Stop the Killing — Spread Peace

No one knows
that Cain buried his brother
under an olive tree
he planted
during the seasons of love
and grape harvest,
or that Noah’s dove
reached that grave
and seized a branch,
hearing a voice
from the grave:

Stop the killing and spread peace.

And my martyr friend told me
that in the highest heavens
he hears the prayers
of prophets every night:
Stop the killing and spread peace.

Another martyr

saw Syrian children

drowning in the Mediterranean

and heard one of them

wailing from the belly of the whale:
Stop the killing and spread peace.

And my friend who speaks
the language of birds
told me that for decades
they have chirped:
Stop the killing and spread peace.

Refugees flung to the corners of the earth —
and | am among you —

follow the news of endless wars

and sleep in the hope

that they will wake to the word

that the killing has stopped.

And detainees who languish

in the cages of tyrants

daydream of freedom

and living amid the spread of peace.
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—Alaiham AlKhamakly



