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yourself if you’re so curious?”
The swirling of the plate stopped cold, Isaac’s 

grip tightening to a point that ever the slightest 
more pressure would shatter the glass to pieces.

“He’s emailed you, right?” she kept on. “From 
that purgatory place or whatever. Just talk to him.”

“Have you ever talked to him, ma?”
“No, but then again, I’m not the one bitching 

and crying about him.” She shook her head, a 
subtle look of disgust on her face she loved to carry 
around in full view. “Something more important 
than your damn father has happened today. God 
is dead. Show the man some respect.”

“Why? What has he done to deserve my re-
spect?”

“If you have to ask...” 
She pulled out a cigarette, 
stuffing it into her mouth. 
“Then there’s no fucking 
point in trying to explain 
it to you.”

Isaac nodded, carefully 
moving his fork towards 
his plate, scrapping some 
blood off the side of it and onto the table. It was 
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honoring God.”
“Is that so? If that’s what you say.” She walked 

up closer, then quickly snatched the remote away 
from Isaac. “You aren’t a child anymore, so just 
watch one damn thing, will you?”

Isaac nodded, and proceeded to watch a news 
special that was being presented on Lucifer, long-
time friend of God. It was a common misconcep-
tion there was bad blood between them, and 
Isaac sat in listless uncaring as the reporters be-
gan to recount how Lucifer was taking a Forrest 
Gumpian trek across the United States preaching 
the truths about God to dispel the media lies. It 
was just another ring of the circus it had all be-
come, and Isaac shut the television off, bored with 
the performances.

He sighed deeply, staring out the window, wish-
ing his work hadn’t been cancelled so he’d have 
had an excuse to go outside. To leave. To have any 
reason to move. It looked nice out, but looking 
nice wasn’t enough to spur his legs to movement. 
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well they put that meatshell his father had occu-
pied all back together. He had even been tempted 
to lift up the body’s head just to see what they had 
done with the hole there, but thought better of it 



toy God into his hand, and then pulled the win-
dow open, storm winds blowing the bitter tears 
into his room.

Walking over to his computer, he turned the 
thing off, picking up his car keys which were rest-
ing on the desk. As his feet drifted by the empty 
media tower of his, he froze in place. The toy God 
twisted around in his hand for a moment, the 
wind screaming in his ears, and with the utmost 
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Second-Day Snow
by Jahaira M. DeAlto

Coming where we come from, sometimes 
you gotta do the wrong things for the right 
reasons.

Rita uttered those words to me, 
swinging her long braided extensions 

over her shoulder. The streetlamp illuminated the 
pristine white toga she was wearing that night. She 
was my hero and she was generous. She freely gave 
of her knowledge in all areas of life, love, and how to 
be an effective prostitute. Information which I sore-
ly needed. I was a teenage sex worker who almost 
lost my life on the job, and evennfalmost 
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Some Call It Courage
by Will Hatch

I wake up with a crème brulee almond package 
making eyes at me across the top of the bed. 
The taste of last night’s bong-induced sugar 
bomb coats my mouth. It’s more dignified than 
waking up with tar and cocaine-laced post nasal 

drip though. Anyways I’ve been trying to stay away 
from “the pot.”   My therapist gave me the newest 
schpeal against weed and functional MRIs and all 
that jazz. Of course, I pointed out the obvious nega-
tives of legal pharmaceu-
ticals’ effect on functional 
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that group.  Instead, I walk to the drawing room, 
which includes photographs that Rodin commis-
sioned of his work.  The photographs are stunning.  
There’s the distinct fuzz of 1800s photography of 
course, but this only enhances the kind of living 
dead feeling of the work.  The drawings are simi-
larly interesting.  I always wonder what these guys 
were thinking when they sat down and decided 
to create something that would offer them some 
form of immortality – that somehow hundreds of 
years later, people would wait in lines and pay to 
be in the presence of their creations.  My guess is 
they weren’t taking doctor prescribed, insurance 
covered methamphetamine.  The works are time-
less though, not to get sappy and cliché. They’re 

fluid and alive. I like the fact that The Thinker isn’t 
some stiff demi-god or Mary and child – he’s just 
a man.  Not that I’m sold on the whole “God is 
dead” thing, but he’s definitely had a tough few 
centuries.  

The exhibit begins to flush out as the early birds 
have gotten their fill of The Thinker.  It’s time for 
me to leave as well.  I have to catch a train back 
to my life.  

On the way out of the museum I walk by my old 
teacher, Mr. Morales.  He’s walking a group of stu-
dents from the sculpture wing to the Impressionism 
section.  I don’t know if he saw me.  I certainly didn’t 
make any effort to be seen, but I couldn’t help but 
wonder what he would think of me now.



I can time travel. I do not own a DeLorean with a 
flux capacitor, however I have “junk food” to take 
me back. Back to the times I would be greeted 
by the smell of cigarettes and roses. Back to the 
times I would be the King of Slapjack against the 

Queen of Checkers. Back to the times the French 
language would accompany the sound of a rock 
band upstairs. Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups and 
Coca Cola are what send me 88 miles per hour to 
travel back to my grand-
mother Moreau’s house. 

The welcoming aroma 
of cigarette smoke and 
rose petals fills the air the 
moment my father and 
I open her front door to 
enter the porch. “Bonjour 
Grandma!” he hollers to 
my French- Canadian 
grandmother. A distant “Nous avons de bon vis-
iteurs!” is heard from the other end of the house, 
which is French for “We have good company!” 

Good company it was, especially when Grandma 
had an unlimited supply of my favorite candy and 
soda specifically reserved for me. I emphasize the 
word “unlimited.” Eight Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups 
and two cans of Coca- Cola a visit seemed unlimited 
in the eyes of a 6 year old. According to my mom, 
they would create ugly cavities in my teeth, but they 
only created beautiful memories in my mind. Beau-
tiful memories of the 19th century home with pastel 
yellow walls from cigarette smoke and floorboards 
that would welcome you with each croak. Thought-
fully placed around her house were antique plastic 
doilies and roses that were veiled in a delicate blan-
ket of dust. The well-aged doilies, which certainly 
had roses on them, would complement the ash-
trays rested atop them. Watching over the antiqui-
ties were pictures of her patron saint, St. Therese 
of Lisieux, cradling her roses like a newborn baby. I 
was only focused on the fridge and the cabinet. The 
refrigerator held my cavities in a can and the cabi-
net kept my plaque in a package. Reese’s and Coke 
are what fueled me to compete against the Queen 
of Checkers in a game where the odds where in my 
favor. Slapjack.

A thunderous boom would be heard whenever a 
jack appeared on the table. The long rectangular ta-
ble covered with an elegant tablecloth would shake 
like a beat up car hitting a deep pothole. Either my 
hand hit the card or my grandmother’s hand. With 
youth on my side I was quick and could often get 
to the card before my grandmother could. On the 

days I won, I felt like a king who’d just won a war 
enjoying the rich taste of fine delicacies. Chocolatey 
peanut butter goodness and an open “can of hap-
piness” would be all I needed to increase the feeling 
of euphoria. My grandmother held her victories in a 



into her home. St Therese watches over us and my 
grandmother as we close the door and walk to our 
car. I reflect in my head about the fun games we had 
played and good advice she gave. The French lan-
guage was left at the door and the audibility of the 
rock band slowly faded out as we drive away. The 
chocolatey peanut butter taste flees my mouth and I 
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On Dogs
by Kim Sawyer-Wheeler

This particular piece of writing has no 
real purpose except to talk about dogs. I 
have no other idea about which to write, 
and am lacking creativity today. Lincoln, 

our junkyard looking mongrel that we rescued, 
just gave me a slight bit of inspiration. He ac-
complished this by trying to catch a bug. He did 
succeed in his endeavor, which made me laugh. I 
know that the subject of dogs as a theme is prob-
ably overdone, but I’m go-
ing to discuss it anyway. 
I know my prose nor my 
imagination is even going 
to come close to what W. 
Bruce Cameron achieved 
when he wrote A Dog’s 
Purpose or A Dog’s Jour-
ney, but I’m going to write 
about the subject anyway.

Without getting into anything too deep, dogs 
and humans have been companions for thou-
sands of years. Both parties go together like pea-
nut butter and jelly; they are meant to co-habitate. 
My life would be super boring if it weren’t for dogs. 
There are some days I wish my two dogs would 
run free and find new homes. Please do not misin-
terpret my last statement in a derogatory way, but 
I work with dogs all day long and then come home 
and have two crazy, wild beasts to attend to, and 
sometimes it is too much. I love them dearly, but 
sometimes you need a break. It is what I assume 
having children is like. The significant difference 
is, I can put my dogs in their crates and leave the 
house; you cannot do that with children. Well you 
can, but it is frowned upon by society.

Dogs are great companions and have so much 
unconditional love to give. They truly are pack ani-
mals and need to be around their humans. I can 
tell when I have not been home or have been run-
ning around doing chores because when I finally 
can sit down, I do not have any personal space. 
Both Lincoln Jameson who weighs in at 36ish 
pounds and Clover Jean, our adorable, too-smart-
for-her-own-good, yellow lab, who tips the scale at 
almost 70 pounds, are lying on top of me, making 
it difficult to breathe. At the same time, I love this. 
Just having them with me usually drops my stress 
level tremendously. I feel good when they are 
around, at least when they are not trying to start 
trouble or get into things. They both can act like 
toddlers and it is beyond frustrating.

The days I want them to run away and find 
new homes are the days that work has been loud, 

frustrating, crazy busy, and shitty. By shitty, I mean 
literally shitty. When all our boarding clients have 
upset stomachs at the same time, it makes for a 
really long day of cleaning, bad smells, doctor vis-
its, and frustrations. Thankfully, days like this are 
few and far between. Days that are full of non-stop 
barking are tough too. It is a sensory overload and 
I cherish silence when I get home. Clover seems 
to know when I have one of those days at work 

because she will stand in 
front of me and stare. She 
will then proceed to bark 
for no apparent reason 
other than to bark. The 
only way to try and stop 
her is to put her security 
blanket around her neck 
which takes the form of a 
citronella bark collar.

Clover and her relationship with her bark col-
lar is like Linus from Peanuts and his blue blan-
ket. Most days she stops barking and settles 
down whereas other days she barks over it while 
it sprays up into her face as well as mine. The 
smell of citronella fills the room, and it’s like be-
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with me every day so she would be able to interact 
with other dogs and feel part of a pack. This did 
not help much. Even while she played, the look in 
her eyes was still sad. Clover began to go on hun-
ger strikes. If you know anything about labs, you 
know that is highly unusual. This went on for three 
months.

I did not want another dog and neither did 
Shell but Clover was making a silent case for a new 
friend. We have always looked at rescue sites and 
other dogs, just like people day dream about vaca-
tions. She happened to be on Berkshire Humane’s 
website one August afternoon and sent me a link 
for a dog named Batman. When I opened the link 
and saw him, I thought he was homely and looked 
like he was from a junkyard. Shell suggested we go 
look at him.

Batman turned out to be a rescue from At-
lanta, and was a Boston Terrier and probably a 
Boxer cross. He had big ears (hence his name) 
and was a beautiful brindle color with splashes 
of white. We asked to meet him and once we did, 
he turned on the charm. He had to convince me 
that he was a “good” dog and would be a good 
fit for our family.  I was totally against getting an-
other dog. I just was not ready. Batman made a 

good enough impression for us to set up a “date” 
for him and Clover to meet. Once they met, the 
look in Clover’s eye instantly changed. Batman 
and Clover clicked immediately. I had no choice 
but to say yes and bring him home. Lincoln, who 
was once called Batman, is now Clover’s sidekick 
and they hate to be separated.

I cannot imagine life without a dog in it. They 
are a lot of work, but the joy they bring to your 
life is immeasurable. They are role models for us 
as well; even though they are not on this earth for 
very long, they leave lasting marks on your soul. 
We need to respect each other, love uncondition-
ally, and cuddle more often. All while stuffing 
down the urge to punch your dog in the face, as 
I see Clover counter-surfing and snagging a note-
book from the desk.

Clover thought it would be fun for her and Lin-
coln to make confetti out of the notebook which 
contains all our passwords for our online ac-
counts. I just chased them around the dining room 
trying to save it, laughing the whole time. Oh well, 
I don’t want to pay my bills anyway. Thanks, Clo-
ver and Lincoln!  We may be homeless after this if 
I can’t log in and pay the mortgage. You really will 
have to find new homes. HAHAHA!!!
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Darkness envelops us
as I sit in deep space.
A single golden light
Outlines softly
the contours of your face.

The moon shines through 
the deep window set
in the night, and you tell me a story 
of windless snows
cold and wet.

Of trees standing alone
In the white vast expanse
Of Eskimos and igloos
And of flying fish 
that dance.

And evade the mind 
as it tries to think
Of the place by the sea
where wind doesn’t blow and ice 
doesn’t sink.

Souls journey there you say,
And there they stay.
for Infinity.
And ebb and flow 
with the waves as they go 
knowing that even in death,
All is okay.

These souls travel far and wide,
Over oceans and valleys
throughout life they glide.
Through the still snow 
and on the wind they ride.

And when it’s time to go
Back home they abide
and journey into others 
that live their lives out
in stride.

And when they die 
going over the plane
The souls who keep going
Adopt a new name.

Reincarnation
by Kara Curtin

They continue their journey 
through clouds of mist and light
Knowing that 
even in death 
everything will be alright.

Two souls who die
Having felt love in their hearts
So still they shall love
Even in death, though they part.

From bodies of flesh 
and of heart filled love,
The souls who die loving
Will love from above.

They don’t ever lose 
the ability they had 
to love one another 
even though death 
may be sad.
The souls who have loved 
and the souls who die
Will continue to love 
and so shall I.

In the whispering trees
and voice of the sea,
the snow and the ice 
thou and I shall be.

Safe as long 
as life shall last
Continuing to love 
with a love long past.

And as the night wanes
You hold my hand and tell me 
Worry not my love because you and I 
Will go to the windless sea
We’ll be in love
For Infinity
And never die.
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Dreams of You
by Christian deManbey
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V.
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X.
The walls to the bathroom are gone now
Mother said that they’re too expensive to keep
I go to wash my hand in the sink
But end up spilling water all over myself

In the Mall of America I see you with someone I know is your boyfriend
Someone I can feel right away is truly kind and wonderful
There’s a matchstick in my mouth and I want to run to hug you
But I’m too scared that it’d hurt you and so I stay still

XI.
I think it was a nightmare at first
Monsters and violence and death
Running and feeling fear throughout
But then I ran into a parking lot

On the trunks of cars were rows of lit-up computers
You were with your family nearby one of them
I awkwardly smile and glance at you hoping you notice me
I think you see me and I think maybe I see you smile back

I wish, I wish, I wish in vain 
That we could sit simply in that room again 
Ten thousand dollars at the drop of a hat 
I’d give it all gladly if our lives could be like that
-Bob Dylan
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Oh, how I hate poetry				  
An often confusing array
And befuddlement				  
Of every norm I’ve known

Every time I find a trend
It ends up on its head				  
For there is no set pattern			 
No norm for me to follow
          what a bother.

Oh, how I hate poetry
For all this rhythm and rhyme
Something I’m made deaf to
Seemingly all the time	

I’m told it’s like the beat of a drum	
All a simple pattern of thumps
But it is so easily lost to me
Like Morse or Binary code

Oh, how I hate poetry
For all this annoying
Alliteration, alongside
Asinine assonance

But we can’t forget
The constant calibrations
That need to be met
For confounding consonance
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Code of Ethics
by Brittany Czarnecki

As an officer of the law, the land and the 
people which I serve shall be my re-
sponsibility. I shall hold myself account-
able for their safety, their health and 
overall well-being. I will never waiver 

from the Constitution and the laws of my land and 
always hold a high standard for the officers under 
me. I shall set an example for my officers in hopes 
that they may walk my path after my shift’s end. I 
shall treat all with kindness and never discrimi-
nate against another; never offer pity but instead 
a helping hand. I shall maintain courage in the 
face of danger; protect those who cannot protect 
themselves and put my officers before myself. I 
will recognize my department’s regulations and 
use my discretion appropriately for the given situ-
ation. I shall keep my private life in the back of 
my mind when faced with difficult decisions, but 
never let it interfere with my duties. I shall do my 
best to make the public see our badge as an ally 
in dark times; to never turn in fear of darkness; to 
trust in the badge and the officers who wear it. I 
shall not tolerate officers who violate the law, who 

discriminate against people, or who use the badge 
as a weapon. Nor shall I tolerate officers who pity 
the weak; who turn their backs on those in need 
or hold their power over people. I realize my re-
sponsibility for the people, the animals and the 
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Steven Dunn’s novel Potted Meat is a 
glimpse into the life of a young boy grow-
ing up in West Virginia.  He deals with is-
sues such as abuse, alcoholism, racism, 
and poverty.  The novel is written in a 

“snapshot” form and leaves plenty of space for the 
reader to fill in the blanks and make their own con-
clusions.  Dunn’s use of stunning imagery to engage 
the reader and distract them from specifics of the 
abuse adds to the mystique of the story.

A very interesting begin-
ning characteristic of this 
book is the cover.  Usu-
ally the reader is told not 
to “judge the book by the 
cover,” however in this case 
it seems to be a big part of 
the story.  It is a black cover 
with orangish lettering on 
the top and what looks to 
be a mangled mess of “meat” taking up the bottom 
half of the page.  Upon first viewing, one would im-
mediately imagine the worst.  Darkness, ominous-
ness, mangles, messy, and grotesque are just a few 
words one might use to describe the cover.  On the 
other hand, it may also unearth feelings of intrigue 
and inquiry because, what could this image possi-
bly have to do with the story inside?

The preface appears to be a list of ingredients, 



swings his head around mouth tight, he starts to 
grow, tall wide solid but the voices come bigger and 
thicker than he is, flooding dark and stale, righting 
the wrong.  He drops the belt, turns back around, 
and shrinks like he is supposed to” (96).  “ALMOST,” 
when viewed a second time after reading “DISCO,” 
depicts the boy attempting to stand up for himself, 
gaining his power back, and ultimately succumb-
ing to the abuse and returning to the weak, little, 
deflated, shell of a boy that has just endured this 
abuse throughout the book.  The readers’ emotions 
are played on.  They begin to feel hope, just to have 
it ripped away again.  This emotional rollercoaster 
keeps the reader engaged and invested in the story, 
always hoping this little boy will end up on top.

The abuse endured by the boy is very much kept 
in the forefront of the readers’ minds.  It is acknowl-
edged and referenced enough to keep it there and 
very real, but not specific enough to overpower the 
underlying story. It is only a part of his story, not 
a defining trait of the character.  The gaps in time 
between “snapshots” and other imagery are used 
to distract the reader from what is not being said, 
rather to leave them to draw their own conclusions 
and insert their own pieces to fill in the gaps.  Each 
person reading this story, because of the pieces left 

out, will interpret it differently.  Was this Dunn’s in-
tention?  One would think so.

Is this novel actually fiction or is there truth to it?  
Potted Meat is published as a novel, indicating that 
it is fiction.  However, there is a very “real” feeling to 
it.   When asked during an interview on the Rocky 
Mountain Revival podcast, Dunn states “I don’t care 
about the truth.”  He also stated that the style is 
such so that it feels more like someone is telling a 
story instead of the author reporting it.

Potted Meat is a cleverly written novel that 
draws the reader in and invites them to fill in the 
blanks, thus personalizing it on some level.  The 
style makes it easy to read, as well as engaging the 
reader in the world of the protagonist.  This is a truly 
wonderful story that should be read by all.  Dunn 
has truly created a masterpiece.

Works Cited
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Patriotism, “love or devotion to one’s coun-
try,” has been sold to Americans through-
out history, though perhaps most notably 
following the attack on Pearl Harbor in 
1941, and the years following World War 

II.  Having “won” the war, the United States rose to 
the position of the world’s moral arbiter under the 
pretense that our notion of justice was, and is, the 
standard by which all others should measure them-
selves.  However, beyond the “Leave it to Beaver,” 
white picket fence of post-war America, domestic 
injustice prevailed, because of this self-righteous-
ness.  America was simply above reproach.  Sex-
ism, sexual repression, and racism, among many 
other issues, ran rampant despite the “American 
Dream,” being predicated on the idea of “…liberty 
and justice for all.”  Per Newton’s Third Law, for ev-
ery action there is an equal and opposite reaction.  
This opposite reaction took the form of a counter-
culture that would flourish in the 1960s, but was 
arguably birthed in the 1950s by the Beats, a group 
of poets, writers, and artists who lived and created 
in irreverence for socially accepted standards at the 
time.  Two of these “Beats,” Allen Ginsberg and Wil-
liam Burroughs, whose very lives were in the vein of 
resistance, provide scathing indictments of patrio-
tism and American moral authority in their poems, 
“America” and “Thanksgiving Prayer.”

The patron saints of the Beat movement – Jack 
Kerouac, Allen Ginsberg, and William Burroughs – 
all met in or around Columbia University in the mid-
1940s.  The Beats – their name derived from the 
idea of being beaten down – presumably felt caged 
and beaten down by a conservative culture that left 
little room for those who lived outside of the white 
picket paradigm.  This was still a country very much 
divided between White America and Black America, 
nary the two shall meet.  Burroughs and Ginsberg, 
though both white, were homosexual men with 
proclivities for mind altering substances – putting 
them well outside the tolerance of mainstream 
American values.  

Neither writer shied away from relaying these 
experiences in their work.  In fact, their experiences 
inform much of their writing.  In accordance with 
the style of the Beats, nothing was held back in 
terms of their real life details.  In Ginsberg’s semi-
nal work, “Howl” (1954), he writes, “The tongue and 
cock and/hand and asshole holy!” (113-14). There 
is no subtlety, and though provocative, it reads as 
a declarative affirmation of homosexuality.  The 
government responded in kind by attempting to 
banish the work, though the courts ruled in favor of 

Ginsberg while he was in Tangiers visiting William 
Burroughs.  “Howl,” a love letter to misfits, could 
certainly be considered a Beat manifesto, though 
Burroughs’ work does not share the same Whit-
manesque “joie de vivre” of Ginsberg.

A year after reading “Howl” at Six Gallery in 
San Francisco, Ginsberg wrote “America” (1956).  
It is unclear whether the legal troubles surround-
ing “Howl” influenced this later work, but the at-
tempted government censorship no doubt added 
to his frustration with American values. “America” 
is sarcastic in tone, and flows similarly to “Howl” 
in free verse.  There are moments of pure provoca-
tion such as “I smoke marijuana every chance I get” 
(31) and “I won’t say the Lord’s Prayer.” (37). True to 
form, Ginsberg is flagrantly proselytizing his coun-
ter-culture values, but the poem is more driven by 
tongue-in-cheek commentary on America’s role as 
the “good guy.”  

Within the first few lines, Ginsberg states, “Go 
fuck yourself with your atom bomb” (5), in condem-
nation of the very force that secured the United 
States’ victory in World War II.  Surely, the ethics of 
the atom bomb had been debated before, but to 
undermine the source of post-war patriotism with 
such vulgarity was along the lines of treason, espe-
cially in the onset of Cold War paranoia.  Ginsberg 
goes on to say “America I used to be a communist 
when I was a kid I’m not sorry.”(30).  He is making 
fun of this communist paranoia that would come 
to dominate the geopolitical sphere in the follow-
ing decades.  Ginsberg moves onto anti-communist 
fear mongering, saying, “The Russia wants to eat us 
alive.  The Russia’s power mad.  She wants to take/
our cars from out our garages.” (80-1). These bouts 
of sarcasm are ammo for driving home his final 
point in lines 88-89: “America this is the impression 
I get from looking in the television set/ America is 
this correct?”  The poem slowly builds towards this 
big question…is the American propaganda ma-
chine to be trusted?  Ginsberg is questioning the 
idea of America as the good guy and arbiter of truth.  
The reference to the atom bomb in the beginning 
is part of this set-up.  Can we as Americans be the 
“good guy” if we’re willing to kill innocent people 
on a large scale?  Ginsberg seems to be suggest-
ing that through this idea of patriotism we have 
blindly accepted our role as the “good guy,” under 
the assumption that our actions represent ultimate 
justice – though ironically, justice seems to always 
benefit the United States. 

Similar in tone to Ginsberg’s “America,” but writ-
ten decades apart, William Burroughs’ “Thanksgiving 

The Greatest Nation on Earth
by Will Hatch



47

Prayer” is more domestically focused towards the 
illusion of the American Dream.  The form of this 
poem, with centered stanzas between one and four 
lines long, is more traditional than the free verse 
used by Ginsberg in “America.”  Burroughs sets the 
sarcastic tone of the piece by dedicating the poem 
to one of America’s most notorious gangsters, John 
Dillinger – a man who lived very much outside ap-
ple pie values.  Beyond the seemingly benign title, 
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