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Unsure lines of chilling red,

Dressing a canvas of empty white

Like words hauntingly left unsaid.

With smiling faces, screaming dead

Led to tragedy by misused might

And unsure lines of chilling red.

Children ran across floors of lead,

No ending horizon in sight

Mouthing words hauntingly left unsaid.

A stained canvas did delicately shred,

When authority claimed it far from right,

Those unsure lines of chilling red.

From where is such darkness bred?

Dreams of leading from some height,

With words so hauntingly left unsaid.

And here we see a boy who unwillingly bled,

A dejected child hidden from the light

Finger-painting unsure lines of chilling red,

Like words hauntingly left unsaid.

