Vampire

H. Rowe

She shuts her eyes at the break of day

But every night she comes out to play

Stepping out in a rented Rolls Royce

A glass of red wine to help her make her choice

Dressed in black, the diamonds shine

You can hardly see those canines

When she’s moving, it’s like a fire

Dancing flames of burning desire

Vampire on the make

For each thing more there’s another you must take

Vampire what’s wrong with you?

You’re only going to get what’s coming to you

She was born a thousand years ago

She’s seen things that we will never know

But all her memories fade away in pain

Like teardrops in the falling rain

She looks in the mirror with her bloodshot eyes

Maybe this one time the mirror might lie

And maybe tonight if she tells no lies

She might get a glimpse of herself in someone’s eyes

Vampire on the make

For each thing more there’s another you must take

Vampire what’s wrong with you?

You’re only going to get what’s coming to you

