
I'm Sorry
I come to you today penitent, conscience-stricken, regretful and contrite. I have been 
touched by your pain and deeply regret my words. I repent them with every shred of my 
soul. I am, for having hurt your feelings and bruised your tender buttons, a base and 
abject man mortified by my cheesy, contemptible, insignificant, shabby, small, and 
pathetic being. I know now the low things I have said and I am filled with remorse, 
melancholy, and self-reproach. If I could have myself flogged fleshless by a flock of 
Carmelite nuns on methamphetamine I would do so. But I can't locate those sisters right 
now, so I must continue to apologize. I therefore continue to apologize.

I am so wretched to have said the bad words to you. They may have been true, but I 
forgot that your feelings, no matter how puerile, always trump truth in this world. So I 
admit that though they were true, my words were unworthy of me and hurtful to you. I 
see your raw suppurating feelings oozing to the top of your mind and erupting from your 
mouth wrapped around your screams. I shall carry that Polaroid with me for the rest of 
my days right next to the organ donor card in my wallet. Can I fill one out for you?

But I digress.

I am compelled by my inner idiot to say that I bleed for you, wish only to console you, 
empathize with you, and open my heart in an anguished lament that my words, 
wittingly or unwittingly, have raised upon your soul these festering boils of your 
metaphysical angst. It is my hope you will allow me to lance and bandage them in the 
saline soaked cloth of a this apology.

I am an abashed, chagrined, conscience stricken, guilty, shamed, demeaned, crestfallen, 
humiliated, penitent and mortified man. I can only seek, humbly, that one thing that will 
make me whole again after ripping the flesh of your feelings so senselessly. That one thing 
is the infinite balm of your acceptance of this, my guilty apology, and your forgiveness.

In this I hope to be resurrected to the realm of the acceptably human. I live in this hope 
because I have a deep and abiding faith that although I am really, really sorry, you are 
the one person in the universe who is a sorrier son-of-a-bitch than I am.

Thank you for letting me share.

Sincerely yours,
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