There Is No Safety
By Eva LaRue (evalarue@windstream.net)
A shot to the head
A shot to the heart
Triggers everywhere

Word Bulletins 
Some spoken innocently still wound
Some spoken with an aim to wound

A shot across the bough 
The bough breaks
Babies fall

Gun your engines
Fire away
You can’t get away

Shots
Triggers
Bulletins
Wounds
Aim 
Fire

Silence her 




