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20 kindergarteners sitting in a classroom
All they were trying to do was figure out their reds from their blues
But none of them knew
That those would be the last colors they were ever going to learn

The teacher screams

There’s a man with a gun
THERE’S A MAN WITH A GUN
There is a man
With a gun

Somebody call someone
More men come
Carrying more guns
So many bullets
So much blood
Is that his blood on your hands?
Is that my blood on your hands?
How much blood is on my hands
And is that the school bell ringing or is it just my ears
And how is it even possible that there were three-hundred and fifty of these
Just. Last. Year.

And when did fire drills become just as necessary
An angry man with a firearm drills
And what drill could there be to teach a thirteen-year-old boy
That Nickolas
That same Niko you’ve known since six
He isn’t there anymore
Now there’s just Niko clutching his daddy’s pistol like its his last hope
Because to him that's what it is
But Niko doesn't know that that pistol shoots both ways
And he’s going to spend the rest of his days
Erased by the society that made him this way
The society that taught him the only way to clear his cloudy head is with bullets
The society where I have to wake up every day
Not knowing if someone is going to clear my head with a bullet
Or my friend's head
Or the head of some eleven-year-old across the country
But it's all the same because that bullet is there



How many lives can nine millimeters of metal mess up?
How many children have to die until it's enough?
How many guns must exist until there is nobody left to weld them?

There are bodies building up but all they’re seen as are cautionary tales
So you tell the teachers to teach the kids how to run hide fight
But they can’t run forever
They can't hide from everyone
And we sure can’t fight when all of our soldiers have been shot dead before they were old
enough to enlist

How long must this one-sided war go on?

I don’t want to die
Just to be another lesson never learned


