The Post-it King

My wife says I'm the "Post-it King", I ask if that is good?
She never seems to answer, though I insist she should.
She says she's never met anyone like me.
I ask if that's a compliment, she said, "Let's wait and see."

She tells me she gets up each day, one thing is crystal clear,
that she’ll find a Post-it on the bathroom mirror.
Some days it may be serious, some days it may be funny.
Some days it reads “I found your purse and took a little money.”

Then she’ll walk into the kitchen to pour herself a cup
and find a Post-it saying, "It’s your turn to walk the pup."
She turns to look for Shadow, in the pantry on the gate
there’s a Post-it saying, "I think you're a little late."

She’ll clean up Shadow’s mess and when she turns around
there’ll a Post-it saying, "Honey, we’re out of coffee grounds."
Sadly, she gets in the car, sees a Post-it on the glass,
"I used your car last night; I think you’re out of gas."

She spends her day at work, I'm surely on her mind,
knowing that she finds me, dapper and refined.
She gets home, walks in the house, finds a place to sit.
Sees another Post-it for her benefit.

"Dear, you know I love you, to me you are a winner.
I'll be home at six, anticipating dinner."
Dishes done, she leaves the kitchen, see a Post-it with her name
"Darling, could you keep it down, I'm trying to watch the game."

She walks down the hallway, says she's really tired.
I thought for sure my Post-its would leave my wife inspired.
With heavy eyes she sees a Post-it on the bedroom door.
"Don't forget your CPAP, you know how loud you snore."

She finds one final Post-it on the nightstand by the bed.
"Sweetheart, you know I love you, from your toes up to your head.
When I crawl in bed, snuggling's what I crave,
but your legs have stubble, so don’t forget to shave."



