
Supermarket worker 

She’s getting too old for this  

but it’s work isn’t it.  

Across the table her husband  

is an empty shelf. At night  

she dreams she is walking  

in a field towards a high stack  

of tinned tomatoes.  

Under her feet the grass  

is soft and cool.  

As the ground reaches up for her 

the cans start falling 

one by one. 
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