Why do people call me a wimp?

And other things such as a shrimp

I just lost my mother

I had to kill my brother

The world was in my hands

Everyone misunderstands

I try real hard to be brave

Like some of the strongest knaves

But with a world to save

I had to fight

I couldn't do anything right 

I saw my town become alien

I saw my brother turn against me

I saw things no one else could see

I saw a sixty year-old twelve year-old

And eventually had to behold

Him, the Pig King, in all his glory

Who almost ended my life's story

He turned my brother against me

And it was my job to set him free

From that dreadful helmet

The helmet, oh the helmet

It controlled his mind and soul

His only goal

Oh his goal

His goal, his goal, was to pull the needles

The needles of life

The needles of prosperity

The needles of love

The needles that held our little island together

So I'm sorry if I'm a little shy.

I'm sorry if I'm a little cautious.

I'm sorry if I don't do anything right.

I'm sorry.

I'm sorry.

Is it my fault?

