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i went in for bread

and maybe milk

(if it was on sale)

but then

i saw you

in aisle 4

holding a pineapple

like you were auditioning

for a tropical fruit commercial.

you looked up,

smiled,

and suddenly my shopping list

felt like ancient history.

we talked.

about pineapple ripeness.

about how you always forget

your reusable bags.

about how the self-checkout voice

sounds way too judgmental

for a machine.

you laughed at my joke

about pineapples being

spiky watermelons,

and i thought—

yes.

this is it.

the meet-cute my mother

told me about.

but then,

i panicked.

i said “well,

good luck with your pineapple”

like that was

a completely normal thing

to wish someone,

and walked away.

i watched you pay.

i watched you leave.

i did not follow you.

i did not ask your name.

i did not even

buy the bread.

so now,

somewhere out there,

you are making pineapple smoothies

(or maybe throwing it away

because you picked a bad one)

and i am here,

making toastless tea,

writing this poem

i should’ve texted

if i’d only

had your number.
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you said you’d “be there in five,”

which, in our language,

has always meant

“in twenty,

after i find my shoes,

remember i have laundry in the dryer,

and google whether turtles can get lonely.”

so i was in no rush.

but then—

my phone buzzed.

not from you,

but from the group chat.

and there it was:

a photo.

you,

at the café,

already sitting,

already holding

a drink with foam art

shaped like a cat

(because you’re smug like that),

already laughing—

with everyone else.
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