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Hey Mr. President please can I ask 

you just once 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Why do you kill them for fun? 

You grin at me and pull the 

trigger in my direction 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

While I plead, 

please give us 

our sons 

 



 

Thou shalt not kill but I can still hear 

the sounds … (Exodus 20:13) 

 



 

  

… of Jezebel laughing in the 

background (1 Kings 21:25) 

 



 

When God says make love not war. You 

spilled blood on the floor (Isaiah 2:4) 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 

  



 

This child I hold in my arms, was 

innocent till you dropped the bomb 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Can't you see the writing on the 

wall it informs your sins have 

been carved in stone (Daniel 5:5) 

 

 



 

  

And I can't take it anymore; you've 

gone way over your board 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

But remember “when it rains it pours” 

You spilled blood on the floor 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

Don't be so blind, can't you see 

people are dying 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Don't be so blind, the 

fault is yours and your 

noose you're tying 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Don't be so blind, can't you see 

people are dying out there … 

 



 

  

… out there, I can still smell fresh 

blood in the air 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It's making me sick just to watch the body 

count. Ten thousand dead and rising 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Your cup has been filled; may God 

be my judge (Revelation 17:4) 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I wash my hands clean 

of this gore 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

You spilled blood on the floor. Don’t be so 

blind … 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Can’t you see, people are dying. 

Don’t be so blind … 


