Angels in my bedroom
I look, 

As my blood

Drip from my fingertips

And the angels

The ones 

I had shared my bed with

All standing over me

Three in all

Each has

A piece of my heart

One the practical

Realist, 

With a sweet growl

One a dreamer,

Someone that 

Wanted to change 

The world

One young mind

At a time

The third

A broken soul

That needs to know

That love was 

More than sex 

And abuse

All crying 

As they see 

My life

Fading from me

With each drip

Of my blood,

And how I want

Each in turn

To tell me

I did something good

In their life

So that some how

This damned life

That I have lead

Meant something

To someone

Even for a moment

That I brought them

What they sough from me

Love…

Now alone,

Their souls

Their tears

The only things 

I see

All tears cried 

When they left me

Reminding me

That I am alone

And I don’t

Need to be alive

Each telling me

I am a great guy

But never great enough

Alone always

Never good enough

To be “the one”

Just a step to the one

The right one

But as a step

Meaning 

I got walked on

Not their faults

Just how 

Life plays out

And I wish 

The blood 

In my vines would run

Faster

So the angels

In my bed room

Would fade 

And I can take my place

In the flames of hell

Because if I am not 

Good enough for love

On this planet

Then I know

I am not good 

To be heaven

Which is where

My three angels

Will be. 

