Half-Dead

Dead, in bed, where I left her.

Blood streaming like tears from beneath half-closed eyes.

White collar stained red on her sweet bridal gown.

Too late for remorse, hers or mine.

'Tis what happens when evil wears white.

A once fresh red rose turns to black as she cries.

The car with the sign saying "Just Marred"

Drags long, poisonous daggers behind.

I look up from my coffin, pleading, begging,

The closed coffin keeps me alone in the dark as

From above, I heap dirt on my grave.

