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			​Presenting the Facts

			They say, “You

			would argue with God.” 

			Well, of course, I would. 

			Who wouldn’t?

			 

			I approach prayer as

			a negotiation.

			If I present the facts 

			straight, 

			surely, 

			God will see 

			the obvious truth—

			get some sense

			about them and

			act right. 

			Although, it does seem 

			to be taking

			quite some time. 

			​How to Love Me, 
Regardless

			Watch the same sitcoms 

			on repeat.  

			Don’t yell much— 

			or stomp.  

			 

			Hold your jaw softly.  

			Sneeze quietly.  

			Expect no creamer  

			for mornings.   

			 

			Know I am up  

			or down.  

			Each time, it 

			is forever. 

			 

			Enjoy your solitude, but 

			stay close.  

			Expect less effort 

			in return.  

			 

			Don’t be too mean 

			or kind.  

			Both are bad 

			for my nerves. 

			​Butchered

			I gave a five

			to the baker

			six fingers to the tax man

			my heart to my lover

			an ear to my mother

			my spine to my father (again),

			my belly to

			the dishes

			ten toes to 

			the dogs

			and their wishes,

			my teeth to the grocer

			some skin to the banker

			a leg

			and an arm

			to my job.

			Now, my brain spends

			the night, pushing

			and grunting, birthing— 

			until new parts appear,

			so I can pay

			these debts

			again.

			​Emma

			I asked the sister of my soul

			if she’d ever eaten her fill, ever satisfied

			herself to the point where she

			couldn’t name a single thing to want. 

			She said, “Never—not once.

			I always want something more—

			more perfect.” 

			​Fishing

			One day, with weather 

			I can’t remember in a season 

			that has escaped me,  

			my stepfather took me 

			to a trout pond.  

			 

			“It’ll be easy,” he said.  

			“They have nowhere 

			to run.” 

			 

			He was right. I hauled 

			fish after fish 

			through the stocked water,  

			droplets falling down 

			my scrawny arms. 

			The fish went into a 

			bucket, and I didn’t think 

			of them again once the lid  

			closed. It was on to 

			the next catch, the 

			next praise.  

			 

			Then, I hauled a good one, 

			slick in the sunlight—or was 

			it cloudy? I can’t 

			remember.  

			 

			I poked around its mouth,  

			searching for the hook 

			

			but came up empty—only 

			the line trailed from  

			between its hungry lips. 

			 

			I gripped the line, gave it 

			a good tug, and felt the fish 

			shudder in my hand. I placed 

			it between my knees—for  

			strong grip—and yanked.  

			 

			That day, I learned I could 

			hear a tear in another’s  

			body. 

			The hook flew out 

			of the fish’s mouth. It  

			clutched 

			a hunk of brilliant, red  

			organ. Blood poured 

			over my hand, coating

			my prize

			in red.

			I screamed 

			for help. 

			 

			Memory should serve me 

			here. What happened next?  

			Did the fish die in my 

			hand? Did my stepfather 

			let me see its last flops? 

			Or did he slip it, mercifully, 

			into the water, telling me 

			

			it would be just fine?  

			But nothing comes.  

			 

			I remember only that he saw 

			my tears mixing with 

			pond muck, placed his  

			hands on my shoulder 

			as I sobbed—guilty of 

			ignorance, of not knowing  

			the art of fishing, of  

			murder before God and 

			everything else—then 

			that he got on my level, 

			looked me in the eyes,  

			and said, “You have a very 

			big heart.” 

			 

			That day, I learned 

			I had a very big heart— 

			and that fishing meant more 

			for the fish than it did for me. 

			 

			The summer I turned 

			eighteen, I’d grown enough 

			to pretend that trout’s  

			blood hadn’t bothered me 

			much—that I never 

			thought about it.  

			 

			I worked in an office for 

			room and board, though 

			it was only a room— 

			no board. My boss brought 

			

			her two children in every 

			day, their eyes dull against the 

			matte beige of easy-slide 

			carpet. Their color waned 

			as the weeks passed, so 

			one day, I said, “There’s  

			a pond across the field.  

			Would you like to go  

			fishing?” 

			 

			Something like life 

			colored the boy’s  

			eyes. The girl watched, 

			waiting, learning what to  

			think, then straightened her 

			posture. “We don’t have 

			poles,” she said.  
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