"Farmers Market"
Chryso Lawless 

In the parking lot behind the vacant grocery store the customers roll in 
mothers towing kids and dogs, singles in beads and sandals, matrons in tennis togs. 
Each stand has a homey farm name-Two Acre, Smiling Hill. 
Neighbors line up and greet each other. 
Cheerful farm wives and daughters weigh and bag their purchases. 
In the corner, Somali women with bright scarved heads, bodies wrapped in patterns 
Stand behind their tables abundant with mounds of bright carrots, ruffled chard, shapely squash. 
Their chiseled features see dreams of the distant land. 
They wait. They wait. 
The shoppers look and pass on by. 
At the end of the day, the women pack up their bounty and go home. 
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