The Revenge of The Pink Bike Queen

By Harvey Monkswing-Johnson


All I ever wanted was a pink bike with a flower basket up front.  I could picture it now: fourteen-inch wheels, a silver bell, and a chain protector.  But I never got that bike.  It has left me bitter and twisted.  So much so that I now have to visit my psychiatrist three times a week.  It isn’t easy letting a grudge go.  The anger built up inside over the past few years has risen to such a pressure that it can’t just be let out in small parts.  It is all or nothing.  So as I said, three times a week I go to my psychiatrist.  Part of these sessions includes me going inside a metal box and just doing what I want inside.  It allows me to relieve some stress and lets me believe that I am having my own way at last.  Little does anybody know that I WILL have my own way.  I’ll get it sooner than people think.  I have a very good job, and I have just seen a vision of the perfect pink bike.  Yes, you may laugh but be warned: I have a nasty bite.  Only a fool would dare cross me.  I am very into martial arts.  My conscience is as shallow as a river in a drought.  I don’t have one.  So read on if you want to be on my side.  So if you don’t read on, I will curse you forever.
Good, you decided to carry on reading.  Well, for the rest of my story you must not make judgement on my way of thinking.  Everybody is an equal, being no more special than anybody else, so don’t you go thinking otherwise.  The madness all started when I was five.  I saw my worst enemy Philippine Jocklestine for the first time.  She was laughing because she had everything I didn’t have, and the stuff I did (which wasn’t very much).  I wanted her to fall off her bike.  I wanted to steal it.  It was the very one I wanted and she wouldn’t even give me a quick go on it! I tried to steal it once, but her parents put up a fence and there was no escape.  I asked my parents to get me a pink bike but they dismissed the idea.  They said (and I quote) “judging your recent behaviour and the increasing worry we have on you leads us to the conclusion that you are not ready for a pink bike, nor any other colour of bike.  How about a goldfish instead”?

I got the fish, but Philippine already had an aquarium with sharks, and people paid to visit it.  It was funny once because I started to take the water away with a jug.  I got a few feet down when ‘she’ came and threw me in.  I have 15 bite marks on my back.  I look horrible at the swimming pool.  They all think I am a sponge, just like Philippine did.  Well I wasn’t going to give up that easily.  I was going to beat her, even if it took all my life.  It didn’t take all my life because I have won now and I am only 26.  But how I got my revenge will be revealed through the story, so don’t stop!

By my tenth birthday party (which Philippine was invited to) we were definitely enemies.  She had been invited by accident.  Because everybody on the street was invited, my Mother said, “it would be cruel not to invite her”.  And the fact that her parents and mine were best friends helped her get the invite also.  I thought a word up in my head at that point, and it was a swear!  There was a clown at the party, called ‘Biffo’.  He was my favourite part of the party, but Philippine scared him away with her face.  The rage inside me started to rise faster and faster from this point.  Well, now you know we have been enemies for a long time, and how we became enemies, I shall move on to show how we ended up almost killing each other.

We were now sixteen.  We were in high school.  With that came the argument over which of us were nicest.  I was, and definitely now!  We were in a science class one day when she decided she was going to pour bleach over me to try and make my hair horrible.  So if you wonder why my hair is like this you’ll know why!  I reacted by making her eat a chair.  It didn’t quite fit but at least it slanted her teeth and gave her a scarred lip!  She tried to grow a moustache to hide it from chemicals in the biology class, but it never worked.  The next day we were playing tennis in our sports class in school.  Who was forced to go with Philippine but me?  Yes, me.  She was playing dirty so I decided to give her quite a big spoon of her own medicine.  So I served and hit her square in the nose, fortunately causing quite a bit of blood loss.  It was ‘purely accidental’ of course, so I couldn’t be told off.  

Then this guy in our class called Golden Graham invited everybody to a party at his home because his parents were away for a month.  I didn’t get my invite because Philippine ate it so I didn’t know about the party.  Finally I got to go.  I had never been to this house before and it was really out of the way.  It was in really thick trees and at the back was a sheer drop into a big river.  We were eating popcorn and dancing around when Philippine arrived.  She was wearing exactly the same as me, which was a scarf.  But then she starts to shout “get that off it’s the same as mine”!  Then we ran at each other and started fighting and fell through some big doors onto a balcony overlooking the river.  Then our scarves got locked together and we fell.  Fortunately there was a bit of tree roots sticking out and the scarves stopped our fall.  We were hanging side by side.  I got some footing in the cliff but she was dangling.  She knew she was going to fall and wanted to take me with her.  I was having none of it!  So I started to chew at the scarf.  Just as I’d bit the last thread she got some footing and grabbed hold of my foot.  I kicked her for a bit and then a helicopter came and took us to safety.  

After that the police knew that none of us pair were safe near each other.  So what did they do? Yes they did exactly the most predictable thing and put us in a glass ball each so we wouldn’t do each other any harm.  Plus they locked us in a garage and we had to work together to get out.  So I just ran in my ball and smashed into the wall and it broke, then I got hold of hers and stopped her from doing the same.  Then I drilled a little hole in the glass and put a hose pipe in it and switched it on!  With that, I won.  She was in hospital for months.  

It may seem that I am the stronger, more dominant of the two from what I have said so far, but there was one time where she really got me.  I was taking my dog, Dribbles, for a walk.  He was one of the only things I was allowed.  She knew that at a certain time every day I would go past.  So she hid in a tree until I went past.  Next thing I wake up in hospital with trauma and a fractured skull.  She hadn’t stopped there either.  The doctors forgot to check my back, which she had poured boiling hot water on and then jumped on it.  She even came to visit.  She brought me some grapes, but they weren’t nice.  One thing was because she had removed the juices and filled them with washing up liquid, and she forced me to eat them all.

The next few years went on like this but recently I really am starting to have my own way with her.  Because one day, when I had passed my driving test, I was out celebrating and she arrived.  She dipped my head in a cake.  It had jam inside so my face was red, in a jam way and in an embarrassment way.  Well when I was driving home, jam faced, she was on the pavement and she pointed and laughed.  So I ran her over.  Then I put her in the boot of the car and drove to hospital, and said that I found her.  I said that we were best friends and I was appointed to care for her from now on, because she had brain damage, couldn’t move or talk.  I have so much fun with her now when I take her for a ‘walk’ in her wheelchair.  Sometimes she goes off-roading.  By this I mean I tie her chair to the back of my car and I drive her around a field all day.  I love it.  Especially when she has tears in her eyes afterwards.

So that’s my final revenge.  I am paid hundreds of pounds per week to care for Philippine, and I get to torture her!  I may not do it forever.  If my psychological treatment works I should be able to forget the grudge and accept that I have won.  I have won, I know that myself but I can’t stop myself from just pricking her ears with a needle one last time, and then another, and so on.  Now I am reaching a conclusion in my wacky tales, I would just like to say how much fun I am having now.  I’m buying a pink bike next week and tomorrow Philippine and me are going to the beach.  I wonder what we will do?  I think I’ll let her make a really nice sandcastle and then pour petrol on it and burn it.  Then I will take her for fish and chips and give her the bones only.  I am going to have so much fun!   
The End
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