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The

girl pushed

the stiff, bloated
calf with the toe of
her pink-leather boot

the hard, small carcass
crunching

shards of

frosted

grass

while
the heifer lay
listless and used

mist rising from her
nostrils and her
back

as the girl

warmed her hands with

moist-hot drowning exhalations

into the ice-laced crochet loops of a blanket

pieced together out of roan yarn
by a young mother she

had never gotten

to know
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