Dear Mom and Dad, 

 I'm sorry that you both have to fight so much about

money.  Neither of you is blameless though.  I don't

care who started it, but I wish you would stop. 

 I have an idea. How about I kill myself?  Then you

would have nothing to fight over anymore.  But wait,

you'd probably find something to argue about.  Who's

to blame?  Who should pay for the funeral service? 

Where will _ be buried?  Basically, I feel ugly and

unloved and unhappy and BLEAK.  So screw you both.  I

hope you go to hell.  You fucking bitch and bastard. 

Oh, I know my problems aren't as bad as those in some

places.  But you know what?  I still feel tears

rolling down my face.  I still feel pain in my heart. 

I still feel utterly in despair.  

 If you get this note, I'm already dead. 

 Of course, if you don't then you won't know about it.

