
MONEYBALL and The BIG SHORT 
• LOVE or HATE • JAPANESE JAZZ • TED LASSO •
 The DRESSMAKER • SIGNS of the SOJOURNER  

XE PLOITS
an  UN WINNABLE publication

ISSUE  31

OCTOBER 2020



Editor in Chief | Stu Horvath 

EXPLOITS 
A Magazine Dedicated to the Reasons We Love Things

Managing Editor | Melissa King

Music Editor | Ed Coleman

Books Editors | Noah Springer, Levi Rubeck

Movies Editor | Amanda Hudgins 

Television Editor | Sara Clemens

Games Editor | Khee Hoon Chan

Copyright © 2020 by Unwinnable LLC

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may 
not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever 
without the express written permission of the publisher 
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Unwinnable LLC does not claim copyright of the 
screenshots and promotional imagery herein. Copyright 
of all screenshots within this publication are owned by 
their respective companies

Unwinnable
820 Chestnut Street
Kearny, NJ 07032

www.unwinnable.com

For more information, email: 
info@unwinnable.com

Subscribe | Store | Submissions 

This machine kills fascists.

http://www.unwinnable.com
mailto:info%40unwinnable.com?subject=Hello%20Unwinnable%21
http://www.unwinnable.com/subscribe/
http://shop.unwinnable.com/
http://www.unwinnable.com/submissions/


H U MA NIT Y  in  t h e  MAC HI N E
b y  E v a n  D e n n i s

On the face of it, there doesn’t appear to be much that connects 2011’s Mon-
eyball, an underdog story about a baseball team that shocked everyone in 

2002, to 2015’s The Big Short, a dark comedy about how banks nearly destroyed 
the world’s economy just half a decade later. However, the two movies do share 
quite a few aspects: they were both based on books written by the same author 
(Michael Lewis), both were produced by and star Brad Pitt and they both take 
subject matter that at face value looks nearly incomprehensible and manage to 
make it all understandable and genuinely engrossing. Rewatching them, how-
ever, there was another interesting commonality that was contrasted between the 
two: the “human factor” involved in the complex stories the two films are about. 
Despite being “just about numbers,” both movies depict characters who realize 
low and high points of human nature within complex systems.

For all its talk of mortgage backed securities and collateralized debt obligations, 
The Big Short does a remarkable job of educating its audience in how banks turned 
what was originally a simple and sound investment strategy into an atomic bomb 
that wiped out trillions of dollars, and how some people figured out how to make 
money betting on a worst case scenario. While a fun crash course on the subject, 
the movie ends on a hollow note as it follows three groups of Wall Street investors 
who didn’t just find a way to make the score of a lifetime, but ended up discovering 
just how broken their line of work truly was. Every person involved knows that 
they bet on the world falling apart and that “the people in charge” were the ones 
responsible; as one of them notes while standing in an empty room of a former 
bank, they were expecting “grown-ups” to be there. The tragedy of The Big Short 
is that the collapse was indeed caused by human error. Despite being a system 
everyone distrusted, no one thought it could’ve been decimated in the way that it 
was by people who didn’t know better or didn’t care. The very people who believed 
that “it could never get that bad” were the ones responsible for it becoming so.

Moneyball, conversely, has a much more uplifting story of utilizing hidden 
mathematics to transform a system. What was striking about reading and watch-
ing Moneyball was seeing how baseball, over decades of archaic methodology, 
ended up valuing players entirely on subjective attributes: how they “looked” on 



the field, their attitude and what was actually a very small sample of a player’s 
performance. Billy Beane experienced this flawed method’s effects firsthand, and 
it explains his anti-establishment attitude of going against his team’s scouts and 
embracing the radical idea of using actual statistical analysis to recruit players. 
But it’s not until after a rocky start to the A’s 2002 season when Beane and Jonah 
Hill’s character start actually talking to players individually, explaining their new 
conservative strategy of focusing on getting people on base in the least risky way 
possible. As one player notes, “I’ve never seen a GM talk to players like that,” to 
which Beane responds, “You’ve never seen a GM who was a player.” Like the char-
acters in The Big Short, Beane is someone who witnessed the system’s faults first-
hand and became disillusioned with them, but instead of settling with the horrific 
realization that it was people who caused said faults, he refocuses on treating his 
own players like people to upend how the system works. By embracing the num-
bers, he ends up instilling a newfound sense of humanity into the game.

Reading the original books is a surprisingly rewarding experience, both in see-
ing exactly what got translated into film, and also what got cut for adaptation’s 
sake. While I do wish some stuff from both of the original works did make their 
way into the newer projects (such as a scene in The Big Short where Ryan Gos-
ling’s character ended up shaking down the actual bank Steve Carell worked for), 
I have to say that both movies work about as well as possible in getting the gist 
of both books across. The Big Short takes really dense subject matter and makes 
it amazingly accessible, and Moneyball refocuses on just Beane’s own story and 
the A’s 2002 season while cutting out a lot of superfluous aspects from the book. 
Just like the stories they tell, these movies are outstanding at finding the human 
core centered within two real world examples of people working within and ulti-
mately against a system, for worse and better. U



MU S I C

JAPANESE JAZZ – Jazz is often treated as 
difficult and unapproachable music; but in 
Japan, these complex harmonic structures can 
be found in most walks of life. From coffee 
shops to supermarkets, the adventurous and 
difficult sounds ranging from Paul Desmond 
to Michael Brecker can be heard emanating 
from the Tannoy speakers. As a jazz nerd and 
musician, I was transfixed to find out why. 
This is when I reached out to Yosuke Sato, 
a legendary session musician and alto saxo-
phonist most recognized for his time on tour 
with American jazz singer, Gregory Porter. 

“I remember it was around the late half of 
the 1990s when I was out in society after my 
university graduation that jazz music could 
be heard in the streets in Japan.  At that time 
jazz rapidly started to dominate important 
positions in the background music scenes of 
cafes, bookstores, yakitori bars and so on, as 
if it’s saying jazz is the most suitable ambience 
music that delivers sophisticated adults nice 
vibes. That even though it fills up the space of 
conversation, it doesn’t disturb people’s ear.”

This correlates with the astronomical rise of 
smooth jazz throughout the 1990s. The foun-
dations of smooth jazz were set with ground-
breaking albums like George Benson’s Breezin’ 

and Grover Washington Jr’s Mister Magic in 
the 1970s. However, it wasn’t until the genre 
was fully gentrified by white artists like David 
Sanborn and Kenny G that smooth jazz took 
off to the stratosphere, invading the airwaves 
of public spaces across the planet. For Yosuke, 
however, the relationship between his genera-
tion of artists and jazz started in earnest with 
the start of the American occupation. 

“After World War II, Japan, as a defeated 
country, had a tidal wave of Americanization 
and one of them was jazz music. Music that 
delivered to [people’s] ears were mostly cre-
ated by a Western musical foundation. Even 
Enka music, though people say it represents 
the Japanese soul, could never be composed 
without [the] Western harmonic system. It 
was unusual to experience genuine Japanese 
traditional music in ordinary Japanese life.”

The jazz explosion of the early 20th century 
reached far beyond Western shores. Through-
out the 1920s and 30s, Japanese composers 
and musicians such as Ryoichi Hattori, Koichi 
Sugii and superstar trumpeter Fumio Nanri 
were starting to make waves both in and out 
of Japan, innovating traditional Japanese folk 
songs with jazz rhythm and trademark har-
monic ii-V-I chord structures. Pre and post-
war, however, these serious contributions to 
the art form were expunged from history. 
This is in part due to Japan’s banning of jazz 
in the 1940s (which didn’t really work, as 
jazz was much too popular by then), but the 
American invasion post-war brought about 
the steady introduction of American jazz 
and the international lambasting of Japanese 
jazz. This influx of American jazz iconogra-
phy, over time, became the cultural norm and 
the expected sound throughout jazz venues 
across the country. 



“Jazz houses, where I’ve mostly been per-
forming at these four years after my return to 
Japan, seem to have an apparent musical ori-
entation that says ‘authentic swing and mod-
ern jazz is the best.’ Customers . . . demand to 
enjoy tunes that used to be heard on the radio 
when they were young, like Benny Goodman, 
Nat King Cole, Art Blakey & Jazz Messengers, 
and even more.” Yosuke continues. “I have 
met so many Japanese musicians who want 
to play like American jazz musicians, but on 
the other hand, I’ve never met American jazz 
musicians who want to play like Japanese, 
even though they were amazed by Japanese 
playing and paid maximum respect to them.”

This desire to emulate great American play-
ers is understandable. I have spent far too 
many hours trying to get my fingers around 
Coltrane’s changes and Rollins’ gorgeous into-
nation. But as a white man, I have the privi-
lege to emulate these genius sounds while still 
owning my identity. A post-war anti-Japanese 
sentiment perpetrated by the US in Japan has, 
as Yosuke tells me, created a culture “in which 
we denied our culture, threw it away and 
overwrite it with [a] Western one.” 

Yosuke has made serious waves in reclaim-
ing Japanese jazz and helping to nurture a free 
jazz movement within the clubs of Tokyo. 
Though a session musician by trade, his album 
with Swedish pianist Jan Lundgren, Furosato, 
brings Japanese jazz back to its roots with a set 
of traditional Japanese folk songs in the jazz 
style. Yosuke’s airy, ethereal tone floats across 
gorgeous piano voices, letting the melody sing 
through clearly whilst intermittent jazz licks 
add an extra, truly delicious dimension on top 
of a stunning canopy of sound. 

Yosuke sees his work as a “good mission, 
passing the torch to a younger generation and 
fostering the vibe as, ’We can be as we are.’ I 
don’t want to spend my life just to be a good 
imitator of somebody else, I want to grow my 
own harvest of music from my life, my body 
and my culture. So, someday, that some young 
musician in the world is going to admire Japa-
nese musicians, like ‘I wanna play music as 
[the] Japanese do.’”

With the increasing awareness of Japan’s 
contributions to jazz both past and present, 
this day will come sooner rather than later. 

– Michael Weber

“When Love Was King,” by Gregory Porter
“A Foggy Day,” by Louis Armstrong & Ella Fitzger-
ald

“Strange Meadow Lark,” by The Dave Brubeck 
Quartet

“Love For Sale,” by Cannonball Adderley
“Naima,” by John Coltrane
“St. Thomas,” by Sonny Rollins
“How We Do,” by Joshua Redman Quartet
“Modus Operandy,” by Michael Brecker
“Kitte No Nai Okurimono (a Gift Without Post 
Stamps),” by Yosuke Sato & Jan Lundgren

“It Could Happen To You,” by 福居良
“Alone, Alone and Alone,” by Terumasa Hino
“Long Yellow Road,” by Toshiko Akiyoshi
“バウンシング・イン・マイ・ニユー・シュー
ズ,” by Makoto Ozone
“3 Wrong Notes,” by Hiromi, Lenny White, Stanley 
Clarke

“Monad,” by Soil & “Pimp” Sessions
“Sepia,” by Indigo Jam Unite

Listen now on Spotify

PLAYLIST
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https://open.spotify.com/playlist/04gotwR5o4wOMS8hupJwY2?si=zbwh6Y3OR76hG7mA_anaNQ


LOVE or HATE – Love or Hate is an erotic 
manhwa about maturing, toxic relationships 
and change. It focuses on a love triangle of 
sorts between Haesoo, a cynical romance col-
umnist, his former stepbrother and famous 
actor Joowon, and Taekyung, a lewd art pho-
tographer. The story follows the complicated 
relationships of these three characters as they 
navigate real emotional connections, com-
plexities that they seem completely unable to 
fully comprehend or untangle. 

But first, I suppose, the sex. 
There’s this fanfiction tag “the porn is the 

plot” and that is kind of what is going on here. 
While Youngha has conveniently constructed 
a fiction wherein sex is integrally plot relevant 
and also tied to the careers of two of the main 
characters, it is also character building. The 
sex is the point for Love or Hate, and how it 
is depicted is used to tell a story; how Hae-
soo and Joowon cannot seem to stay apart; 
how Taekyung is taking care of Haesoo; how 
Haesoo treats his body like a commodity; how 
Joowon treats Haesoo like a schoolboy lay. It’s 
in the physicality of their physical offerings. 

Sex can mean a lot of things in real life, 
but frequently in media it’s just meant to be 
sexy. But in good media it imparts additional 
information (or in shitty pulp movies, sexual 
violence is there to tell you that a character is 
evil). When our ethical sluts come together in 
Love or Hate, it has meaning, whether they’re 
fooling around in a car on the way to dinner 
or getting fingered in a photography studio. 
Here it’s layered in jealousy and feelings of 
inadequacy and intimacy; what does it mean 
to fall in love, can we do it for the first time 
in our twenties, when it’s been twisted up this 
whole time into something else.   

It’s easy to dismiss sexual content, especially 
something as clearly explicit as Love or Hate as 
simply “porn.” It’s mature content, of course. 
While the artistic decision has been made to 
replace the penises with glowing white phal-
luses, the intention for titillation is clearly still 
present in the comic overall. There’s nothing 
wrong with that, especially when it’s packaged 
around characters as compelling and complex 
as the ones we’re given in Love or Hate. 

– Amanda Hudgins

B O O K S



VENUS in the BLIND SPOT – Look, when they 
release a new Junji Ito hardcover, I buy it. I 
don’t make the rules. This latest one, though, is 
kind of an odd fit for just about anyone except 
Ito completists. For those coming in cold, 
it’s got several emblematic stories, including 
“Billions Alone,” which is particularly haunt-
ing at this precise moment in history, and 
“The Licking Woman.” And Ito’s adaptation 
of Edogawa Rampo’s “The Human Chair” is 
worth the price of admission all by itself.

But it also boasts this weirdo autobiograph-
ical tale about Ito’s relationship with the works 
of Kazuo Umezu, which may mystify anyone 
largely unfamiliar with both. Strangest of all, 
it reprints a couple of stories that have already 
been collected in Viz’s hardcover Ito series. 
These feature new color pages that help to 
change the experience, but I’d much rather 
have gotten more previously-uncollected tales 
than retreads of familiar ones.

– Orrin Grey

B O O K S

HEAVEN OFFICIAL’S BLESSING – Heaven 
Official’s Blessing is only the second danmei 
novel that I’ve read (after the other Mò Xiāng 
Tóngxiù novel the Grandmaster of Demonic 
Cultivation – the inspiration for the popular 
Netflix show The Untamed) and it’s a far finer 
scoped and better plotted book than the first. 
Heaven Official’s Blessing follows a disgraced 
God and their most devoted follower; it cov-
ers a span of over 800 total years and while 
that could definitely drag, somehow it man-
ages to fill that near millennia with the rise 

and fall of empires, interpersonal conflicts, 
and a romance worth caring about. 

Perhaps due to a crack down in explicit 
material involving gay couplings, there is no 
explicit material in Heaven Official’s Blessing, 
but there is a lot of romance; kissing as a plot 
point! 800 years of yearning! A boy who will 
literally enact your grudges long after you’ve 
forgotten the shape of them! It’s a compelling 
story, and if you’re interested in danmei, I rec-
ommend trying it out.

– Amanda Hudgins



The DRESSMAKER – Dressed in black, the 
outsider steps into the dusty main street, glanc-
ing at the familiar general store, church, school-
house. She’s here to clean up this old town with 
her signature weapon – a sewing machine. 
Welcome to one of my favorite movies and my 
ultimate revenge film: The Dressmaker. 

Kate Winslet stars in this dark tragicomedy 
set in the small town of Dungatar, in northern 
Victoria. Although pistols have been swapped 
for sewing machines and the setting has been 
moved from the Wild West to the Outback, 
this film plays like a proper old-fashioned 
Western. Director Joceyln Morehouse 
described it herself as “Clint Eastwood’s 
Unforgiven with a sewing machine”.

Morehouse frames Winslet’s Tilly, our anti-
hero, as the classic outsider – rejected by the 
town and back after decades of absence. She 
wants to solve the mystery at the center of her 
own identity and exile. To do this, she uses 
her skills as the quickest sewer in the South 
to make clothes that reveal the townspeople’s 
beauty, trying to redeem both them and her-
self. She begins to repair her relationship with 
her mother – she finds the possibility of love 
and happiness with Teddy (played by Liam 

Hemsworth in frequent states of undress). But 
a well-made tragedy will always hit its high in 
the second act, followed by devastation and 
loss – which The Dressmaker does with heart-
breaking effect. 

With love and beauty stripped away, Tilly 
has nothing left to lose. She sets out to expose 
the secret rotten core of the town. Tilly’s 
plucky ragtag team of allies are rejected for 
being unable, or unwilling, to conform. The 
supposedly upstanding townspeople’s crimes 
are papered over with a thin veneer of respect-
ability – but Tilly and her misfits rip this away. 
The placid calm of middle-class, heteronor-
mative morality is laid bare for the cruel and 
abusive hypocrisy that it is. Blood is spilled. 
Fire rages. An amateur dramatics competition 
is undermined. 

This retribution is not without sacrifice and 
sorrow. To exact revenge, each of the outsid-
ers must relinquish their tenuous foothold in 
Dungatar. In classic comedies the good get 
happy endings. In The Dressmaker the good 
lose everything and, in the end, we must be 
satisfied that the bad get exactly what they 
deserve.

– Hannah Copestake

MOV I E S



MOV I E S

LACE CRATER – Lace Crater is a movie 
about your slut friend. 

Sometime in the 2010s, a New Yorker 
called Ruth takes a trip to the Hamptons. 
Late at night, rolling on MDMA, she hooks 
up with Michael (a burlap-ensconced ghost, 
who’s been haunting the guest house since 
Ruth was a child). Afterwards, she comes 
down with an otherworldly STD. “I had 
sex with something,” a nauseated Ruth later 
describes her encounter to her horrified 
friend Claudette. “It wasn’t human. I just 
wanted to feel him inside me.”

And even if Ruth comes to lose every part 
of her old life, it’s never necessary. A ghostly 
STD can hurt you, but human cruelty is the 
only thing that can push you to the margins. 
Lace Crater, maybe, is a reminder that you’re 
never quite as sick as you think you are. No 
matter what creatures you fuck.

– Violet Adele BlochSTARSHIP TROOPERS – When I first saw 
Paul Verhoeven’s lampoon of fascism back in 
the late 90s, I didn’t like it. You can blame the 
marketing or the fact that I was 12, but I didn’t 
pick up on the satire. Now, rewatching it 20 
years later, Starship Troopers’ commentary is 
still relevant, if less than subtle. Fascist milita-
rism has taken control of mankind as they try 
to maintain control of the universe through 
violence, echoing the American military in-
dustrial complex and our culture of commod-
ifying violence. While I appreciate the satire, 
and recognize that this meant to be a Michael 
Bay-esque movie for the 2500s generation, I 
still just don’t enjoy the movie. Surely that’s the 
point at some level, but I also hate the char-
acters, acting and set design. With all that to 
dislike, it overwhelms my enjoyment of the 
potentially interesting commentary. 

– Noah Springer

CHILD’S PLAY (2019) – Needs more 
Aubrey Plaza. (What doesn’t?) That’s it. That’s 
the whole blurb.

– Orrin Grey
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TED LASSO – I watched The Godfather Part II a 
long, long time ago, and I’ve never wanted to go 
back to it. The tension of waiting for on-screen 
bad people to do bad things (or sympathetic 
characters to misbehave in ways they know 
they shouldn’t) is not a feeling I like, especially 
when, as is often the case, a film or program 
drags that tension out until I’d commit arson 
myself just for something to happen.

Succession  is not a success for me.  Peep 
Show makes my pee pee hole clench up. I’d tell 
you that The Office is an offense but it wouldn’t 
be strong enough, not even for wordplay’s 
sakes. The Office can fuck right off. I want TV 
to be a pleasure, not an ordeal, no matter how 
exquisitely it humanizes its adulterous gang-
ster politicians.

In the arsehole-flavored sea of Peak TV, Ted 
Lasso  is a chocolate-milk spouting oasis on 
a dessert island,  The Good Place  with foot-
ball instead of philosophy or Parks and Rec-
reation  with all that park grass being put to 
good use. The titular Ted (Jason Sudeikis) is 
Mister Rogers: the American football coach, 
who takes over a mediocre English soccer 
team (despite knowing nothing about the 
sport) but is more interested in personal 
development than winning or losing.

It’s a fairly standard fish-out-of-water com-
edy scenario. The main twist is that the fish 
actually enjoys the fresh air and thinks that, 
with a bit of optimism and mutual respect, we 
could really make this thing work. Ted would 
have Michael Corleone rehabilitated within a 
week and within two have him contributing 
meaningfully on the pitch (but more impor-
tantly in his teammates’ hearts).

Some of  Ted Lasso’s humor does rely on 
playing with stereotypes, which is a danger-
ous game. It’s doubly dangerous when the 
show is created and largely written by white 
males. From the episodes I’ve seen so far, it’s a 
game that those writers at least realize they’re 
playing, and it helps that the show’s funniest 
and most engaging characters are the (only) 
two women, Juno Temple and Hannah Wad-
dingham, and Nick Mohammad.

Ted Lasso  never coerces me into 
empathizing with characters who don’t 
deserve it or punishes me for my complicity. 
I love it. I’m only halfway through the season 
but I’ve already thrown all my sliced bread out 
of the window of my house, shouting after it 
“I don’t need you anymore. Something better 
has finally come along.”

– Declan Taggart



T E L EV I S IO N

The WITCHER – For reasons I don’t fully 
understand, I randomly watched the first 
episode of The Witcher on Netflix. I am sur-
prised how much I like it. I am surprised at 
how immediately I cared about the charac-
ters and lore that I had previously siloed in 
the videogame section of my brain, unwilling 
to  submit them to a different interpretation 
(I’ve not read the books, either). I am down-
right shocked at how much I like Henry 
Cavill’s Geralt, particularly his quipping and 
his Tom Hardy-ish grunting. This, in spite 
of whatever animal they stapled to his head. 
Will I watch more? I don’t know. I hear Anya 
Chalotra’s turn as Yennefer is worth it. I also 
know there is a hedgehog guy in it later, I 
am not sure I can take that seriously. Maybe 
watching just one episode and reveling in the 
potential without having to witness the mis-
steps is a good strategy.      

– Stu Horvath

RAISED by WOLVES – 90% of the way 
through the season, I think I like this show. 
There’s some weird mother-worship that 
I still can’t tell if they’re going to say some-
thing with, but the titles are dope and there 
are some excellent mullets.

– Sara Clemens

PEN15 – In a recent interview, young actor 
Dylan Gage was confused about what people 
did all day 20 years ago. We didn’t have You-
Tube, memes weren’t a thing yet, and video-
games were real lame (please chill Goldeneye 
fans, I’m just reporting Dylan’s words). What 
did we do? Well, if this Zoomer baby would 
only watch the show he’s featured in, Pen15, 
he could see exactly what preteens and teen-
agers did in 2000 in excruciating detail. The 
show’s second season’s precise reflection of 
my junior high school experience is exqui-
site. I’ve never seen nostalgia crafted with 
such painful accuracy in my life, and at the 
same time give me a deeper understanding 
of a period that I personally experienced. 
Pen15 is completely sewn into the fabric of 
the era in which it is based, and, simultane-
ously, a timeless exploration of the emotions 
and experiences of any classic coming-of-age 
story.

– NOAH SPRINGER

https://www.thedailybeast.com/thats-so-gay-how-pen15-nailed-the-heartbreaking-experience-of-the-closeted-y2k-middle-schooler?ref=home
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SIGNS of the SOJOURNER – I left my tiny, 
pit stop village in order to save it. I needed 
to prove our value to a pragmatic carava-
neer with a permanent scowl; our village’s 
survival depended on staying on her trade 
route. The caravan trundled through new and 
vibrant locations where I desperately bartered 
with fellow merchants for goods. The world 
expanded and I struggled to adapt my pro-
vincial outlook. Locals spoke of their desires 
and problems and I absorbed their words like 
a sponge.

I discovered how much I’d changed upon 
returning home. My best friend, who’s also 
my adoptive brother, could hold a conversa-
tion with me only because he brimmed with 
empathy. Others took note of this gap in our 
experiences – our new-found difficulty con-
necting was sad, but inevitable. I left again 
and again, accreting more foreign man-
nerisms and phrases at the expense of the 
speech my mother taught me. My brother 
remarked, almost mournfully, how my voice 
had changed over time.

Echodog’s Signs of the Sojourner is a deck-
building game about learning how to con-

nect with people through conversation – and 
learning to do so with authenticity. You travel 
a world connected through trade, forging con-
nections with merchants in order to save the 
shop you own with your brother. You place 
cards form a limited deck, matching symbols 
relating to personality traits: practicality, cre-
ativity, logic and deference, among others.

You succeed by chaining cards together, 
which preserves the flow of conversation, 
earns the merchants’ trust and perhaps some 
goods. Success and failure both progress this 
exchange; sometimes you don’t have the right 
words – or in this case, cards – to stay in step 
with folks. In this way, failure feels like choos-
ing the wrong key for a lock, rather than a 
door permanently closing. Earn more suc-
cesses than failures, and business can proceed.

In real life, I’m a people pleaser. Twisting 
myself into the ideal image of a friend or 
romantic partner left me emotionally wrung 
out. People loved the version of me I worked 
constantly to prop up. Trying to get the most 
out of a playthrough of Signs of the Sojourner, 
therefore, feels the same: stretch your capacity 
to empathize too thin and you leave nothing 
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of your actual self for people to connect with. 
I fell into old habits the first time I played this 
game. Starting over filled me with relief.

But Signs of the Sojourner helped me under-
stand that I am enough.

On my second attempt, I let the antsy man 
in Clifton leave without gnashing my teeth, 
knowing we would meet again. I saw the cara-
van disappear on the horizon as I loitered in 
Aldhurst’s bustling market, learning color-
ful new words on the sly, while welcoming 
the cadence of hawkers and stall merchants. 
I ignored the threats of stuffy elites in Old 
Marae, instead chasing stories of my late 
mother among artists and artisans.

Sometimes, I still failed. Folks brushed off 
my eager prodding, as my creativity clashed 
with their logical worldview. But I was proud 
of the person I was becoming. My shortcom-
ings reflected my dedication to a different 
emotional path – my diplomacy, for exam-
ple, was not defined by an inability to speak 
directly, but the capacity to bridge gaps when 
conversations faltered. The cards in my deck 

represented my lived experiences, instead of 
a carefully optimized strategy. I reached an 
end, more sweet than bitter, and let go of the 
corners of the map I never visited.

Maintaining real life friendships has never 
felt more like work, of late. The face I show 
my real-life brother isn’t the same one I show 
my tabletop group or online friends: I adopt 
different phrases, different jokes, even a dif-
ferent timbre to my own laugh. It’s work made 
exhausting by our global circumstances. I 
sometimes felt stretched thin, like that initial 
run through Signs of the Sojourner, worrying 
I’d show the wrong side of myself or be too 
bogged down by exhaustion to hold a con-
versation. Letting myself say no without the 
fear of ruining a friendship helped me come 
to terms with a deep social fear. Maybe next 
week will bring a different energy, or different 
circumstances – but I don’t need to be differ-
ent, to contort to imagined expectations.

I am enough.
– Chase Carter



TONY HAWK PRO SKATER 1 + 2 – What can 
I say about Tony Hawk Pro Skater 1 + 2 that 
you don’t know if you’ve already played the 
Tony Hawk franchise? These are exquisite 
remasterings of the classic games that I’ve 
loved since I knew I couldn’t skate in real 
life (I’m way too clumsy for that sport). Tony 
Hawk has successfully rebooted his game by 
literally starting from the beginning. I just 
hope he keeps going with three and four 
too! I don’t know about five though. Let’s not 
tempt fate here.

– Noah Springer

SPINCH – I love bizarre.
I love beauty.
I love rainbows.
I love speeding along, bouncing up walls 

and dashing onto colorful jelly enemies to 
bop them on the head.

(Everybody loves rainbows). 
I don’t love Spinch, especially whenever 

I’m speeding along and have to make a jump 
or climb a wall without knowing where I’m 
going and where it’s going is my death. But I 
do like Spinch quite a lot whenever that’s not 
happening. It’s not Celeste, but it does have 
rainbows.

– Declan Taggart

GA M E S

XENOBLADE CHRONICLES: DEFINITIVE EDI-

TION – “Oh god, it’s all anime,” my friend 
texts after I send them a wall of lore from 
about 55 hours in. It “always was,” I tell him 
gently. Rest assured, it’s all super cool in 
context. The first 30 hours were slow, sure, 
but that plot twist was marvelous. And the 
next 30 hours were a fucking ride. There are 
30 more, I know. I’m eager for them, though 
my friend won’t see it. I shoot him on the 
moon. 

 – Autumn Wright



HO RO S CO P E

The pie shop across the 
street is closing. The 

air is getting colder. Cover 
your mouth. Listen to the 
soundtrack to Anodyne 2. U

Celestial signs interpreted by Daniel W. Fries


