
Advance Praise 
 
 
“Bryanna Licciardi’s Fish Love is full of regret—in the best way 
possible. In these poems, regret becomes a passageway, open-
ing door after door, leading to both knowledge and accep-
tance of the self, a self that is creative and cruel in turns. 
These poems explore identity as constructed by geography, 
genes, and gender: ‘I’m still unraveling,’ the speaker notes, 
‘the truth that belonging means offering up / pieces of your-
self like sacrifice.’ It’s a strategically unsettling book as it jux-
taposes narratives of serial killers alongside memories of dif-
ficult grandmothers, of problematic parents, of the ongoing 
frustration with ‘the realization / that my dissatisfaction was 
not / with people, but with / their predictability.’ Fish Love is 
anything but predictable. It evades the hook as it limns the 
space between desire and destruction, between loving and 
changing the self, between regret and slippery, fishy relief.” 
—Amie Whittemore, author of Glass Harvest 
 
“Ah, love! In Bryanna Licciardi’s hands, the slippery fish makes 
virgins into sex addicts and women into desserts because 
they, too, are ‘served last.’ To swim in this school is to reason 
with babies one never plans to have and learn that ‘freedom 
is a sword / with too many edges.’ Fish Love finds us all out-
matched by the depths, unless we let love off the hook for 
its fishiness and let it lure us beyond ourselves.” 
—Amy Wright, author of Paper Concert 
 
“In Bryanna Licciardi’s piercingly observant collection, pro-
found longing and nostalgia introduce us to a speaker aware 
and prescient of the body, political and sensual, in all its 
complexities. The body is one, the body is multiple, Licciardi 
reminds us, as she writes simultaneously toward and away 
from childhood memory. She also reminds us that originality 



has to do with what is timeless turned sideways: ‘After months 
of thinking otherwise, / I am concluding less and less.’ For-
mally inventive, syntactically animate, Fish Love is sinister and 
funny, egoless and immaculate, and convinces us how ‘be-
longing means offering up / pieces of yourself like sacrifice.’” 
—Gary McDowell, author of Aflame 
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He said, “Don’t tell me you love the fish. You love yourself. 
And because the fish tastes good to you, you took it out of 
the water and killed it and boiled it.” So much of what is 
love, is fish love. 

—Rabbi Dr. Abraham Twerski 
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Double Dream 
 
 
Now that you’re gone 
the night craves us. 
I listen as it stirs and 
settles, stirs and unsettles. 
You might have told me 
the house is shifting, 
that my Stephen King 
obsession has left me 
too many monsters, 
but now, with the lights off, 
everything feels heavy— 
my arms, our bed, sheets, 
even an open window 
starts to fall, as if the night 
has kidnapped our days, 
stuffed them into 
a thousand dark suitcases, 
and now regrets 
all this weight. 
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Assigned Buddies 
 
 
The teacher says these girls are good for me 
because my twang is a target, and at first, 
I agree. Even after they push lunch trays 
at me to put away, tell me not to speak without 
permission, call me redneck that time I say y’all. 
 
It’s too cold here to feel like myself. 
My parents have bought us foreign clothes 
—snow pants, thermal underwear. 
Not until the sun comes do I realize how much 
I’ve missed my own clothes. Like my overalls. 
I love how they don’t slip down my scrawny hips 
the way jeans do. Today I’m strutting 
 
the hallways, feeling freely myself. 
Kids pass, pointing and belly laughs that 
I don’t understand. On the bus, my buddies say 
only hicks wear overalls. I’m an embarrassment. 
I’d like to tell you I made them lick dirt, 
 
but it’s third grade, and I’m still unraveling 
the truth that belonging means offering up 
pieces of yourself like sacrifice. 
I’m the new girl who talks funny, 
who doesn’t know cursive or the times table, 
who needs the teacher’s help 
to put on her snow pants. 
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At home, I rip off the overalls, 
throw them in the trash bin outside, but 
that’s not enough distance between us, 
so I grab a can of Pearly Pink paint 
left over from my new room, 
and pour it over the denim like frosting. 
I wait then, for relief, or regret 
—whichever comes first. 
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They Called Him Bear 
 
 
Not because his arms looked like 
two watermelons devoured by cobras, 
 
or the mass of fur poking through his shirt. 
Not because his laugh shook the car. 
 
Not because his hands were clawing beneath my straps, 
or because his smile was all sharp and predator. 
 
Not because he parked us by the woods 
after I’d fallen asleep. 
 
Not because his car became a cave. 
Not because his hunger. 
 
They called him Bear because 
he was their protector. 
 
A loving father, husband, 
and of all people there that night, at that party, 
 
with him, they said, 
I would be safe. 
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Someone Sets Me Up 
with Charles Manson 

 
 

Serial killer charged with inciting murder, though 
never found guilty of committing a murder himself. 

 
 
But I get there to find Charles has sent two guys in his 
place. They eat like wolves and want me to pay because 
Charles told them I would, and I do. I ask if he’ll show 
up later, and they tell me, Maybe, but he’s Manson, Son of 
Men—so it’s hard to say. The taller guy puts his hand on 
my knee and winks. The other one, gnashing meat 
through his teeth when he smiles, has a Southern ac-
cent and asks me to call him Cowboy. Eventually I 
make an excuse to leave, can’t recall why I even showed, 
but they follow me into my car and fling off their shoes. 
I roll down the windows because it smells so bad. 
Where can I drop you off? I say. What’s the rush? they want 
to know. Cowboy asks if I’d like to see their ranch, 
learn about the coming war, possibly bang The Man 
himself. I’ve finally discovered my sanity, so I tell them, 
When pigs fly, and the tall one says, Oh, they may not fly, 
but boy, do we make them run. 
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Hopalong Cassidy Was 
Grandmother’s Hero 

 
 
After each episode, I imagine young her 
blazing a rusted bike through the streets, 
desperately in search of that Wild West. 
 
In dreams, I’m there, too, 
watching her posed small against 
a black-and-white screen. 
 
I want to warn her, Don’t turn around! 
I want to promise that life’s better 
if you know to look this way. 
 
But Hopalong always gets booted for Technicolor. 
And my grandmother’s back stays turned 
to what’s coming: the rapturing static. 
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