new 
knowledge that will allow me to appreciate and embrace these fantastic 
fantasies.
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Jurors’ Statements

MARY ELIZABETH POPE

POETRY

Winner: “to my daughter, when you’re trying to decide,” Marijean 

Sanders

The two options presented in this poem—is the narrator a warrior or 
a mother?—become one in this poem using beautiful visual cues to 
show us the long and circuitous pathway the poem’s narrator travels.  
Tenderness and toughness coexist in this poem and in this mother’s 
consideration of the purpose for which her body is made.  

Second Place: “Yelling at Cars,” Terra Orndorff

This poem captures the innocence of childhood, haunted by all that is 
always circling on the periphery of our atmospheres, threatening harm.  
Adults directives, never explained, give this poem the dislocated feeling 
of an unnamable terror and demonstrates that errant adult behavior 
can cause harm to children, but well-intended adult behavior can 
cause harm just the same.  In this way we are left with the sense that 
harm to children by adults—regardless of their motives—is simply an 
unavoidable part of life.  

FICTION

Winner: “Espadas y la Plaga/The Sword and the Plague,” Mya 
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NATHANIEL KUZNIA

VISUAL ARTS

For creatives, the challenges of the past two years proved to be either 
stifling, motivating, or a grand limbo of middle ground involving a huge 
gray blob of an unidentified something that we were all trying to define. 
With so much to process, we were reminded that the arts can be an outlet. 
The arts can be therapy. Without a doubt, the arts are essential. During 
this period, perhaps more than ever, I admired the tenacity of the students 
that continued to adapt and persevere in their studies while guided by an 
outstanding faculty equally determined to both provide encouragement 
and facilitate their growth as artists. My sincere congratulations to all 
who submitted work in all forms to this year’s Tributaries. Please continue 
exploring, making, and sharing your gifts and voices.

Winner: “Analogous Egg Nest,” Julia Jackson

My choice for First Place is Analogous Egg Nest. Whether it is reflective 
of this time of year, or my own interjection of symbolism upon the 
nest and egg eliciting concepts relative to birth or new beginnings, this 
painting is impressive on multiple levels. The thoughtful execution 
involved with the mark-making and color choices make this image 
particularly striking. The rendering of the nest creates a dynamic portal 
quality that simultaneously captures the delicacy and strength of the 
structure while utilizing a palette that falls just outside our brain’s usual 
frame of reference. In turn, this relays a sense of peace, calm, and safety 
so necessary at this very moment on our pale blue dot. Congratulations, 
Julia Jackson.
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scholar of theopoetics, wrestling at the intersections of head and heart, 
truth and paradox, wonder and work, marrow and magic. She’s a mama 
of two, grad student, and amateur Latin dancer who currently resides in 
northern Indiana. Find her on Instagram @regressada.

RICHIE SCHENCK completed his Bachelor of Science in 
Communication Studies at IU East in December 2021. Richie enjoys 
using writing as a way to explore the human condition, and looks 
forward to exploring his voice more in future pieces. He currently lives 
in downtown Indianapolis and works as a sales and training executive 
for L'Oreal USA.

MANAV TANEJA is a second-year student majoring in Psychology 
at Indiana University East, as an online student. Born in Cleveland, 
Ohio, he spent half of his life in India and now resides in Huntsville, 
Alabama. His argumentative essay, “Violent Video Games and 
Aggression: Alignment Change” was included in Indiana University’s 
Celebration of Student Writing, 2021.

MATHEA TANNER is originally from Chicago, Illinois. She 
is a technical project manager by profession and spends her free 
time blacksmithing, welding, and raising chickens. She is a senior 
undergraduate at Indiana University East, completing a minor in Creative 
Writing, and has only been writing in earnest for the past year. Prior to 
Tributaries, she was unpublished in the area of creative fiction.

STEPHANIE VELAZQUEZ created this unusual vase based on Mayan 
and Aztec sculptures. She has always been interested in the archaeological 
finds discovered in Mexico.

along with her loud and loving family, has supported this gift since she 
first expressed a desire to nurture it. Clarissa will continue to write, no 
matter where she finds herself in the future.

JULIA JACKSON is a Junior at IU East, working towards a 
Bachelor's degree in Fine Arts. Inspired by music, literature, and 
horror films, she likes to explore the oddities of free imagination 
through her work, as well as copying from life.

ANGEL JUAN-LAMB is an undergraduate student majoring 
in elementary education at Indiana University East. She lives in 
Richmond, Indiana, and enjoys hiking and cooking.

TRAVIS LANG is a junior Communications major and sports 
broadcaster at IU East. He is also enlisted in the United States Marine 
Corps and will head to basic training in December 2022.

KATELYN LAWSON is an undergraduate at Indiana University East 
with a major in Psychology and minors in Women’s Studies 
and Neuroscience. In her free time she enjoys writing, pottery, and 
watching films. After graduation, Katelyn hopes to become a guidance 
counselor at a high school level.

ALEX LIVESAY is a second year student studying in the Science 
department at IU East. She is pursuing entrance into a naturopathic 
medical program. She hopes that focusing on her writing will serve 
her in pursuing advocacy for legislation on complimentary medicines.

TERRA ORNDORFF is a Communications Studies major with 
a minor in Creative Writing. With a life-long love of writing, she 
currently regales her husband, dog, and parrot with fiction and 
nonfiction stories and is learning to take the parrot's laughter as a 
compliment.

MARIJEAN SANDERS (email sent 3-19–pending approval) is a lay 
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MYA WHALEY is an undergraduate at IU East working toward a 
major in Biology and minors in Chemistry and Spanish. After 
graduating in Spring 2022, she plans on earning a Master's degree in 
Marine Science and Climate Change at the University of Gibraltar in 
Europe.
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