


2

Meat for Tea: The Valley Review 
Meat for Tea: The Valley Review was founded by Elizabeth MacDuffie and Alexandra Wagman.
We are a non-academic affiliated magazine committed to recognizing and featuring the work
of the artists, writers, and musicians living in western Massachusetts and beyond. 

Staff: Editor-in-Chief: Elizabeth MacDuffie
Layout: Mark Alan Miller
Impresario: Elizabeth MacDuffie

Cover Art:
Front: “Midnight Temple of Enigmatic Knowledge” by Aunia Kahn
Back: “Men, Ladders and Hats” by Sarah Hussein

Printing:Paradise Copies, Northampton, MA          Typeface: Gill Sans, Libel Suit (Ray Larabie)

Contributors: Shirley J. Brewer, Jacob Chapman, Christine Gay Dutton, Rebecca Evans, Timothy 
Gager, Dianne Germain, John Guzlowski, DG Herring, Richard Wayne Horton, Sarah Hussein, Matt 
Jasper, Mary Jennings, Sara Jorgensen, Aunia Kahn, Heather Kays, Kate Kinney , Tom Kovar, Jeffrey 
Konvitz, Linda Kraus, Keith Kurlander, LindaAnn LoSchavio, Matthew J. McKee, Reid Messerschmidt, 
Spencer T. Murray, Sean Bw Parker, Neal Parks, Robert Peate, David Ram, Charles Rammelkamp, 
Kevin Ridgeway, Matt Schairer, Andrew Shelffo, Christopher Sullivan, Peter Tacy, Constance Walter, 
Michael Washburn, Gerald Yelle, John Yamrus

Special thanks: Radio Valkyrie (for all your audio needs), Padded Waltz. Big Red Frame, Cooper Lace, 
Splendor Solis and Market Street Market, Tip Top Wine Shop, Abandoned Building Brewery, Broadside 
Books, Luthiers Coop, Massachusetts Review, Valley Arts Newsletter, Downtown Sounds, Tax Point 
Advisors, Michael Favala Goldman, Waugh Insurance, Corsello Butcheria, Oh My!, Miranda Books, Pie In 
The Sky,  Easthampton Film Festival, Hyperlux, Wereworld, Park Hill Orchard, Hallowqueen - and all of 
our terrific sponsors past present and future! Our sponsors deserve great thanks - please visit them and 
let them you know you appreciate their support of the arts!

The Meat For Teacast: goodpods.com/podcasts/meat-for-teacast-182176 - and everywhere you get 
your favorite podcasts!  — For T-Shirts, Mugs, Totes and more, visit meat-for-tea.creator-spring.com
To help support Meat For Tea: The Valley Review and the Meat For Teacast, please consider joining 
our Patreon. patreon.com/meatfortea

Advertising in Meat For Tea is inexpensive and easy. By advertising in Meat For Tea you are helping 
to keep print media alive! Visit meatfortea.com for more information.

To submit to Meat For Tea, please go to: https://duotrope.com/duosuma/submit/meat-for-tea-valley-
review-0YxDk       Please send all other editorial correspondences to meatfortea@gmail.com.

Vol. 19 Issue 3, September 2025, first printing.  ISSN 2372-0999 (print)  ISSN 2372-1200 (online)

All stories, column title and images copyright 2025 by meaty ltd. And the individuals contained 
herein. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, reprinted, or transmitted 
in any form without prior written permission from Meat for Tea: The Valley Review. Please address 
questions, comments, kudos, or concerns to meatfortea@gmail.com.

For more information or to purchase current and back issues, PDFs and subscriptions,
please visit meatfortea.com.



3

Art & Architecture of Anger
Christine Gay Dutton
Doll
Leslie F. Miller
Anamnesis: Noun & Heller Levinson Speaks
John Yamrus
Faux
Peter Tacy
These New Orbs
Timothy Gager
Between Them
Timothy Gager
A Helping Hand
Spencer T. Murray
Jonathan King
Sean Bw Parker
Me and Jane
Kate Kinney
My Snake Snap Bracelet
Shirley J. Brewer
Get Your Hot Buttered Poems Here
Shirley J. Brewer
Pas de Duex
DG Herring
The Hard Path to Heaven
DG Herring
A Benediction
Constance Walter
Sylvia Plath & Guzlowski’s Inferno
John Guzlowski
Real Hope
John Guzlowski
Makes the World Go ‘Round
Sara Jorgensen
Big, if True
Matt Schairer
Kick SB when SB is Down
Matthew J. McKee
Queen Bee
Christopher Sullivan
Poem for the Man Having a Drunken Singalong
   in a Car Parked Across the Street from My House
Kevin Ridgeway
Late to My Own Funeral
Kevin Ridgeway
Attempting to Talk to an Alien
Linda Kraus
Bring on the Meteor
Charles Rammelkamp
Dirty Water
Charles Rammelkamp
Police State 38
Keith Kurlander
Contributors’ Notes

62

63

64

65

66

67

68

78

79

85

86

87

88

90

91

92

93

94

107

122

123

124

125

126

129

130

131

Guest Salutations with Gerald Yelle
Fall
Matt Jasper
Tortoise Post
Matt Jasper
Sag Jinkins Pt.4
Reid Messerschmidt
Disobay
Keith Kurlander
The Weight of Silence & Last Light
Heather Kays
Show Gazers
Robert Peate
Ashphault in Autumn
Gerald Yelle
There Must Be Something To It
Gerald Yelle
Worlds Are Also Built
Michael Washburn
The Crossing
LindaAnn LoSchavio
A Face in the Crowd
Mary Jennings
Preschool Field Theory on Alumni Stadium 
   & Abstract Artist’s Statement
David Ram
Gone Café part 3
Richard Wayne Horton
Joints
Dianne Germain
We Can Get To You
Jacob Chapman
Dear Mr. Mayor
Jacob Chapman
Sister Sly
Christopher Sullivan
Black Eyes and Chicken
Andrew Shelffo
The Meaty Interview with Jeffrey Konvitz
Summer Ends
Tom Kovar
Buddy Check
Rebecca Evans
As Above
Neal Parks
Studyo Library
Neal Parks
Spitting Mad
Neal Parks
Eye of Storm
Neal Parks
The Allure of Absolute Power
Neal Parks
Theatre of the Mind
Neal Parks

4
5

6

8

14

15

16

19

20

21

36

37

38

39

42

43

44

45

46

48
50

54

56

57

58

59

60

61

meatfortea.com



4

Guest Salutation with Gerald Yelle
 
Thanks, Elizabeth, for asking me to write the guest salutation for the Faux issue of Meat for Tea. 
It’s a problem we never get away from, isn’t it, trying to figure out what’s true and what’s false? 
A lot of people claim to value integrity: You’re who you are at all times to all people and never 
play it false. If you think that’s how you are, how do you know you’re not fooling yourself? It 
seems you have to take it on faith. Easy to do if other people agree with you. But even so . . .

If it’s all just a matter of faith, if you never really know for sure what’s true and what’s false, 
you’re pretty much free to believe whatever you want. You can radicalize yourself, because, who 
knows? Maybe there really are lizard-like child molesters running fake news and deep-state 
scams? Because who knows what the real truth is?

Well but that’s the serious side of the question. The issue at hand is faux. We use the French 
word when speaking of less serious subjects. We say our coat is faux fur or we’ve made a faux 
pas. No existential crisis, just an embarrassment.  Even animals get tricky at times.

I’m a fan of Nature on PBS. There was an episode once featuring tricksters in the animal kingdom. 
One is a funny-looking African antelope called the topi. The topi male makes a certain noise 
when it senses that lions are too close to the herd. This causes the females to huddle toward 
any nearby male, and if they happen to be in heat they could mate with a non-alpha male. Having 
figured this out, non-alpha males sometimes make that grunting noise even when there are no 
lions in the neighborhood.

If animals do it, does that make it okay? Of course. No reason to be judgmental. Maybe faux 
is everywhere, but that doesn’t mean it’s everything. What’s not faux is feeling disgusted by 
people who destroy the lives of others. There’s just way too much of that shit. Usually they do 
it because of some belief or other. So hey, believe what you want, just don’t act on it if it means 
shooting up a pizza parlor. I know people who read Meat for Tea don’t need to be told, and for 
the rest of the world it may be too much to ask. But what else can I say?

With that I salute you, Meat for Tea, you compassionate purveyor of free-speech fun and games. 
And thank you Elizabeth and Mark for making it happen and keeping it going.

Love to all,
Gerald 
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fall
Matt Jasper

Says Christ to lawn chair— 
you’ve been sitting there open to the sky— 
holding no one on your lap lapsed 
beyond contact with another—

your woven straps mildewed 
from being forgotten in rain— 
the intersection of each meeting like another 
and another unnailed cross 

not embossed with INRI or lacquered 
and polished for quick sale 
in some ramshackle gift shop 
set up at the perpetual source of the miracle 

of your prelapsarian days— 
when you were holding asses by the score as they 
implored and pressed into you— 
even let down their hair to pull 

on rivets, the lattice, the aforementioned straps, 
turgid aluminum shuddering breathless 
into the ground pressed by all that 
shifting weight above. 

One day they’re splaying you in sunlit 
expectation, next they note your sins 
and fraying so fold you into 
some bin for melting down and re-use. 

You may mourn the passage of time, curse 
cruel utility, a saveless savior, the treachery of others, 
or lay in the wonder beginning again 
of what new shapes will take you and you will take.

✼
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tortoise post
Matt Jasper

A quick sentence or two on how sentience
arrives as a fading gradient flow-charting down
from mammals and apparently diminishing
(I would say becoming more direct) 
on its ride down the phylogenetic tree
from the large soul-havers like whales, humans, 
elephants, dogs, tortoises then on to crows
(who are flying souls) and the various spined 
and finned things and on to bivalves
and animalcules impossible to see….

And don’t get me started on the plants
they attached to polygraphs in 1966 
demonstrating both sympathetic 
and remembered anxiety or how the time
scale of tree root telemetries becomes 
perfectly obvious if one stares long enough. 

Then there are harmonies and sympathetic
vibrations and valence electrons swirling 
inside vast mostly-empty atoms of everything 
we touch and the way a stucco ceiling 
will absolutely be moving in a certain direction
if one dares notice. 

Looking away from atoms and flecks 
of cottage cheese pulsating in a ceiling, 
one may consider our friend the sea sponge
that doesn’t even have tissues that can feel
the pain that can begin its patterned demands
on a creature to respond. Next up 
in the clade would be cnidaria—
who have nerves yet do not have brains. 



7

 
 

Where does one allow consciousness 
to come into the picture? And where the soul
(that death-dissociated aggregate
of consciousness in constant communication
with every moment...)? 

And if it’s a gradient or a hierarchy, 
are we sure that we are at the top of it 
or just compensating with abstraction
for our lack of purely being inside 
of life without need for such distant 
reflections upon it? 

No wonder we get lonely and fly off bridges
to be one with pure quidditas if we forget how 
to look up to the sky or down at the moss 
beneath our feet. When we are broken down, 
animistic consciousness is everywhere 
to receive us. 

Trees know they are in the company of other trees
and send messages through the mycorrhizal network
we can barely intercept the signals of not for how
faint they are but for how complex. 
Trees detect the energies of other trees 
and grow beyond simple tropisms into patterns
of crown-shyness and associations. 

Water knows it’s in an ocean
without having to think about it. 
Consciousness is a condition
of everything. Nothing is not alive. 
Everything is seen and remembered.
.

✼
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sag jinkins pt. 4
Reid Messerschmidt

9. Batton Was Not Deterred.

Someone sat next to him. Sag didn’t look up.

“My friend, aren’t you Sag Jinkins?” the person asked admiringly.

Sag turned. No one had said anything admiringly to him in a long time. The man next to him 
looked like a cartoon character, but he had a musk and a smile that instilled confidence.

Sag sensed a new father figure. It was Batton Trowel.

Batton Trowel was a Texas good ol’ boy born and raised in Lincoln, Nebraska with a deep 
weird streak that manifested itself privately in simpering, gross, omni-submissive orgies and 
publicly in his dress and unpleasant vibe. He got everything he set his mind to, he’d say, but it 
was mostly because folks would do just about anything to be rid of him.

He’d been a car salesman once, like Happy, and quite successful. He abandoned the trade after 
he accidentally ingested some mescaline and experienced a typically errant vision that pushed 
him to seek one-ness with the universe.

He began his search with a large order of mescaline and a move to Florida, where he sold 
“health tinctures” and healing crystals until he was arrested for drug trafficking and served 
three years in the Florida State Penitentiary, where he watched both of Sags jumps on the 
World Wide of Sports.

He’d only been out for a month and was still looking for his next gig when he saw a man who 
looked a lot like a beat to shit version of Sag Jinkins walk into Lumpy’s. Ideas swarmed, but 
he hung outside for a bit to let his man get loose before he shared any of them. He walked 
around the block a couple of times, kicked trash and talked aloud to himself. When he felt 
enough time had passed, he walked into the bar and sat down next to Sag. He spoke about 
how much he admired his courage and how he could see he was a man with uniquely and 
ideally aligned chakras. Sag didn’t understand what he was talking about, but it all sounded 
nice and he was too low to feel the unpleasantness that radiated from the large man’s 
leathery skin. He was transfixed by the massive turquoise bolo tie around his thick neck.

Batton could see that this wouldn’t take much work, so he got right to the point.

“Sir, I would be delighted and honored to be in the Sag Jinkins business. And if you aren’t 
currently employing one, I’d like to submit myself as your humble manager. And even if you 
are currently employing some duplicitous rogue as your manager, he’s quite clearly doing a 
profoundly and inexcusably lackluster job of attending to your needs. You, sir, are a star, and 
should be treated as such. You should be eating at the finest restaurants, not slumped at this 
regrettable bar. You should be showered with sexual gratitude and sundry other adulations! 
What say you?”
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Sag began to weep and embraced the burly man. He ground his puffy face into Batton’s garish 
western shirt.

“Thank you,” he sobbed.

Batton put Sag on a strict diet and regimen of prayer, meditation, and crystals, though he kept 
feeding him booze and low dose mescaline. He put Sag up at a decent hotel and set to work 
booking shows. They were hard to come by, at first. But Batton was not deterred. 

To pique public interest, he decided to stage a series of Guerrilla Jumps inspired by Sag’s first 
entrance on the national stage. There would be no permits and no forewarning, just a little 
word of mouth and maybe a nudge to the local news.

The first and only Guerilla Jump was attempted in the town square of Durham, North 
Carolina. Batton flew there and bought Sag a bus ticket. He gave a couple of homeless guys 
$5 apiece to put on construction vests and slide the ramps from a flatbed truck. 

Sag was too drunk to ride on a bus, but he hitched a ride from a sympathetic fan who 
managed to decipher his mumblings and take him the distance. Sag pulled from a bottle the 
entire ride, even when the man asked him not to. He was barely conscious for the event. 
He inched up the makeshift ramp and slowly tipped over its top lip. He broke a few ribs and 
wasn’t so much knocked unconscious as fell asleep. It was a disaster, but it did make the news 
and successfully raised his dormant public profile.

Out of the hospital, Sag begged Batton to check him into alcohol rehab. His doctor said he’d 
die otherwise.

Batton was furious. “These gat-damned city doctors have absolutely no idea what in fuck they 
are talking about. They are just out to make a quick buck. Stick with me, son. I’ll work you 
over with the crystals and the tincture, we’ll get you in a sweat lodge, and you’ll be feeling 
better than a lizard in a hen house. Won’t even have to quit the sauce. You shouldn’t quit the 
sauce!  Lord, no! It’s part of what those people love about you, Sagory. It’s the HOOK, son. 
No one’ll pay to see a man who isn’t a bit reckless, my boy. And you can’t let them down 
now! You’re all over the news! A genuine hero! And, frankly, you can’t afford to stop. Or to go 
to rehab. Here, take a drink of this. It’s whiskey, but I’ve mixed in some of the tincture.”

The increased exposure earned Sag some small time gigs and a veritable guarantee of State 
Fair and Monster truck rally shows for the rest of his life, possibly the worst outcome 
imaginable. Batton was managing his finances, so he never saw any of his meager earnings. He 
allowed Sag a small stipend and a constant stream of alcohol, drugs, crystals, and the tincture.

In the five months that followed, there were arrests and health scares and injuries and various 
humiliations, but there were also some jumps. Sag took no pleasure in any of it.

He did the Okfuskee County Fair in Oklahoma and completed a fairly impressive jump with a 
fairly large crowd, but shit his pants somewhere before landing.

No one noticed, but it didn’t feel great.
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He was paid $150 to appear at the demolition derby at the Jamestown Speedway in 
Jamestown, North Dakota. He didn’t land his jump and got into an unsuccessful brawl with 
some locals in the parking lot. They left him moaning and bleeding on the asphalt and Batton 
didn’t notice he was gone for two hours. It took another hour to find him.  Crystals were 
waved and prayers were intoned and he was back on the bus for an 8 hour drive to Golgotha, 
South Dakota, with a sharp hot crack in one of his vertebrae, undiagnosed and untreated.

Which brings us to where we started, finally.

Sag is about to die.

10. The End of Sag Jinkins.

Sag hobbles back to Batton after his third trip to the fence and back. The forced march has 
made him feel a bit better, mentally. More awake, anyway. But his body feels like it might 
collapse into itself and decompose like a squirrel corpse in a time lapse nature video.

He thinks, “I can’t do this anymore.”

Sag begins to cry. He sobs and chokes and kneels down next to Batton, who is already mid 
prayer. Batton puts a hand on Sags head and it’s cold despite the 110 degree heat index. 

“Oh, great creator, giver of life and riches. Bless this old boy before this great jump.  May it 
inspire all those who see it and put them in mind to buy some merch. Amen.”

They stand and walk to the small, sparsely populated Grandstand. Batton hands him his 
helmet and talks. He never stops talking. Sag doesn’t listen.  

He tries his own prayer.

“God, please forgive me. I don’t deserve it, but please forgive me. Give peace and happiness to 
my family. I don’t need any for myself. But please forgive me.”

He feels the words echo in his head. They bounce around but don’t go anywhere. It makes 
him furious. Spurned again.  

For the last time.

There’s a patinaed pay phone attached to the back of the building. Sag asks Batton for a dime, 
and Batton obliges. He’s thinking about other things. 

“On in four minutes. Keep it quick.”

Sag jogs to the pay phone. He picks up the receiver, inserts his dime, and dials home.

Lynette answers. “Hello?”

Sag doesn’t respond. He is crying, quietly, he hopes.
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“Sagory, where . . .” Lynette begins to cry too. Their misery harmonizes, hers tired but open, 
his raspy and stifled. For a minute they just cry.

Lynette thinks about how this is the first time they’ve done anything together since he 
started riding the motorcycle, and it brings her back from the reverie.

She sucks the snot into her nose and clears her throat. 

“Aaaaaagh! Dammit, Sagory, I’m so sick of crying about you. I’m sick to death of hearing about 
you and I’m done talking to anyone about you. I had so much hope for you! You were such 
a GOOD man. And I had so much hope for us! Our life was good! The boys idolized you 
and had to see their Hero Dad turn into a scary joke. They don’t even use your last name 
anymore.”

Sag was silent for a moment. Then he quietly slurs, “That’s good, s’no good.”

“Sagory, the last name doesn’t have anything to do with it. It’s not magic, you’re not cursed. 
You’re an alcoholic jackass like the rest of your family. You’re even worse than them! You made 
it out and then crawled back in the dang monkey cage. It didn’t have to be like this.”

There’s a long silence.

Sag says, “Tell boys sorry. Tell’m I love’m.  Proud of them. And tell Clinton s’got a great right 
hook.”

They both laugh a little.

«A’way . . .ovoo Lynette. S-sorry. Goodbye.”

“Sag, wha ...”

He hangs up and limps toward the grandstand.

He’s sitting astride his beat up Indian Motorcycle, alone in the hallway to the performer’s 
entrance. Batton is fifty feet in front of him. He monologues to the audience about his 
tinctures, mostly, and finally introduces Sag with superlative after slippery superlative. “You 
Don’t Mess Around With Jim” plays on the slapdash PA, tinny and jostling to be heard over 
Batton’s bullshit.

Sag puts on his helmet. He hears the final announcement of his name: 
“Saaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaag Jiiiiiiiiiinkiiiiiins!”

He can almost see the Gazebo. He hasn’t thought about it in years, but its profile is reflecting 
off the inside of his tinted plastic face mask, collapsing into rough piles behind the flamboyant 
cowboy who had hammered the final, unnecessary, and cruel nails into an already air-tight 
coffin lid.
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Sag imagines Batton sweaty and shirtless, smiling, saying, “Ran out of firewood, Sag!”

He revs his motorcycle once and hops off. He lets the bike fall and begins to run. There is 
panic, like drowning, and then there is rage, like a swarm of bees.

He enters the grandstand at a dead sprint. Batton hears panting and heavy footsteps in the 
dirt. He begins to turn, but Sag is already there.

Sag puts his shoulders down and drives his helmet into Batton’s left kidney. The big man 
makes a noise like a plunger unclogging a toilet, and stumbles forward a few steps. The big 
man is out of breath and unable to get it back. He’s worried he might have a heart attack.

The audience is awake now. They are standing and shouting, some in fear, some to encourage.  

Sag gets behind Batton. He wraps his right arm around Batton’s huge neck, grasps his left 
wrist and squeezes, like he’d learned in the Army.

The crowd becomes frantic as Batton’s face goes from pink to red and black, but not frantic 
enough to help or leave. Sag’s strained grunts and Batton’s tight wheezing are amplified by the 
microphone. Jim Croce continues singing. 

Sag squeezes as hard as he can. Batton goes limp and the dead weight is too much to hold. 
Sag lets him fall to the ground, onto the microphone. The sound of his body hitting the dirt 
rings through the grandstand, and the music is all that is left.

Yeah, you don’t tug on Superman’s cape
You don’t spit into the wind
You don’t pull the mask off that old Lone Ranger
And you don’t mess around with Jim

Sag Jinkins has now taken the lives of two men, and he’s about to kill the third. 

He reaches down and pulls the microphone out from under Batton’s stilled chest.

He speaks through his helmet.  The slur is gone.

“I’m Sag Jinkins. Gravity don’t mean shit to me. I just wanted to build a fucking gazebo.”

He drops the microphone to the dirt.  The siren peel of feedback fills the auditorium.  The 
crowd cringes.

Sag runs back into the performer’s entrance. His bike is on its side, still running. He picks it 
up, shifts it into neutral, and pushes it in front of the crowd.

He casts his helmet aside. The crowd gasps.

His face.


