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Waking for work in the winter









Even when frost hasn’t left the hard ground rutted by the wheels of tractors


Even though tail-lights clog the motorway


Even though the moon still stands blind and cold in the morning sky


Even though the sheets are clean and the covers are warm


and the person beside you breathes the rise and fall of somewhere deep


Get up


Like the dog that hears a sound in the dark


Get up






























Becoming









After work my grandfather would wash his hands in the kitchen sink


He would use Fairy Liquid as lather, and as a boy I’d watch him scrub stains


from his skin, clear dirt from his fingernails. Where have these hands been


I’d wonder, what is out there? Now, after each working each day I stare


at my own hands in my own sink. It’s a powerful sensation. This mixture


of pride and sadness.






























For the journey









When they told him who was beneath the boulder, he didn’t say a word


just placed his forehead against it, then one hand, then two


then set his shoulder to work. None of the men had seen someone so


desperate, so methodical. The lamps on their helmets brightened his back


that shifted and bucked but wouldn’t buckle. They watched as his boots


dug troughs in the dirt. Whenever he tired there’d be silence
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