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We take submissions of any kind, really.   
Counter Service is a platform where we like to talk 
about what happens around the table and the edges 
of the food world. That doesn’t mean you have to 
talk about food, but most likely it will come up 
in your submission at some point. We look for 
fiction, nonfiction, personal essays, poetry, playlists, 
photography, graphic design, vignettes, obsession 
pieces, illustration, and profiles of people/places/
things/ingredients/etc.

Each issue does revolve around a central theme, but 
largely this theme is a guideline and not a rubric. 
If you feel so inspired to write/photograph/design 
something and it doesn’t fit our theme, let us take a 
look anyways and we’ll make it work some way or 
another. For examples, peep us on our website for 
the latest issue.

hello@counterservicemag.com
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We've given Counter Service a face-lift. 
A makeover. Refresh. Spruce. Update. 
In the bizz it's known as a "re-brand". 
Call it what you want; all we hope is 
that you like it. And if you don't, we 
hope it grows on you.



A note from 
the editor
When I started to cook, 
beyond putting bread 
in the microwave with 
butter and garlic powder 
on top, and a little cheese 
(which I would then 
have to devour in under 
10 seconds because if 
I didn’t the bread gets 
hard, and inedible),  
I was a vegetarian.

At the time, I really loved this aspect of my 
culinary history because it “forced me to think 
outside of the normal meat and three dinners”, 
I would humble-brag. I had to think beyond 
chicken and broccoli, steak and potatoes. My 
preteen self put eggplant at the center of the 
meal, or (it was the early 2000’s, so give me a 
break for this) stuffed Portobello mushrooms 
with goat cheese and pine nuts. I ate a lot of 
salads and was very much concerned if the soup’s 
stock was chicken broth or not. Now? One of my 
favorite restaurants in the world is a restaurant 
that only serves half-chickens and potato salad.

What I mean is: meat has been a super 
central focus of mine as I interacted and interact 
with food in general, since those formative 
years. And I’m not unique in this sense; meat 
is culinary focus across the board. There are 
whole restaurants (steakhouses) and diets 
(Atkins) dedicated, there are movements in 
direct opposition to eating meat (veganism, 
vegetarianism), holidays that have almost become 
synonymous with a type of meat (July 4 hot 
dogs, Thanksgiving turkeys), advertisements 
dependent on etymological subtleties 
(WHERE’S THE BEEF).

This issue, Counter Service plays with meat. 
Gatherings revolving around a grill & vacations 
marked by a market & Paris with no foie gras; 
these stories get me excited for my next barbeque 
and prepping to be a vegan starting next month 
at the same time.

Dig in, this issue is sups juicy.
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A 
 Carnivore’s
  Ode

Meat, Memory 
and Milestones in 
Three Vignettes.

Jasmine Senaveratna

Childhood. Baltimore. My Papa Winnie’s Beef Tongue Curry. 
Perfectly slow-cooked chunks of tender tongue hiding in burbling sauce. The oils 

bubble on the surface as the bay leaves peek out here and there. I sit in my papa’s living 
room, full from the first round of snacks: fish cutlets, coconut sambol and papadum.

I am keenly aware of my greediness. I hear my father, in his typical fashion, dashing 
about his kitchen, genius and neurotic at the same time. He knows where everything is, 
and how to season without measure. He dashes about, chopping an onion, squeezing a 
lemon, mumbling to himself, questioning his actions. He tastes the curry sauce, and he 
disapproves. “Coriander, coriander!” he exclaims to himself.

I know how lucky I am, and at the same time how unconventional my home 
cooking may be in late 1990s Baltimore. My father was the cook at home and at work. 
Winston, a Sri Lankan man and merchant seaman who decided in 1977 to dock himself 
in the port city of Baltimore. (Why? Because he simply found the people to be nice 
there.) He found a job on the salad line in a restaurant in Little Italy, and in time became 
the chef of the restaurant.

He worked hard and loved his job, but hardly brought home or made Italian food; 
he loved his home food. He adored his mother, my aachchi, and learned to cook Sri 
Lankan food because of her. And so due to these little (but big) reasons, I can sit here 
and watch my amazing papa throw down.

I bite into the most tender morsels of tongue, and the flavor burst is familiar but 
always amazing. The perfect balance of yellow curry, cumin, coriander, salt, pepper 
and dried chilies—yet I can taste each spice distinctly. The aromatics of bay leaf. 
The brightness of lemon juice that cuts into the heft and richness of the tongue. The 
intense flavor of tongue (imagine beefier beef) and its texture. The warmth of the sauce, 
continuing to tenderize the meat.

I’m so happy.

Early 20’s. Manhattan. Steak Tartare at Employees Only. 
I got off work from Mas Farmhouse, my first restaurant job, in the village and 

decided to join a gentleman friend for a late night bite. I often (too often) headed 
across the street with coworkers to Blue Ribbon Wine Bar, but I was in the mood to do 
something different.

I was not yet privy to where to go late-night as a restaurant newbie. “Employees 
Only. They have the best tartare.” Eye-roll. He says this, knowing I love the tartare at 
Blue Ribbon. All right then, I’m up for a challenge.

We trudge through the civilians—survivors and zombies of Saturday night—past 
security, and then past a four-deep bar to the back dining room. Ah. Alluring, cavernous, 
dimly lit peace. And a table for two available. Bingo.

↳
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We sit, and an eccentric cocktail waitress appears to set the mood. How I remember her: Jet 
black 1920s bob with bangs, crimson lipstick, dressed in all black. Quirky demeanor, a stream-
of-consciousness way of speaking that appeals to me. She prances about the dining room, then 
to us and takes our order. Tartare and Parmesan fries, please and thank you. 

Hand-cut steak tartare. Crostini. Greens. Prepared tableside. The dish could very well moo, 
and I think I’d be okay with that. Filet mignon with lemon and Worcestershire. Perfectly airy, 
crispy crostini. The meat itself is light, sweet, grassy. Giving texture. No awkward chewing. 
Spreads like butter. Each bite with earthy greens and crispy bread are perfect.

I am content in the dark recesses of this space. I allow myself to fully enjoy my meal, and 
step away from the world. From the fear of leaping from the healthcare field to restaurant work. 
From my (then) poor taste in suitors. From not knowing who I was and how I belonged in the 
big city.

Eat well. Start somewhere.

31. Carmel Valley. T-Bone in a Cast-Iron Skillet, Prepared By Me.
I usually start this ritual with choosing a jazz playlist, gravitating towards Coltrane 

or Davis. Adulting; after years of dinner service, being accustomed to a constant reel of 
conversational murmur and restaurant playlists, I unclutter my brain with instrumental music. 
But I still want something upbeat and not as sentimental as Baker or Brubeck until later in the 
evening.

I open a bottle of red, my poor excuse to counter the cool climate of the Central Coast 
after sunset, and pour a glass for Claire. I place the T-bone on the counter to get it to room 
temperature. I slice a zucchini, some cauliflower, and trim a bunch of Mexican green onions to 
roast. I make sure my kosher salt, black peppercorns, and olive oil are in reach. 

I dress the vegetables and place them on the top rack in the oven. I let them get a head 
start, then heat my cast iron skillet until it’s smoking. I salt the T-bone generously. I gently place 
the meat in the skillet, I watch it faithfully and allow it to develop a caramel crust. I wait three 
minutes, maybe a touch more. Flip. 

The vegetables are almost done. Claire comes over and peeks over my shoulder with 
anticipation. I touch test the meat and know by how much it gives that it’s medium-rare. I take 
it off the heat, sprinkle a little pepper, dress it with a dollop of butter and let it rest.

Claire prepares the table. I light a candle and bring over the bottle of wine first, then go 
back to slice the steak. It’s tender and juicy, and I practice restraint until I bring it to the table. 
We sit, she smiles at me, and I say go for it.

She does the usual wiggle in her seat with delight. I play cool, but every time she’s happy 
with this dish it sends me over the moon. I sit back and look at the spread. Oven-roasted 
cebollas, sweet and vegetal, the other vegetables dressed with olive oil but not roasted too long 
to lose their texture, their character. The T-Bone, pink in the middle, juicy, decadent, but honest 
unto itself.

This revolution around the sun feels right.
●
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Lechon!
Alyssa Kondracki

When your aunt presents her famous chocolate layer cake that she 
baked from scratch, or your father-in-law uncorks that rare vintage 
he’s been saving for the right occasion, my family will most likely 
be clearing a spot on the table large enough for the lechon.

Lechon is Filipino style whole roasted pig, and like the 
chocolate cake and the wine it’s likely to appear at a special event – 
very often the main attraction.

Flashback: my Grandmother (center) and Grand-
father (far left) with one of their pigs, 1979, Ilocos 
Sur, Philippines

Over the years, I’ve come to recognize and appreciate lechon as 
the gold standard of offerings at Filipino parties where eating can 
sometimes feel like an Olympic sport – synonymous with crowd 
pleasing and signifying abundance.

Flashback: my Mom with me in tow at a party, 
1983, Long Island, NY

The amount of time it takes to prepare and slow cook a whole 
pig this way – roasted on a spit over hot coals for hours (sometimes 
manually) – adds significance to the feast. The result: sublimely 
tender meat just beneath a crust of skin that has turned a deep 
caramel brown to almost brick red hue, until it glistens and crackles 
in your mouth like a thin sheet of rich, savory brittle.

Flashback: family reunion in the backyard of my 
Uncle’s house, 1985, Houston, TX

Now, when I see lechon served at a party I immediately get a 
sense of what the host is feeling: pride, happiness and the warmth 
of generosity. I know they are grateful for the reason to celebrate as 
much as the celebration itself.

11 12

Issue 15  Meat



At the age of four, perched atop a stepstool, my 
first kitchen task was to mill parsley with an 
ENORMOUS meat cleaver. With surgeon like 
precision, I would sprinkle the green snow over 
the generously dijon laden lamb chops before they 
were popped under the broiler. I would eagerly 
watch through the oven glass, patiently awaiting the 
moment I could sink my tiny teeth into the original 
meat on a stick, the perfect handheld meat lollipop. 
It was an explosion of taste and texture. The tang 
and spice of the mustard brought balance to the 
wild flavor of the lamb while protecting the chops 
from drying out. The parsley would burn under 
the open flames, becoming crunchy and capturing 
the rustic flavor of the fire. I’d eat the chops clean, 
tearing at the gristle and  fat on the bone until there 
was nothing but a graveyard on my plate. On those 
nights, I would only pick up my fork to eat my peas 
so I would be allowed another piece of meat.

So I guess it is fair to say that I always had 
an infatuation with meat. It was my love of meat 
& fish and its hedonistic reputation that inspired 
my career. Its carnal and fleshy and provocative. 
I can relate. I found it indulgent, maybe even 
empowering, and the fabrication of it erotic & 
primal. It was not unusual for me to order a pork 
chop or a ribeye for dessert.

Things change. 

I started doing ayahuasca 2.5 years ago. And 
somewhere in my own journey with the plant 
medicines I lost my taste for meat. Maybe taste isn’t 
entirely accurate, but the smell became too gamey 
and the muscular texture off putting. I can eat it 
raw, or ground, but I just can’t sink my teeth into a 
cut of meat like I used to. There is no vibration, and 
for lack of a better description it just tastes, well, 
dead. It’s a bummer. A bad breakup. 

Inconvenient to say the least. But my old ally, 
my partner in meat crime, the peas, pulled thru. 
They have been there for me all along.

The truth is that I feel fantastic and am proud 
to say that I am deep in a passionate love affair 
with vegetables. It’s like I’m finally dating the nice 
guy, the underdog, the unsung hero of the hedonist 
world. So for now, I have to honor my body and 
its cravings (or lack thereof). I’m not in lamb chop 
eating shape quite yet, but if I do so happen to have 
a craving, I’ll whip up some simple & clean steak 
tartare or some mini berkshire pork meatballs. I 
can’t help but binge taste-test these when preparing 
either for a client, as if I was swept away in a 
momentary Instagram K hole over a bad-boy biker 
ex. Maybe it’s because both recipes use mustard 
and parsley. Whatever the reason is that I find these 
irresistible, they do the trick. I get my fix. And no 
one’s the wiser.                     ●

LAMB CHOPS 
PLAY–ALONG

Looking back  
on my childhood,  
the irony of my  
favorite meal and  
my favorite show  
both being “lamb  
chops” is not lost  
on me.
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Ingredients:
½ lb cleaned fresh beef fillet, frozen for 4-8 hours 
then cut into small dice 
Olive oil to coat
Salt and pepper to taste
½ cup parsley and dill stems, finely chopped
2 T Pickled ramp bulbs, sliced
2 T whole grain mustard, Maille Brand 
recommended

Method:
1. Toss fillet in clean metal bowl with olive oil 

to coat
2. Season with salt and pepper and toss
3. Add herb stems, mustard, & pickled ramp 

bulbs and toss to combine.  Taste and adjust 
seasoning if necessary

Steak Tartare

Ingredients:
1 lb pork
1 T kosher Salt 
½ T Pepper 
3 cloves grated Garlic 
2 T Sage, minced
1 T Thyme 
1 T Rosemary, minced
1/3 Cup Almond Flour 
½ package Powdered Gelatin
1.5 T whole Grain Mustard (86g)
1 Egg

Method
1. Combine Pork and Seasonings and  

almond flour
2. In a separate bowl, bloom gelatin in a little 

water and whisk.   
Then whisk in mustard and eggs

3. Combine wet ingredients with meat mixture 
thoroughly then roll into balls using mini scoop

4. Bake at 400 for 8-10 minutes

Meatballs
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Our toxic  
relationship  
with meat.
Andreas Joshua Carver
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I went meat-free almost fourteen years ago. A shocking decision to most of my friends 
and family since my diet was made up of chicken and rice. It wasn’t a swift move though. 
Being raised in the south, identifying as vegetarian meant you were weaker, “girlier”, not 
man enough and at the vulnerable age of fourteen, I wasn’t ready for such a commitment. 
I was already toying with my sexual identity. Coming out as queer and then having to 
come out as vegetarian, it all seemed too complicated. Plus, like I said, I LOVED meat. 
My palate wasn’t sophisticated at that time. I had yet to understand that meat was a 
cheap way to enjoy flavor.

Growing up between North Carolina and Florida meant that meat was your one 
major food group. To this day, after practicing a plant based diet for fourteen years, my 
grandmother still ask, “hun, do you want some of this chicken?” And after declining and 
reminding her of my vow to veganism she says, “it’s not meat. It’s chicken.” Maybe it’s 
mostly my fault that she forgets, for I don’t preach about my food choices. It is as part 
of my identity as being a green eyed male or the growth of a new mole. Except, it isn’t 
as passive as a biological assignment, for people are defensive about their food choices 
- and understandably so, food is personal. But as I grew up in an American masculine 
culture, I’ve had to negotiate my identity to try and avoid the trite commentary of our 
conditioning. “Don’t be such a girl; eat some meat! Aren’t you worried about your protein 
intake? Maybe you wouldn’t be so skinny if you ate a steak. ” And as infuriating as such 
comments are, I can’t be upset because they too are a product of their environment. 

The meat industry has been exploiting toxic masculinity since the birth of 
advertising. With headlines like, “This is not just a piece of meat, this is something a man 
wants to come home to.” Or Burger King’s astonishingly creative cover of Helen Reddy’s 
I am Woman where men sing, “I am man. Hear me roar in numbers too big to ignore 
and I am way too hungry to settle for chick food.” The commercial depicts men rioting 
in the streets, ripping off their underwear, and punching each other in the stomachs only 
to exude top masculine behaviors. If you Google Meat and Men, numerous studies show 
that we relate beef or pork to masculinity and vegetables to femininity. Have we been 
conditioned to believe meat is the only way of life? According to the U.S. Department of 
Agriculture (USDA) the average American consumes approximately 195 pounds of meat 
annually so I’d say so.

Although men tend to be the biggest critiques of my political and personal choices 
around food, they are not alone. Women too “just can’t stop eating meat.” But the 
worst is when my queer brothers and sisters roll their eyes at my vegan identity - calling 
veganism a rich person’s diet. I am broke. Trust me, eating meat is a rich person’s diet. 
Being solicited by my peers just symbolizes the depths of masculinities puncture on our 
western world. In the era of MeToo, global warming, and the Trump administration, we 

↳
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must go outside of our comfort zones and research the decisions we make in our everyday 
lives. We can no longer afford these archaic institutional values that meat equals better 
because man equals better. It no longer stands true (it never did). Meat production is 
killing our environment and our bodies, yet we stand behind it because we are protein 
obsessed and we are protein obsessed because we are male dominated.

According to The Guardian, a study conducted at the University of Oxford, UK 
shows that while meat and dairy provide just 18% of calories and 37% of protein, it uses 
the vast majority – 83% – of farmland and produces 60% of agriculture’s greenhouse 
gas emissions. After last week’s U.N. Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change, 
people have maddened their social media “conscious” post about the environment and 
our role in climate change. It is reminiscent of Trump’s decision to pull out of the Paris 
Accord, but what are we doing everyday to reduce greenhouse gas emissions? And if The 
Guardian, Scientific America, The New York Times, and plenty of other publications are 
writing about meat production and its toxicity in our everyday lives, why is it we are still 
looking at one dietary lifestyle?

Marta Zaraska’s Meathooked says that during the 2013 election cycle, the animal 
products industry contributed $17.5 million to federal candidates. And we all know there 
is no such thing as a free lunch. Science magazine says that eating meat increases your 
chances of colorectal cancer, cardiovascular disease, and more. It too is related to high 
levels of obesity. The American Psychological Association states that childhood obesity is 
a serious public health issue with over 20% of America’s youth overweight. Yet advertisers 
are still allowed to target kids with meat and dairy ads under the age of eight, whom do 
not understand the potent persuasion behind the messages they are being fed (we were 
being fed). Then we must look at what the said 4,000 ads we are exposed to each day and 
understand their toll on our mental health. We are never pretty enough, rich enough, or 
skinny/fit enough yet we are suppose to eat massive amounts of meat and dairy which do 
not help us attain any of those ideologies.

I am 5’8 125 pounds and nothing short of what some call skinny. Advertisements 
have never been on my side. I am queer, vegan, mixed and nowhere near the “standard 
body type.” My decision to no longer consume meat or dairy only reinforced the social 
implications that laid upon my body and my identity. In our current political climate we 
must look beyond the surface of our everyday choices. Toxic masculinity is in our white 
house, in our friend groups, and sitting kindly on a shelf in our homes. We must get to 
know the companies and products we support. Knowledge is at our fingertips and with 
apps like buycott, we don’t have to think too hard. I, too, have to look at the companies 
I give my money to (evening being vegan - veganism does not equal greater than). If we 
do not educate ourselves on the meat industry and its toxic ties, then we are providing 
monetary gains to a group that we wish not to support.       ●

Vegan Chicken and Biscuits by The Aphrodisiac Kitchen
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My first 
     vegan.
Mindy Cardozo

I’m not writing to present an airtight argument for vegetarianism.  As an occasional but 
careful Brooklyn omnivore, that wouldn’t make much sense.  I will tell you that when 
Donald Trump got elected, I found myself unable to eat any animal flesh for months.  
Like a teenage girl trying to ward off her adult body by refusing calories, it was a way to 
say “No, uh-uh,” all day long.  I never imagined this would bring on his impeachment; 
it was my own private response to the violence he represents. In another age, it’s possible 
I could have easily become a nun or a cult member, and not exactly because of any 
personal flair for zealotry. I simply like a complete bodily attachment to accompany my 
intellectual passions. I like teaching as much as I enjoy spending hours in the library. I 
mostly read theory, but also enjoy the awkward, halting reality of practice.  For years my 
main method of employment was to deliver food made in a kitchen by other people to 
anxiously awaiting diners, but the joy on their faces as they ate did not outweigh my own 
excitement for tasting new dishes before service or cashing in on my employee discount 
after a shift.  I am a florist who will never ungratefully receive flowers.  I study the things 
I want to experience, and I like to have a partner in crime. My Dad once stood in front 
of my bookshelf and complained: “Why do you have so many books about sex?” But I 
look at the same titles and see a preoccupation with desire.  Yes, the “heart” wants what it 
wants, but isn’t that satisfaction also delivered through the body and the head? And, for 
our purposes here, through the mouth?

One place to begin is in my junior year of high school in Gainesville, Florida. I 
had Honors American Literature with a teacher named Ms. Maples. She was a tiny, 
serious, ginger with a soft Arkansan drawl.  In her class, I read what remain to this day 
my most important novels: Beloved, The Scarlet Letter, and Their Eyes Were Watching 
God.  In them, I realized my heroes were zombies, sluts, and firebrands: iconoclasts of 
unkillable, unshameable, necessary desire.  As she introduced our syllabus, she told us 
the story of a prank pulled a few years earlier, and why she no longer assigned The Last 
of the Mohicans. The offending shenanigans involved students sneaking into her front 
yard in the middle of the night and transforming the space into a literary cemetery. She 
awoke the next morning to a sea of tiny flickering tombstones, as they had attached 
every single page of Cooper’s novel to sticks, then staked them across her lawn. The light 
in her eyes as she recalled this event twinkled pure satisfaction.  This dismembering of 
the text, and the organization amongst teenagers it had required, was participatory and 
loving. Driving the point home, they’d left behind a kiddie pool in which they’d floated 
a lone copy of Moby Dick.  “Fuck you, normative literary canon!” this performative 
re-assemblage of Cooper’s words screamed to me.  “We live in the belly of the beast! No 
time for your dull-ass prose!”  They even toilet papered her trees for good measure.   I 
was a 16-year-old virgin living in a highly analog historical moment, and something 
ignited in me as she told this story.         ↳
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That year, the year I did not read Moby Dick and actually still have not, I would 
also drop acid for the first time, lose my virginity, quit the cheerleading squad, get my 
first job in a restaurant I wound up working for well into my PhD coursework, abruptly 
stop believing in a single Christian God largely because of a Howard Zinn essay Ms. 
Maples assigned, and discover the Smiths, Joy Division, and the Sex Pistols.  My oldest 
brother safely returned home from the first Gulf War, and I became a vegetarian.  But all 
of those things came later.

One of the many perks of growing up in Gainesville in the Nineties included the 
proximity of the Phoenix family, who, notably for this essay, were also vegetarians. Little 
Leaf of Spacecamp fame (nèe Joaquin) was in my Jazz class the year we performed a 
routine to “People Are Strange” by the Doors. River’s bands performed in local clubs 
and even once at a Clinton/Gore rally on campus at UF I had attended with my newly 
returned brother, who caught me just before I hit the ground—(another) first of many 
unexplained fainting spells at shows. I remember seeing River at Kesl’s Coney Island, 
the epic vegetarian restaurant downtown, shortly before he died. That fateful year, I also 
developed a mean crush on a sweet boy who sat close to me in American Literature, who 
I would later discover was either a cousin or maybe just a close family friend of River’s. 
Like the rest of the Phoenix clan, he had taken a very un-Biblical hippie name.  In 
college we would suffer through Japanese classes 5 days a week together, but that year 
it was strictly English. At the time, I had very thick, very long, very blonde curly hair. 
Most of my outfits came from Contempo Casuals at the mall, except on the frequent 
occasions when I had to wear my cheerleading uniform to school. He had a long black 
ponytail and rough skin.  His accent came from a different south, and he bore a very 
fortunate resemblance to fellow Floridian Johnny Depp. In short, I simply was not his 
type.  One morning, digging into the stash of peanut M&M’s I was selling to raise 
money for the squad, I got up the nerve to offer him some for free. He politely refused, 
citing his veganism as the reason.  Later he would recommend John Robbins’s Diet for 
a New America, which I quickly devoured. Deeply altered by this crush, the books, and 
the Meat is Murder cassette that never left the tape player of my Honda Civic, I had soon 
removed all flesh from my diet.

In addition to Zora Neale Hurston and Toni Morrison, we also read Alice Walker, 
James Baldwin, Flannery O’Connor, T.S. Eliot, and The Prince of Tides.  This was 

public school in semi-rural North Central Florida in the early Nineties, and we had 
been gifted with this totally non-canonical year of reading.  I would not encounter 
the possibility of desire as a serious subject of academic study until my senior year of 
college, but what I had been allowed to spend a year considering in the safety of that 
classroom gave me the courage to look at the precariousness I’d experienced throughout 
my own childhood, and to stop hiding my own experiences of the ways class politics are 
necessarily lived through race and sex/gender.  These writers presented me with evidence 
that these vectors of vulnerability were not something that other people only experienced 
as shame. They didn’t have that luxury.  

Through a series of lucky accidents, becoming a vegetarian gave me one small way to 
break the script, to challenge what was supposed to be natural and good, but also to enter 
into community with people who seemed to be both more brave and more careful than 
the normal kids I’d been so bent on trying to run with.  If this doesn’t make any sense, 
then close your eyes and try to picture Donald Trump as a vegetarian.  I’m not kidding. 
Try to picture him calling countries “shitholes,” picture the confused children in airports 
who might never see their refugee parents again, Puerto Rico, Colin Kaepernick, the 
taunt of “fake news,” the administration’s policy on methane gas, his attempt to ban 
trans troops in the military, and hear him talking about grabbing pussy.   Then try to 
imagine some things that never happened: picture him calmly explaining in an interview 
why he doesn’t consume meat, or is against factory farming.  Picture him telling the 
story of how he raised Ivanka vegan.  That these scenarios could be nothing but absurd 
fantasies says something important to me about “meat.” The quotes here indicate both 
animals slaughtered for consumption and the ways we use meat as a metaphor.  

Meat: like words, like the sweetest parts of our lovers, like medicine, we put it in 
our mouths. One of the stories the vegetarians so provocatively remind us about nature is 
that, like other slippages of authenticity, it is often used to promote fantasies of necessity.  
It is many narratives about lies my Capitalism told me.  Allowing our desires to be a part 
of the ways we must reconsider consumption if we understand sustainability to be more 
than a buzzword can take many different paths, and while I’m not mapping that journey 
for anyone, I do think we’ve all got to start walking.        ●
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Mouthfeel
Care of: Mouthfeel Magazine
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I love Mouthfeel Magazine, point blank. It’s punk. It’s design heavy. It’s gay. It’s sexy. It’s 
counter culture. It’s accessible. It’s god damn gorgeous. It’s juicy as hell. It’s sophisticated 
and thoughtful and plain smart. Thank. God.

Mouthfeel Magazine, if we haven’t gushed over it before, is a food magazine through 
a gay lens, but that’s simplifying what they’re doing one-hundred-fold. They have been 
working to widen the scope of what food media is — beyond Bon Ap, Eater, and Kinfolk 
— into a place that is a little deeper, and more meaty.

We asked our good friends over there if they had anything to contribute (let’s be real, 
I’m so surprised that more people weren’t like , oh damn y’all are writing about MEAT? 
Let’s get into some double entendres with a quickness), and obvi the genius started to 
overflow.

I don’t know about you, but these three collage-illustation-rough-trade moments are 
all probably going to be hanging in my apartment shortly. They’re so sexy-smart.

Also, before you close your computer today or put away your phone, go check them 
out. Their Mexico City issue is fire.





Chicken 
Nuggets.
Joshua Hamlet

Part of changing jobs is learning. Learning about new preparations of squash. New 
grapes that make wines you’ve never heard of. New managers and new chefs that 
challenge your definition of stern or sweet or both at the same time. You learn table 
numbers and how they count seat numbers (the old adage of seat “one” being closest to 
kitchen is often replaced by even older ideas that it is the first to the left and changed 
again by “this is how we do it”). New cuts of steak and how to use the wasted ends of 
vegetables to make something compelling and crave-able.

Beyond testable materials often quizzed in pre-shift, you also learn about your new 
soon-to-be-friends and sometimes even more about yourself. The longest standing server’s 
territorial nature, or how the most recent food runner hire is destined to be the GM in 
time. You learn people’s family meal habits, and post drinks-of-choice. You learn habits.

Working in Brooklyn some years ago, I learned a bunch about all of that in set up, 
around the prep table, in line-up, in the middle of a third turn at 9:30pm dominated by 
walk-ins, in cleaning up after, in testing and tasting new dishes. But by far what I’ll take 
away most from that restaurants is the secret to getting fresh chicken nuggets at 2am 
after a daiquiri or three (and a shot of tequila because the bartender didn’t want to drink 
alone but demanded drinks from themselves all night).

Most times, when you order chicken nuggets from McDonald’s, you’ll get earlier-
fried nuggets that have been kept under a heat lamp. When it’s 2am, and you cover them 
in enough honey mustard or bbq sauce, it’s probably fine to have warm nuggets. But not 
for my dear ex-coworker. He is a connoisseur of all things delicious, including Barolos 
from his birth year and 2am meals.

After we had properly debriefed the night, how it was insane how someone actually 
waiting 4 hours for a table or when that kid lit their napkin full ablaze, my coworker had 
to make one stop before their uber whisked them into the night: McDonald’s. I can’t say 
I’ve had chicken nuggets since my sixth grade car rides with my dad between my mom’s 
house and his, so whenever he asked if he should get me any, I always politely refused. 
No matter, about five minutes later he always popped out with a massive bag of nuggets. 
And herein lies my most cherished lesson from my time there:

“Babe, why do you always get so many”
“Josh, the trick is, to get fresh nuggets, you have to order 60 or more. Only then will 

you hear them call back “DROP THE NUGGETS”, and that’s when you know they’re 
fresh.”

●

33 34

Issue 15  Meat



35

For those that  
knew me between  
2011 – 2013.

You were probably in my narrow east village “back yard” being passed a cutting board 
piled high with steak fresh off the grill accompanied by a big plastic container of 
chimichurri. You would have happily picked up a piece with your fingers, because there 
would be no plates or silverware offered.

Once the weather slightly resembled spring time, Simon and I were like, “FUCK 
YES!” It’s BBQ season. We would hop into our car and drive out to Corona Queens 
to an Argentine butcher and buy an obscene amount of entrana (skirt steak), morcilla 
(blood sausage), and mollejas (sweetbreads) and invite every single one of our friends and 
last night’s cab driver to our BBQ.

I have to rewind for a second.
This backyard extravaganza all started with Juan Pablo, an Argentine friend who 

introduced me to his butcher, only after a year of asking and begging for his source. JP 
and his girlfriend Maia would host asados on their patio in Harlem. The main difference, 
was JP cooked on a traditional Argentine grill that he would stand over all day, poking at 
the embers with a long cast iron pole, a cigarette dangling from his mouth and his face 
smudged with charcoal. To top off that sexy image, he picked this all up on his fucking 
motorcycle. We would eat with our fingers, grabbing the delicate morsels of tender steak 
that crunched on the outside, the butcher left the silver skin on to crisp up on the grill. I 
had never tasted anything like this in my life. Next came the morcilla, by far my favorite. 
Again, JP would crisp up the outside leaving the inside tender and juicy. We sandwiched 
the blood sausage between baguette and dipped it into the blood that dripped out of the 
resting steak on his cutting board.

I have to say, my grilling didn’t come close to his. I tried. Number one; I cooked 
on gas. Every time I would pick up my 20 pounds of steak and other goodies from the 
Argentine butcher, they would offer me their charcoal. I would decline and they would 
always scoff at me. “Carbon es mejor!”. Look, I know. It is. No doubt about it. But I am 
a lazy American and want things fast. It is also super intimidating, but that is a whole 
other story. Number two: I wasn’t Juan Pablo. JP eventually moved from his apartment 
and stopped doing asados. The torch was passed on to me. The gringa. We threw many 
asados, with JP in attendance. But it just was never the same. And to top it all off, he is 
now vegan. I will never get to experience one of his asados ever again.      ●

Backyard 
Asado Quinn Rose Levine
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Jessie Cacciola
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Click, click the gas stove again for another whiff.

With each combustion, tiny volatile molecules 
break at the surface, releasing not just disinfectant 
phenols and antibacterial eugenol, but scents of 
clove and vanilla, plus whatever’s getting smoked. 
In the case of rosemary (Rosmarinus, meaning 
“dew of the sea”), ancient rituals and folk medicine 
attribute benefits of memory retention, muscle 
relaxation and migraine relief. Just by smelling 
released oils off a fresh twig, olfactory nerves are 
awakened and a compound called 1,8-cineole 
enters the bloodstream.

__
I have a problem. I have to buy extra rosemary 
because I know I’ll smoke through at least half a bag 
before dinner. Like a bushy twig of incense, I light it 
up on my gas stovetop and walk around the apart-
ment watching its flamed tips curl into embers, re-
leasing that scent I wish I could turn into perfume but 
know would never be as good because there wouldn’t 
be any smoke to watch. 

For the few times I actually held a cig or cigar, the 
comfort came most in the distraction of the scene 
rather than the nicotine. I puffed to watch the glow 
and release of grey brushstrokes wrap up into the air, 
following any move of my hand. Every time, I’m re-
minded of when our human brains didn’t have much 
other than fire to control, or a scene more rewarding. 

We no longer need to settle near water for our re-
sources. The river comes up through a pipe. But I 
won’t trade my fire (or tiny gas stove and wood chips) 
for an electric range. 

Click, click the gas stove again for another whiff.

With each combustion, tiny volatile molecules 
break at the surface, releasing not just disinfectant 
phenols and antibacterial eugenol, but scents of 
clove and vanilla, plus whatever’s getting smoked. 
In the case of rosemary (Rosmarinus, meaning 
“dew of the sea”), ancient rituals and folk medicine 
attribute benefits of memory retention, muscle 
relaxation and migraine relief. Just by smelling 
released oils off a fresh twig, olfactory nerves are 
awakened and a compound called 1,8-cineole 
enters the bloodstream.

__
The closest I felt to a real roaring masterpiece was 
two summers ago during Hell Chicken at Achilles’s Heel. 
Many things contributed to the magic of those Sundays but I 
have to think the smoke was a big part of it, watching Lee and 
Desiree and what I imagined as a tight-knit family of non-fam-
ily members walk in and out of the screened back door with 
plates and tongs as if you were at their house, and then you 
remembered you weren’t. Or were you? 

You have to keep puffing to keep the fire going. You have to 
keep your eye on it. 

The right combination of layers makes for a chicken that was 
a chicken like we never had. It was more Peking duck than 
chicken, pulled down off a hanging hook and cut up into ribs 
that sunk into dipping sauce when laid on the plate. 

They gave you forks but we had hands, and soon 
enough our eyes were too blurry to find the fork. 
No one was looking passed their plate to watch 
how you devoured yours, and an endless stream of 
schmaltz-smeared wine glasses followed, as well 
as any part of my hair that fell into my schmaltz-
smeared face. I should have worn it up. I always 
forget. 

This weekly attendance saved me, erased ev-
erything the week had done, and I did not ask for 
forgiveness. Chicken season gave way to fireside 
cassoulet through winter, and I’m thankful for it all.
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The ultimate test of smoke’s save came a week after the 
2016 election. I was still as half numb as the week before, 
with wild existentialism. Should I leave the U.S.? Who are 
we? Have we been this way all along? My boyfriend and 
I had planned a dinner at our place for November 13 long 
before the world got the impossible results, and I thought 
seriously about canceling. But then, while we were prep-
ping chicharron the night before the party, the apartment 
started to fill with pork smoke. The windows blurred and I 
fell asleep steeping in the steam of a chicharron fog.

__
Here, as in all these moments, I’m reminded of what 
matters, of our nomadic predecessors who were just start-
ing to learn how to put some clothes on, who figured out a 
way to feed themselves, discovered the necessary risk of 
the hunt and the importance of gathering. It reminds me of 
bigger problems and simpler solutions. I thought, we will 
have this party! We have to. We cannot separate and forget 
who we are, what we love.

__
About two years before I met this chicken, I had 
started my first 9-5. How I managed to escape one for this 
long is a feat but I still never thought I’d have one. One day, 
sitting there in my post-it laced corner, the same as the one 
to my left and right, I couldn’t take it. I could feel my pu-
pils. I had to leave at least for the rest of the day. So I left, 
walked over the bridge, got the subway and made it home. 
I toasted two sides of a hot dog bun and swung open a jar 
of Piggery pâté. I cut into the fat with a demitasse spoon 
and smelled the woods beneath, spread it on, tore a piece 
off and squished it into my gums. Goosebumps, I swear to 
you, went out through each four of my limbs. I took the next 
bite slower. When I eat this miracle whip, I can hear the 
height of the fire when it pops and cracks. I feel as safe as I 
did in Heather and Brad’s basement where they smoke the 
pigs themselves before cutting them up into bacon, chops, 
ribs, shoulder, loins and lard for their shop in Ithaca, NY. 

The ultimate test of smoke’s save came a week after the 
2016 election. I was still as half numb as the week before, 
with wild existentialism. Should I leave the U.S.? Who are 
we? Have we been this way all along? My boyfriend and 
I had planned a dinner at our place for November 13 long 
before the world got the impossible results, and I thought 
seriously about canceling. But then, while we were prep-
ping chicharron the night before the party, the apartment 
started to fill with pork smoke. The windows blurred and I 
fell asleep steeping in the steam of a chicharron fog.

__
Here, as in all these moments, I’m reminded of what 
matters, of our nomadic predecessors who were just start-
ing to learn how to put some clothes on, who figured out a 
way to feed themselves, discovered the necessary risk of 
the hunt and the importance of gathering. It reminds me of 
bigger problems and simpler solutions. I thought, we will 
have this party! We have to. We cannot separate and forget 
who we are, what we love.
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Greek Meat
Lauren Gerrie

Exploring through a season adrift

countries and oceans

Hillsides and ports

Small towns and big cities

The soul of this place

Laced with aromatics and fats

Greece, summer’s last stop
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Miran Pastourma

Stonesthrow from Varvakios Central Market

Nestled amongst spice shops and restaurant supplies

Dangling sausages in deep reds and browns

Noosed garlics and fettered pork legs

Ceiling decor with a concentrated musk of meat

Two men, Armenian they declare

A duo of house specialties one from each set of hands

45 46

Issue 15  Meat



Dark and robust mimicking the look of Morcia

Air cured veal enriched with cumin, sumac, garlic, and cinnamon

A chewy but creamy bite

Once the sheath is torn away

Soutzouki coats and lingers on the tongue

Certainly not Katz’s

Once camel now beef

Dry aged then aged again in a paste redolent of spice and earth

Fenugreek, red pepper flakes, crushed garlic

Pastourma, the evil twin of Pastrami

And I love her dearly
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A labyrinth of ruined streets and slippery stone paths

Jasmine lined walls marked by anarchist art

Dwarfed by neighboring tourist traps

Tsikaboom… TsikaBOOM...TSIKABOOM!!!!

A temptress with the promise of a grill

Chunks of fatty crispy skinned rooster

Mutton patties glistening in juices

Both spiked with fresh and dried herbs

Laying in beds of olive oil drenched tomatoes and onions

Charred pillowy pita

A goodnight kiss from a city not soon forgotten
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The musings 
of a former 
vegetarian.
Brianna Wippman

I was a vegetarian for 15 years. It’s crazy to think as I write this, that’s exactly half of my 
life. When I was ten, I had one of those eye-opening realizations that the chicken on my 
plate was synonymous with a moving, breathing bird and the animal lover in me had to 
politely decline.

Over those next 15 years, I tried to figure out what it meant to be vegetarian. I knew 
I was doing some good in helping the environment and contributing to a more humane 
treatment of animals. But what I didn’t know was what to eat other than pasta, bean and 
cheese quesadillas, and more pasta. Vegetables didn’t define my “vegetarianism” as much 
as “no meat” did.

Ten years into my no meat lifestyle, I moved to Paris and called the city home 
for four years. At every restaurant or dinner party, I felt out of place. I couldn’t simply 
order a meal as written on the menu or sample beautiful homemade dishes that smelled 
so incredible. “Pas de viande, pas de poisson” became my constant refrain: “No meat, 
no fish.” I would get side glances of confusion and felt that I was disrupting a cultural 
barrier. It was incomprehensible that I wouldn’t try the canard or foie gras or lapin that 
my host mom’s mother had worked so hard to prepare. Instead, I was offered a sad plate 
(by French standards) of crudités, or a frozen veggie burger (that my host mom made fun 
of but said was the only thing she could find to feed me). 

This feeling of unease when turning down food, and more importantly, experiences, 
only grew when I moved to New York City and landed my first job at Food & Wine 
magazine. I was thrilled to be starting a career in publishing and even more so at such an 
esteemed magazine. I felt so lucky — and like an imposter. “I can’t tell my co-workers,” 
I’d explain to my friends, “being vegetarian is my dirty secret.” And it was. There were 
endless tastings in the test kitchen with famous chefs and press events where I’d sneakily 
try to eat around what I could so as not to touch the meat or fish and it just felt wrong.

↳
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On a cold night in February, I found myself at an intimate press dinner where the 
farmers and purveyors spoke about the meal we would be having that night. We were 
shown a slideshow of the farm and the happy lambs that were able to roam free. I chatted 
with my neighbors and  before I could even wrap my head around what I was doing, I 
took a bite of the lamb chops in front of me. It was divine. Melt-in-your mouth divine. 
And so I had a few more bites. I expected my stomach to revolt but shockingly, it didn’t.  

If I told you I was now a happy omnivore all day every day I’d be lying. There is still 
a part of me that hesitates when glancing at a menu (I used to ignore the meat and fish 
sections and still feel paralyzed by all of the choices now available) and sometimes I do 
question if I’m being true to myself when I don’t know where the meat comes from. I do 
my best to buy locally and eat at restaurants who source sustainably, but life isn’t perfect 
and it’s not always possible.

I returned to Paris last year and made it a point to have dinner with my host mom. 
When I arrived, I saw she had the vegetarian burgers out ready for me, and I boldly and 
proudly took the fish instead.

Ultimately, I think we can all do with everything in our lives, in moderation. And 
food is such a valuable, empowering way to create bonds and share experiences. 

Looking back, 15 years as a vegetarian wasn’t a mistake, I just apparently really 
mis(sed)-steak.             ●
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Counter Service.


