
Happy Valentines Day 
Before you give your box of chocolates 
And snip the base of your bouquet  
A declaration is in order 
It didn't have to be this way 
 
I killed myself to suit your needs 
I buried his corpse in an endless grave 
Reborn of blood and cleansed by deeds 
I found the best way to behave  
 
Initially it seemed to work 
We shone like diamonds, finely buffed 
But slips of tongue revealed the truth 
I will never be enough 
 
I searched my soul for lame excuses 
But all I saw was profound pain 
Lingering there from your abuses 
From words with you I must abstain 
 
This might be hard for you to hear 
Especially near Valentine's Day 
Again, I shout into your ear: 
It didn't have to be this way 
 
I grew and learned to like myself 
I basked in newfound independence 
And laughed at your obvious lack of stealth 
When flaunting your intelligence 
 
I kept my distance and peeled my eyes 
Watching you commit your sins 
Pulling angels from the skies  
To make a devilish army of minions 
 
You commanded “attack” but more often “defend” 
Because we with honor assumed the offensive 
But your walls were simply too strong to rend 



And you took my people by being impressive 
 
Weak I was but alone I was not 
For one faithful comrade remained by my side 
And soon we began our glorious plot 
To reveal your nature and the times you've lied  
 
I hope you're worried, I hope you're scared 
Please continue your shameless display 
But one last time I will remind you 
It didn't have to be this way 
 
You started this war and we will end it 
Bringing light unto the darkness 
Now get ready, hypocrite 
This isn’t a threat; this is a promise  
 
Sharpen your blades and I'll do the same 
This will be our final battle  
I fight for the boy I killed to be tame 
Who you branded and treated like your cattle 
 
In you I once saw every virtue 
You wore them all upon your sleeve 
But you took my freedom like a curfew 
And made it hard for me to breathe 
 
It’s time to fight me one on one 
For all the precious time I wasted 
Trying to master the art of fun 
As my true self grew emaciated 
 
From that fateful evening we met in May 
It didn’t have to be this way 
 
Don't Come to me With a Cart Full of Groceries 
 
It starts with confidence 



There's a certain air of optimism that by the time I get out of here, the sun’s gonna be right where 
it was when I arrived 
And it's that driving force that’s kept me at my greatest for all of this time 
So customers come to me  
And I take on all of them with eagerness 
No order is too complex 
No customer too difficult 
No cart too full 
I am the best-oiled machine, armed with razor focus and an infrared beam, designed to get you 
out of here as fast as possible. 
So you came up to me, your cart absolutely brimming with groceries  
You greeted me with kindness and ice cream 
Warmth and 17 bottles of Coke 
Your heart in one hand and artichoke hearts in the other 
I smiled and took your store card 
And you complimented the rarity of my name 
We made awkward eye contact for like 15 seconds 
Except it wasn't awkward because we were both giggling the whole time  
You said the mint ice cream’s your favorite 
And I knew, in that moment, we were soulmates 
We spent nearly ten minutes discussing the inferiority of all other ice cream flavors and how 
old-fashioned, quaint creameries with antique glass dishes and a nickelodeon playing the Maple 
Leaf Rag in the background are infinitely more worth going to than high-tech shops with liquid 
nitrogen and trendy waffle cone designs  
Your cheese came without a label, so I called my boss over to get one printed, and I couldn't be 
more excited to continue our small talk 
We ramble on about how Muenster stands over all other cheeses like a king looking down on 
mere peasants 
How universal its greatness is, melted between toast, mixed into hot grits, turned into fondue, or 
just plain by itself 
It reminds me of you 
How universally great you are 
It's only been fifteen minutes, and already I know you: 
The person that everyone loves 
The person that I loved 
Your cheese comes, and as the receipt hisses out of the printer, I feel you slip away with it 
But it’s okay because you said you'd come back next week 
Next week 
When I leave to see that the sun is still there, all I'm thinking is “next week” 



The week that felt like two lifetimes 
But finally it came 
And I start off with the same confidence 
My eyes spin and drag my head around, checking all corners, all aisles, even the bathroom, just 
to see if you'd emerge with your cart full of groceries 
Yes, I thought you'd go into the bathroom with your groceries 
That's who I saw in you last week 
A quirky one, the one who makes stupid mistakes that are so stupid, even you laugh at them, 
even though you're deeper than the child of space and the ocean  
The thought of you makes me jitter like humming freezer doors 
But by the time I was done jittering, they told me I could leave 
So I left, and the sun ticked westward 
I thought that you must've meant 2 weeks 
How could you possibly go through all of those groceries in just one week? 
I made excuses  
I said you must have come during my break 
Said there must've been an emergency 
Said that you will be back next week 
So next week came 
And it's the same story 
Sun ticks west, I think “3 weeks” 
Ticks west, “4 weeks” 
“5 weeks” 
“6 weeks” 
“7 weeks” 
Until it's just the moon 
I am a rusty robot, ready to collapse of my own gravity 
My laser just looks like fragile lamplight; it can't scan anything 
And I can't trust anything 
Because you said you'd be here next week 
Every customer that enters my lane is just a function that consumes my battery power and claims 
it for their own 
You were my charger, my oil, my fervent beam of light 
And without you, every shift gets harder 
I'm pretty sure I'm gonna break soon 
I can tell because now I've started to hate you 
Even though you've done nothing all that wrong 
Every order is just too complex 
Every customer is too difficult  



And every cart is way too full 
You gave me le-  
Lem... 
Shit what's that thing called again? 
That bright, yellow sphere that tastes like bad decisions mixed with good ones? 
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That's definitely it 
You gave me 4053s  
And my mom said that when life gives you 4053s, you make 4053ade 
Sure I can make it, but I don't have anyone to share it with 
Because I lost the 3283 of my eye 
And now these eyes can only see code where bright fruits lingered 
I can't let you see me like this 
So please 
Don't come to me with your cart full of groceries 
Because I'm afraid that if you see me like a heartless tin man in the moonlight 
You might break too 


