What if bullets had butterfly wings? Would we start shooting towards the sky to make God smile?
What if bombs were filled with love and light…
Would strapping them on our hearts make more sense now?
What if we realized that the worst form of terrorism is the excessive use of the word?
Fear-driven actions cannot lead to peace.
Fighting for scraps of food in the belly of the beast.
With so much fire, that tears disappear before they even hit our cheeks.
Teenagers driving Arab tanks. 
Teenagers driving Cadillacs.
If only one knew they made the other one possible. 
How can our children learn what their parents cannot teach?
The only way to be anti-war is by being pro-peace.
If you could go back in time to when a soldier was still a child, would you hold them in your arms?
Have you ever questioned why we give our daughters dolls? 
Teaching babies how to raise babies makes growing up in a world of equality hard.
Have you ever questioned why we give our sons toy guns? But these guns are heavier now mommy. These enemies are no longer invisible. That red stuff doesn’t look like ketchup anymore. 
When I pull this trigger, people die. And I don’t want them to die mommy. I want them to live. 
Live like my dreams do when I close my eyes. Like the stars do every single night.
 Like the birds do when they take flight. Like hate does, every time we fight.  
Enemies are friends we never got to know. Offices are prisons we volunteered for. 
So as corporations break up the families that pay taxes to fund the killing;
We are ignorant to the value of the blood that is spilling. 
Regardless of how much emotions, I put behind my tongue. 
We have been de-sensitized and our emotions..are numb.
Do we numb ourselves from reality? Does love have a chance in a world of structured buildings. Buildings serving as prisons for necktie nooses. Can inner peace lead to outer peace without turning our bodies inside out? Are the things that we fear the only constraints of our souls? Are egos just chains?
Is everything in vain? Is humanity to blame? Have we forgotten how beautiful we are outside of broken mirror reflections? Have oceans turned blind by moonlight. Turning into sunlight with thunderstorms of rays. Stuck in a daze of days that plagues our minds. Do you ever wonder how it’s possible to not control emotions. Signals being sent from brain to body.
If we’re not in charge of that, tell me who is. 
Miscalled named refrain from being said.
Silence says enough for the both of us.
 Holding on to anticipation like the final strum on guitar songs. And then clap. 
Crowds in tune like pre-guitar sessions. Sweat melts skin surface like candles.
 Pinky and index fingers always win on guitar racetracks. 
With thumbs left lonely, like hitchhiker communication. 
Lightning behind words. Jazz is the language. 
So I cannot escape…..But the music is my heroine and I’m addicted to these lines. It is the only thing that makes me feel that everything is fine. So as the bombs drop around me, I am hunched up in this corner, with a pen made of blood, and a paper made of skin. Tattooing the outside of my soul, with everything that lies within.
