
June 23rd 

My dearest David, 
I knew we were meant to be together when you bought me that coffee 
today. You only sealed the deal when you asked me for my number. 
You're so shy, yet so charming. I thought about you all day. I've 
checked my phone 124 times waiting for your call. I mean that. I counted.  
 No call yet but that's all right, I know the rules - wait three days because 
you don't want to seem desperate. It's okay, darling. I'll wait for you 
forever if you want me to. Until then, I'm just going to keep checking my 
phone every minute of every hour of every day. I miss you already. 
*Merrian 

 
June 27th 

David, my love, 
I knew you'd call, you cheeky monkey! I knew it, knew it, knew it! I hope I 
didn't sound too eager when I answered the phone. Our first date is 
tomorrow evening. You're taking me to dinner and a movie. So classic, 
just like you. I've already bought a new dress and new shoes and I've tried 
about a million things with my hair. Maybe I should dye it. I wonder if you 
like blondes. Or maybe you like redheads? I'll have to find out. 



*Merrian 

 

June 28th 

My sweet David, 
What a magical night! I usually never do stuff like that on the first date, 
but something about you told me it was right. You were so soft and so 
slow. A true gentleman. I think I'll surprise you tonight and stop by with 
some wine and a box of condoms. Although maybe we don't need the 
condoms - I'd love to bear the fruit of your loins my love, if only you'd let 
me. See you soon! 
*Merrian XOXOXOXOXO! 

 

June 28th 

David darling, 
I waited for you all night and you never showed. I hope you're okay. I 
called your cell phone about fifty times (I counted) but you never 
answered. Then I think your phone died because it just kept going to voice 
mail. I hope you're well. I miss you. I pray that nothing's happened to you. It 
would break my heart. I love you so much my heart feels swollen in my 



chest. I'm going to call all the hospitals now, and the police department. 
*Merrian 

 
June 29th 

David, you naughty thing! 
I'm so glad I decided to get coffee this morning - there you were! You 
looked so surprised to see me, but I knew you were happy all the same. I 
could see it on your face, the way your eyes widened and the way you 
started glancing all around as if you couldn't quite believe. Silly thing. You 
can't get rid of me that easy! 
Anyway, you told me you'd call me tonight, so here I am again, just 
staring at my phone. It's 3AM and it still hasn't rung. Rang. Whatever. 
English is stupid. It's okay though. I know how busy you are. You probably 
just fell asleep. Maybe I should come by? Slip in to bed with you and give 
you a little "surprise"? 
I think I will. See you soon, handsome! 
*Merrian 

 

June 30th 



David, my King, 
I must be the only woman who's ever crept in your window before. You 
didn't have to make such a fuss, but I'm very sorry I startled you. I only 
wanted to give you some post-midnight delight. I'm so glad that you let me 
explain though. I understand why you wouldn't let me sleep there of 
course - of course you had to get up early for a meeting! You're so 
successful, so brilliant. I bet they make you president or CEO or 
whatever it is in no time. Then we can buy a big, beautiful house in the 
country and get a dog and a cat and maybe even a horse for the little 
ones to ride! Our life together is going to be so beautiful, my love. I can 
hardly wait for it to begin. 
*Merrian 

 

July 8th 

David, sweet David, 
Why haven't you called? It's been over a week. Your number is 
disconnected and you never answer the door, even when I see your car 
sitting outside. If only I could remember the name of the place you 
worked! All I recall is that it's for an insurance company. I suppose I could 
start calling all the insurance companies in the phone book. I know there 



are a lot and that it'll take me a long time...but you're worth it. I can feel it 
in my soul. I feel YOU in my soul, David. Do you feel me? Do you think of 
me? Please come back, sweet, beautiful David. I ache for you. I long for 
your touch. My head is pounding; my heart races when I think of you. I 
love you so very much I just want to burst. Please come back to me. I 
miss you so. 
*Merrian 

 

July 10th 

David, 
I know you're home. I see you. I write this from the bushes outside of 
your window. You're watching television and eating a sandwich. It's a BLT 
from Subway. I know, because I was there, too. Sitting in the back, in the 
corner by the soda machines. I didn't know you liked extra mayonnaise 
David. I wish you'd share more with me. Why don't we ever talk 
anymore? 
There's no sense in calling. You won't answer. Why won't you answer 
me, David? WHY WON'T YOU ANSWER ME? Is it because I told you I loved 
you? Is it because we slept together so soon? Am I not pretty enough? 
Should I be blonde? A redhead? Please tell me. I'll do anything for you. I 



swear. Whatever you want, I'll do it, even if it kills me. This is killing me, 
being without you. 
I want so badly to ring your doorbell, but if you see it's me, you won't let 
me in. Why won't you let me in? Are you afraid of love, sweetness? Are 
you afraid of someone who can love you as much as I do? No one will 
ever love you as much as I do David, not EVER. DO YOU HEAR ME? NOT 
EVER! You can search the lands and seas, David, but no one will ever feel 
the way I do for you. I wish you could see that. 
I have to make you see that. 
*Merrian 

 
July 11th 

David darling, 
I did not realize how handsome you are, coming out of the shower with a 
towel around your waist. You're like an Adonis, with your tanned skin and 
firm muscles. It was all I could do to keep my breath under control, lest 
you hear my panting from your linen closet. 
I wish you had worn the navy suit this morning instead of the gray. The 
navy truly brings out your eyes. But you are my perfect man, my love, 
no matter what you wear. You will always be flawless in my eyes. 



I hope you don't mind, but I took one of your socks, just as a keepsake. I 
will carry it around with me always, so I'm going to need to make sure I 
always dress in something that will provide me with pockets. After you 
left, I lay on your bed for perhaps an hour, just to smell your sweet 
scent. It's intoxicating. Then I made your bed - honestly, love, you're going 
to have to learn to be more tidy when we join our households at last! But I 
suppose you make enough money for us to afford a maid. She better 
not be prettier than me - ha ha! Just kidding, sweetheart. I know you'd 
never stray. 
Also, you really ought to start locking your front door - you never know 
what kind of crazy people are out there! 
*Merrian 

 

July 11th 

David, my angel, 
I watched from the street as the man delivered the flowers to you at 
your office. It hurt to see you throw them away, but you must have 
some kind of allergy. I'm sorry, my sweet. There's so much more that 
we have to find out about each other. 
I don't like that secretary of yours, David. You're going to have to get rid 



of her. She's much too handsy as far as I'm concerned. The nerve of 
some women! I assume you told her about us, and that's why you 
lowered the blinds and closed your door - to have a private conversation. 
I hope she wasn't too heartbroken, but alas - I saw you first! Still, I was 
enjoying watching you, gazing at you from the bench across the street. I 
thought about going in to say hello to you, but I was worried I might just 
punch that secretary of yours in the face. Little tart. 
Instead I contented myself with smelling your sock and rubbing it across 
my cheek, wishing that it was your soft, gentle hand. 
*Merrian 

 

July 12th 

My Perfect David, 
I wrote you a poem! Would you like to see it? 
I have a boyfriend 
He's handsome and strong 
I want to be with him 
all the day long 
His lips are so red 



His eyes are so blue 
I love him so much 
I don't know what to do 
One day we'll be married 
with kids and a house 
a dog and a cat 
and maybe a mouse 
I love you so much 
that's all I can say 
Three cheers for David 
Hooray! Hooray! Hooray! 
I know it's not very good, but I've never been much of a poet. Still, it 
comes from my heart, and my heart belongs to you, darling. Forever. 
Forever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and 
ever and EVER! 
*Merrian 

 

July 13th 



Darling David, 
I've been sick the past couple of days. I left a note on your door and at 
your office (although I had to sneak in after hours to avoid that tart of a 
secretary; the nice janitor let me in) to let you know I wouldn't be able to 
see you. You haven't called so I assume you know I must have a sore 
throat and am unable to speak for prolonged periods of time without it 
being rather painful. David, love, you're so thoughtful. And of course I 
didn't expect you to come by; I'm awfully contagious and I'd hate to pass it 
on to you. But then...I'd have an excuse to bring you soup and orange juice 
and Kleenex and nurse you back to health. 
I know you've missed me, but don't worry - I'll see you tomorrow. I'm 
feeling much better now and am eager to look upon your beautiful face 
again. I've been pining for you this whole time, and the only thing that has 
gotten me through is the knowledge that we'll be together once more. In 
fact...thinking of what we might do when we are reunited at last might 
have even caused my fever to spike! 
I love you, David. 
*Merrian 

 

July 18th 



David the Dickface, 
What the hell, you son of a bitch? 
I've been waiting outside of your FUCKING house for four FUCKING days 
and you're still not home! Where are you?! Why would you just leave 
without telling me that you're leaving? Why wouldn't you take me with 
you, you asshole? Sometimes you can be so thoughtless, David. I've been 
sitting up here like a jackass in this FUCKING OAK TREE on your front 
lawn, I haven't showered and I'm starving to death. Thank God I brought a 
few granola bars and some water with me or I'd probably be dead by 
now, you inconsiderate prick. I HATE YOU!!! HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO 
ME?! 
Your neighbors called the fucking cops on me, those fucking morons. 
Luckily I was able to shimmy up far enough in to the tree so they couldn't 
see me. I swear, the things I go through for you David, and for what? No 
reciprocation! Would you wait in a tree for me? Would you steal MY 
socks, would you smell MY bedsheets? Of course you wouldn't, you 
self-absorbed jerk. Asshole. Prick. Dumbass. Fucking FUCK. You FUCK. 
You don't know what love is. I'm trying to show you, and you just leave 
me. Fuck you David. Fuck YOU. 
*Merrian 

 



July 19th 

David, the reason for my beating heart, 
I'm so very sorry about yesterday my love. Please believe me when I say 
I didn't mean any of those awful things. I don't think you're a dickface. I 
love your face. I love it so much I just want to cut it open and crawl inside 
of it. I cried for hours last night, thinking of the terrible things I said. I'm 
sorry I ripped up your azalea bushes and threw rocks through your 
window and peed on all your furniture and crapped on your bed. Don't 
worry though, human pee isn't like cat or dog pee, it comes out real easy 
and hardly leaves a smell. And the poo shouldn't be hard to take care of 
either, so no worries. Plus, I know lots of companies offer specials on 
window replacement when you're replacing two or more, and I broke 
about six, so you should be able to get a real good deal. As for the azalea 
bushes, I'm sure they can be replanted. I know I ran over them with my 
car, but I'm sure they'll be just fine. 
Please forgive me. I love you. 
*Merrian 

 
 

July 20th 



David-bo-Bavid, 

I saw you on the phone today, having an intent conversation with 
someone. I wonder if perhaps you are considering asking my delicate 
hand in marriage and that slutwhoreface secretary of yours is trying to 
talk you out of it. Perhaps the slutwhoreface secretary is one of your 
dear friends, who is secretly in love with you, unbeknownst to you. 
Secretly and unbenknownst. As secrets often are. Unbenknownst, I 
mean. 
A diamond, my love, is unnecessary. I wish only for a few droplets of 
your blood and perhaps a single hair encased within a ruby so that I 
might hold your essence close always. I assume that this will be cheaper 
than a diamond. 
I wish that you were not so busy with work so that I might see you as 
often as I pleased. But sometimes I feel that it is best this way, as we will 
not grow weary of each other. And besides, I am with you or near you 
no matter where you are. No matter what time it is. I am always there. 
Watching you. Loving you. 
*Merrian 

 
July 23rd 



David Pookiecookiehead, 
So I was going through your mail today and I found something quite 
disturbing. PORNOGRAPHIC MATERIAL! 
Playboy, David, really? The smuttiest of the smutty! Those girls are 
tramps, the whole lot of them, with their large phony breasts and pointy 
high heels, covered in sand or seductively straddling a chair. Is that what 
you think woman are? Do you think I will strip down to my 
unmentionables and roll around in a sandbox, then ride your wingback's 
armrest like a rodeo bull? 
Because I will. If you want me to. 
*Merrian 

 
July 24th 

Monsieur Daveed, 
I was thinking for our honeymoon we'd go to France and kiss under the 
Eiffel Tower. Doesn't that sounds just magical? I know you 
haven'tofficially proposed, but the more I thought about that day I saw 
you on the phone, most likely having a conversation with the 
slutwhoreface secretary about becoming my betrothed, the more I'm 
convinced that the little harlot is in love with you and is trying to 



brainwash you in to thinking I'm some psycho or something. I AM NOT 
PSYCHO! DON'T YOU EVER CALL ME PSYCHO!!!!!!!! 
To me, you have all but proposed. The fact that the notion has entered 
your mind, and that you are only waiting for the right time and place to 
get down on one knee in front of a ferris wheel and sing a song to me 
from a lovely Italian opera, something that means you think I am the most 
wonderful, beautiful woman you've ever laid eyes on and you wouldn't let 
me go if someone threatened to club you to death with some sort of 
small kitchen appliance, like a juicer. Or perhaps a skillet would be better. 
Not everyone has a juicer, but everyone has a skillet. Oo - we should get a 
juicer! 
My finger anxiously awaits your sunset proposal. You have to propose 
at sunset. It's the most romantic time of day, but I'm sure you know that 
already, loverboy. 
*Merrian 

 
July 25th 

David, my little love duck, 
Well I've started preparing for the wedding! What an exciting day! 
Last night, you came to me in a dream and proposed. I knew instantly 



that you had somehow astrally projected yourself in to my slumbering 
subconscious and spoke your true feelings to me in the surrealistic plane 
that is my twilight fantasy. Oh wow, that was a really good line. Anyway, I 
realize that this is a symbol for our love, this dream-proposal. Our whole 
relationship has been like a dream, hasn't it? Sweet and peaceful. 
So I've already invited my share of the guests - Tony and Ginger and 
Mr. Snuffles and Peggy Pigpants and Butterscotch the Dinosaur. Candy 
Cuddles doesn't know if she can make it though, as she has a previous 
engagement with Ferdinand the Frog. 
Now, sweetie, I know it might seem a little weird to have stuffed animals 
as guests at our wedding, but you must realize they are not just stuffed 
animals. They're family. Mostly because each of them contains the ashes 
of one of my dead relatives. I know what you're thinking, David, love - 
why not just call them by the names of your dead relatives, like Grandma 
and Uncle Coot. But who names their stuffed animals after dead 
relatives? That would just be nuts, you silly goose! 
*Merrian 

 
July 27th 

David, my shining star, my Ikea lamp, 



I say Ikea lamps because I love their stuff, especially their lamps. We 
must have nothing but Ikea in our marriage nest, as I've come to think of 
the little white Georgian down on Plumeria Drive with the black shutters 
and the little columns. I'm sure you're already in the process of buying it 
as I've left you numerous pictures on your doorstep, as well as took the 
real estate agent's sign off the lawn and nailed it to your front door. 
I was thinking tulips in the front yard and daisies in the back. Of course 
ivy would be nice around the column, but we'll have to make sure we tend 
to it or else it might reach out one night and choke our dog. The dog's 
name will be Muffin, by the way. Isn't that a great name? And it's good 
for a boy or a girl! 
*Merrian 

 
July 29th 

My sweet little cream-filled David pastry, 
I have missed you so much since you've been away that I simply could not 
take the loneliness any longer. I went and bought a goldfish. Guess what I 
named him? David! Of course! 
He is the goldest of all the fishes and he likes it when I rub his belly. Just 
like you, but with gills. He is the sweetest little fishie in the world. 



Sometimes I scoop him out of his pickle jar (it's a very big pickle jar) and 
give him a quick hug. He didn't like it at first, but now he just remains very 
still. I think it even puts him to sleep because as soon as I put him back in 
his pickle jar, he just lays their belly up so I can rub it as he slumbers. 
Sweet little fishie. Good little fishie. I love you little fishie. 
I love you David. 
*Merrian 

 
July 30th 

David the Shit, 
So David, this is what you think of me? The love of your life? Did the 
slutwhoreface talk you in to this, David? YOU TELL ME RIGHT NOW IF 
THIS IS HER DOING! I WILL KILL HER!!!!! I WILL KILL HER DEAD!!!!!! 
I am only thankful that I was in the comfort and privacy of my own home 
when I was served with these devil papers. Obsessive 
behavior?STALKING?! Is that what you think this is David? Well gee, 
Mister Dead Inside, I'm so fucking sorry for loving you so much that I 
sometimes choke myself at night until I start to get dizzy and see stars 
because that's how I feel when I look at you and I miss that feeling! I'm so 
sorry for carving your name in to my upper thigh with a paper clip. And 



yes, I am SO SORRY for using your shower while you were at work so 
that I could smell like you. And so what if I wore your robe and slippers 
home? It's summer - you don't need them anyway, you jerk! 
Still, I hope we can work this out. Perhaps you are only in need of some 
space and some alone time. Marriage is a big commitment. I know you're 
scared, my love, but be strong. I am always here for you. ALWAYS. 
*Merrian 

 
August 2nd 

My Eternal Flame, 
I'd like that to be our wedding song, David. For we are eternal. And we 
burn for each other. Like a never-ending fire. They should have named 
the song "Never-ending Fire." 
I've chosen my dress. It's red, like my heart pumping with love-filled blood. 
I'd like you to wear a red tuxedo to symbolize the same. 
When I broke in to your house last week (I see you've gotten those locks 
changed, but darling, you seem to have forgotten to provide me with a 
key! No matter; I took yours while you slept one night and made a copy) I 
was reading through your medical records and learned that you are 
allergic to peanuts. So no fear, my love - our wedding cake will be peanut 



free! 
*Merrian 

 
August 5th 

David, the Adonis of my Heart, 
I see you've requested a replacement Playboy, you naughty thing. No 
matter. I've taken this one as well, cut out the faces of all the girls and 
replaced them with pictures of me. I also included some nude pictures of 
me taken from your backyard. Then I went to your high school and got 
my hands on some old yearbooks. I cut them out and Photoshopped them 
so now your arm is around my shoulder's instead of that slutty 
cheerleader's or that whorey looking Science teacher. 
Must I remind you of what you have? A beautiful woman with long blonde 
hair, blue eyes the color of the ocean, porcelain skin, slender legs, and the 
rack of a stripper? Look at me David. What do you need those paper 
dolls for? 
I am the only woman you'll ever need. 
*Merrian 

 



August 7th 
The Only David I Have Left, 
Oh David! David is dead! How can this be? Could he have died from loving 
me too much? 
Oh sweet David, I miss my little aquatic replica of you. He was so soft and 
so sweet, my little orange, scaly angel. 
I have wrapped him in a piece of fabric I cut from one of your ties and 
placed him in a small gift box. Please bury him in a peaceful place 
somewhere in the backyard, and be sure to play "Finding Nemo" in the 
background. He loved that movie. I would love to attend the ceremonies, 
but I have to get my nails done for the wedding. I'm going to have one 
letter of your name on each fingernail of both hands. 
*Merrian 

 
August 7th 

David, My Endless Love, 
Well nevermind the nails - I had your name tattooed on seven different 
parts of my body. On the wedding night you'll get to see all of them! 
*Merrian 



 
August 8th 

David, how could you?! 
You FLUSHED HIM?! All you had to do was dig a teensy-weensy little hole 
in your backyard and give him a proper burial and instead you toss him in 
the toilet?! And then discard his little cardboard coffin as though it's a 
piece of trash?! HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME?! 
David was my closest connection to you when you were away, David. I 
am appalled that you would treat him with such carelessness and 
disregard. I must ask myself how I can love someone who is so 
emotionally cold and distant. 
But alas - I DO love you, and I must forgive this transgression as I have 
forgiven the others, even the restraining order. I know you have your 
reasons and I'm sure that skanky secretary of yours isn't helping 
matters. Something must be done about her, David. Something MUST be 
done. 
*Merrian 

 
August 10th 

The Savior of my Darkened Soul, 



At last I have free moments in my day to be with you David. I did not 
realized how much I had missed being a part of your daily routine, what 
with all this running about for the wedding! 
I shimmied up your trellis this morning around 6 to watch you in the last 
half hour of your slumber. I shimmied back down and gazed upon you as 
you drank your coffee and ate your Frosted Mini Wheat. I shimmied back 
up to watch as you showered and dressed. I considered purchasing a 
ladder. Then, 71 seconds after you left, the cab I had arranged to pick me 
up pulled in to the driveway. I followed you to work, where I sat on a 
bench across the street, watching you as you come and went and 
ensuring that that slutwhoreface secretary did not accompany you 
anywhere. Then I followed you to the store, where you purchased vanilla 
ice cream and a replacement package of razors. At last, I followed you 
back home. You called some friends over and drank beer and played a 
game of cards in the living room.  I watched from a tree in the backyard. 
That tree provdies an excellent view of your breakfast nook. I'll have to 
remember this so that I might watch you as you make your coffee each 
morning, as well as drink it. 
What a beautiful day, my love. Truly. 
*Merrian 

 



August 13th 
David. 
I forgave you for the fish. I forgave you for the restraining order. But 
this? This is unforgiveable, David. 
I showed up this morning with my wedding dress on, David. Today is the 
big day. Was supposed to be the big day. I had my veil and my bouquet. I 
was all ready to give my heart, my love, my life to you. 
But what did I find David? WHAT THE FUCK DID I FIND?!?!?!?! 
That whoreslutskankzilla secretary, THAT'S what I found. Lying in our 
marital bed. The marital bed that you have so effectively sullied with your 
reckless libido and your Casanovian ways. You bastard! 
And you looked so surprised. Also a little terrified. I don't see why. You 
knew I'd find out, David. I know everything about you. That's why our 
wedding cake caters to your peanut allergy. Why would you think that 
this secret wouldn't come out?  Why would you play me for a fool? 
I have a lot of thinking to do, David. I don't know if I can continue with this 
wedding, especially not after the fact that you manhandled me and tossed 
me out on to the sidewalk, then called me some rather nasty names that I 
dare not repeat. I'll just say that they rhymed with "itch" "bunt" and 
"flybotic." 



Perhaps we should try counseling. Clearly, you have some worries about 
monogamy. We can work that out my love, but you must be willing to try. 
Especially now. 
Now that I'm having your baby. 
*Merrian  

 
August 14th 

David, the father of my unborn child, 

I went to the doctor today to confirm my suspicions that I am carrying 
the fruit of your most delicious loins. She says that I am not pregnant, 
but I think she's a fool. What the hell does she know anyway? She thinks 
just because she's a doctor in her fancy office with her fancy scrubs 
and her fancy medical degree that she can tell if a woman is pregnant or 
not? Silly woman! How does she explain the fact that I am nauseated in 
the mornings and that I'm putting on weight? She says it's because I'm 
trying to numb the pain of your infidelity by eating a package of Oreos 
and two sleeves of Fig Newtons each evening, and because my 
breakfasts lately usually consist of bacon fried in maple syrup. I call 
these pregnancy cravings. She calls it "comfort eating." Idiot. 
I have names picked out already - Marigold Merriwether for a girl and 



Saskatchewan Fiddlesticks for a boy. I've always wanted clever, 
whimsical names for children, not something boring like Mary or John. I 
don't know about you my love, but I've got my fingers crossed for a girl! 
Can't you just imagine it - a tiny little me! 
*Merrian 

 

August 17th 

Baby Daddy, 
I was thinking about it and I think we should get married as soon as 
possible. You don't want our little bundle of joy to be a bastard do you? 
And we'll want to make sure that I make it down the aisle before I start to 
show. We don't want people to talk - and you know how people can talk. 
I asked your sister today to be my bridesmaid (maid of honor is already 
taken by LuLu the Lamb I'm afraid). Your sister is a bit of a bitch, David. 
She just said, "uhh, who the hell are you?" and when I told her I was your 
fiance and the mother of your child, she just laughed and said, "great, 
Davie's found himself another fruitcake" and hung up on me. Frankly, I 
thought she'd be flattered to be asked to participate in our ceremony of 
love. She must be a spinster. 
Now David, love, I don't want you to think that you're off the hook for that 



little indiscretion. We're going to need to go to counseling to address your 
issues with monogamy. I realize you're probably nervous and scared 
about getting married; men never look at marriage the same way 
women do. But I need you to be in this with me 100%, or we'll be destined 
for divorce. You don't want that, do you? 
We have an appointment with a relationship counselor, Dr. James 
Carson, tomorrow at 5:30PM in the Westland Family Clinic building on 
Westland Drive, suite number 400. Don't be late! 
*Merrian 

 

August 18th 

You Unfeeling Fuck, 
I know you got my messages about the appointment David. I wrote the 
time, date, and location on your car windshield in lipstick, on your 
bathroom mirror in shaving cream, and in your planner at work (that 
nice janitor let me again). I also carved it in to your front door and 
covered your bed in Post-Its. So I don't want to hear any FUCKING 
EXCUSES YOU LITTLE PRICK! YOU KNEW GODDAMNIT, YOU KNEW! 
Don't you remember what I said about being in this 100% with me? Your 
nonchalance is becoming a major obstacle David. I'm beginning to think 



that perhaps you don't really love me. Perhaps you want to be with that 
whoreslutface secretary. That fucking cunt. That stupid bitch. That filthy 
hag. That dirty skank. FUCKFUCKFUCK!!!! 
I'll write you again once I calm down. 
*Merrian 

 

August 20th 

David, the shining star in my darkened sky, 
I followed that little whoreslutface secretary around today. I wished I was 
following you instead, but I simply had to know why you found this 
woman so appealing. Sure, she looks a bit like Lindsey Lohan, but you 
told me on our first date that I bear a striking resemblance to Jessica 
Simpson, and she's VERY pretty. Much prettier than that Lohan girl. And 
that Lohan girl is a whore too, not like Jessica Simpson. 
Anyway, I learned your secretary, whose name is Lia, drives one of 
those ridiculous hybrid cars that are all the rage, so she's obviously just a 
trend follower. She also shops at overpriced clothing stores, so she's 
stuck up and vain. AND - get this - she's ENGAGED! That's right David! 
Your little skankarella is getting married. Perhaps we can all make 
ammends and it can be a double wedding. Although I might be tempted to 



punch right in stupid fucking face. 
*Merrian 

 

August 24th 

You son of a bitch. 
I called the local newspaper to place an ad for our wedding 
announcement. I gave your name to the woman. And do you know what 
she said, David? DO YOU KNOW WHAT SHE FUCKING SAID?! 
She said she'd just placed a wedding announcement in the paper for you 
a month ago. I told her that can't be. She told me that name of the woman 
you're marrying - Lia. YOUR 
SLUTWHOREFACECUNTBITCHSKANKZILLA SECRETARY! 
GODDAMNIT! GODDAMNIT! GODFUCKINGDAMNIT! 
Were you ever going to tell me? Or were you just going to leave me at 
the alter? How could you make such a fool of me David?! I thought we 
were in love! What about our baby? Did you even THINK about little 
Saskatchewan or Marigold? Of course not! OF COURSE NOT! YOU 
SELFISH BASTARD! 
You will pay for this David. YOU WILL PAY! YOU AND YOUR WHORE! 



*Merrian 

 
May 15th 

David, 
Well. I hope you're happy with yourself. 
First of all, I don't know what you raised such a big stink about. I wasn't 
going to shoot you for Christ's sake. I was going to shoot her. And I would 
have gotten her square in the chest if her stupid fucking grandma hadn't 
decided to get froggy and jump in my way. I feel bad for shattering the 
old woman's hip, but people need to know that they can't just meddle in 
someone else's affairs. No pun intended. Hahaha. Haha. Ha. 
I guess I was pretty upset when the cops came to get me - it's all such a 
blur now. They put me in Shady Glen Psychiatric Hospital instead of 
regular jail, and that's ridiculous if you ask me. I'm not psychotic. I'M NOT!!! 
I'M NOT FREAKING CRAZY!!! DAMNIT!!! 
So I suppose this is the end of the road for us David. I suppose there will 
be no little Saskatchewans or Marigolds for when I learned that you 
were betrothed to another, I threw myself down a flight of stairs. I 
couldn't bear the thought of bringing a child in to this world without a 
proper father figure. I broke my wrist in three places and shattered my 



femur, but I think it's worth it. A child needs a father's love. 
They're making me stay here until the trial starts. I can't believe you and 
that slutwhoreface secretary pressed charges. Can't you see I'm 
hurting? I ache with loss from the very depths of my dark soul. 
But I will get over you, David. In fact, I've already begun the process. 
There's a doctor here that I have my eye on. That's right, David. A 
DOCTOR. Not some stupid fucking insurance agent. You loser. 
I hope you die a horrible death. 
Love always, 
*Merrian 

 

November 24th 

Dear Dr. Walcott, 
It's been three days since our last sexually-charged therapy session. I 
knew you loved me from the moment I saw you. Now that I'm a member 
of society once again, we can finally discuss our love publically... 
 


