
 

 

Four. It’s a number that’s precise in symmetry, a comfortable 2-by-2 box that’s easy to 
grasp in a math problem. By itself, four is more abstract. It lives somewhere in the realm 
of “a few” and “several,” a figure that seems neither very small nor very large. But when 
four is measuring human lives, its implications are difficult, if not impossible to 
comprehend. Four strangers. Four friends. Four people you know. Four people you 
knew. 
  
The FBI considers a mass shooting as “four or more people  shot and/or killed in a 
single event, at the same general time and location”. In this context, four is just the 
beginning. 
20 children. 49 LGBTQ members. 59 concertgoers. 17 teenagers.  In the past 5 years, 
these are the death tolls that punctuate American minds as gun tragedies.  But they 
dwarf in comparison to 1,846, the total number of mass shooting deaths in that time 
period. 
  
As a country, we have lost our reverence for these numbers. Even one so large as 
1,846 seems cold and intangible; brushing it aside is as fluid a motion as pulling a 
trigger. We soften them with words like “random.” We recite the simple but familiar 
narrative of the “one crazed killer,” a national bedtime story to make us unafraid. We do 
this not for lack of caring, but for self preservation. As a means of shielding ourselves 
from the truth that until gun laws change, none of us is safe. 
  
Numbers only seem to mean something on a check from the NRA, which politicians 
cash while drafting sympathy tweets. They continue to vote against gun control, happy 
to pay the price of a few lives here and there. As the saying goes, “people kill people.”   
  
As a result, guns cast a dark “what if” on every minute spent in public. The man on the 
train could pull a rifle from the duffel you hope, silently, is a gym bag. Concerts make 
you a potential target in a crowd that’s big enough to be newsworthy. Even sending a 
child to school comes with the unthinkable, unspeakable nightmare of every parent: that 
today, God forbid, is the day it’s my kid. 
  
The late photographer Bill Cunningham described fashion as “the armor to survive the 
reality of everyday life.”  It’s a quote that seems especially fitting today. Mass shootings 
are our country’s reality. The threat of dying in one is an everyday affair, and it’s only 
getting worse. 
  
Vogue magazine has partnered with Everytown for Gun Safety to create 4orMore, a line 
of  faux-Kevlar fashion that captures what America will look like, should nothing change. 



 

 

Our culture is one that values guns and greed over human life. These clothes are its 
expression. 
  
4orMore is not a solution, but a call to action. We, as citizens, shouldn’t live in a country 
where bulletproof apparel is a more tangible source of protection than laws. It’s an 
injustice that should fill us with outrage, indignation, and most of all, an insatiable thirst 
for the legislation we deserve. 
  
After the February 14th Stoneman Douglas Shooting, a bill has been introduced to 
restrict the sale of Semi-Automatic weapons like the AR-15 Nikolas Cruz used to kill 17 
of his classmates. There is no concrete date for when congress will cast its vote. A 
similar bill was introduced in 2013, a month after the Sandy Hook Elementary School 
shooting. It was defeated, paving the way for thousands more to die. 
  
And the same could happen again. That’s why it’s more important than ever to make 
our voices heard. 4orMore is organizing a march on the White House on April 20th, the 
anniversary of the Columbine Shooting. Details regarding the march will be 
disseminated via Twitter and Facebook using the hashtag #4usall. As a symbol of our 
cause, protesters can wear the items pictured here by ordering them at 
www.4orMore.com. 
  
 In doing so, we will show congress that it is not bullets we are resilient to, but the 
indifference our government has shown us. A future dressed in kevlar is one we will not 
accept. We will no longer wrap ourselves in a funeral shroud made of thoughts and 
prayers while we weep into the dark. We will no longer be killed. 
  
1,846 is enough. 4 is enough. Enough is enough. 
 

 


