Contribution by Kingston Peace Council/CND
We are of no denomination and of every denomination.

Like every religion we believe that we should treat others as we want to be treated ourselves.
Everyone who takes their religion seriously will tell you that we are all God’s children.
We believe that we are all brothers and sisters, literally.

Killing our brothers and sisters is no way to resolve dispute; it is most likely to escalate to greater violence until the cause of dispute is resolved.
Now teenagers are threatened with punishment for carrying knives. They say it is for their defence but we say it puts them and everyone else at greater risk.
In contrast governments are remorselessly increasing their weapons. They say it’s for defence.
If gun ownership guaranteed security, America would be the safest place on earth. Not so! The murder rate is the highest.
Hitler invented the idea of the nuclear bomb and the rockets to carry them. The allies perfected them and now it is claimed that we keep Hitler’s weapons on alert to “keep the peace!” – enough to kill us all thousands of times over.
A better, fairer world is possible.
Recent events have demonstrated the enormous imbalance between expenditure on weapons and expenditure on humanitarian support.
In association with the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament we campaign against nuclear weapons and for disarmament. We make common cause with anyone seeking to find peaceful solution of dispute and the promotion of justice and fair treatment for all.
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ZAP THE ZOMBY
Birmingham was soaking wet; the rec’ deserted.

Mike and Kevin went home; disappointed, dejected.

“Get out of those wet things. Amuse yourselves while

I get your tea on,” said Kevin’s mum with a smile.

In Basra it was parched and dry; breeze gently stirred the dust.

Faruq and Ahmed went out and kicked an old tin about.

“Don’t go far; I’m cooking the stew. We’ll make do 
with couscous and a little lamb. Be careful. Stay near. I’ll call you.”

Ahmed worshipped his mum.

In Birmingham out came “Zap the Zomby Game”. 

Players eliminate opponents with fire and flame. 

Kevin’s mum busied herself with 

wet clothes and trainers, fast food cooking, and muddy floors, 

while in the ‘den’ the boys killed men – in fun of course.   

The boys in Basra kicked the tin; others heard the din and joined in.

Suddenly … choking dust! From the pick-up, machine-guns bark!
A helicopter whirrs above. A stray bullet finds its mark …
............  In later life Ahmed sometimes smelled 

              cooking that reminded him of a mother felled – that day. 

“Kevin, Mike, fish fingers and chips!

Reeaady!! 

What do you want to drink?”
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