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Maisie Davis

Mary Jane

You spit in my eye,
 Deeming me unrecognizable.
Oh how I love you now,
 Deep inside
Knowing that you hate me.
 Murder me with a pencil
Or a pen—either will do nicely—
 Because I can’t stand the
Torture you bring me
 On a silvery platter
By your everyday
 Lies.


