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This issue is based on only one painting from the 55th Annual Juried Members Exhibition at the New Britain Museum of American Art. It is inspired by the exceptional painting by Joseph Pino Failla, “Morning at the Dog Pound.” 
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It is 3:15 in the morning. Around there anyway.

It is cold. It might be 30 degrees. It feels colder.

The wind.

The wind blows down the tunnel of East Main Street.

The wind makes everything colder and more desperate.

Leaves and Dunkin wrappers rush down the street like they know that it is well past last call and they might as well head home. 

The wind knows which way to push them. The wind knows which way is home.

The street is empty. Everyone in their apartments or where they intend to be. It is the middle of the week and only the serious drinkers made it to last call. 

That was over an hour ago. The cars have stopped going by. 

This is not the part of town that has the bars or the late night egg and bacon joints.

This is the part of town that the cops don’t bother to patrol. It is not that it is a dangerous place. It is just uninteresting in the middle of the night. It is a forgotten corner, here in the middle of the street. 

The moon is planted above the building on the north side. The building it is over is the East Main Animal Shelter. 

Everyone calls it the Pound. 

Everyone is an antiquated idiot.

There hasn’t been a pound since there were orphanages and work camps. This is people watching too many old movies or something. 

The moon illuminates the building and half the street like it is a spotlight. Or one of those bright ones that hang on the top of playhouse ceilings. The kind that gets tangled in the riggings.

The Moon is the quiet witness. Silent. The Moon always is. The animal shelter isn’t. It is still rumbling with barks and yaps and complaints of the dogs. They are warm and fed and they have a glimmer of hope in front of them. Maybe someone will adopt them, but that doesn’t shut them up. They are not loud, but they got something to say and no one is going to stop them. 

The road is empty, but the sidewalk on the south side of the street is getting some action. There are two shapes walking down. It is a woman wrapped in sweaters and mittens and a torn parka that doesn’t fit right. Her face is mostly covered from a thin scarf wrapping her up from the wind. 

The other shape is a dog. It is medium size. His fur is short and brown. There are parts that have grown faster than others. His fur is an uneven mosaic. His ears are up like those antennas from black and white TVs, always trying to get the best signal in. His snout has a little white beard that goes over most of his mouth. 
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