How could one day they be alive and smile’n

And the next in the paper leaving everyone cry’n

They say she was bashed in the head

And maybe raped in a bed 

By her older boyfriend

Doesn’t matter now ‘cuz anyway she’s dead

My friend is upset, 

and I am too

But it makes me wonder why 

Killers do what they do

I feel bad for the slain


And the killer too

…but was it all in vain?

…or was it done just for somethin’ to do?

What was he thinkin’ if he was at all

What was her drinkin’

Did he know how he’d fall?

Into a jail-cell they’ll lock him away

And all ‘cuz his girlfriend dumped him that day

Some of this is lies,


but most of its true

We’ll probably never know what happened that night, 


or what we can do.
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