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Amelia Reed 
 

Bio: My name is Amelia Reed, and I am a fifteen-year old writer living in the United 
States. I was first drawn to poetry writing through the lens of song lyrics, as I myself 
am a musician, but my interest in the subject expanded from there. Currently, I 
attend an art school in California and spend most of my time writing poetry and 
playing in my band.  

 

Checkout 
 

I saw a couple in the supermarket today. They were in love.  

I wonder if they met there, touched hands over the tangerines, fell in love where the 

pears lean against the wall and turn soft  

Or maybe one of them smashed a jar of peaches on the linoleum and the other filled 

the first’s mouth with I’ll help, it’s okay, I’ll get the glass,  

Or maybe the glass skated across the floor and the other one leapt away like a goat 

on a rockslide, hey watch it, you could hurt somebody,  

(I want that somebody to be me) 

Maybe they bit at each other across the last box of rigatoni, eight, nine, eleven 

fingers calcifying denting the little plastic window, maybe they turned each other red 

and blue and left fingernail grooves in the aisle  

Or one paid for the other’s eggs, milk,  

No, it’s no trouble, there’s no need to be sorry,  
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Or maybe the first worked there, the night shift, and the other came in with a 

shotgun, put it in the bag, missus, and nobody gets hurt,  

And maybe the one behind the counter laughed because she’d heard that line before 

on her favourite television flick, put it in the bag, missus, put the money in the bag, 

don’t make this harder than it has to be.  

 

Maybe I was the robber and you were the girl behind the counter, maybe the gun 

was a family heirloom. Maybe I tasted the gun, kissed it like my wife in a soap opera, 

all hands and teeth, but it didn’t kiss me back and it tasted brassy 

Or maybe I left the gun, you wrapped it up as you clocked out, left the door open and 

when you tucked into bed you put the gun with the others, the other guns left by 

other robbers, 

And maybe it seemed a bit heavier than the rest, or rounder, or maybe it was a blow-

up clown toy, and it never hung right on your wall so you took it down. 

Maybe I came back to the same supermarket the next day, a weekday, and you 

weren’t mad at me, you weren’t. And the gun corrodes a streak across both of our 

thighs 

Maybe I’m the boy you passed on the way to work whose face is warmed with 

footsteps, maybe  

Maybe you’re the boy and I am the shoe print on your cheek 
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I saw a couple in the supermarket today. They were in love, and I know because 

they told us, you and I, and I know because we told them back, but it wasn’t true, 

was it? 

They were telling the truth, but we weren’t. Or maybe it was the other way around 

But anyway, here we are in the canned peaches aisle. Get that jar, no, that one, 

there, put it in the basket.  

We should get pasta for dinner.  

 

 

  


