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Retail Therapy 

By Robert Back 

 

Edgar arrived late for work at the nation’s fourth favourite 

supermarket, grabbed a green crate of produce and started loading 

up the fridges. His other co-workers were at their stations. Wine & 

Spirits, Chilled Desserts, Ready Meals. They’re all here. Each one a 

bastion of service and low aspirations. Other nineteen-year olds 

must be this miserable, surely.  

“Edgar!” sounded a voice, so infuriatingly nasal that one would 

hope it was satirical.  

Edgar looked over to see a pale man with deep set eyes. His 

brow protruding heavily and his excessively gelled hair spiked 

upwards, the fluorescent tubes above causing it to glisten like some 

hideous crown. His skeletal profile poked through his pale green 

manager’s shirt, XL, with short sleeves falling just before his wrists. 

His name badge declared: SIMON as it folded in and out of visibility 

within the creases of the shirt. There he stood, in the aromatic ravine 

where Bakery marries with Seasonal Promotions. Thirty-one years 

old. A man who, until four years ago had no ambition, but had 

decided for whatever reason to seriously apply himself to whatever 

meaningless job he found himself occupying at the tail end of his 

twenties.  
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Acidic. Both noxious and corrosive. A line manager with 

ambition.  

Head Office: the altar he worshiped at and we, the feckless ants 

that were going to carry him there. Too ‘goal oriented’ to realise that 

a man who excels at putting tops on bottles tends to keep putting 

tops on bottles.  

A flash from Simon’s Apple Watch alluded to the problem at 

hand.  

“Looks like we need to go over this again. What time do you 

start?” He cornered Edgar with a barrister’s swagger, questioning the 

defendant.  

“Nine,” said Edgar.  

“Nine? No, no that can’t be?” his Redbull breath wafted into 

Edgar’s immediate space. “If you started at nine, surely you’d be 

here at nine? But instead, here we are on the shop floor and it’s five 

past nine.” He tapped his watch along with those last three syllables.  

They hold a pause for a moment, gazing at each other, like a 

foreign settler staring back at a bewildered native.  

“Well?” honks his car-horn of a voice. The sugary stink of his 

breath strikes Edgar again and his eyes roll on reflex.  

“Don’t you dare! You know what?...” out comes the finger, “If it 

were up to me you’d already be gone! Have you not noticed that you 

are the only staff member not to receive the Starlight award?” Edgar 

had noticed. He’d made damn well sure he was never awarded that 

banner of condescension. Still, Simon was as much biomass as Edgar. 

Perhaps some honesty would put things to rights.  

“Look, Simon,” said Edgar, adding his name for sincerity. “I’m 

sorry, mate. I’ll honestly try and be here earlier next time. To tell you 
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the truth, I’m just struggling at the moment with a lot of things. 

Mainly what I’m doing with my life. I feel a bit lost-” Simon had 

started shaking his head around struggling.  

“Well, that sounds like something you need to deal with. 

Remember during training?” Edgar remembered. “Whatever is going 

on outside of here, you could be having your worst day ever... The 

moment you walk through that door, you’re smiling, everything is 

fine, just… yeah? Alright. Finish putting out that stock. I want that 

stack done by ten past.” He pointed to the crate tower and walked 

on. He clapped a couple of times. Belt adjusted. Order dispensed. 

Rogue employee neutralised. Justice.  

The barrister stepped outside for a cigarette and rang his 

girlfriend Leanne for a chat about dinner that night. 

 

Edgar sunk into his cold shift without putting up a fight and his mind 

began to shut down. Energy-saving mode. Soup. He obsessed over 

stacks of even numbers. Trying for the first twenty minutes not to 

read the packaging, but a wandering eye spoiled his discipline. He 

picked out plastic casings of fruit from all over the world. Israeli 

dates, Spanish oranges, and Concord pairs which, as it turns out, are 

a loving union between European Conference and Missouri Comice 

pears. Every label read a destination that conjured up a life that 

wasn’t his own.  

The droning hum of the fridges rumbled, like a chorus of monks 

through his ears and assisted in his detachment from space and time. 

Just as he was drifting away, a disenfranchised father approached 

Edgar. The Hi-Vis vest charged toward him, immediately asking if a 

specific offer relating to a specific product also related to the product 
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he held in his calloused hands. Edgar tried to remain in energy saving 

mode and contemplated for a moment. But Hi-Vis bullied him into 

immediacy. With artificial regret, Edgar informed the broad 

shouldered father that the product in his hands was tragically 

excluded from the offer and that his saving of £2 was nothing more 

than a cruel illusion. A mirage. Hi-Vis proceeds to punish Edgar with 

caustic protests. He must suffer. For the pedantic offer, but also for 

the hormone deficiency.  

Hi-Vis’ wife knew nothing, only that his nettled temper had been 

more explosive than usual. Every salivating curse thrown at Edgar 

truly aimed at himself, as his voice crackles into a higher register. The 

depleted testosterone reserves in his body humiliating him further. 

His rant closed. Edgar swallowed it down and apologised for more 

than he’s aware of.  

Hi-Vis will do battle with some poor drunk this weekend. That 

drunk, too intoxicated to realise that he is the embodiment of the 

emasculator. His broken nose: penance.  

 

The minutes pass as hours and the hours seemingly ration into days. 

Edgar’s only thought during this period of time is a shred of useful 

advice for the elderly and or terminally ill. It is as follows:  

 

“If one seeks more time, one should engage in a systematic stifling of 

the mind. A relentless fight against cognitive stimulation in the 

pursuit of the mundane so that time will multiply and multiply and 

multiply and multiply eternal.” – Edgar Murray 2019, Musings from 

the Fruit Aisle. 
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Edgar eventually gets promoted to supervisor.  

He too, now practices law…  
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