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   The patterns on Foundry Editions’ covers have been designed to capture the visual heritage of the Mediterranean. This one is inspired by a detail on a third century BCE Hellenic vessel. It was created by Hélène Marchal.

  

 
  
   Constantia Soteriou was born in Nicosia in 1975. Her novels Aishe Goes on Vacation and Voices Made of Soil were shortlisted for the Greek and Cypriot National Book Awards. Her short story ‘Death Customs’ was the winner of the 2019 Commonwealth Short Story Prize. Her short stories have been translated into English, Italian, Danish, Turkish, Serbian, and Ukrainian, and appeared on BBC Radio 4 to celebrate the tenth anniversary of the Commonwealth Short Story Prize.

   Lina Protopapa is a translator and literary critic based in Nicosia. Her translation of Constantia Soteriou’s ‘Death Customs’ from the Greek received the 2019 Commonwealth Short Story Prize, while her translation of Nikolas Kyriacou’s ‘The Debt’ was shortlisted for the same prize in 2020. Her work has appeared in Granta, adda, Fractal, and Hartis Magazine, and on BBC Radio 4.
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   Trauma always has a homeland: 
a village, a house, a battlefield, a camp, a country

   Libby Tata Arcel

  

 
  
   
Brandy Sour: The King

   They say that a barman invented the cocktail for King Farouk of Egypt in the 40s – a dark time for the king, who is already grown and in trouble, no longer the handsome, athletic boy charming Europe with his Western manners but a heavy, middle-aged man facing all kinds of political headaches in Egypt – and elsewhere, too – who has to conceal his fondness for alcohol. They say that he had come to Cyprus for a break after a trip to England; that he stayed in Platres, the island’s most cosmopolitan village; and that he lodged in the only hotel that could possibly host him, the Forest Park. They say that he stayed in the village for a single night – just time enough to compose himself. They say that he had booked an entire floor of the hotel and had shut himself away in a room for hours and hours, eating and drinking – as he always did – and smoking too. They say that what keeps you awake at night in Platres are the nightingales, but what keeps Farouk awake are the problems back in his country; his break-up with Farida, who gives him nothing but daughters; the English and the French, who keep running their greedy hands all over Egypt; his belly, which keeps growing bigger and bigger. They say he was spotted opening the window that night and breathing in the sweet smells of the village – the lavender and the perfume of the ancient pine trees that cover the long Troodos mountain range and reach all the way down to the village – and the chill of the night that carries the world’s secrets. They say that he’d had a rough day, that he’d previously met with the island’s English governor and that they’d got into an argument. The crisis that will pull him from the throne is only a few years away. The death of him. Farouk is tired. They say that, his head heavy from all the food and politics, he left his attendants in the room and went to the bar incognito. They say that he sat at the hotel bar alone and asked the barman to fix him something. “Fix me something,” said Farouk to the barman. “Fix me something to drink that doesn’t look like a drink, fix me something that doesn’t look like it contains alcohol, fix me something that isn’t what it seems, put in a bit of that good brandy of yours that I like so much. Oh and add some lemon too – I like your lemons.” It’s true what he said about our lemons, we have good lemons. The man behind the bar listened sympathetically to Farouk and poured all his mastery into a drink worthy of kings who want to deceive people: he added brandy to help the king forget and lemonade to sweeten him, but also sour lemons to remind the king of his sorrows and Angostura bitters to make him bitter, and he poured it all into a highball glass so the drink would resemble an iced tea. “Here you go!” Before you fill the glass with all the ingredients, you must first sugar its rim. And, lastly, you must top it all off with a sweet little cherry. A maraschino cherry. King Farouk tastes the drink the barman makes for him and he sighs. He likes its sweetness and its sourness, and he likes how it leaves a bitter aftertaste on his tongue that reminds him of Egypt. He sits at the bar and talks for hours to the man who had fixed his drink. The crisis that will pull him from the throne is only a few years away. The death of him. But everything seems distant this evening, with the drink that sweetens him and leaves a bitter aftertaste in his mouth. When he leaves the island the following morning, he takes with him fourteen okkas of halloumi, twenty-one okkas of sour cherry jam, three okkas of lavender tea, two okkas of that damask rose lotion that soothes his skin after the harsh sun, seven bottles of Commandaria, and the complaints of the employees to whom he left not one mil in tips. Despite pressure from Farouk, the barman refuses to give the king the recipe of the drink he created for him, and Farouk leaves, his luggage packed with everything but this secret recipe for the cocktail, the one made especially for him, the one made for people who want to deceive. The barman will take the secret recipe and the secrets of the king to his new job, to the new Big Hotel that will shortly sprout in the island’s capital. This is the new drink he will serve in the cool verandas, in nice highball glasses, full of secrets and brandy and lemonade. Cyprus has good lemons. It’s a good drink, brandy sour. They say that King Farouk liked it a lot. It’s a Cypriot drink that the barman will subsequently make famous, that he will serve to actresses and cosmonauts and kings and guerrillas in the Big Hotel that will later appear. It’s a Cypriot drink, with ingredients from our island, that you serve in a tall glass after you sugar its rim, a drink full of cognac and lemonade that seems and tastes innocent but is not. It’s a drink worthy of kings who want to deceive people, a drink that isn’t what it seems to be, that looks like iced tea and that you can drink publicly without anyone knowing what it contains. It’s a drink full of secrets – that’s why it was made here. Cognac, lemons, and Angostura to make you bitter – it’s not a brandy sour if it doesn’t make you bitter.

   Brandy sour

   In a highball glass:

   1 part cognac

   2–3 drops Angostura bitters

   Lemonade

   Sour lemons

   Soda water

   1 glazed cherry on a toothpick

   We rim the glass with sugar

   We decorate with a slice of lemon and the cherry, and we offer it to the king.

  

 
  
   
Lavender tea: The Jew

   The nightingales wake him at the break of dawn. Whatever the weather, he always leaves the window slightly open so that he can hear them. The singing of the birds and the cool air remind him of Zurich and Germany. Then he drinks the hot lavender tea that the young maid leaves on the bedside table and goes for a walk up in the mountains. He knows the villagers find him odd. In a village full of labourers and farmers, people find it strange that somebody would so eagerly seek physical exercise and the weariness that comes with it. Nevertheless, they greet him on their way to work: “Good morning, Mr Architect. Enjoy your walk, Mr Benzion.” They are open-hearted people, simple and friendly, and they insist on treating him to figs and other delicacies. He declines all the gifts except the lavender bunches, which he hands over to the maid so she can prepare his hot lavender tea in the morning. It’s wonderful, this tea – so typical of the village, so aromatic and luscious. He didn’t know lavender was a thing you could drink, a thing you could eat. His mother only used it to perfume her clothes and her linen. Mother, lavender, Zurich, Germany, the cold. “Good morning, Mr Benzion. Enjoy your walk, Mr Architect.” His mother, her lavender, his Zurich, their Germany, the cold. He thinks about all this all the time as he walks in the morning, or rather he walks all the time so he might forget all of this. No one in the village knows how he ended up on the island – who brought him here, how long after the war he arrived – nor do they know why he is so highly sought after, so much so that no house, no building, no hotel is constructed without him. He seems to be involved in everything, and everyone wants his advice: let’s ask Mr Benzion, they say, let’s see what he thinks. Nor does anyone know much about him: who he really is, where his loved ones are, if he likes being here all the time, and if he enjoys what he does. All they know is that he demands good pay – “he is a Jew, after all,” they say, repeating the trope they have heard, as though he weren’t the first Jew they had ever met; that he dislikes the heat and drinking – he loathes alcohol – and that he always speaks slowly and softly, with his hands in the pockets of his black jacket; that he only ever wears black; and that his English is inflected with a heavy German accent. And he doesn’t say much either, he’s a man of few words: “He talks like a man who knows fear or who has once known fear,” the village priest once said about him. A man who loves walls more than he loves other people, that kind of man. A man who loves walls only, stones only, buildings only. His mother, her lavender, his Zurich, their Germany, the cold. That kind of man. Everyone on the island – the English governors and the local bourgeoisie too – respects him. Perhaps they are even a little intimidated by him. He doesn’t feel at ease with anyone, but what he does feel is a slight affinity with the simple villagers who offer him their lavender. After all, he is not on the island to make friends; he is here to build houses, he is a man who loves walls. His first project was a cinema theatre in Limassol, a building with sharp lines – austere, like him. That’s the building Skyrianides, a rich merchant from the village, sees; that’s why he asks him to oversee the construction of his new hotel, the Forest Park. Others will follow. Everyone who’s anyone in the city wants a house designed by “the Jew”. As long as they can afford it. And as long as they can convince him. As a matter of fact, they say he isn’t too adamant about keeping to his sharp Zurich lines, that he is willing to accommodate the owners’ wishes, that he is willing to build them the houses they want. If one knew him better, one would think he likes to make people happy. But nobody knows him. For a few years, he goes back and forth between Jaffa, Limassol, and Platres. His cold. Jaffa is too warm for his taste – too warm to bear, really. And there is a lot he can no longer bear. Platres. His cold. Sometimes he even thinks he could stay here forever, in the village with the nightingales that wake him at the break of dawn. He could stay here forever if he wanted to. “You could stay here forever, if you wanted,” the maid tells him in the morning as she leaves his bed to prepare lavender tea for the two of them. It’s wonderful, this tea – so characteristic of the village, so aromatic and luscious. He didn’t know that lavender was a thing you could drink, a thing you could eat. He didn’t know he could be thinking of staying here forever. His cold. It’s never cold in Nicosia. The city is a boiling pit in the summer. It’s a lot like Jaffa, only with a dried-up river, the Pedieos, and with space enough for a new hotel. “This is something only you could do, something only you could design,” Skyrianides tells him. He offers him iced lavender tea flavoured with honey in a tall glass full of ice. He didn’t know that you could also drink this tea iced, he didn’t know that only he could build this new gem of a hotel, the most exquisite hotel in the Middle East and the Mediterranean too. Skyrianides gives him full permission to build the walls of his dreams, as long as there’s something of the island about them, something of its stones, something of its colours and its tradition. “Something of the island’s heat,” he tells him. His cold. He could stay here forever, in the village. He didn’t know that lavender was a thing you could drink, a thing you could eat – he didn’t know. Instead, at daybreak, he leaves for Bellapais Abbey; he strolls around the monastery’s courtyard for days on end, studying the building. If you were to look at the new hotel he designs on the banks of the river, you would easily make out the lines and the architectural principles of the monastery in the yellow sandstone so typical of the buildings all over the island, in the pointed arches, in the antefixes. The hotel comprises three floors; ninety-three rooms, each with its own bathroom and telephone; a dining room; a ballroom; and 1,350 electric bulbs that light it up. Seen from a distance, the pointed arches in the portico, at the entrance, and on the facade, together with the tall windows, resemble lavender flowers.

   Lavender tea

   A small bunch of dried lavender flowers

   Very hot water

   You let the flowers steep in the hot water for two minutes

   You strain

   You flavour with honey, if you wish

   Helps you forget.
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