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I’ll tell you anything to get you off my back little monkey.

In name, how like a pest, and in voice, how like nails on a blackboard.

Your very name makes me tremble and brings me to my knees with sickness.

I hear the wretched gagging that you call breathing and blood comes from my mouth.

I would leave, but I know you would follow.

You are like a jail cell of barbed wire, always confining and always clawing at my very life.

Your once pretty face haunts me even in sleep with visions of wild dry hair, bloodshot eyes, and a crooked smile of lunacy.

I know now that I can never escape you, but I can spare the rest of the world by killing you.

I know that you will take me with you, but you will anyway in the end.

It’s worth it to save someone, anyone from this life you’ve made for me, this life in hell.

