As their Sunday offering.

When his nails grow too long, they

Chop them into croutons for their

Dinner salads, while the meatloaf

Is stuffed with his shoulders.

When he 1is bad, they put him into a plastic bag
And close it with a twist tie.

He sits in the refrigerator,

Barely breathing.

But when he is good and guests come to visit

They say,

"This 1is our boy.

We baked him ourselves."

— Lydia Tomkiw
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