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Do not think yourself better because you burn up friends and enemies with long-range 

missiles without ever seeing what you have done.  

From Chant to Be Used in Processions around a Site with Furnaces. Poem by Thomas Merton, 

1961.
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Chapter 1 - What is Peace? 

Babette kept thinking she should turn the car around and head back home. She worried 

her life might change dramatically if she went to the meeting. But it's only a meeting, she 

reminded herself. If I don’t like it, I can just leave. 

She walked into the Quaker meetinghouse and noticed the threadbare drabness of the 

space. There were a couple of peace banners on the walls. A bulletin board contained an orderly 

arrangement of fliers and announcements of community events and activities. Several people sat 

around a large table. Many chairs remained empty. The people talked among themselves and no 

one noticed her. She took the chair near the door. The meeting had not yet begun and she 

assumed many more participants would be arriving. Only a few others showed up before a 

woman got up and welcomed everyone. 

She was a black woman who looked to be around Babette’s age and height, but fleshier, 

rounder, and shapelier. She wore a dark skirt and a beige sweater. Babette felt she could wow 

any man she wanted if she dressed in more revealing clothing. She had a round face, prominent 

nose, soft mouth, and a dry, business-like voice. “Hi, everybody. Thanks for coming. I’m Naomi. 

This is a really important meeting. It’s nice to see some new faces.”  

Babette decided to attend the meeting because she spoke with Carl, whom she had 

assumed was the group’s leader. However, Carl was not in the room. Maybe, she thought, I was 

mistaken, and Carl’s not the leader but Naomi is. 

 

The campaign to freeze nuclear weapons began in the early 1980s and protests spread 

around the world. Babette had met Carl at a demonstration two weeks earlier. The City Hall 

gathering was larger than she expected. More than a hundred people showed up, many with 

signs. Several impassioned speakers addressed the rallygoers. A few of the speakers got the 

crowd riled up with rants against nuclear weapons. Some rambled and seemed uncomfortable. 

Everyone tolerated the raggedy demonstration because a passion to save the world had infected 

them. 

Carl’s speech stood out for Babette because he calmly explained that nuclear weapons 

were not an isolated problem but connected to bigger societal concerns. He did not go into much 

detail but his observations intrigued Babette. She approached Carl apprehensively after the 

demonstration hoping to ask him to explain more about what he mentioned in his brief speech. 

She feared he might lecture her, start a tirade, or spout clichés about social ills. 

Carl was a tall, pudgy guy who wore rumpled clothing and a Phillies baseball cap. He 

had a youngish face and a kindly smile. She guessed he was about ten years younger than she 

was. His calm manner was that of a much older and wiser person.  

“Excuse me,” Babette said. 

Carl looked at the short, stocky, blonde woman, and noticed her penetrating eyes. She 

seemed different that many of the others at the demonstration. Maybe she’d actually heard what 

he said in his short speech. “Oh, hello.” 

“I, um, had a question…, well, several. Do you mind?” 

“Of course not,” he replied, smiling. Before she could utter her first question, he asked 

what brought her to the demonstration. His query surprised Babette. She started to think about 

why she had come and realized she was not certain. She had two young children and worried 
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about their future. That seemed a shallow reason to attend a protest and she did not mention it. 

Carl waited patiently for Babette to answer. 

“It’s a feeling,” Babette said, aware she was being vague. “I know it might sound stupid, 

but I don’t like the way things are going, and I feel…, well…, angry. Sorry, I know that’s not 

profound.” She expected Carl would immediately start lecturing her, or shrug his shoulders and 

then walk away. 

“Anger is good,” he said.  

“Really?” she asked, surprised. Like many people of her generation, Babette had been 

raised to believe anger was a bad thing. It was something you avoided, controlled, or merely 

denied. Carl nodded. 

“When you get angry about something, especially injustice, it shows you’re paying 

attention,” he explained. 

She immediately felt she should apologize for being ignorant. “But, I don’t know much 

about what’s going on.”  

“Knowledge can be over-rated,” he replied. Babette wondered what he meant. “Many of 

these people think they know a lot. Go up to any one of them and ask what they’re against and 

they’ll give you an immediate answer.” What Carl said seemed obvious to her. 

“Well, that’s what I’d expect,” she replied.  

“Most of these people- good people as they are- are here because they’re against nuclear 

weapons.”  

“But I’m against them, too,” Babette replied. 

“Right. But that’s not all there is to it.” 

“You mean there’s more?” she asked. Carl nodded. 

“Ask them what they’re for. What kind of answers do you think you’ll get?” 

“Well, if they say they’re against nuclear weapons, then they must be against war, so 

they’re for peace, right?” Babette answered assuming she was being logical and giving Carl the 

answer he expected. 

“That’s what some of them would say. Ask them what that means, though. What is 

peace?” Babette wanted his question to be rhetorical but felt it was not. She hesitated to answer 

and waited nervously for him to launch into a lecture about peace. Carl did not say a word and 

merely looked at Babette, who felt embarrassed. Shouldn’t I know this? she thought worriedly. 

Isn’t it obvious what peace is? If it was obvious, why couldn’t she answer Carl’s question? Carl 

did not press for an answer but went on.  

“A few- not many- are here because of what they feel, like you.” 

“You mean anger?” 

“Right. You probably don’t realize this yet, but your anger connects you in a way that 

knowledge does not.” 

“Connects?” Babette asked, puzzled by his use of the word. Was Carl about to draw her 

into something, perhaps a cult? She had spoken to people in cults before. They assumed they 

knew you better than you knew yourself, seemed to feel they acquired all the truths anyone 

would ever need, were impatient to share them, and hard to get rid of. She expected Carl to start 

analyzing her feelings and using them to lure her into his ‘cult.’ However, he did not.  

“I think your anger shows you care.” Carl’s calm reply made her feel he sincerely meant 

it. 

“About what?” 
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“Everything,” he answered. Babette looked at him, puzzled. “The world…,” he added. 

His voice trailed off and he handed her a flier. She glanced at the headline. It read Beyond Anti-

Nuclear. It was put out by an organization called the Eirene Community. She assumed that was 

where Carl was from and guessed he was the leader. He sounded like a leader but did not seem 

like a cult leader. He seemed friendly, engaging, and thoughtful and had spoken about issues she 

cared about in a way she could understand. She wondered if others in the Eirene Community 

were like Carl. Babette liked the word ‘community’ in the name, although she did not know what 

Eirene meant.  

“Um, thanks,” she said. Carl smiled warmly and then walked away. Babette looked at the 

flier. It announced an informal meeting to talk about issues related to, but not confined to, 

nuclear weapons. Babette folded the flier, shoved it in her pocket, went back to her car, and 

drove home thinking about Eirene. She wondered why an anti-nuclear weapons group (if that’s 

what it was) meant by calling itself a ‘community,’ and felt curious. She was sorry she had not 

asked Carl more questions. By the time she arrived home, Babette had decided to attend the 

Eirene meeting to find answers. 

  

Everyone waited expectantly for Naomi to explain what the meeting was about. Instead, 

she suggested they go around the table and introduce themselves. Babette immediately felt 

nervous. She had assumed she could just listen, like when she was at the protest rally, and leave 

if she did not like what she heard. Babette did not pay attention to what the others said. She did 

not hear them say their names and where they were from. She missed other details they 

mentioned as she tried to think of what she would say when it was her turn to speak.  

“Uh, hi. I’m Babette. I, uh…, I’ve never been here before,” she said shyly when her turn 

came. She could think of nothing else to add and looked at Naomi. She smiled, waited a few 

seconds, and then called on the next person. Babette hoped that was the last time she would have 

to speak, but it was not.  

Carl walked in, greeted everyone, and smiled when he saw Babette. “Hello again. We 

met a couple of weeks ago at that big demonstration at City Hall. We got to talking about some 

stuff that got me thinking. Do you remember what we talked about?” Babette nodded. “What 

was it?” 

“Um, I’m not sure. We talked about several things.” 

“Right. But the one I’m referring to is when I asked you ‘what is peace?’ Remember 

that?” Babette nodded, uneasily. “What did you tell me?” Babette panicked and tried to recall her 

answer. She realized she had not answered, nor had Carl. 

“Um, I don’t know. I’m sorry.” 

“That’s okay. Have you thought about it since then?” Babette did not know how to 

answer. If she said yes, she feared Carl would ask her to explain, and she felt reluctant to try to 

share her feelings with a group of strangers. She wanted to say no, but she had thought about it 

and mentioned it to her boyfriend Gregory. He felt surprised she brought it up but did not have 

an answer either. He had not known until then that she was thinking about peace. 

Gregory had encouraged her when she mentioned she was thinking about attending the 

protest. Babette was a filmmaker who documented anti-war demonstrations during the Vietnam 

War. Her films were in a box in their bedroom closet. Gregory had only seen one or two of them, 

did not know how many more there were and never asked about them.  
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Babette learned a lot about the anti-war movement but stopped filming protests as her 

career as a cinematographer took off. She and her ex-husband Michael Romanelli made 

pornographic movies starting in the late 1960s. Babette and Michael left Philadelphia when their 

production company, Rialto Films, relocated to Los Angeles. She did cinematography there for a 

couple more years but became bored and felt she was wasting her time. She left Rialto and 

Michael, came back to Philadelphia, got a job running the Audio Visual department at the 

Community College, and now supervised all the equipment and staff. 

 Babette sat quietly and hoped Carl would let her off the hook. He did. 

“Okay. Well, let’s start there, friends. Let’s start with ‘what is peace?’ What do you think 

it is? Anybody…?” 

  

“How was that meeting?” Gregory asked when Babette returned to their apartment after 

the meeting. Her boyfriend of more than ten years still had dark wavy hair, boyish eyes, and 

masked most of his face with a beard. Instead of the mismatched pants and corduroy jacket with 

elbow patches he wore the first time they met, he had on pajamas. She had liked what she saw 

the first time she met Gregory and loved what she saw now. 

The children were already asleep in their beds. Gregory did not want to do much talking. 

He had been looking forward to having sex before they fell asleep since she left for the meeting. 

Babette knew he was hinting that he wanted to go right to bed.  

 “Interesting,” Babette answered. Gregory immediately felt apprehensive. A vague 

answer might mean they were about to have a long conversation which could mean there would 

be no sex tonight.  

“Many people?” he asked, hoping her answer would be concise. 

“A few.” 

“What happened?” 

“We talked, mostly,” Babette replied. Gregory waited. “Oh, and then they- we- planned 

an action.” 

“A what?” 

“A protest. We planned it out. I’m going to video it.” 

“When?” Gregory asked. 

“Next month.” 

“Where?” 

“There’s an Allied Industries plant at 32nd and Chestnut Streets,” Babette explained. 

“Really? I never noticed it.” 

“Me neither.” 

“So they’re going to protest at a factory? Why?” he asked. 

“It’s not just any factory.” 

“Yeah, it probably is. Allied Industries makes washing machines, TVs, and light bulbs.” 

“Not this factory,” Babette replied. 

“No? What does it make?” 

“Parts for nuclear bombs.” 

“No way!” Gregory exclaimed. 

“That’s what they said.” 

“I thought the government made nuclear bombs.” 

“Well, it only pays for them. They’re built by corporations.” 
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“Companies like AI?” he asked, astonished. She nodded. “Damn.” Gregory suddenly felt 

not just that he wanted to have sex with Babette, but that he needed to. The purpose was no 

longer their mutual pleasure, but intimacy. That was the only antidote for the deep dread nuclear 

weapons caused. He kissed her, hoping she would get the hint. She responded by putting her 

arms around him. 

“Did you miss me?” she asked, sweetly. He nodded. “Good. I missed you, too, but I’m 

glad I went.” Gregory did not know if he felt happy that she went but he knew they would be 

safe and secure in their bed. He took her hand and led her there. They checked on the kids before 

they reached their bedroom.  

Gregory fell asleep after they made love. Babette lay quietly and thought about the 

meeting. She turned on her side, put her arm around Gregory, and, as she fell asleep, realized that 

she knew exactly what peace was.  
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Chapter 2 - Giving Thanks 

 

This is a hell of a way to start Thanksgiving week, Babette thought. I’m freezing my ass 

off in a cardboard box on the sidewalk in front of a building where they make parts for nuclear 

bombs.  

Babette ran the AV Department at the Philadelphia Community College, located in the 

heart of the once-thriving downtown business district. She told her staff she was taking a long 

lunch. Then she put on her heavy coat, left the building, and jumped on a bus. The Allied 

Industries building was twenty blocks west at 3198 Chestnut Street, in what was known as 

University City because of Drexel University and Penn.  

The Pennsylvania Railroad had erected the huge AI building as a Freight Building in 

1929. It rose six stories above track level, with over 650,000 sq. ft. In 1956, AI leased the 

building to serve as headquarters for the newly formed Missile and Space Vehicle Department, 

which AI started by moving roughly 250 people from Schenectady, NY, to Philadelphia. The 

main floors had been converted to offices and engineering laboratories, while the track was 

converted into a machining and production center for reentry vehicles and subsystems. Carl 

knew little about the specific work that went on inside. All he was certain of was that the work 

involved nuclear weapons.  

He was already there with some other people Babette recognized from the meeting. They 

were carrying huge boxes they had scavenged from dumpsters outside appliance stores. The 

boxes had the prominent AI logo on the sides. Several people planned to sleep in the boxes until 

Thanksgiving to demonstrate the connection between homelessness and nuclear weapons. It was 

a dramatic plan and she hoped to document it with the small video camcorder she borrowed from 

work. 

Babette excitedly filmed as much as she could. It was interesting for a few minutes as 

protesters unfolded the boxes and set them up. They also had blankets and food to put in the 

boxes. New people showed up, moved into the boxes, and sat there. Then it got boring. Babette 

waited for something else to happen. She looked at the security guards inside the glass doors but 

they seemed uninterested. There were no cops around. She asked Carl if there were going to be 

any speeches or singing but he said he did not know. Babette wondered why she had come. Then 

she crawled into an empty box and her world changed. 

Babette sat on the thin cardboard floor of the box surrounded by cardboard walls and 

covered by a cardboard roof. Her view of the street suddenly changed. She saw only what was 

immediately in front of the opening of her box. Moreover, it was cold. The box stopped the 

breeze but somehow magnified the cold and dampness of the concrete sidewalk. Babette 

wrapped herself in a blanket but did not feel warmer.  

She sat quietly, looked out on the world that passed her box, and waited. Soon the cold 

started to numb her. She thought about homeless people who spent days in boxes like this one 

and even slept in them. How did they keep warm? She did not think there were enough blankets 

in the world to protect a body from the penetrating cold. 

She crawled out of the box while she could still move and stood up. The chill had 

penetrated to her bones. Her body felt stiff and brittle. Babette waved to Carl, who did not see 

her, and stiffly walked away from the demonstration. She hiked a block to the bus stop but her 

movement did not warm her.  
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Babette hoped the bus would arrive soon and would be warm, but there was no heat. She 

rode uncomfortably on the hard plastic seat. When she reached Community College, she went to 

her office and kept her coat on. A few hours later, she said goodnight to her staff and went to the 

subway. When she arrived home, she greeted Gregory and their children and then went directly 

to the shower. The hot water removed the cold from her body, finally. 

As Babette toweled herself dry, she reflected on her experience. She had learned a lot but 

did not know how she would explain it to anyone else. The stark contrast between the warm 

factory building and the cold sidewalk stuck in her mind. She would never treat homeless people 

casually again. Seeing- no, feeling- the world as they did had changed her. She was free to go 

home, but homeless people were trapped in their boxes. The cold was all they had. She felt more 

grateful for a warm place than she had ever been in her life. 

Babette went back the next day to see how things were going. She bought a thermos of 

hot chocolate and some cups. As the demonstrators shared the chocolate, she filmed the scene 

from different angles. The boxes now looked lived in. There were blankets, pillows, plates, cups, 

and a couple of small radios. Everyone seemed cheerful in their heavy coats, ample hats, and 

large gloves and boots.  

Carl was not there but Naomi was. Babette persuaded her to go in front of the camera and 

talk about the demonstration. Naomi’s explanation was short. The chilly November air affected 

her speech and Babette felt sorry for her. 

“Are you all right?” she asked. 

“Oh, sure. I’m used to this.” 

“You seem cold, though.” 

“Oh, I am, but my body seems to adjust.” 

“Did you sleep out here last night?” Babette asked. Naomi nodded stiffly. “Did you get 

much sleep?”  

“A little.” 

“Look, I work close to here. You could come back with me and warm up if you want to.” 

“No thanks, I’ll be okay.” 

“You’re sure?” Naomi ignored Babette’s question and walked away.  

Babette rode the bus back to campus. She took the videocassette out of the camera 

inserted it into a player and watched the footage she had shot. It did not capture what she felt 

while she was there. She was not certain why and began to think about what was missing. She 

realized there was no drama.  

There was a big finish scheduled at the protest for Wednesday afternoon. Carl planned a 

large rally with speakers, music, and signs. Babette excitedly rode the bus to the site but no one 

was there. The boxes were gone. She walked around and looked for someone who had been at 

the sleep-out, met no one, and gave up. Babette rode back to campus wondering what had 

happened. 

  

“They came out with a bullhorn and told us we were trespassing,” Carl told her when she 

called him several days later. 

“But you said that was a public sidewalk.” 

“It is.” 

“Were any cops there?” Babette asked. 
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“Nope, just us and the guards. They told us to get out of the boxes. They said we could 

stay but the boxes had to go. We got out as fast as we could. Some people wanted to sleep on the 

sidewalk but others felt it wasn’t safe there. We didn’t know what else the guards might do. We 

stayed awake and then left around dawn.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay. We made our point, I think,” Carl replied. 

“I got some video.” 

“That’s great. Maybe we can think of a way to use it. No TV stations came out this time.” 

“Do they usually come?” Babette asked. 

“They’re unpredictable.” 

“Well, I hope I can do something about that in the future. I’ll get all the video I can.” 

“That would be good.” 

“How long did it take you to warm up?” Babette asked, thinking of her own short time in 

the box and wondering if she would have survived in the cold if she had been there as long as 

Carl had. 

“Too long.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. I’m not. At least I had a warm place to go afterward,” he said, gloomily. 

“Yeah,” Babette replied. She suddenly felt embarrassed that she also had a warm place to 

call her own but knew it was a stupid feeling. She was not responsible for homelessness. But 

what if Carl was right? What if what Allied Industries was doing in that building was 

responsible, in a way? Was there anything she could do about it? 
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Chapter 3 - Christmas 

 

Babette’s son Nicholas was only three and did not yet have much understanding of 

Christmas. She told him they were going to a party but he didn’t seem excited. That was good 

because the party turned out to be more like a demonstration or protest than a celebration. Later 

when she thought about it she realized it was a Christmas celebration but held in an unlikely 

place. It took a while for the significance of the symbolism to sink in, but Babette finally 

understood it and was glad they went despite the cold and darkness. 

The sprawling Allied Industries military-industrial complex sat atop a hill behind an even 

bigger and more sprawling shopping mall, reputed to be one of the biggest malls in the United 

States. Babette found a place to park at the back of the mall lot directly across from the location 

of the Christmas service.  

A few people had arrived before her. They placed lovely candles on the ground to 

brighten the space where the service would be held. The soft candlelight created a refuge of 

warmth and peace next to the cold blacktop four-lane road that ran between the mall and the AI 

weapons plant. 

Carl was busy setting up a small sound system. Naomi and a couple of other women were 

standing by a table chatting. They greeted Babette warmly. She walked to the table. The women 

welcomed her and made a fuss over Nicholas. Babette left her daughter Lianna at home with 

Gregory. He was busy grading exams and calculating final grades.  

The candlelight circle enchanted Nicholas and he pulled his mother toward it so he could 

inspect the candles. Babette warned him not to get too close but he only wanted to look and not 

touch. Nicholas walked around the circle. His eyes caught the flickering candlelight. Babette had 

bundled him up and he did not seem to feel the cold. She hoped he would stay warm throughout 

the service because she did not want to have to leave early. 

Others arrived and soon a small crowd of people had gathered. Babette recognized a 

couple from the Thanksgiving sleep-out. Carl finished setting up the sound system, briefly tested 

it, and then arranged items on the table. He noticed Babette and smiled at her. A few moments 

later, Carl came to her, said hello, greeted Nicholas, and handed Babette a sheet of paper. 

“Could you read this during the service?” he asked. His request surprised her.  

“Um, sure,” she said. “What is it?” 

“Just a short reflection from Thomas Merton.” 

“Who?” 

“Merton. He was a monk who died in 1968. He wrote thoughtful stuff that’s meant a lot 

to us over the years.” 

“Oh, okay.” Babette read the text after Carl walked away. She felt flattered he asked her 

to read but feared she would make a mistake and mess up the service. Babette became absorbed 

in worry and watched Nicholas for signs he was getting cold or impatient. She felt torn between 

wanting nothing to prevent her from doing the reading and wishing something would happen that 

would compel her to walk back to her car so they could leave. Then she told herself to relax. 

This was a Christmas service and she wanted to share the feelings of fellowship and joy she 

hoped the service would bring. 

Carl walked to the microphone and invited people to begin the service. Carl’s booming 

voice fascinated Nicholas. He pulled Babette toward the speaker.  
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“I want to welcome you to the fifth annual Eirene Community Christmas service here at 

this Allied Industries weapons plant. Tonight we bring a spark of life to a place that 

manufactures death…,” Carl said. He stepped away from the microphone and Naomi stepped up. 

“Let’s start with a Christmas carol to warm us all up. It’s the first one on your handout 

but you probably already know the words. Silent Night.” Everyone looked at the handouts. 

Naomi stepped back from the microphone and began to sing. “Silent night, holy night. All is 

calm, all is bright.” Her soft clear voice warmed the darkness. The crowd sang with her, their 

voices growing stronger as they went on. Babette felt the tenderness of their singing and the 

kindness behind it dispel the cold of the winter night and add to the peace within the circle of 

candles. She did not know if the Allied Industries employees or the drivers in passing cars could 

hear them. Babette hoped everyone nearby would somehow feel the serenity of the carol and 

appreciate it for the beautiful gift it was. 

Just then, a car stopped not far from where they stood and someone yelled, “Get a job!” 

Babette felt startled and angry but the group went on singing. How rude! she thought. We’re not 

hurting anybody being here. Why can’t they respect that? She forced herself to continue singing 

and hoped the yelling did not frighten Nicholas. 

Carl gestured for her to approach the microphone when the carol finished. She 

immediately felt nervous. He smiled and told her to just read the text and she would be okay. She 

stood at the microphone, looked down at the paper, focused on the words, and began to speak. 

Suddenly, everything became easy and natural and the words from Thomas Merton’s eloquent 

reflection flowed out of her effortlessly. 

“Into this world, this demented inn, in which there is absolutely no room for him at all, 

Christ comes uninvited. But because he cannot be at home in it, because he is out of place in it, 

and yet he must be in it, his place is with those others for whom there is no room. His place is 

with those who do not belong, who are rejected by power because they are regarded as weak, 

those who are discredited, who are denied the status of persons, tortured, exterminated. With 

those for whom there is no room, Christ is present in this world. He is mysteriously present in 

those for whom there seems to be nothing but the world at its worst.”  

She finished in a moment, looked up, and stepped back from the microphone, amazed it 

had been so easy. Despite working with audio-visual equipment, and having been a filmmaker 

for several years, she never spoke into microphones or had cameras trained on her. She always 

felt she was more comfortable behind the cameras or mikes until now. It felt good and natural, 

and she felt surprised to discover she liked doing it. 

Carl did not approach the microphone. He pressed the play key on a cassette machine and 

the sweet amplified voice of Joan Baez enveloped the small crowd. 

  

“O come, O come, Emmanuel, 

“And ransom captive Israel, 

“That mourns in lonely exile here, 

“Until the Son of God appear. 

“Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel 

“Shall come to thee, O Israel.” 

 

Some people sang along softly. Others listened and smiled. The warmth increased. 

Nicholas seemed enchanted by Joan Baez’s voice. He tried to sing along although he did not 
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know the words and had never heard the carol before. Babette watched him moving his lips, 

trying to form words as Joan Baez sang them. His eyes reflected the flickering candles. She felt 

so moved she almost began to cry, but she felt embarrassed and did not want to break the spell. 

“This place is not an inn,” Carl said when the carol ended. “But it is demented and we 

have come uninvited. The sole purpose of this factory- its entire reason for being- is the 

extermination of all life on earth. Allied Industries is one of many merchants of death. They 

build weapons of mass destruction, tools of annihilation, just as easily as they make toasters, 

washing machines, or record players. It’s all just business to them. Dollars.  

“There is no room for Christ here, and Christ wasn’t here until we- you and I- brought 

Him this night. Just as He was unwanted, we are unwanted. Allied Industries would rather we 

were not here. They would prefer we just go away, go back where we came from, and leave them 

alone. But we cannot do that. To resist their weapons of war, we bring the instruments of peace: 

candles, songs, words, warmth, companionship, compassion, and hope. Because we are here 

where the world is at its worst, Christ is here as well. Resist Allied Industries! Happy Christmas 

to you all!” 

Carl’s short speech stunned Babette. It woke her up. He connected what seemed 

disconnected and clarified ideas that had been nothing more than vague feelings for her. 

Something’s wrong, she often thought, but never went beyond that acknowledgment. Now, the 

truth was revealed. She understood what was wrong, and what she could do about it. ‘Resist 

Allied Industries,’ Carl had said. Babette did not know how she would do that, but she knew she 

wanted to, almost more than she wanted to do anything else in her life. It became as essential to 

her being, as important to her sanity as loving her children and Gregory.  

Carl stepped away from the microphone and a bearded man stepped up. “Let’s recite the 

Saint Francis Prayer together,” he said and then waited patiently as people shuffled their 

handouts. When he sensed they were ready, he began to recite slowly the profound words: 

“Lord, make me an instrument of your peace: 

“Where there is hatred, let me sow love; 

“Where there is injury, pardon; 

“Where there is doubt, faith; 

“Where there is despair, hope; 

“Where there is darkness, light; 

“Where there is sadness, joy.  

 

“O divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek 

“To be consoled as to console, 

“To be understood as to understand, 

“To be loved as to love. 

“For it is in giving that we receive,  

“It is in pardoning that we are pardoned,  

“And it is in dying that we are born to eternal life. 

“Amen.” 

Babette had not recited with the others, only listened. For the first time in her life, a 

prayer made sense to her. It went right to her heart. She felt meaning had been revealed. Not just 

any meaning, her meaning, the meaning of her life. While she stood absorbed in her revelation, 
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Nicholas tugged on her sleeve and softly said, “Mommy, I’m cold.” The other women heard him 

and smiled. Babette smiled back apologetically. Naomi walked over to her. 

“It’s okay if you want to go. Don’t make him stay out here if he’s cold. I’m glad you 

came.” 

“So am I,” Babette mumbled, “so am I.” Her life now had a purpose beyond anything she 

would have dreamed possible. Something new and wonderful had begun and she was happy to 

go home. 
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Chapter 4 - Good Friday 1 

  

Gregory felt confused and alarmed. Babette had never been a religious person. That was 

something he liked about her. He had known religious people who spouted their dull platitudes 

as if they were newly revealed deep wisdom and hated them. Their thoughts seemed trapped in a 

cesspool of self-righteous contempt for those who did not share their narrow views. Babette had 

not become one of them yet, but he feared she might be on her way. 

She was starting to talk about religious holidays. Not Christmas. That was okay. He had 

no problem with Babette taking Nicholas to the Eirene Christmas service. Christmas was secular, 

anyway. The religious part concerned infants, animals, and stables; things children could 

understand without having their minds corrupted with theological mumbo-jumbo.  

Now, however, Babette was talking about Good Friday and Easter. They were not secular 

cultural holidays. Nor were they holidays children could understand, despite the Easter Bunny 

and chocolate eggs. They had not planned to expose Nicholas to Easter celebrations. Easter was 

for the hard-core Christians. 

“So, I’m taking Good Friday off,” Babette said. The college was on spring break and 

there would not be much work anyway. 

“When’s that?” Gregory asked. He knew what Good Friday was but never paid much 

attention to when it was. 

“Two weeks.” 

“Oh, okay. Well, I’ll be here with the kids. I have work to do anyway.” 

“Carl asked me to film the demonstration,” Babette explained. She waited for Gregory to 

ask about the protest, but he did not. “It’s a Good Friday Stations of the Cross. It ends with civil 

disobedience.” 

“Civil what?” 

“It’s when people get arrested.” 

“Get arrested?” Gregory said. “What do you mean?” 

“It’s part of the protest.” 

“Are you going to get arrested?” he asked, alarmed. 

“No, no. I’ll just be filming. They want video. They don’t have any except for some news 

clips that don’t show much.” 

“You’re sure you’re not gonna get arrested? If you do, I can’t take care of the kids alone. 

They need you. Lianna, especially. She needs your milk.” 

“I know, Greg. I would express milk for her beforehand, don’t worry.” Her comment 

made him worry more. Was she signaling she was thinking about getting arrested at some point 

and starting to plan for it? What if she went to jail? Lianna would need milk but Nicholas would 

need his mother. Gregory wondered how his son would feel if Babette was gone for any length 

of time. He also wondered what was happening to the mother of his children, and his life partner. 

Was she slowly being drawn into a cult? Could he stop her? 

  

April 5, 1985, dawned clear and cold. The Good Friday protest was set to begin at noon. 

Babette borrowed the 8mm video camera, a couple of extra batteries, and tapes from work. She 

packed a small camera bag, kissed Nicholas, Lianna, and Gregory, and headed out the door 

around ten-thirty. She had never been to the Allied Industries site in daylight and the sheer size 

of the facility awed her when she arrived and parked. It seemed to go on forever. She imagined 
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the hill on which it stood was once part of a huge farm and wondered what the original owners 

would think about their fertile land being used to manufacture weapons of mass destruction. 

Maybe they would not like it, or maybe they would not care. They were all dead, anyway. 

Babette did not know much about Good Friday. She vaguely recalled some rituals from 

her childhood. Her parents were lapsed Catholics. They did not pay much attention to Good 

Friday, however. They just went to church on Easter and Christmas, and maybe a few other 

times during the year. She lacked an understanding of the mythology and symbolism of the 

Crucifixion but was about to learn a lot about both. 

A handful of people stood around when she arrived. Most were chatting or reading the 

handout Carl gave them. Babette took one, read it, and the flowery religious language and ritual 

litany struck her. At first, it did seem like anything she recalled ever hearing in church, but it sort 

of was. She began to wonder what was ahead and whether it had been a good idea to come. 

Babette asked Carl what he wanted her to film and he told her vaguely to get as much as 

she could. Whatever she shot would be okay with him. Then he hurried away. Babette took out 

the camera and powered it up. She took a few establishing shots of the building. It sat on top of 

the hill in the distance, surrounded by a huge parking lot that was mostly empty. Babette 

assumed the AI employees had Good Friday off. She filmed the driveway that led into the 

complex from the road. A police van, a couple of police cars, and several officers waited nearby. 

She noticed Carl went over to the officers and greeted them. He also greeted a non-uniformed 

man she later found out was the head of AI security. She took a few more shots as 

demonstrators- some carrying signs- arrived. Naomi got out a large banner, unfolded it, and 

asked several people to hold it up. Babette diligently filmed the unfurling and resulting display. 

The banner read ‘AI is making a killing. Resist AI.’ She had no idea what the message meant. 

Several people arrived around eleven-thirty and Carl called a few away from the group. 

Babette assumed they were having a meeting but she did not know why. She took a minute of 

film and then stopped shooting. 

Around forty people stood in the cold sunlight by noon. Carl announced the service 

would start soon. A few more showed up. Babette took some footage of the crowd, the late 

arrivals, the banners and signs, and the wide, grassy area where the table, sound system, and 

microphone were set up. She watched Carl and hoped to catch his movement before he started 

the service so she could record from the moment it began. Carl walked to the mike. 

“Friends,” he began, but no one could hear him. He grimaced and flipped a switch on the 

mike. “Friends,” his voice boomed out over the crowd. “Let us begin.” He waited for everyone to 

gather around. “Welcome. This is a solemn day, as you all know. But it’s not solemn only 

because it’s Good Friday. It’s solemn because seventeen years ago we lost Dr. Martin Luther 

King on April 4, 1968. In a sense, he was a victim of the same social forces that came together to 

carry out the crucifixion of Jesus. As some of you know, Dr. King’s life and non-violent work 

provided much of the impetus for the Eirene Community, along with the witness of the 

Berrigans, and others in the anti-Vietnam War peace movement.”  

Babette recalled news of the assassination of Martin Luther King but did not know much 

about him and had no idea who the Berrigans were. She held the camera as still as possible and 

focused on getting clear video and good audio. That was what she was there for. 

Naomi stepped up to the microphone. She was dressed in a large ski coat, thick scarf, knit 

hat, gloves, and sunglasses. Her outfit reminded Babette of the way people dressed for the 

Thanksgiving sleep-out in November. The weather was not quite as cold now as it had been back 



15 

 

then but Naomi seemed prepared to be outside for a long time. She lifted a sheet of paper to the 

microphone and began to read: 

“In another time of empire and military occupation, stood Jesus. Betrayed, denied, 

tortured, facing death, Jesus knew where he stood and what he faced. He faced the Cross, a 

means of execution, a symbol of imperial rule, of Rome’s might, an announcement of the 

empire’s will to maintain itself the only way it can, through violence and war. 

“What we see depends on where we stand. In our time of war and economic dislocation, 

policies of militarism and military occupation, and endless war, we stand before Allied Industries 

and see the cross of empire and human neglect, of greed and environmental destruction.  

“We see, mourn, and resist the cross of war that is Allied Industries, pitting our 

commitment to nonviolent resistance, justice, and peace against the face of war profits here and 

around the world, the face of nuclear weapons, the face of war-making today.” 

Babette carefully zoomed in on Naomi as she spoke. She did not notice the large cross 

lifted from the ground that stood near the sound system until she zoomed out after Naomi 

finished speaking. Where the fuck did that come from? she wondered. She zoomed into the cross 

and waited expectantly to see what happened next. Carl stepped up to the microphone. 

 “Let us pray that we will break the chains of violence and war; that we may resist war-

making and stop Allied Industries with acts of justice, and Jesus’s love. May the cross, which 

over time was transformed from a means of violence to a symbol of liberation and peace, be our 

symbol of nonviolence and justice, a sign of nonviolent resistance to greed, militarism, empire, 

violation of the earth, and war.” He paused, looked at the crowd, and added, “Please say the 

litany with me…” People shuffled the handouts. Babette realized she had not looked at hers. She 

had no idea what was happening now or what would happen next. She would have to be as 

observant as she could and hoped she would get some good footage. 

“By the cross and resurrection...” Carl intoned. 

“We stand against war!” everyone said together. 

“By Jesus’s witness to truth...” 

“We act for justice and peace!” 

“By Jesus’s passion and death...” 

“We resist Allied Industries!”  

“By Jesus’s victory over the grave...” 

“We declare peace!” 

Babette never heard Jesus called a ‘witness to truth.’ Until this moment, Christianity was 

just a religion made up of superstition, myth, and manipulative clergy. She viewed it as 

anachronistic, irrelevant, and dead. Suddenly, it had come to life. It had power, meaning, and 

significance. The people in this small crowd were not mere believers, they were actors, and she 

was part of their action. They were going to change the world. 

She noticed the cross move and panned her camera. Two men were carrying it. Carl and 

Naomi walked behind and the crowd slowly fell into a raggedy procession across the field where 

they gathered. The police and guards looked on dispassionately from the top of the hill. Babette 

was fascinated. She paused the camera, ran to get ahead of the procession, and then stopped to 

film the group coming toward her. She kept filming as they passed, solemnly, and then hurried to 

where they stopped and formed a circle around the cross. It stood straight up and penetrated the 

cloudy sky above the field. 
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Another person was preparing to speak. She was a short red-haired woman with 

penetrating eyes. Babette rushed up and aimed the camera just as the woman was about to begin. 

Carl held a bullhorn and handed her the mike. 

“2nd Station: Jesus Carries his Cross,” she intoned, and then paused. She had a sharp, 

clear voice that was not harsh. “Every weapon produced by Allied Industries means billions of 

dollars transferred from the public treasury to private wealth, from public need to corporate 

greed. Every weapon produced by Allied Industries means another bombing run, another missile 

attack, another war. 

“Allied Industries is the common denominator in the production of every major weapon 

system- nuclear and non-nuclear- in the U.S. arsenal and sold by the U.S. around the world. 

Allied Industries receives billions of dollars from the public treasury each and every year. The 

empire of U.S. war-making has its cross. 

“Allied Industries, across the country and around the world, here in Valley Forge and 

throughout the Delaware Valley, means weaponry. Nuclear weapons, Trident missiles, cruise 

missiles, combat satellites, battlefield computers, Aegis warships and ballistic missile defense, 

the Airborne Laser System, and a host of other “Star Wars” missile defense weapons for the 

continued militarization of space.  

“At its height, the Roman Empire maintained 37 overseas military bases. The British 

Empire had 36. The U.S. maintains more than 730 overseas military bases. 

“Jesus carried a cross of wood. We too carry a cross. We carry the weight of militarism 

and empire- the weapons it builds, the wars it wages, the earth it poisons, the lives it destroys, the 

societies and economies it cripples.  

“We all carry the weight of Allied Industries.” The woman finished and solemnly stepped 

away from the mike. Carl stepped up. 

“By the cross and resurrection...,” Carl intoned. 

“We stand against war!” everyone said together. 

“By Jesus’s witness to truth...” 

“We act for justice and peace!” 

“By Jesus’s passion and death...” 

“We resist Allied Industries!”  

“By Jesus’s victory over the grave...” 

“We declare peace!” 

The cross began moving again as soon as the words faded. Carl and Naomi followed. The 

rest of the onlookers fell in behind them. Babette paused the camera and ran ahead. The group 

walked about fifty feet and stopped. Carl handed the mike to a man who unfolded his program, 

looked down at the page, and pressed the switch on the microphone. 

 “Third Station- Jesus falls the first time,” he read. The crowd settled into silence. “‘The 

revulsion against war not too long hence will be an insuperable obstacle for us to overcome and 

for that reason I am convinced that we must set in motion the machinery of a permanent war 

economy... It must be an ongoing program and not the creature of some emergency.’  

“So spoke the president of General Electric, Charles E. Wilson, in July 1944, one year 

before the first atomic bomb was tested in the desert area of Alamogordo, New Mexico named 

Jornada del Muerto, or Dead Man’s Trail.  

“Today, we stand in the social order which Wilson called for- a culture of weaponry and 

militarism, a permanent industry of war, embedded so deep in our society that it is quite immune 
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to political change and democratic oversight- and extends itself into virtually every society on 

earth.  

“That is empire which could be likened to the Orwellian notion of unending war- hot, 

cold, lukewarm- in which we become so accustomed to it that we don’t even realize it is 

happening any longer.  Weapons are built, some are cut back in order to fund other 

weapons,  just as troops are withdrawn from here only to be deployed there, but the doings, the 

policy, the industry and economy of war just goes on, and on, and on.   

“We have a long way, and a lot deeper to go, before we can really speak of peace.” He 

finished, passed the mike to Carl, and bowed his head. Carl again began the litany. 

“By the cross and resurrection...” Carl intoned. 

“We stand against war!” everyone said together. 

“By Jesus’s witness to truth...” 

“We act for justice and peace!” 

“By Jesus’s passion and death...” 

“We resist Allied Industries!”  

“By Jesus’s victory over the grave...” 

“We declare peace!” 

Babette felt she now knew what to expect each time the procession stopped. She 

wondered whether she should film all the stops or save tape for the last one. That would likely be 

the most dramatic and require the most filming. She decided to read ahead in the procession and 

see if anything else dramatic or compelling was coming. She turned the camera off at the fourth 

station and read along with the text printed in the handout. It mentioned wars we were still 

paying for and ended with an astonishing quote.  

“As Chief Sitting Bull observed about white people ‘…the love of possessions is a 

disease in them.’” The comment struck Babette. I’m a white person, she thought. Do I suffer 

from the disease of possession?  

What did she want in her life? Things or people? She loved Gregory, Nicholas, and 

Lianna. She wanted their happiness, safety, and security more than anything else. That was why 

she was here; not just for herself but also for them. Not just for the world as it is but for the 

world as it could be, or ought to be in the future, her children’s future.  

The message she was getting from this Good Friday ritual was that things could not go on 

much longer as they were. Bad things were happening. They were mostly hidden from people, 

and only events like this could expose them. But, she thought, with chagrin, was anyone 

listening, or were the people in this small crowd the only ones who cared? She was glad she 

came because she knew now that she also cared, and why. 

She walked, stood, and listened as the procession marked the additional stations, 

overwhelmed by the solemnity and power of the witness. They reached the Eleventh Station: 

‘Jesus is nailed to the Cross.’ Babette forgot her video camera as she listened to the litany. 

“Non-cooperation with evil, Gandhi preached, is as essential as cooperation with good. 

There is an uncompromising difference between the privileged wealth secured through every 

weapon built by Allied Industries and the faithful demands for justice and peace. It is nothing 

less than the difference between crucifixion and resurrection, cooperation and resistance. 

“Seventeen years ago yesterday, on April 4, 1968, Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was shot 

down in Memphis, Tennessee. Exactly one year to the day before his death on April 4, 1967, Dr. 

King spoke out against the war in Vietnam from the pulpit of Riverside Church in New York 
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City. In that speech, he described the relationship between US global policies and the domestic 

violence of poverty. Calling the US government the greatest purveyor of violence in the world, 

he called for resistance to the giant triplets of American society: racism, materialism, and 

militarism. 

“The cross before us today announces the fact of Allied Industries- weapons and war. 

This cross expresses our mourning for the toll of war, of human neglect and environmental 

indifference, of the greed and violence summarized daily and made corporate in Allied 

Industries. This cross represents the suffering and crucifixion of Jesus Christ today. 

“Allied Industries, War and Weapons, Christ Crucified! We stand in resistance to Allied 

Industries. We embrace the nonviolent cross of our time: resistance to war and militarism, the 

works of peacemaking and service to the victims of war, resistance to the injustice that is Allied 

Industries, the face of war-making today. Today, in mourning and resistance, we remember 

Jesus' words: ‘Peace, I leave with you; my peace I give to you. (John 14:27)’” 

The litany and call-and-response finished. The cross moved again. They were all soon 

back where they started on the grassy field at the bottom of the hill where police and security 

guards waited. Babette did not know why they stood there. Maybe they wanted to keep a 

respectful distance or pretend what they witnessed did not affect them. She doubted that was 

possible. They were human beings like her and all the other people gathered there. They had to 

feel something. How could they not? 

The crowd seemed larger and Babette assumed others had arrived for the finale. She took 

her camera out and powered it on. Carl stepped up to the microphone.  

“Twelfth Station: Jesus Dies on the Cross,” he said, calmly. Then he reached toward the 

table, pressed the play key on a cassette recorder, and gentle music swelled into the crowd. 

Babette had no idea what was happening. Where was the litany?  

She kept the camera trained on Carl. He turned, walked away from the table, and started 

up the hill. Others spread out along the bottom of the hill also started walking. The police and 

security guards suddenly reacted. They stayed at the top but began gesturing to each other. There 

was so much happening that Babette did not know where to point her camera. She walked 

toward the protesters so she could follow them. They slowly went up the hill. Babette panned 

from one to another, then another, as they walked. The gentle music played. Carl almost reached 

the top but a security guard stopped him. Carl knelt, bowed his head, and prayed. Babette felt 

stunned. The security guard stood still and waited for Carl to finish. Carl looked up, the guard 

spoke to him, and then Carl stood up and the guard escorted him toward a waiting police van. 

Babette realized she was witnessing their arrests. This was civil disobedience. 

Babette filmed as many of the arrests as she could. She felt awed by the peaceful, 

prayerful way people submitted themselves to the guards and police. It was unlike any ritual she 

had ever seen. It had a power she never would have imagined, and she felt moved to tears. She 

did not know what was in the minds of the people peacefully submitting themselves to arrest. 

Babette thought they were sacrificing themselves to save the world the same way Jesus did when 

he was crucified. Her insight surprised her. She had never paid much attention to crucifixion. She 

knew what a cross was. It was merely the brand symbol for Christianity, as the Star of David was 

the brand symbol for Judaism, and the crescent the symbol for Islam. Now she suspected the 

cross had significance and power she had never seen before. 
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The music ended just as police arrested the last protester. There was an awed silence as 

the crowd watched. Naomi asked the crowd to gather around the microphone and then started to 

read. 

“Thirteenth and Fourteenth Stations: Jesus is taken down from the Cross and laid in the 

tomb,” she read. “Please read along with me.” She waited as people unfolded their programs and 

found the text. “We mourn all the victims of war. We know that the profits of Allied Industries 

rest on war, militarism, and the violation of the earth. We have far too long suffered the policies 

of war and the social ravages of empire, corporate greed, and a war economy. We insist that 

where war is business, as here at Allied Industries, there cannot be business as usual. We resist 

Allied Industries with Jesus’ love and a continuing commitment to justice, to honoring the earth, 

to peace, to the cross of nonviolent resistance.” Naomi paused before she concluded the service. 

Babette zoomed in on Naomi’s face. 

“By Jesus’s love and sacrifice...,” Naomi went on. “We stand against war! By Jesus’s 

witness to truth... We carry the cross of nonviolent resistance! By Jesus’s passion and death... 

We resist Allied Industries! By the cross and resurrection... We act for Justice and for Peace!” 

It was over. Babette watched the police van pull away followed by a police car. She did 

not know where they would take the protesters or what would happen to them. She did not know 

what was going to happen to her now that she had seen what they did here. Good Friday was all 

about crucifixion. It was followed, however, by resurrection. Babette had never thought about 

resurrection. She assumed it was just a myth, something more symbolic than real. Now she was 

not so sure, but not merely about resurrection. Babette was not sure about anything. 

She drove home with the radio off and tried to pay careful attention to the traffic. Vague 

emotions stirred inside her but she did not want to get lost in introspection and become 

distracted. Babette hoped she would have time to reflect on what she had seen later when she 

was back home. 

Gregory sat at the kitchen table. He had given a large essay test just before Spring Break, 

had two stacks of college blue books in front of him, and seemed absorbed in reading the open 

one. She greeted him. Gregory looked up and smiled. 

“You’re back! How was it?” 

“Interesting.” 

“Get any good video?” Gregory asked. 

“Yeah, I think so. What have you guys been doing?” 

“Well, the kids are asleep. I took them to the playground. Nicholas wore himself out. 

Lianna and I sat and watched him. I think she got worn out from the cold.” 

“You bundled her up, right?” 

“Of course, and I held her close to me. I think she liked watching Nicholas run around.” 

Babette took off her coat and hung it on the hook by the door. She did not say anything 

else. Gregory watched her hoping she would tell him about the Good Friday protest.  

He felt concerned about her interest in the Eirene Community. He did not mind that she 

had been attending meetings and potlucks. They seemed safe. It bothered him that she went out 

in the cold to protest in front of Allied Industries plants. That seemed risky. He worried 

something would happen. Perhaps the police would overreact, or someone in the demonstration 

would provoke the security guards. He assumed the fact that Babette was holding a video camera 

would protect her from any troubles. She’s not really a participant, just an observer, he thought. 

He hoped it would stay that way. 
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Gregory did not know that what Babette saw today had impressed her so much that she 

no longer merely wanted to observe, she wanted to join in. She did not know how she would do 

that and felt hesitant, cautious, and a little fearful. Do I want to get arrested? she thought, and 

then immediately rejected the idea. I can’t. I have kids, a job, a home, and a boyfriend. Babette 

assumed the people who were arrested had none of those things and it was easier for them. What 

if I got sent to jail? I could lose everything. She would find out later that she was wrong. Most of 

those people had lives like hers. 

“So what are you going to do with the video?” Gregory asked, interrupting her thoughts. 

“Probably just copy it to VHS and give it to Carl.” 

“And what’s he going to do with it?” 

“I don’t know. He asked me to shoot it, so I did” Babette explained. “I don’t know what 

he has in mind. Maybe he’s planning to show it to people.” 

“That would be cool. Will you get credit?” 

“I don’t care.” 

“Don’t care? Why not? It’s your work,” Gregory said. 

“No, it’s their work. They did it. I only filmed it.” 

“But, that’s important.” 

“Not really. I have the feeling they would do it whether or not anyone was there to film it 

or even see it.” 

“Oh, fanatics, huh?” Gregory joked. Babette felt stung by his remark. 

“No. They’re not fanatics. I’ve met fanatics. You can tell right away they’re a little crazy. 

It shows in their eyes, their speech, sometimes their clothes, even. They live in some fantasy 

world they can see but nobody else can. These people aren’t like that. They’re down to earth. 

They live in this world, only they see it differently than most people.” I think they see it the way 

it really is, she thought but did not say it aloud. She assumed Gregory would not understand. 

Babette was not certain she understood fully, yet. She hoped that understanding would come in 

time. 
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Chapter 5 - Plowshares and Trinity 

 

Babette attended her first monthly Eirene potluck after Good Friday. “So, Babette, you 

don’t say much at these meetings. What’s your deal?” Naomi asked as she sat down next to 

Babette. She hurriedly chewed the food she had just put into her mouth while Naomi waited. 

“My deal?” Babette asked after she finished chewing. 

“What’s your life like?” 

“Well, I guess my life is pretty normal. I work at Community College in the AV 

Department. My boyfriend teaches History 101 there at night and on weekends. We have two 

kids.” 

“Oh, you have more than one?” Naomi asked as if she was surprised. She had only met 

Nicholas.    

“Nicholas is three. Lianna is almost a year old,” she replied and then paused. She wanted 

to know more about Naomi but felt hesitant to ask. “Um, is your husband here?” 

“No. I don’t know where he is right now,” Naomi replied. Babette wondered if Naomi 

meant to imply he ran off and left her, or was merely somewhere else doing something else. 

“We’re no longer married,” Naomi added as if to answer Babette’s unspoken question. Babette 

took another forkful of food. Naomi paused to take a sip of coffee. “He left me. He was 

concerned I was putting Eirene before our marriage.” 

“Oh?” Babette asked, trying not to appear too curious. “Um, were you?” 

“Yeah. But it was because he worried he might lose his job.” 

“Why, if you don’t mind my asking.” 

“He works for AI.” 

“Really?” Babette asked, shocked. 

“He’s a security guard; head of the guards, really, at one of the facilities.” 

“So he thought he might arrest you?” Babette asked, fascinated. 

“Not likely. His facility makes parts for home appliances. We would never go there.” 

“Oh, so what was the problem?” 

“He disagreed with what I was doing; hated it, actually. He thinks nuclear weapons are a 

good thing.” 

“You couldn’t just agree to disagree?” Babette asked. 

“That’s what I would have thought, but he wanted no part of my life. It’s sad because we 

have a daughter. She misses him, although he’s not her father.” 

“I bet that’s sad for her…So, were you married… before?” 

“Not to either of my men, no,” Naomi replied. 

“Oh… Um, is your daughter here, today?” 

“Melanie’s is upstairs in child care.” 

“There’s child care?” 

“You didn’t know?” Naomi asked. Babette shook her head. “Yeah, it’s free. Your son is 

just the right age. Feel free to bring him next time.” 

 “I might. It would give my boyfriend a break. He’s usually busy with teaching stuff, 

even on weekends.” 

“I’m sure he’ll love it. The kids are all nice. So is the woman who takes care of them. I 

think she’s a teacher too, or was, anyway.” 

“Was?” 
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“Yeah. She’s an older woman. Her name is Peggy.” Peggy didn’t interest Babette. She 

liked Naomi and wanted to know more about her, but felt hesitant to ask. Maybe another time. 

There was something else she was eager to know. 

“So, what happened to those people who were arrested on Good Friday?” 

“They were taken to the police station, given citations, and released. They were all out in 

about an hour.” 

“Does that always happen?” Babette asked. 

“Most of the time, but you can never be sure. You have to be prepared for the police to 

hold you in jail.” Naomi paused when she noticed movement at the other end of the table. “Oh, it 

looks like Carl’s about to start the program. Finish up,” she said and then got up. 

“Nice talking to you,” Babette replied, warmly. Naomi had already moved away and did 

not hear her. 

“Friends, we have a special treat today,” Carl said. People laid their forks down and 

shifted their attention from eating to listening. Naomi went around the table collecting the plates. 

People kept their coffee cups. When the activity quieted down, Carl continued. 

“Most of you probably know about the Plowshares movement that began in 1980. It takes 

its name from the Prophet Isaiah.” Carl paused and looked down at a paper he held. “He wrote, 

‘And many people shall go and say, Come ye, and let us go up to the mountain of the LORD, to 

the house of the God of Jacob; and he will teach us of his ways, and we will walk in his paths: 

for out of Zion shall go forth the law, and the word of the LORD from Jerusalem. And he shall 

judge among the nations, and shall rebuke many people: and they shall beat their swords into 

plowshares, and their spears into pruning hooks: nation shall not lift up sword against nation, 

neither shall they learn war anymore.’”  

Carl paused and looked at the audience. These people care about peace, about war, and 

about the world, he thought. There were not many, but that was not because others did not care 

or were indifferent. It was because of all the misinformation, lies, and deception promoted by the 

government, corporations, political parties, etc. They all had power beyond anything people only 

a few centuries ago could dream of, including the worst power of all. They could destroy the 

world.  

Eirene Peace Community existed to confront that power. It did not seek to take power for 

itself, only wake people up to the danger they and the entire world were in. The rulers of this 

world were engaged in the preparation for the total annihilation of all life on earth. Preparations 

like that should have been unthinkable, but were not. They were real. People- real people, good 

people- designed, built, and deployed weapons of mass destruction every single day. Eventually, 

those weapons would likely go off and the world would never be the same. 

Carl and many others at the potluck believed in another kind of power. It was not the 

power of hate and destruction, but the power of love and forgiveness. It was rooted in the great 

religious traditions of all the major faiths on earth. Eirene embodied those traditions. 

“We have as our guest someone who has written extensively about this movement. Please 

welcome my old friend, John Sucher,” Carl said, smiling.  

“You may not know this, but there have been more than a dozen Plowshares actions,” 

Sucher said. “The first is the most famous. That one involved the Berrigans. You all probably 

heard of it.” People in the audience nodded. “But the Plowshares movement is not just about 

disarming nuclear weapons. It’s about confronting and disarming the modern war machine.” He 
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paused and looked down at a paper. It held a list of all the Plowshares actions. The second action 

was against a submarine at a shipyard in Groton, Connecticut. 

“The third action was in 1981, right here at the AI plant. I’m sure Carl’s told you all 

about that one. He was part of it.” Several people gasped. It had been four years earlier. That was 

before most of the people discovered Eirene, and only a few knew of it. Carl looked 

embarrassed. 

The third and fourth Plowshares actions were at the Connecticut shipyard, and the fifth 

was at an airbase in upstate New York. The seventh was in Germany, and the eighth was in 

Florida. The rest were scattered around the United States, in Minnesota, Rhode Island, Missouri, 

Texas, Wisconsin, and Colorado.  

“The people who did these actions were not heroes, or super humans, or extraordinary in 

any way. Right, Carl?” John asked. Carl nodded, grinning sheepishly. “They were just like you 

and me; everyday people from all walks of life who shared a common vision of themselves as 

active peacemakers. They felt it necessary to embody the instruction in the passage Carl read 

from the Book of Isaiah, to ‘beat swords into plowshares.’ 

Babette listened but did not want to acknowledge what the Plowshares actors had done. It 

seemed far beyond anything she could do, beyond anything she could even be called to do. She 

did not read the Bible, did not know or care about the prophet Isaiah, and could never go to jail. 

She began to question her nascent commitment to peacemaking. It was easy to sit in a 

cardboard box on the sidewalk in front of a weapons plant. It was also easy to gather at another 

plant for a small Christmas service or film the Stations of the Cross on Good Friday. She knew 

how to make a video. Did she truly know anything about making Peace? Did she want to, now 

that she had learned more about it?  

Babette did not know how she felt about the Plowshares actions. She wondered if there 

was anyone she could speak to about her feelings, her doubts, her fears, and her life. Then she 

worried that Eirene was going to ask more of her than she felt prepared to give. Maybe coming 

here was not such a good idea after all. Perhaps she should just go home, be with her family, and 

forget about peacemaking. 

  

Two monthly potlucks later, Babette felt less concerned. No one had mentioned 

Plowshares actions. People she chatted with asked the usual questions such as where she worked, 

if she was married, and how old her children were. She brought Nicholas and he played upstairs 

with the other children under Peggy’s watchful eyes. Babette was starting to feel at home, and 

she liked it. 

“Friends, can we start?” Carl said, in his calm, welcoming voice. People settled into their 

chairs and gave him their full attention. A few helpers cleared the plates, silverware, and cups 

from the large table.  

“Today we’re going to talk about Trinity. Well, we’re not going to talk about it. Jeff is 

gonna talk about it. Reverend Jeff Dawkins is an Episcopal priest and professor. He’s an old 

friend of Eirene. Jeff?” 

Babette steeled herself when Carl mentioned Trinity. She remembered hearing about the 

Holy Trinity in Sunday school when she was a child. She, like most children, could never grasp 

the idea. How could one God be three, and why was that not tantamount to polytheism? Of 

course, she, as a child, did not know about polytheism, but she did have a sense of absurdity. 
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Which was it, one God or three? Moreover, which was the main one, the real one? The Sunday 

school teachers were never clear on the answers. 

She wondered if her experience with Eirene was about to change. So far, the only 

religious activity had been on Good Friday. That turned out to be interesting because of the 

connections made between the crucifixion and nuclear weapons. Babette did not know what the 

religious aspect of Eirene was, aside from the fact that it referred to itself as a religious peace 

community. She liked the words ‘peace’ and ‘community,’ and wanted to keep an open mind 

about ‘religious,’ but could not help feeling skeptical and cautious. 

Babette had never been religious. She had not fallen prey to the religious fanaticism and 

excesses of the 1960s when Jesus Freaks and Hare Krishnas seemed to be everywhere annoying 

everyone. In the 1970s the self-help quasi- (and, to her, phony) spiritual movements arose and 

Babette thought they were ridiculous and self-indulgent. She was a down-to-earth child who 

grew into a down-to-earth woman. She only believed what she could see. That was probably the 

reason she was a filmmaker. You cannot film ‘spirituality.’ You can only film reality. 

Spirituality was not real to her. The Trinity had not been real when she first heard of it as a child.  

Babette waited for the guest speaker to start. She hoped there would not be a sermon and 

this would not be her last potluck. Carl stepped away from the lectern and a youngish bearded 

man took his place. Although Carl mentioned Jeff was a priest, he wore no collar. Babette 

relaxed her guard, a little. Maybe this isn’t going to be a sermon, she thought. 

“Thanks, Carl. Hello, everyone. I hope you’ve all eaten well. I know I have. These 

potlucks were my favorite part of my activities at Eirene when I lived here in the city. You’re 

lucky to have a place like this where you can gather every month. I know you’ve had some great 

speakers before me and I hope I can be as interesting as they were.  

“If you are, or were a Christian, you probably know about the Holy Trinity- Father, Son, 

and Holy Ghost, or Spirit. However, that trinity is not the one I’m going to talk about today. The 

trinity I mean is not spiritual, or religious, but rational, and scientific. It was an event that 

changed the world.” An event? Babette thought. How can trinity be an event? 

“Robert Oppenheimer is considered the ‘father of the atomic bomb’ and he coined the 

code name Trinity for the first test of the Bomb. That test took place on July 16, 1945, in the 

desert of New Mexico. My reflections are not about the test itself, however. You can read about 

it in several excellent books at the library. My reflection is more about Oppenheimer. He could 

have called the test anything at all. There were many code names he could have used. Why did 

he choose that name for the test? 

“He claimed he got the idea for the code name from a sonnet by the poet John Donne. 

The poem starts out, ‘Batter my heart, three-person’d God,’ and goes on to talk about a person 

struggling to let God into his life, but finding he is unwilling, or unable, to do so. He pleads with 

God to overcome all his obstacles and just take him over. Some scholars have described the 

imagery in the poem as similar to rape.  

“I think Oppenheimer knew the power he was messing with. It bothered him and he felt 

conflicted about it. In an interview he did in 1965, he said the quote that came to his mind when 

he saw the bomb go off was from the Bhagavad Gita, the Hindu sacred scripture. The quote was, 

‘Now I am become Death, the shatterer of worlds’ I have reflected on that quote, and what he 

meant by it, many times. The ‘I’ in the quote is the Hindu God Shiva, who is also known as ‘The 

Destroyer’ within the Hindu trinity that includes Brahma and Vishnu. Shiva is the Supreme 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brahma
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vishnu
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Being who creates, protects, and transforms the universe. I think the quote Oppenheimer used 

refers to Shiva in his transformative role. 

“Did Oppenheimer see himself as a God? I think he understood the destructive power he 

was unleashing but was afraid of it. He felt it was a power that should only belong to gods, and 

not humanity. I think he also didn’t want to be a god. I see his choice of the code name Trinity as 

an ironic plea to a mysterious and distant god to enter his heart, transform him, and make his 

work come to nothing. But he was also a devoted scientist and hoped the Trinity test would 

succeed. He was torn like we all are. Forces beyond his control- beyond anyone’s control- were 

propelling him and all the other atomic scientists toward a horrific event that would be one of the 

most momentous in world history.  

“You probably know that after the successful Trinity test some scientists proposed they 

detonate the bomb by exploding it on an uninhabited area for the world to see. They didn’t want 

their creation to kill tens of thousands of people. Remember, there was a war on. A horrible war, 

one that had already killed more than seventy million people. They thought a demonstration 

would frighten the Japanese into surrendering. But, the government- our government- overruled 

them and Hiroshima and Nagasaki were bombed. 

“Oppenheimer was never the same. He was a hero at first, but the US eventually turned 

against him. I believe he knew all along what he and they were doing was wrong. His choice of 

the Trinity code name and use of the ‘Now I am become death’ quotation reveal his deep inner 

doubt and fear. We are victims of that fear to this day. It’s only gotten worse. The so-called 

superpowers have built thousands of nuclear bombs apiece. Oppenheimer’s tiny bomb in the 

desert could not have destroyed the world. But, he must have known that someday such 

destruction would become possible, and he didn’t like what he had done to make it possible.” 

Jeff stopped speaking and looked at his audience, unsure if his reflection had reached 

them. Maybe his references were too obscure, dated, or irrelevant. Perhaps his analysis was 

meaningless and inconsequential. He hoped some history and reflection would enlighten his 

listeners but maybe his talk just confused them. Carl noticed the silence in the room. He got up 

and approached the podium. 

“Jeff, that was an excellent reflection,” he said. 

“Um, thanks, Carl. I try,” Jeff replied, grinning awkwardly, and then went back to his 

chair. 

“So, let me put Jeff’s talk in context for us. Weapons of mass destruction didn’t always 

afflict the world, and it’s up to us to remind people that the nuclear age in which we live had a 

beginning. It started on a specific day, at a specific time, in a specific place. Most of us in this 

room have lived with nuclear weapons for our entire lives. Our parents didn’t. They can 

remember a world in which such weapons did not exist. But, that was in the past. What we in the 

anti-nuclear movement do is imagine, and act on behalf of, a future world from which those 

weapons are gone. We want the power of those weapons given back to the gods, where it 

belongs. That’s the future we are trying to create.” 

Babette thought of the children, including her son, Nicholas, upstairs in the playroom. In 

the past forty years, the world had gone from being non-nuclear to the precipice of total 

annihilation. What would happen in the next forty years during the lifetimes of her and other 

people’s children? How much worse could it get before something terrible happened, unless they 

stopped it now? Babette realized she wanted to do what she could to stop it, if not for herself, 

then for her children.  
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Maybe they could do what she could not, and eventually, live in a world free of nuclear 

weapons. She was only one mother, with a job, boyfriend, apartment, bills, and all the other 

trappings of modern life. She knew she was not extraordinary, and wondered if a person needed 

to be extraordinary to take on the task of stopping the arms race and abolishing nuclear bombs. 

Then she remembered a comment someone had made at another potluck she attended. ‘If not 

now, when? If not me, then who?’ Babette decided this was the time and she was the one. 

Moreover, she felt ready. 
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Chapter 6 - An Entirely Different Reality 

 

On August 6, 1986, the air felt stifling, the grass looked steamy, and the road was sticky. 

The Eirene Community gathered at the Allied Industries plant where they had celebrated 

Christmas and marked Good Friday.  

August 6 was the Catholic feast of the Transfiguration. “And he was transfigured before 

them, and his face did shine as the sun, and his garments became white as the light.” Eirene 

didn’t go to AI to observe the transfiguration of Jesus but to call attention to the transformation 

of humanity. 

August 6, 1945, was the day one bomb transformed the city of Hiroshima, Japan from a 

thriving metropolis to a scene of devastation unlike any the world had ever seen. It was 

Oppenheimer’s atomic bomb, nicknamed (as if such an abomination deserved a nickname) Little 

Boy. That bomb’s explosion was ‘white as the light.’ It was not because of the Feast of the 

Transfiguration and Jesus’s victory over death. It was because of the drive to achieve total 

military victory by total annihilation. 

Hiroshima was just a word to Babette until today. She did not know anything about what 

happened there or what that first atomic bomb did to the people who lived there. That bomb was 

used by what Babette thought of as the greatest country on earth, the freest, richest, best nation in 

history, her nation, the United States of America.  

The horrific action carried out in Hiroshima followed the grim logic of war. The Eirene 

ceremony featured readings that highlighted the story of the bombing and the criteria for target 

selection. Carl had prepared a litany that included grim facts that horrified Babette. 

The target committee settled on two ‘psychological’ objectives of the first atomic 

bombing: to scare the Japanese into unconditional surrender, and to impress upon the world the 

power of the new weapon.  

The atomic bomb was expected to produce its greatest amount of damage by primary 

blast effect and next greatest by fires. Targets had to contain a large percentage of closely-built 

frame buildings and other construction that would be most susceptible to damage by blast and 

fire. The maximum blast effect of the bomb was calculated to extend over an area of 

approximately 1 mile in radius. Therefore, the selected targets should contain a densely built-up 

area of at least that size. The selected targets should have a high military strategic value. The first 

target should be relatively untouched by previous bombings so that the effect of a single atomic 

bomb could be determined.  

Babette heard about the American B-29 named the Enola Gay, the time the bomb was 

dropped (8:15 am), and the target in the city, the domed Product Exhibition Hall building on the 

Motoyasugawa river. The domed building was almost directly below the detonation, which 

occurred in mid-air, about 2,000 feet above the spot. Much of the building remained standing and 

was now known as the Atomic Bomb Dome, or the Hiroshima Peace Memorial. 

Babette found it difficult to believe and accept what she was hearing. She felt revulsion 

as she witnessed the unfolding of the Hiroshima story and wanted to assume Carl was 

exaggerating or lying, but he was not. The blast killed seventy thousand people in less than a 

minute, and a total of 150 thousand died from the effects of the bomb.  

The United States of America she loved suddenly became, in her mind, the United States 

of Death. 

http://nsarchive.gwu.edu/nukevault/ebb525-The-Atomic-Bomb-and-the-End-of-World-War-II/documents/011.pdf
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That was forty-one years ago and it was just one bomb over one city. Now there were 

thousands of bombs aimed at thousands of cities including the one Babette, Gregory, Nicholas, 

Lianna, and almost everyone she knew lived in. The people she knew who lived elsewhere, well, 

they were in cities bombs were also aimed at. No one could escape the nuclear bombs if they 

were ever allowed to fall. 

While her outrage and disgust roiled Babette’s feelings, some people left the crowd of 

demonstrators and walked toward the hill. Carl was still talking about Hiroshima, AI, and the 

horror of nuclear war. Babette noticed the people were holding large placards but she could not 

make out the images on them. She assumed they were protest signs.  

“…So, the bell will toll eight times, to mark the hour of the bombing,” Carl said. He 

stepped away from the microphone. Naomi stood next to a large bell set atop a metal stand. She 

held a small mallet in her hand. Carl reached down, picked up a placard, and then walked toward 

the others at the bottom of the hill. He went to the middle of the line. Everyone turned and faced 

the police and security guards waiting at the top of the hill. Naomi sounded the bell every few 

seconds. She waited for the gong to fade before she struck again. Babette forgot to count. 

Carl stepped onto the incline and slowly walked up the hill. The line of protesters 

followed but did not move in unison. The others were a step or two behind him and each person 

advanced at his or her own speed. The police and security guards stood to attention and looked at 

their bosses as the raggedy line of protesters moved up the hill slowly. Babette watched, 

fascinated. 

When Carl was two-thirds up the hill, the guards and police took a step toward the 

protesters. Carl did not stop when he saw them moving, nor did the others. The guards and police 

hesitated. Carl did not. As he neared the top of the grassy hill, one of the guards reached his arm 

toward Carl and gestured for him to stop. Carl immediately fell to his knees, then laid flat out on 

the ground, face-up. He lifted his placard over his chest so the crowd at the bottom of the hill 

could see what he was holding, laid the placard on his chest, and then lay perfectly still.  

Others dropped to the ground after Carl did. A few kept walking as if determined to reach 

the top. Guards hastily started moving toward them. Just as the guards were about to touch the 

other protesters, they also fell to the ground. In a minute, all the protesters lay scattered on the 

hillside. They looked as if they were bomb victims. 

Babette took out the still camera she had brought and walked toward them, fascinated by 

what she saw. The ‘bomb victims’ lay face up on the grass. She snapped several photos of the 

protesters lying randomly on the hillside and then moved closer. Each person held a large 

placard. Some covered their faces; others covered their chests. Babette wanted to see what was 

on the placards.  

The first was a large photo of a city grid. There were orderly rectangular blocks laid out 

next to straight streets. It resembled a town plan before the town was constructed and looked 

peaceful and calm. Then she looked closer and read the photo caption, Hiroshima, September 

1945. It was not a photo of a city before it was built but after it was destroyed. The empty spaces 

between the streets were not virgin soil but piles of bombing debris. She could not tell if there 

were people in the photo. It seemed to be a ghost town but no ghosts remained. They had left. 

There was no reason for them to stay. Their city was gone. 

Babette lifted the camera to her eye, peered through the rangefinder, framed the placard 

and protester in the glass, and then snapped a photo. Her camera distanced her from the visceral 

impact of the desolate cityscape and she liked feeling safe. She walked toward another protester. 
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This one held a different view of the city. There was a large domed building in the photo 

surrounded by rubble. The protester held the placard over her face. Babette snapped a photo and 

walked on. 

The next placard was not a photo but a painting. Babette could accept the dispassionate, 

documentary depictions in photos but the discovery that people had made paintings of the 

bombing aftermath shocked her. This was another scene of the ruins, but at ground level and not 

from above. She leaned over the protester so she could read the caption. It was entitled 

Downtown Hiroshima in ruins, as seen two weeks later. The painting was not black-and-white, 

like the photos, but in light and dark sepia tones. It looked as if a strange new kind of yellow 

light suffused the landscape. Babette knew where that light came from. The atomic bomb. 

Babette snapped a photo and moved on. She was glad she brought color film. 

The next painting was the most disturbing of all. It showed the domed building in the 

background with dozens of corpses on the ground and a few upright figures who looked as if 

they were about to fall down dead. Babette took several photos of the placard and the person who 

lay beneath it on the grass and then looked around.  

The police had started arresting the nonviolent protesters. A couple of protesters had 

already gotten up and the police were escorting them away. Their placards remained behind on 

the grass. Babette hurried to where a few of them lay so she could snap quick pictures before 

they were removed. She felt overwhelmed by the fragility and evanescence of human life. The 

images remained long after the people were gone, she thought.  

Then it occurred to her to snap photos of the protesters and police as the arrests took 

place. She walked toward the group of police and security guards while they confronted the 

protesters. No one seemed to notice her. She took a few photos but stayed away from the top of 

the hill. Babette did not know if she was risking arrest, too. She wanted to be careful but also 

wanted to document what she was witnessing, just as the people who took those photos and 

painted those pictures documented what they saw back in 1945.  

Babette had a knack for recording and photographing events. The world around her had 

fascinated her since early adolescence. Many photographers did portraits and still-lifes. They 

made art and she admired them. Babette rarely tried to make art. She wanted to seize life, people, 

crowds, events, and ideas. She had a box of 8- and 16-millimeter films she made of antiwar 

protests in the 1960s. She had kept them but had not known why until now. That kind of stuff 

was important. It meant something. People that did these things were important. Their actions 

and lives ought to be preserved. Babette understood that was her purpose and she was where she 

belonged. 

She had stopped shooting antiwar protests when she was hired to shoot porn movies. Her 

cinematography was good enough to propel her, along with some friends, into the full-time porn 

business. Babette was busy all the time and in love with the writer/director (to whom she was 

married) of the small but profitable production company named Rialto Films. Their main 

investor was a woman who formerly owned a repertory cinema called the Rialto. Ironically, the 

man to whom she lost the theater turned it into an ‘art house,’ but it did not last long. His venture 

failed, but the porn industry took off and art theaters spread and became a staple in most cities. 

Rialto Films eventually moved to Los Angeles, and Babette moved there with the others. 

She and her husband Michael Romanelli enjoyed working together. They went through the 

motions of making porn movies, which depicted people going through the motions of making 

love. The mindless sex depicted in the porn did not degrade their marriage but the lack of feeling 
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did. Babette realized she and Michael were just going through the motions of being married and 

had fallen out of love.  

She saw no future with Michael or the pornography business and missed Philadelphia, 

where she grew up. Babette felt she had lost connection with who she really was and decided to 

try a different life. She left Michael and flew back to Philly. They eventually got divorced and no 

longer kept in touch. 

Now she understood why she came back. Who would have imagined that a corporation 

so essential to producing nuclear weapons was right in her backyard? Who would have thought 

she could be part of a community dedicated to exposing that corporation and perhaps ending its 

nuclear work? The people who went up this hill today apparently believed their actions could 

change the world. Babette now thought her videos and photos could change the world as well.  

 

  



31 

 

Chapter 7 - Training 

 

Babette did not give Gregory any details about the upcoming Saturday meeting. When he 

asked about the change from Sunday, she casually mentioned the group was having a weekend 

retreat. Gregory almost panicked when she said ‘weekend.’ 

“Wait, you’ll be gone all weekend?” 

“No, no, of course not!” she smiled to reassure him. “The others will be there all 

weekend. I’m just going for the Saturday afternoon meeting.” Gregory felt relieved. He was 

afraid she planned to leave him alone for two days with the kids. A few hours looking after them 

would be okay. More time would be impossible. He had coursework to do and he had never been 

alone with them for more than several hours.  

He did not ask what the meeting was about and she felt relieved. It was not merely 

another potluck and program. This gathering of the Eirene Community had a different purpose. 

Participants were going to train in the basics of nonviolent direct action. 

Babette had thought about the arrests she witnessed on Good Friday and Hiroshima Day. 

She watched the video and studied her photos, always deeply moved by the calm, deliberate 

actions of the protesters. Several smiled as police took them to the paddy wagon. A couple 

chatted with the police. Everyone- protesters, security guards, and police- were serious and 

respectful. Babette understood the protests were part of a ritual and felt amazed that such drama 

was possible. 

Babette never thought of herself as anything other than a witness to any sort of protest. 

Self-expression and self-sacrifice of Eirene's civil disobedience had moved her deeply. She spent 

months denying feeling drawn to the civil disobedience but finally admitted to herself she 

wanted to be part of the next action. Babette felt ready to go from witness to actor but she did not 

know why she felt that way. Naomi announced the planned nonviolence training at the 

December potluck. Babette knew she had to attend just to find out what it was like, and find out 

if she dared to do what those she witnessed had done. 

Courage had never been a concern for Babette. She never even thought about it. It came 

up in movies she watched and sometimes in conversations with friends who faced difficult times 

in their lives. Courage was mostly an abstract idea, not a concrete reality that intruded into her 

life, until now. Babette honestly did not know if she could get arrested along with the others. She 

felt certain she wanted to do what they did, but not merely to find out what it felt like. This was 

not about having an experience. It was about doing something to stop the Arms Race, or at least 

to make a statement about the Arms Race. 

There were many reasons she should not consider getting arrested; her family and job 

were the most prominent. It seemed routine that police released protesters immediately, detaining 

no one for more than an hour. The police hurriedly processed everyone and then let them go with 

citations. Police told protesters to follow up on the citations, which contained fines and threats of 

court action, but no one ever did. Everyone ignored them, even the police. The same people got 

arrested over and over again but the police never mentioned the outstanding citations. 

What if the routine suddenly changed? What they arrested Babette but didn’t release her 

immediately? Babette struggled with telling Gregory what she was thinking of doing but felt 

certain he would not understand. He would not help her explore and clarify her feelings. He 

would likely panic and could accuse her of recklessness. How could she think of doing such a 

thing? What about the children? What would happen to them if their mother was in jail? Babette 
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did not know the answers. She decided to attend the training to see what civil disobedience was 

all about and what feelings it provoked. Perhaps she would discover the process was easy, 

painless, and predictable. That was how it looked so far. Routine and ritual were the watchwords. 

Babette needed to find out if doing it herself felt the same as watching other people do it.  

  

They gathered in an old church. The building felt used, run-down, and neglected. Babette 

noticed the crumbling façade and scratched doors when she walked up the broken steps toward 

the entrance. Inside, someone directed her to a narrow stairway. Many hands like hers over 

many, many years of use had worn away the finish on the handrail. The carpet on the steps was 

threadbare but not ripped.  

Babette went through a large door at the top of the stairs and entered the upstairs 

sanctuary. Pews had been moved to open a space in the middle of the room. Naomi welcomed 

Babette and directed her to sit in a pew with others who were already there. There were quite a 

few. Some sat quietly. Others were chatting. Babette recognized a few people she had seen at the 

demonstrations. She wondered why people who had already done civil disobedience needed to 

come to a training session. They already knew what to do. What else did they need to learn? 

Carl pushed an audio-visual cart toward the front of the large space. It was just like the 

carts Babette used at her job. A large TV set sat on the top, with a VCR on the shelf below. 

Babette approached when she saw Carl fumbling with the wires. 

“Do you want help with that?” she asked, cheerily. Carl looked around. 

“Oh, hi. Do you know anything about this stuff?” he asked. 

“Yeah. I work with it all the time. You want me to set it up?” she asked. Carl looked 

relieved. He nodded and walked away. Babette looked at the cords and wondered where Carl had 

planned to plug them in. 

“You might need this,” Carl said. He held a large reel that contained an extension cord. 

“The outlet is back there.” Babette took the reel, plugged the TV and VCR into the cord, and 

then unspooled it as she walked toward the back of the room where the outlet was. She plugged 

the cord in, went back to the cart, and turned on the TV and VCR.  

Carl had wandered off to converse with some people. She waited for him to notice she 

had finished setting up the equipment. He was lost in conversation. She continued to do what she 

always did after this kind of setup. She tested everything. There was snow on the TV screen. She 

checked that it was tuned to channel four. She pressed the play key on the VCR. There was more 

snow, and then a wavy image came on screen. It took her a second to recognize the footage she 

had shot during the Good Friday protest at Allied Industries. She felt a little embarrassed. The 

video was not very good, but it was the best she could get under the circumstances. It had been a 

cold April afternoon. The camera was new and she was unfamiliar with all its functions. She had 

aimed it at the action and captured as much as possible. The copy she made was just barely 

watchable. 

Carl noticed the TV images and came back. “It’s working! Thanks for setting it up.” 

“It’s what I do all day at my job,” Babette replied. 

“Well, I didn’t get a chance to watch it before.” 

“It’s not very good,” Babette apologized. 

“It looks great. People will love it. Thanks for doing it.”  

“You want me to run it for you?” Babette asked. 
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“Yeah. Why don’t you sit right here and you can start it when I tell you to. Thanks.” 

Babette sat down on the pew next to the video cart. She needed to feel like she was doing 

something. The purpose of this gathering was ‘nonviolence training,’ but she did not know what 

that meant and felt uncomfortable with not knowing.  

Naomi walked among the people on the benches and those standing in the open space and 

handed out a sheet of paper. She saw Babette and smiled when she handed one to her. Babette 

looked puzzled. “Nonviolence Discipline,” Naomi muttered. Babette had no idea what that 

meant.  

She looked at the paper, and read the words she found there with some anxiety. 

Eirene Community Nonviolence Discipline 

The following discipline has been developed for people participating in Eirene 

Community organized direct action and civil disobedience and is intended to assist in the 

nonviolence of these actions and the overall campaign. The discipline is designed to assist 

participants in their involvement. 

We will observe with co-actors, police, Allied Industries employees, and passers-by, the 

rules of human courtesy. We will exhibit no hostility- physical or verbal- toward anyone. 

 Throughout the entirety of the demonstration, direct action, or nonviolent civil 

disobedience, we will trust in the representation and facilitation of the designated coordinators. 

FOR THOSE DOING NONVIOLENT DISOBEDIENCE: when asked to leave by Allied 

Industries security or police, we will politely decline, affirming the steadfastness of our witness; 

when we are placed under arrest, we will go peacefully, for we understand the legal jeopardy of 

our actions. Those of us who choose non-co-operation with arrest understand that non-

cooperation does not mean resisting arrest- ‘going limp’ means to assume a posture of stillness. 

We will commit no acts that could endanger anyone. We will focus our minds, bodies, 

and spirits on the nonviolent action and purpose. We will resist Allied Industries, war, and the 

economy of war with nonviolence and love.  

Participants in Eirene Community sponsored nonviolent civil disobedience are expected 

to undergo Nonviolence Training and will attend civil disobedience specific preparation 

meetings. The Eirene Community has no funds available for bond and/or fines, nor can Eirene be 

responsible for providing legal assistance and/or representation if desired in any court 

proceeding(s). 

 

What the fuck is this? Babette thought. It had never occurred to her that there would be a 

discipline for nonviolent direct action. When she witnessed the arrests, it seemed like everyone 

was just doing their own thing. She thought it seemed orderly, but not disciplined. Would she 

have to follow a discipline? What if she did not want to? Why did this kind of action now seem 

so complicated, when it seemed so simple, and direct, even, when people were doing it?  

Babette started to panic and forced herself to slow down. She reminded herself she was 

there to learn about nonviolent direct action. Just learn, and not necessarily do anything more, so 

she should keep an open mind and remain calm. 

Naomi walked into the open space and asked everyone to find a seat. People ended their 

conversations and drifted into pews. Some sat on the floor. Babette waited. 
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“I want to call your attention to the Nonviolence Discipline I handed out,” Naomi said. 

People glanced at their papers. “It may seem simple, and it is. It may also seem strict, and it’s 

that, too. Nonviolence isn’t a game. It’s not a tactic. It isn’t something you do instead of 

violence. It’s an expression of a way of life, a philosophy, an understanding. You need peace in 

your heart in order to do it, and the first- the very first- sign of that peace is respect.” Naomi 

paused and looked around. She had given this speech several times before and liked to pause to 

see what effect it was having on the participants. Everyone was calmly listening. She went on. 

“The folks against whom we demonstrate are not our enemies. We don’t hate them. They 

might not be our friends yet but they could be. The way we treat them determines the way they 

treat us. However, we are not doing this to get good treatment. We don’t know what treatment 

we will get. Most of the time in the past they’ve arrested people, cited them, and then released 

them. Carl will explain more about that later. First, we’re going to read the Nonviolence 

Discipline line by line, word by word, out loud, so we can all be certain we know it and 

understand it. Any questions?”  

“Do we have to go over this again? Don’t we all know it, already?” 

“Some of us do but others are new. And everyone needs a reminder. Does anyone want to 

read the first paragraph?” Naomi waited. No one spoke up. “How about you?” Naomi asked, 

pointing to Babette. “Oh, please introduce yourself before you read.” Babette immediately felt 

uncomfortable. She did not want to read or do anything but just listen. Naomi smiled. “Just the 

first paragraph…” 

Babette looked down at the paper, focused her attention on the text, and started to read. 

“The following discipline-.” Naomi interrupted her. 

“You forgot to tell us your name. And please stand so everyone can hear you.” Babette 

stood up feeling awkward and exposed. 

“Um, hi, I’m Babette Romanelli. Um… ‘The following discipline has been developed for 

people participating in Eirene Community organized direct action and civil disobedience and is 

intended to assist in the nonviolence of these actions and the overall campaign. The discipline is 

designed to assist participants in their involvement.’” She felt like a schoolchild, rushed through 

the words, and then abruptly sat down. 

“Participants- that’s us,” Naomi said, smiling. “So who else wants to read?” No one 

raised a hand so she called on someone to read the second paragraph. 

“Hello, I’m Jeff Samuels. ‘We will observe with co-actors, police, Allied Industries 

employees, and passers-by, the rules of human courtesy. We will exhibit no hostility- physical or 

verbal- toward anyone.’” 

“Thanks, Jeff. Now, why is this important?” Naomi asked. “Anybody?” No response.  

“A lot of people think protest comes from anger, and anger often breeds hostility,” Jeff 

said tentatively. Naomi nodded. 

“But…?” she asked, hoping Jeff would go on. 

“But, nonviolence doesn’t come from anger or hostility; it comes from a place of peace 

and respect… I guess.” 

“That’s right. Thanks, Jeff. Everyone hear that?” A few people nodded. “Okay, let’s 

move on. Third paragraph, anyone?” A young woman in the back pew stood up and spoke in a 

clear, soft voice. 
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“I’m Angela. ‘Throughout the entirety of the demonstration, direct action, or nonviolent 

civil disobedience, we will trust in the representation and facilitation of the designated 

coordinators.’” 

“Very good. Thanks, Angela. Designated coordinators. That’s Carl and me and 

sometimes other people. You’ll know who they are in advance. You must pay attention to them. 

Their purpose is not to control what everyone is doing but to make sure it’s done right.” 

They read the rest of the document. People seemed more comfortable with each other 

when it was done. Naomi thanked everyone and sat down. Carl walked to the front. 

“Hi, friends. Now we come to the fun part of the training. We’re going to break into two 

groups. Most of us will be protesters. A few of us will be cops.” A few people gasped. “That’s 

right. You can’t do a realistic simulation without both protesters and police. So, who wants to be 

a cop with me?” A few hands went up. “Great. Go to the back of the room. We need a couple 

more.” Two more people got up. The rest waited. Carl walked toward the back wall. Naomi got 

up. 

“Okay, Carl is going to lead the cops and I’m gonna lead the protesters. There are more 

protesters than cops. That’s usually what happens. So, all you protesters gather over on the front 

wall and we’ll talk about what we’re going to do.” She waited for people to gravitate toward the 

front but no one moved. This was what they came for but they seemed bewildered. Nonviolence 

training involved simulation and analysis; people confronting people. Naomi sighed at their 

hesitation and walked slowly toward the front wall so they could follow her. Soon, the group had 

gathered around Naomi. 

“Okay, this exercise is really simple. That open space is Allied Industries' property. 

We’re going to enter that property. When the guards stop us, they’re gonna tell us we’re 

trespassing, and ask us to leave. We’re going to respectfully refuse. Everybody with me so far?” 

Several people nodded. It seemed simple. A few had already done this action at the AI plant. 

They already knew how it felt to be outside on the grass, facing real guards and police instead of 

indoors in run down church facing a large empty floor that was a stand-in for AI property. Most 

of those few who had done it already were there for those who had not, just to support and 

encourage them. 

“Okay, so first we form a line…,” Naomi said. She gestured for people to line up on 

either side of her. “Great, now we walk slowly together toward that open space.” She took a 

couple of steps. Some participants followed her. A few remained still. Naomi paused and waited 

for them to move. She looked at them. “Come on, it’s easy. Just a couple of steps at a time. You 

can do it!” she encouraged, smiling. The people moved to join the line. Naomi started to walk 

forward and the others walked with her. Babette was at the end of the line. She looked to her left 

and watched Naomi, ready to follow her instructions. 

Naomi’s group walked slowly toward the open space. Carl’s small group of ‘cops’ also 

approached the open space. They stopped and formed a precise line to block the mock protesters. 

When Naomi reached Carl, he ordered her to stop and warned her she was trespassing. She 

immediately sat down on the floor. The rest of her line of protesters looked at each other. A 

couple also sat down, but some stood there. They looked around awkwardly. Naomi had not told 

them about this and they were not sure they were comfortable just sitting down. They felt they 

would be making themselves more vulnerable to the ‘cops.’  
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Babette sat down and then watched the others, fascinated by what was happening. She 

also felt apprehensive and tried not to think or analyze. Babette thought she knew about protests. 

She filmed a lot of them. However, she had not done any protesting herself. 

Babette had witnessed but not felt what it was like to protest. She heard this kind of 

protest called ‘putting your body on the line’ but never understood what that meant until now. 

There were literally two lines confronting each other. She sensed the power of confrontation and 

felt apprehensive about how that power might manifest and play out. The guards and cops were 

agents of secular power that used violence- but only (it claimed) when necessary- to keep order. 

Babette wondered how they would respond to the nonviolent challenge to the order they were 

defending. Suddenly, arrests seemed like a minor possibility. Being hauled away in a police van 

and given a citation seemed the least likely result of her protest. Once I surrender to them and 

they arrest me they can do anything they want to me, she thought. Anything.  

Babette reminded herself this was a training simulation. She dismissed her doubt and 

anxiety as natural for someone who had never done this before. However, it went against all the 

social conventions and customs her parents raised her to accept. You did not challenge the 

police, you obeyed them. You did not risk arrest, you did everything you could to avoid it. You 

followed the laws and were a good citizen. If you did something wrong, well, you deserved the 

punishment you received. The greatest challenge for Babette was not confronting the line of cops 

but confronting her own internalized rules of social obedience and compliance. Once I step over 

the line, she thought, there’s no going back. 

The protesters sat peacefully in front of the ‘cops.’ Babette remained lost in her thoughts 

and did not notice how much time had passed. Naomi said nothing. Carl stood impassively 

watching. His ‘cops’ tried to seem menacing. Some glared at the protesters or made rude remarks 

about them.  

“Bunch of hippie fuck-ups,” one of them said.  

“We’ll show them,” another agreed. 

Naomi stood up, smiled at Carl and his ‘cops,’ signaled for the other protesters to stand, 

and walked away from the line. She stopped when she thought they were far enough from the 

‘cops’ so they would not be overheard. 

“Okay, here’s the deal. We’re at a standoff, as you can see. We can sit here as long as we 

want, and they can stand there as long as they want, but neither side can stay forever. We could 

leave and say we made our point. Or we can provoke them into arresting us, which is what we 

came for.” A couple of protesters nodded. Babette listened carefully. “I think they’re going to try 

to provoke us,” Naomi went on. “I heard one of them mention they were gonna bring in dogs to 

make us leave.” Babette panicked. No one had mentioned dogs or anything other than a standoff 

between two lines of people confronting each other. She had seen what dogs did to protesters. 

Gregory had shown her slides from his history class from the civil rights marches of the 1950s 

and ‘60s. The slides included scenes of people drenched with water cannons and attacked by 

police dogs.  

“So what do we want to do?” Naomi asked, interrupting Babette’s frenzied chain of 

thought. “Do we stay and see what they do, or leave? We have to decide as a group.” The 

protesters looked at each other. 

“I think they’re just trying to scare us,” someone said. 

“Yeah, I’ve never seen any dogs.” 

“But, what if they brought them next time?” 
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“Would they attack us if we’re peacefully sitting down?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“People, we have to decide what to do,” Naomi urged, to hurry them along. 

“I think we should stay, sit peacefully, and assume they’re bluffing.” 

“Okay. Anybody want to leave? It’s okay.” As soon as Naomi said it, everyone knew 

they would remain steadfast. Babette reminded herself it was only a simulation. There were no 

actual dogs and she had nothing to lose by staying until the end. The protesters walked toward 

the ‘cops’ and sat down. Everyone wondered what would happen next. Carl waited a few 

minutes and then approached a young woman who sat on the floor 

“You are trespassing on Allied Industries’ property. Will you leave?” he asked firmly. 

The woman did not answer at first. She wondered why he singled her out. Was he going to make 

an example of her? What was he going to do? She tried to recall the words in the Nonviolence 

Discipline. “Will you leave?” Carl repeated. 

“No,” the woman said, nervously. Carl decided to get tough with her. 

“What? I didn’t hear you!” he bellowed. The other protesters watched. Carl could be 

mean when he wanted to, they thought. “WILL YOU LEAVE?” 

“No, sir,” the woman answered timidly. 

“Arrest this woman!” Carl bellowed. Two ‘cops’ rushed toward her. She cringed. They 

grabbed her arms to lift her up. 

“I’ll stand!” she cried. They did not let go of her. When she was erect, they pushed her 

toward the back of the room. Carl moved on to a second protester. 

“You are trespassing. Will you leave?” 

“No, sir,” the man replied, and then stood up as if he was eager to be arrested. One ‘cop’ 

grabbed his arm and took him away. Carl went down the line. Everyone was ‘arrested’ 

peacefully.  

After the exercise, the group sat to discuss what they had done. Some people seemed 

energized by the experience. Others felt nervous. Babette was not certain how she felt. 

Before they left, Naomi reminded them of the schedule for the planned Martin Luther 

King Day protest at Allied Industries. 

“Remember, the event starts at noon, but you need to be there around eleven so all the 

people doing the civil disobedience can meet. You have to let me know whether you are 

participating. I will need your names. It’s important, so don’t forget. If there are any last-minute 

changes and you miss the meeting you won’t know what’s going on.” 

“See you on the eighteenth,” Carl said. 

Babette thought about the simulation and wondered if the threat about the dogs was real 

or just something the trainers used to shake people up and make them think about what they were 

doing. Further, she wondered what she was doing, or, more precisely, if she ever wanted to do 

the civil disobedience. It was not just the dogs and the threat of violent attack that scared her. She 

had not told Gregory about her inclination. He thought this was just another meeting or potluck. 

Before she could explain things to Gregory, Babette had to understand her feelings. 

Before she could decide what to do, she had to figure out why she wanted to do anything at all. 

Why was she drawn to civil disobedience? Something about it seemed to resonate with 

something buried deep within but she did not know what that was. When she arrived home, 

Babette realized she needed some introspection before she could decide what to do next. 
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Chapter 8 - Martin Luther King Day 

 

The Eirene Community had marked Martin Luther King's birthday, January 15, for many 

years before the official holiday. President Reagan signed the King Holiday bill on Nov. 2, 1983. 

Beginning in 1986, Martin Luther King Day- the first federal holiday honoring an African 

American- was observed on the third Monday in January.  

January 18, 1987, was an unusually warm mid-winter day. The temperature reached 60 

degrees by noon. It was always windy at the open grassy space at the AI facility but the breeze 

felt pleasant in the sunlight. Because of the balmy weather, many people came to the 

demonstration. There were about fifty there at noon and more arrived after the ceremony began.  

Babette had not felt certain she would attend until the last moment before she left. She 

took the day off from work, hired a babysitter for Nicholas and Lianna, and arranged with 

Gregory to use the car. Everything fell into place and she left home at ten am so she could allow 

plenty of time for the drive to King of Prussia. She arrived around eleven, sat in her car, and 

watched Carl, Naomi, and a few others set up the sound system.  

A couple of people stood along the road and held banners. ‘Resist Allied Industries,’ was 

one. Another banner showed a silhouette of Dr. King and the words ‘Practice Nonviolence.’ 

Babette felt anxious and was not certain she felt ready to do either thing. Not today, anyway. 

The moments ticked by. She watched more protesters arrive and recognized some people 

who were at the nonviolence training. They seemed relaxed. Babette did not feel the same way. 

She remained undecided about what she should do.  

She had not mentioned civil disobedience to Gregory. He saw the video she made and 

knew what happened at these demonstrations but he never asked how she felt about what she 

recorded. Gregory probably thought she was continuing her long interest in filming protests. He 

did not know why she did it but felt okay about it. He no longer assumed it was risky or that she 

would expose herself to danger or conflict that might lead to arrest. She was merely his 

girlfriend, the mother of his children, and a documentary filmmaker.  

However, her involvement with Eirene had led her to feel there was more to her life than 

she had yet discovered. She did not know if the stirrings of curiosity, conscience, or something 

deeper called her. Babette realized she cared about more than herself, her boyfriend, and her 

children. She cared about the world and Eirene had taught her the world was in great danger. 

Babette felt certain she could no longer ignore that danger.  

Babette always felt helpless when she thought about ‘big issues.’ She never knew what 

she as a single person could do. She had documented Vietnam War protests but never joined 

them. She left the job of ending the war to others. Now, however, it seemed the task of ridding 

the world of nuclear weapons beckoned her. Would she take up that task or continue as before 

just documenting the efforts of others? Babette already knew the answer. She felt drawn to what 

Eirene and its members did and would do in the future. Babette wanted to be part of the action. 

She wanted to save the world. 

However, not today. She was not ready to be arrested. Babette decided to stay and watch 

but that was all. Her agitation faded once her decision was made. She had known what it would 

be from the moment the nonviolence training session ended but could not admit it until just now. 

She hoped it would be okay not to join in and no one would feel disappointed in her. 

Carl gestured to the gathered protesters and then walked away from the banners and 

sound system. Several people followed including Naomi. This was the pre-action civil 
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disobedience gathering and Babette’s decisive moment. She quickly got out of her car, crossed 

the highway, and hurried to join the group. Carl was speaking as she arrived. 

“So, everything’s set. We’re going to walk up the hill as usual but not fall down this time. 

The ground’s still cold from last week’s temperatures. Instead, we’re gonna stand there and hold 

banners. Anybody who wants to can continue walking as far as you want. When they stop you, 

you can kneel if you want to, just stand there, or even try to get around them. Everybody ready?” 

People nodded and mumbled assent. Carl walked away. 

“Okay, I need your names,” Naomi said. She held a clipboard. People crowded around 

her. She checked off their names. Babette waited her turn.  

“I’m not doing it today,” Babette said when Naomi looked at her. 

“Okay. Thanks for telling me,” Naomi replied and then walked away. That was it. No 

surprised reaction, question, challenge, or sympathetic gesture. Babette’s flirtation with civil 

disobedience had come and gone for today. She thought there would be other days but did not 

have to decide anything right now. She could just watch the ceremony and other people’s arrests. 

A few minutes past noon, Carl stepped up to the table and clicked the play key on the 

cassette recorder. The amplified sonorous voice of Martin Luther King resounded over the 

hillside. “Some of us who have already begun to break the silence of the night have found that 

the calling to speak is often a vocation of agony, but we must speak. We must speak with all the 

humility that is appropriate to our limited vision, but we must speak. And we must rejoice as 

well, for surely this is the first time in our nation’s history that a significant number of its 

religious leaders have chosen to move beyond the prophesying of smooth patriotism to the high 

grounds of a firm dissent based upon the mandates of conscience and the reading of history. 

Perhaps a new spirit is rising among us. If it is, let us trace its movement, and pray that our inner 

being may be sensitive to its guidance. For we are deeply in need of a new way beyond the 

darkness that seems so close around us.”  

Babette knew who Dr. King was. She could not recall ever hearing him speak before and 

wondered about the speech. Carl’s program said it was from Riverside Church, April 4, 1967. 

She felt awed by the power of his words but could not determine if it was his remarks or the 

sheer majesty of his voice that resonated forcefully within her. His magnificence was too much 

to take in all at once and her attention drifted away. She spent the rest of her time at the 

demonstration watching the people around her. 

  

“So how was it?” Gregory asked after they put the children to bed.  

“It was okay,” Babette replied, casually. Gregory wanted to know more. He felt 

interested in what she saw. He still was not certain why she went to the protests. 

“Did you take any pictures or video?” he asked. 

“No. I didn’t even bring a camera. I just went to watch.” 

“Oh. What did they do?” 

“Some people got arrested,” Babette replied. 

“That happens a lot, doesn’t it?” 

“Yeah. I wasn’t one of them.” 

“Um, that’s good, I guess, isn’t it?” Gregory asked. He didn’t seem surprised she’d 

mentioned it. 

“Depends what you mean by good.” 

“It means I’m glad you’re not in jail tonight.” 
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“They rarely go to jail, as I understand it. They’re taken to the police station, given 

citations, and then released. It’s over in an hour.” 

“So then what happens?” Gregory asked. 

“Nothing.” 

“Don’t they have to pay fines or go to court?” 

“I don’t know. Nobody at the training talked about that,” Babette explained. She felt 

relieved that she was finally able to talk about what she had been doing with Eirene, so far. 

However, she didn’t know if she could admit how what she saw made her feel.  

“What training?” 

“The nonviolence training I went to a couple of Saturdays ago.” 

“What’s nonviolence training?” Gregory asked. 

“It’s where you get trained to do nonviolent civil disobedience.” 

“Did you go so you could film it?” 

Here was her opening. Babette decided to take it. “No. I went so I could learn how to do 

it.” 

“What? You were going to get arrested? When were you planning to tell me? Were you 

gonna just call me from jail?” Gregory seemed angry. Babette hadn’t meant to upset him and felt 

sorry. It was unfair to mention casually what she had planned to do but she had not known how 

to discuss it beforehand. 

“No. I’ve been thinking about it. I didn’t do it today, but maybe on Good Friday.” 

“Good Friday? You’re not even a Catholic!” 

“It’s got nothing to do with being Catholic.” Neither spoke for a while. Babette picked up 

a book that lay on her bedside table. Gregory assumed their conversation was over and could not 

think of anything else he wanted to say. He went into the bathroom to brush his teeth. Ten he 

returned, got into bed, turned away from Babette, and did his best to fall asleep as quickly as he 

could.  

  

Weeks later, they were alone one afternoon. Nicholas was playing at a friend’s house and 

Lianna was asleep. 

“Can you promise me you won’t go to jail?” Gregory asked. He felt frustrated they had 

not continued their discussion about civil disobedience. 

“That hasn’t happened, so far,” she replied. 

“But it could happen?” 

“It’s a remote possibility.” 

“Suppose it did? What would you do then?” Gregory asked. 

“I don’t know. I think I would have to face that possibility if it happened.” 

“But it’s unlikely?” 

“That’s what Carl and Naomi tell me, yes.” 

“Who?” 

“They run the Eirene Community,” Babette explained. 

“What do they do?” 

“Well, they organize things- all the AI protests, the potlucks, the programs, other 

witnesses, services, the Christmas gathering. It’s a lot of stuff.” 

“And you trust them?” It was a strange question. Babette had never thought about 

trusting them or not trusting them.  
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“I believe they know what they’re doing and what they’re doing is the right thing to do, 

and I want to be part of it.” 

“And, I can’t talk you out of getting arrested?” Gregory asked. 

“No.” 

“All right, then. I’ll let you do it-.” 

“Let me?” Babette did not feel she needed or was asking for his permission or agreement. 

This was about her conscience, not his. 

“I mean I won’t argue with you. I’ll just worry about you and hope nothing really bad is 

going to happen. It’s the best I can do.” It seemed their conversation had ended but Babette did 

not know if they had reached a genuine understanding. She would have to wait until Good Friday 

to find out. 
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Chapter 9 - Encounter 

 

The Audio-Visual Department office door was open. A woman sat at a desk surrounded 

by shelves of equipment: projectors, tape recorders, cameras, etc.  

“Um… excuse me,” Gregory said.  

“Oh, hi, can I help you?” she asked, pleasantly. 

“Yes, I hope so. I have a problem. I’m supposed to run a slide show in today’s class and 

my projector bulb burned out. I was wondering if I could borrow one of your projectors.” 

“Sure. What kind of slide projector is it?” 

“Um, I don’t know. It has a round tray.” 

“Oh, Kodak Carousel. Yeah, I have a few here.” The woman got up and walked toward 

the shelves. Gregory noticed how attractive she was in her dark skirt and crisp white blouse. She 

wore pink sneakers and had a ribbon in her hair. She did not resemble the AV geeks he recalled 

from high school, who were mostly shy pimply boys who seemed in love with mechanical 

gadgets.  

She came back with a small projector. “Let me see your tray,” she asked. 

“Sure. By the way, I’m Gregory Collins. I teach History.” 

“Nice to meet you. I’m Babette Romanelli. I don’t teach anything.” He wondered if she 

was making a wisecrack about teachers or just being funny. He handed her his slide tray. 

“That’s okay. Us teachers need support people, too,” he replied. She opened the box and 

looked at the tray. 

“Uh, oh.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“This tray won’t fit the projector,” Babette explained. 

“Why not?” 

“It’s a different type. The projector is a Kodak Carousel. This is a Sawyer’s tray.” 

“Yeah, so?” Gregory asked. 

“They’re incompatible.” 

“You don’t have a Sawyer’s projector?” 

“Several, but they’re either out right now or busted. I’m waiting for some parts. I’m 

afraid I can’t help you,” Babette said. 

“Shit. Oh, sorry,” Gregory said. She grinned. “It’s just that I had my lecture all planned 

and now I don’t know what I’m going to do.” 

“What course is it? I have some trays already loaded with slides. You might find 

something you could use.” 

“No, these are all my own. I’ve collected them over the years.” 

“Oh, what class?” 

“Modern US History. This lecture is on the Civil Rights and Anti-Vietnam War 

movements.” 

“Really? Sounds interesting.” Gregory saw an opening. Maybe she was flirting with him. 

“It is interesting. You’re welcome to sit in if you like.” 

“I wasn’t involved in the Civil Rights movement but I used to film anti-war protests back 

in the ‘60s,” Babette said. 

“Really? I don’t have any film from back then, just these slides. And, I didn’t shoot them. 

They’re from newspapers and books. Would you consider letting me see your films sometime?” 
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“Sure. I have my own projector…” Gregory felt certain she was flirting with him and he 

might get an invitation to her home. “But, I could bring them in and run them here if that would 

be more convenient for you.” Gregory was not thinking about convenience right now. He was 

thinking about Babette Romanelli. She seemed charming, direct, and helpful, and he did not see 

a wedding ring on her finger. 

“Let’s make a date,” he said, nonchalantly. 

“Let’s,” she replied, flashing him a bright, warm, inviting smile. Then she got back to the 

matter at hand, but not before taking a quick look at the teacher who stood before her. He was of 

average height, had dark wavy hair, boyish eyes, and (she assumed) the same kind of face that he 

covered with a beard that was just long enough to conceal his features. He wore the same 

mismatched pants and corduroy jacket with elbow patches that many of his peers wore, but 

somehow seemed different. Babette liked what she saw. “But, about your slides… I could move 

them to a carousel tray for you. It would only take a few minutes. When’s your lecture?” 

“This afternoon.” 

“Great. I’m not busy, so I should have them ready in a couple of hours. Could you stop 

back before your class?” 

“Um, I buy you lunch just to say thanks,” Gregory suggested, boldly. 

“I might not get them done if I eat lunch. Maybe some other time.” She got up to look for 

an empty slide carousel. Gregory waited for their conversation to continue. The phone rang, and 

he realized it was over. He left the AV office with mixed feelings. He did not know if he was 

more grateful she saved his lecture or happy he met her and seemed interested in having lunch 

with him. Gregory tried not to read too much into their encounter. 

  

“Was everything all right?” Babette asked when Gregory returned the slide projector 

later. 

“Yes. The slides were perfect. I can’t tell you how grateful I am. You saved my lecture. I 

owe you lunch” 

“Just doing my job!” 

“Well, I appreciate your help.” Gregory did not want to leave. She did not seem busy. He 

decided to chat more to see whether he could persuade her to have lunch with him. “About your 

films…,” he said.  

The social upheaval of the 1960s was still fresh in 1980. Contrary to cynical popular 

belief, the events of that decade of ferment didn’t constitute rebellion for its own sake. Young 

people discovered they were reaching adulthood in a world they didn’t believe was right. Society 

no longer embodied the national ideals they were taught in school. Injustice, racism, sexism, and 

war dominated the world. They began soul-searching, but not for their individual souls (that 

would happen in the 1970s.) They were searching for the nation’s soul. They also experimented 

with dramatic ways to change things. Stopping the war was part of what they felt compelled to 

do. 

Babette felt proud of her films. She felt she captured something important: protest, 

conflict, and social change. She did not attempt to tell stories with her films. The story was about 

the society in which the anti-war protests were happening, a country more at war with itself than 

with other nations.  

Babette focused a lot on faces, bodies, gestures, reactions, and interactions. She did not 

know if viewers would see her films as anything more than random images of people marching 
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with signs or making speeches. When she watched them, they made her feel something she could 

not name. It was not her pride at having shot them. It was not just ‘I did this, and I’m proud of 

what I did.’ It was more, ‘we did this. My generation did this.’ ‘We’ meant people her own age 

who stood up and challenged prevailing social customs and beliefs, who, as the saying went, 

‘spoke truth to power.’ That’s what her films were about.  

The frenzied energy of those challenges faded with the end of the Vietnam War, the 

passage of time, and young people growing older and going on with their lives. Babette’s films 

captured something that for a time was real and important. She wanted to share the films but felt 

funny letting Gregory see them. He was a history professor. Her films might seem trivial and 

inconsequential compared to the momentous waves on the 1960s ocean of American social 

upheaval. She didn’t want to disappoint him. 

“I looked at some of your slides as I was moving them,” she said. “There was stuff I’d 

never seen before. Your Vietnam protests seem to be the big national Mobilizations, am I right?” 

Gregory nodded, impressed that she recognized them. “But the civil rights slides… they were 

amazing! I had never seen images like those before. What those people did was…” 

“Those people?” Gregory asked, alarmed she might be using a racist slur. 

“Those Black people… the fire hoses… police beatings… dogs… I don’t know how they 

did it.” 

“They were committed. They had a dream,” Gregory replied. 

“Yeah. I was too young to know about that stuff while it was going on. I don’t remember 

my parents ever talking about it. My guess is they didn’t like it. They were white, obviously.” 

“I know my parents didn’t like it. They talked about ‘those niggers.’ I never saw the 

images when I was a kid. When I finally studied them in college I wondered, if I had been ten or 

fifteen years older, would I have been a Freedom Rider?” 

“Oh, would you, do you think?” 

“I like to think I would have but I don’t know. I’m not as brave as the people in the 

photos.” 

“Maybe it was a dream only they could appreciate because they were Black. We were 

white. We didn’t have the same dreams, did we?” Babette commented. The depth of her 

observation awed Gregory. He decided he wanted to get to know her better. 

“Look, I’ve got to ask this one more time- and you can tell me to go to hell if you want 

to- but I’d really like to have lunch with you. Or dinner, if you could. I have a feeling there’s a 

lot we could talk about.” 

“I feel the same way. Yes, let’s do lunch but not in the cafeteria, okay?” she replied, 

smiling. 

“God, no! The Goldmine?” he asked, referring to the delicatessen across the street from 

the campus.  

“I love that place.” 

  

Babette never told Gregory about the other films she made. She did not have any copies, 

so he was unlikely ever to see them. Even if he wandered into an Art Cinema some afternoon 

when he felt bored or horny and one of her films happened to be running he would never see her 

name listed as the cinematographer. Everyone at Rialto Films- the production company Babette, 

her ex-husband Michael, their friend Sophia Cohen, and others started back in 1969- used made-
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up names to disguise their identities. The actors might be recognized but the true identities of the 

producer, directors, and crew remained obscure.  

Babette eventually divorced Michael but kept his last name. He was becoming known in 

pornography circles but no one ever asked her if they were related. Most people who knew 

anything about porn did not admit it. It was tolerated and profitable but frowned upon by 

‘decent’ people.  

She never saw anything wrong with it. They never made films that had a dark side. There 

were no sexual perversions or violence. She would have walked off the set if anyone had 

suggested bondage or simulated rape. From the very first time she shot a sex scene, she tried to 

capture the enthusiasm, vigor, passion, and excitement of straight-up fucking. She thought it was 

beautiful and always tried to make it look that way with her camerawork. Babette was as proud 

of her sex scenes as she was of her protest films. 

Gregory thought her protest films were interesting because she documented local 

Philadelphia protest activities. She kept a journal that detailed dates, times, locations, speakers, 

attendance, and other aspects of the demonstrations she shot. He asked her to let him use her 

material for historical research. She felt flattered but the project never got past the first viewing 

of a couple of reels and some notes he took as he watched. It did, however, give them a pretext to 

move in together, ostensibly to have access to all her films so he could do research in his spare 

time.  

What Gregory wanted was access to Babette, and to spend his spare time making love to 

her. She became pregnant late in 1981. They were surprised but pleased. Neither expected 

pregnancy to be part of their still-new relationship. They had never discussed having children 

before she got pregnant but when they finally talked about it they found out they felt at ease with 

becoming parents. They had fallen into a deeper and more satisfying relationship than they 

understood until that moment and felt delighted. 

Gregory and Babette developed a circle of friends mostly connected with Community 

College. There were other teachers, a couple of administrators, and a few older students. One 

student was Nate Bosco. He was a singer who embarked on a career as an open stage performer 

in cheap venues that Babette and Gregory could afford. They often sat with some friends at 

Nate’s performances. The audiences were small but enthusiastic.  

Nate had a good voice, a dry sense of humor, warm stage presence, and quickly became a 

favorite at places where he sang. His confidence grew and he started to write original songs, 

most of which delighted the audiences he shared them with. One original song was a satirical 

take on the Arms Race between the United States and the Soviet Union. He somehow took what 

was a depressing, overwhelming, horrific subject and made it absurd and funny. His song won an 

award and organizers invited him to sing at a national protest against nuclear weapons scheduled 

for June 12, 1982, in New York. He told all his friends and listeners. Several people decided to 

attend the rally just to hear him sing. 

Babette wanted to go just so she could record the momentous event as a favor for Nate. 

She was six months pregnant but felt great. She thought a pleasant bus trip, a stroll through New 

York, and a rally in Central Park would be a fun, diverting, and historic day. Their small 

Community College contingent rode together on the bus to New York. They became separated as 

they navigated the subway, streets, and the huge throng of protesters. Almost a million people 

came to the rally. It was the largest protest of its kind in United States history. As they marched, 

Babette thought about her anti-war films and Gregory thought of his work as a historian. They 
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joked that their fetus took part in a momentous historical event. It became clear to Babette and 

Gregory they had become a family. 

Now, however, Gregory saw Babette’s determination to get arrested as a threat to their 

family. They were not starry-eyed ‘60s kids anymore. It was easy to protest and go to jail when 

you were a student. But, people usually gave up that stuff when they became adults. They had 

children, jobs, and responsibilities now. 

He did not know that many of the other people who were part of the Eirene Community 

were ‘responsible’ adults like he and Babette were. They had families too, but somehow 

balanced their family commitments with their activism. Several people were activists because of 

their families. They saw ending the arms race as ensuring a future for the people they loved. 

Babette encountered these ideas at a retreat gathering where people described their 

deepest feelings about the world they all shared. Several people were not just aware of the 

danger of nuclear weapons, but homelessness, poverty, racism, and militarism. Babette dimly 

understood these things were all connected, but could not explain the connections to anyone else. 

All she felt certain of was these ideas made sense to her. 

Gregory worried Eirene was a cult and was brainwashing Babette. He did not mention his 

suspicion to her but watched carefully for signs she was ignoring her responsibilities to her 

children, job, and him, in favor of involvement with Eirene. Despite his apprehension, he did not 

see her pulling away from their family, but he was not confident that would not happen 

eventually. 

Babette invited him to attend the potluck programs. He was a history professor and 

programs often featured historical events related to the issues Eirene addressed. It was unusual 

stuff Babette thought might interest him but he declined. Usually, he just said he had to grade 

papers or read essays and she went to the potlucks alone. She took Nicholas with her, however. 

Gregory got some special quiet time with Lianna and he was grateful. 
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Chapter 10 - Good Friday 2 

 

The weather was almost the same on Good Friday, March 28, 1987, as it was on Martin 

Luther King Day in January. The temperature was almost sixty degrees, sunny, with a light 

breeze. A perfect day to get arrested, Babette thought as she parked her car, hurried across the 

highway, greeted Naomi, and eagerly waited for others to arrive. She felt certain she was ready 

this time. Her hesitation and anxiety were gone, probably because she had been honest with 

Gregory about what she planned to do. 

Gregory had watched the video she made of the civil disobedience arrests on the last 

Good Friday. However, his image of protester confrontations with police came from the slides of 

civil rights battles in his slide show. Water cannons, police dogs, beatings with nightsticks, and 

jail cells packed with protesters were stuck in his mind. He did not want to think of Babette 

beaten, bitten, or imprisoned. Nor did he want to imagine how he would explain to Nicholas why 

‘Mommy won’t be coming home for a while.’  

Babette reassured him several times that Eirene's protests were not like those. She 

witnessed three and they were all orderly, peaceful, and respectful. She had no reason to expect 

the Good Friday civil disobedience would be any different. There was always the possibility the 

police would change their tactics and handle the arrestees differently, perhaps to punish or make 

an example of them to scare off future Eirene protesters, but it seemed unlikely.  

Her earlier anxiety was transferred to Gregory but he contained his worry and agreed 

reluctantly not to argue with her. Deep down Gregory shared Babette’s concern about nuclear 

weapons. He understood why she wanted to protest but feared the price of her protest could be 

awfully high. It could cripple their family and maybe tear it apart. He assumed people like Carl 

and Naomi had lives that allowed them to risk jail but Babette did not. Gregory fervently hoped 

he would see Babette at the end of the day. 

Babette stood by the road and held one end of the large ‘AI is making a killing’ banner. 

She was far away from the older man holding the other end and the cars were noisy. They could 

not converse. He had introduced himself as Gary. She thought she recalled him from the 

nonviolence training before the Martin Luther King Day action. Babette wanted to ask him if he 

was going to be arrested. She wanted to talk about what she was going to do but did not know 

what the etiquette was for such conversations. Maybe people preferred to keep their plans 

private.  

Babette quietly held the banner and remained in the moment. She had no camera or video 

recorder this time and had to use her powers of recall to ‘record’ this experience. She noticed the 

bright blue sky, sprawling mall and parking lot, four-lane roadway, passing cars, and pedestrians 

crossing the road at the traffic light. Babette thought about Good Friday, the Crucifixion, and 

what she learned at the service last year. She had never heard of the Stations of the Cross, and at 

first thought, it was a silly name for a religious ritual. Railroad lines had stations. So did radios. 

Prayers didn’t, she thought.  

She wondered if Carl planned the same ceremony for today’s service and looked around 

to see what Carl brought to the site. There was no large cross this time but she spotted a pile of 

smaller crosses near Carl’s ubiquitous folding card table next to the microphone stand and sound 

system. She wondered what he would do with all the crosses and what music he would play 

today.  
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Babette had never thought about it before, but she realized Carl (or someone else in 

Eirene) had an admirable sense of ritual and theater. He knew how to put on a show. She had 

filmed many protests and appreciated that most were shows, more or less. It was the way people 

got attention. Sometimes it worked and sometimes it did not. Eirene’s ‘shows’ obviously 

worked. Everyone who participated- even police and security guards - played their roles 

perfectly. She hoped this time the police would not come up with new roles, or alter the way they 

dealt with the arrested protesters, one of which was going to be her. 

Babette was startled out of her reflections by someone who came up next to her and 

asked to hold the banner. 

“What?” Babette said absently. 

“Naomi sent me over. It’s time for the meeting,” the woman said.  

“Oh, thanks,” Babette replied, smiling. She handed the banner to the woman, walked 

toward the table, and noticed Carl, Naomi, and a few other people moving toward the corner of 

the property. Babette wondered how Naomi knew she was planning to take part. She had 

attended the meeting a week ago when people gathered to plan the action. Babette guessed 

Naomi assumed she was not going to chicken out this time. She walked over to the small group 

and joined the circle. 

“Okay, you all know the scenario for today, right?” Carl said. Most people nodded. A 

few looked puzzled. The group had chosen a planting theme for the action. They were going to 

re-claim symbolically the land on which the AI plant sat. It had been a farm before AI built its 

weapons factory. Protesters were going to carry seeds and scatter them as they walked toward the 

top of the hill where AI Security and the police waited.  

People who wanted to were free to kneel and make small openings in the soil so they 

could drop seeds ceremoniously into specific holes. They were just flower seeds. Birds would 

likely eat them up as soon as the protest was over. No one cared. Everyone just wanted to send a 

message.  

Spring was the time of rebirth. That was the message of Resurrection. It was time to 

convert the factory of death into a place of life. The seed of resurrection was planted on Good 

Friday. Protesters were symbolically sacrificing themselves as Jesus did in the hopes that their 

sacrifice might somehow save the world. It was a long shot, to say the least, but if they did not 

do it, who else would? Babette recalled the strange words of Daniel Berrigan, ‘It was something 

we could not not do.’  

That was how she felt. This had become something she had to do, that she could not 

avoid doing. She did not know why she felt that way. Others mentioned all kinds of reasons for 

their actions: to save the world, their families, or their souls. Babette agreed with those 

justifications, but none of them was compelling enough to place her life on the line, however 

symbolic her action was.  

Babette felt acutely aware that she was about to defy authority, to say ‘no’ when a police 

officer told her he would arrest her if she did not obey him. She had never defied authority. She 

was not slavishly obedient, either. Mostly, she took authority seriously and was always 

respectful. That was about to change.  

Her entire life might be about to change. She was moments away from doing something 

that had been almost unthinkable before. She had never heard of Eirene before she met Carl at 

that anti-nuclear demonstration outside City Hall a couple of years ago. Their short conversation 

stirred something deep inside her. She still did not know what it was and wondered if she was 
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finally about to find out. Maybe everything would become clear to her after her arrest. Well, 

okay, then, let’s get on with it, she thought. 

Babette did not pay much attention to the service. It contained the usual reflective 

readings, some from the Stations of the Cross, others describing the military contracting done by 

AI at this facility. In the litany, Carl linked the cross with ‘the toll of war, of human neglect and 

environmental indifference, of the greed and violence summarized daily, and made corporate in 

Allied Industries. This cross represents the suffering and crucifixion of Jesus Christ today.’ After 

each reading, someone hammered one of the little wooden crosses into the ground along the road 

until there was a line stretching for twenty or thirty feet. It resembled a strange out-of-place 

graveyard. 

“11th Station: Jesus is nailed to the Cross,” someone read at the microphone. Babette was 

startled out of her reverie. She knew this was the final station before the arrests and listened as 

carefully as she could, partly to absorb the words and partly to distract herself from her anxiety, 

which had returned.  

She felt certain she would not ‘chicken out’ (as she thought of it) this time. She would 

follow through. Nevertheless, she felt scared. “Non-cooperation with evil, Gandhi preached, is as 

essential as cooperation with good,” the person read. “There is an uncompromising difference 

between the privileged wealth secured through every weapon built by Allied Industries and the 

faithful demands for justice and peace. It is nothing less than the difference between crucifixion 

and resurrection, cooperation, and resistance.” The reader paused to turn the page. Babette 

allowed his words to sink in. She wanted to remember clearly these last few moments before she 

acted in a way she would have never dreamed of only a couple of years ago.  

She knew her life was about to change. The uncertainty of the coming change almost 

overwhelmed her but she calmed herself by repeating the final juxtaposition just read out over 

the microphone. “The difference between crucifixion and resurrection, cooperation and 

resistance,” the speaker said. She was about to move from one side of the equation to the other. 

She was about to stop cooperating and start resisting.  

The reader went on. “We stand in resistance to Allied Industries. We embrace the 

nonviolent cross of our time: resistance to war and militarism, the works of peacemaking and  

service to the victims of war, resistance to the injustice that is Allied Industries, the face of war- 

making today. Today, in mourning and resistance, we remember Jesus’ words: ‘Peace, I leave 

with you; my peace I give to you... (John 14:27)’” He stopped reading. Naomi approached the 

microphone. Just as she was about to speak, Babette felt someone tap her shoulder. She looked 

around and saw Peggy Haas, the older woman who provided child-care at the potlucks, smiling 

at her.  

“This is your first time, isn’t it?” Peggy asked, softly. Babette nodded. “Stay with me,” 

she added. Babette immediately felt safe. It was still a scary unknown but she no longer feared it. 

She welcomed it. 

“12th Station: Jesus Dies on the Cross,” Naomi read. Babette knew her time had come. 

She recalled the moments just before she gave birth to Nicholas. So much was happening at 

once. Pain, worry, fear, exhilaration, and confusion overwhelmed her. The sole thought at the 

back of her mind was, this is the most important moment of my life. It will change me forever. 

She would never again not be a mother, no matter what happened after the baby’s birth. She 

wanted a healthy, happy baby and a safe secure home for her baby with Gregory, the father, but 

no matter what happened after that moment, Babette would be changed forever. She would still 
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be Babette, but she was about to become ‘Mommy.’ She had hoped she was ready then. She 

hoped she was ready now. 

“In the shadow of the cross,” Naomi began the final reading before the civil disobedience 

and then paused. “Please read it with me,” she urged. Everyone including Babette looked down 

at the pages of the litany and then started reading aloud together. “We remember and mourn all 

the deaths and human tragedies of war. In the shadow of the cross, we stand in mourning and 

nonviolent resistance to the economy and culture of militarism and greed in which many suffer 

and die here and around the world so few may profit. In the shadow of the cross, we insist that 

reconciliation, reconstruction, and justice replace war and militarism. In the shadow of the cross, 

we know that to stop the war, we must resist the war-makers.”  

Everyone stopped reading. The instructions in the litany read: Period of silence/Adagio 

for Strings. The crowd settled into respectful anticipatory silence and waited. After a moment 

passed, Carl reached over the tape player and clicked it on. String music swelled from the 

speakers. Peggy took Babette’s hand. “Here we go,” she whispered. She handed Babette a small 

potted plant. Babette noticed Peggy carried a large bag of seeds. They walked toward the bottom 

of the small hill. Babette did not look around but knew other protesters were also walking in the 

same direction. She concentrated on her feet and tried not to think about anything other than 

walking one foot at a time toward the Authority figures waiting at the top of the hill. Her fear 

vanished now that she was moving.  

They started to climb the hill. Peggy spread handfuls of seeds as she walked. Babette 

looked to her left and right. Several other people were also walking up the hill. Two people sped 

ahead of Babette and Peggy and neared the top. One got close to the police and then knelt, potted 

plant in hand, and began digging in the soil. The police watched. Babette did not want to reach 

the top too fast. She took a final step and then knelt on the cold grass. “See you soon,” Peggy 

whispered as she continued up the hill.  

Babette noticed more of the other protesters above her on the hill. She had somehow 

veered toward the left so she was a little distance from the main group. Good, she thought, we’re 

spread out. That’s better. She pushed her flower into the shallow hole, tamped the dirt around it, 

and admired her work. The flower seemed more beautiful than any she had ever seen, perhaps 

because of where she had planted it, perhaps because she planted it to redeem a godforsaken 

place that manufactured the tools of annihilation.  

She should have felt enraged by what they did here but felt a strange sense of peace. 

Perhaps it was because she was kneeling, something she never did at home. She had not knelt 

regularly since she was a child when her parents dragged Babette and her brother John to mass 

on Sundays. She stopped going as soon as she was old enough to stay home alone and never 

missed it. In later years, when she thought about church, she wondered what the purpose of 

religion was. What made her parents go? Was it God?  

She never thought about God. As far as she knew, Gregory was like her. They had never 

discussed religion. They might have to as Nicholas got older and began meeting church-going 

kids at school. He might wonder what those children were talking about and they might have to 

come up with an innocuous explanation.  

Babette knelt alone and waited. She assumed they would arrest everyone quickly but that 

did not happen. She felt rooted to the spot where she knelt, just as she hoped her little plant 

would be. Then she felt something else: what it was like to see and feel the world from a 

kneeling position. It would never have occurred to her to experiment with different positions to 
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look at the world, despite her years as a photographer and filmmaker. Now there was no camera. 

There was just sky, grass, music (in the distance), and peace. Babette felt startled to discover she 

felt at peace, and it occurred to her that this might be what the presence of God felt like.  

The security guard approached her, stopped, loomed above her, and spoke. He sounded 

nervous and seemed uneasy. “You’re trespassing on Allied Industries property. Will you leave? 

If you refuse, you will be arrested.” Babette thought of getting to her feet, smiling at the guard, 

and walking away politely. She felt she had learned what she needed to learn and experienced 

what she needed to experience, and the arrest would just be extra. Nevertheless, she had come to 

be arrested, to resist, as Carl’s litany put it, and she had prepared herself. Perhaps the experience 

of the peace of God was extra, and the arrest was the point. 

“No,” she said. The guard called a police officer. He walked over.  

“You’re under arrest,” he said and told her to stand. She wanted to make this as easy as 

possible. She did not want them to think she was someone who defied the police and stood up.  

“What’s your name, miss?” the guard asked. She told him. The officer took her arm and 

pushed her up the slope toward the top of the hill.  

“Watch your step,” he said, helpfully. She sensed he was more nervous than she was.  

They reached the top. A police van waited. The back doors were open. A few protesters 

stood outside the van. As she got closer, she saw several sitting inside. Two police officers were 

directing protesters into the van. She thought she was going there but the officer pulled her in a 

different direction and she was about to panic. He walked her to a police car where another cop 

waited. 

“They’re almost full.”  

“She can go in here,” the waiting cop replied and opened the door. “Watch your head, 

miss,” he said. She sat down and waited. Soon, a couple of other protesters arrived and entered 

the car. Babette greeted them. They smiled at her. 

They watched the police van pull away. Then a cop came to their car, got in, and started 

it. He did not seem to notice them. He followed the van to the police station, about an eight-

minute ride away. Everyone rode quietly. Her sense of peace had not left her. She wondered 

whether it would fade or was a permanent part of her now. Babette hoped it was. 

  

Babette was waiting for Gregory when he arrived home from work. She had already paid 

the babysitter and cooked a simple meal. The children were worn out from their time with Jenny, 

their babysitter. She had been one of Gregory’s students at Community College but now was an 

Early Childhood Education major at Temple University. Nicholas and Lianna adored Jenny and 

the feeling was mutual. She had an endless amount of energy and played with the children the 

entire time they were with her. They wanted to enjoy every second with Jenny. They never 

napped or even thought about napping. Now, however, they sprawled on the sofa, asleep. They 

had collapsed from exhaustion a few minutes after Jenny left. 

“You’re back!” Gregory said as soon as he came in. He pulled her close and hugged her 

tightly before he took his jacket off. 

“Yeah, I’m back.” 

“How’d it go?” he asked hesitantly. 

“Great.” 

“They let you go.” 

“Yeah, they didn’t want any of us around.” 
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“How many got arrested?” Gregory asked. 

“I think it was around twenty.” 

“Doesn’t seem like very many.” 

“It’s not the number,” Babette replied. “That’s what Carl says, anyway. It’s the 

commitment. The Eirene Community keeps coming back. They can’t get rid of us.” 

“So what happens now?” 

“We move on to the next protest. I think it’s in August- Hiroshima Day. You remember 

the photos I took last year?” she asked.  He nodded. 

“So… are you gonna do it again?” he asked, tentatively. She did not reply right away and 

he thought he offended her by asking. She knew why he asked and wanted to reassure him. 

“Don’t know,” she answered. “Depends.” 

“On…?” 

“Whether I can get the day off.” Her answer relieved Gregory. His worst fear was that 

she would become a full-time protester, give up her job, and ignore her family so she could save 

the world. She sensed his fear although he never mentioned it. 

“Well, I don’t know my schedule for summer school yet, but if I’m around, I’ll take care 

of the kids.” His offer surprised Babette. She hugged him. 

“That’s nice of you. Thanks,” she said, moved almost to tears. 

“Least I can do for my favorite lawbreaker.” Babette pulled away from him. He thought 

he had gone too far and made her angry.  

“So you think I’m a bad girl?” she asked with a mischievous expression on her face. He 

nodded. “You like bad girls, do you?” He nodded again. “The kids are asleep. How would you 

like to fuck this bad girl, right now?”  

“Right here?” he asked, surprised. 

“No, we might wake the kids. Let’s go into the bedroom.” 

Babette felt fired up and wanted to do it hard, fast, and finish with a bang. Gregory did 

not pause to wonder where her passion came from. They did not even undress. They wanted to 

be presentable in case the children woke up suddenly. She took down her pants and panties. He 

unzipped his fly and freed his penis. Babette bent over the bed, faced the door, and spread her 

legs. It was the position that gave the most intense pleasure and was what she craved right now.  

It had been an intense day. She conquered her fear, experienced God, rode to a police 

station in a police car, issued a citation, and now had a record as a lawbreaker. She did not feel 

like a ‘bad girl,’ however. She felt as if she had come alive after a dormancy; she had found 

something that was missing from her life. Maybe it was a new kind of love- for herself. She 

wanted to include him in it.  

Gregory wanted to be included. He did not understand where her extreme passion came 

from but he liked it. It was over quickly. He came hard inside her. She realized he had not put on 

a condom and briefly worried about getting pregnant. They did not want a third child, but if there 

was to be one, and it was conceived in this kind of passion, perhaps it would be okay. Then she 

recalled her period had ended a couple of days earlier and she was likely not fertile anyway. She 

assumed Gregory remembered that it was safe.  

Babette quickly rearranged her clothes, sat on the edge of the bed, and watched Gregory 

hide his penis back in his shorts and zip up his pants. He noticed her looking at him and smiled 

awkwardly. He thought (but did not mention) that she should get arrested more often if it was 

going to get her so hot. 
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“So…,” Gregory said. 

“So, what?” she asked. 

“What happened today?” 

“I think I found God.” 

“What?” He did not feel alarmed, merely surprised. He did not know she was looking for 

God. Nor had she known.  

“Or maybe it’s more accurate to say God found me.”  

“I don’t understand.” 

“It happened when I was kneeling on the hill waiting for them to arrest me. Everyone else 

had gone past me and gotten arrested before me. I waited. Then I noticed a feeling of great peace 

and the thought came into my head that God was with me- with us, in fact. I’ve never 

experienced anything like it.”  

Gregory did not know what to say. All he knew was that Babette appeared to change 

more in one afternoon than in all the time since they met, fell in love, moved in together, and 

became parents. She handled those changes effortlessly and transitioned from one new reality to 

the next. They were gradual changes and they planned for them. This was an abrupt change, 

maybe even a cataclysmic change. He liked the new Babette, wondered if the newness would 

remain, and what would come next. Only time would tell.  
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Chapter 11 - Carl and Naomi   
 

Two separate coincidental events in the winter of 1971 jolted Carl Berger out of his 

adolescent isolation. The events quickly became connected in his mind. His best friend Jerry 

Cranwell’s older brother Alan was killed in Vietnam. Carl attended the boy’s funeral in 

February.  

Alan’s death devastated many people at Media High School where Carl was a senior. 

Teachers and students fondly remembered Alan. He was a football star, straight-A student, and 

budding entrepreneur. He embodied the steadfast, creative, energetic, clean mainstream 

Republican values that built this nation and sustained it. People praised Alan as a laudable 

American youth. He was not part of the dirty, radical, hippie, counter-culture that wanted to tear 

everything down. Then he got killed and Media’s optimism about the future was gone. 

The entire town mourned him. Media High School grieved the most. Alan’s family’s 

grief was the hardest. Carl spent time consoling his friend Jerry who was Alan’s ‘successor’ at 

Media High School. He was not as good at sports, or much of an entrepreneur, but he also got 

straight As, played guitar in the jazz band, and was well-liked. He and Carl had been close 

friends since elementary school. 

The shock of Alan’s loss wore off after several weeks, but another surprise came on 

March 8. A boxing match between champion Joe Frazier (26-0, 23 KOs), and challenger 

Muhammad Ali (31-0, 25 KOs), was held at Madison Square Garden in New York City, New 

York. The media dubbed it the Fight of the Century. While the fight was in progress, burglars 

entered the FBI office in Media, stole hundreds of files, and made off with them in the dark of 

night. No one in the apartment building where the FBI office was located or in the county 

courthouse across the street saw or heard anything unusual. The big prizefight distracted 

everyone. A frenzied hunt ensued and Media was the focus of FBI activity for several weeks to 

no avail. 

Then envelopes started showing up in people’s mailboxes. Inside were copies of the 

stolen FBI files. People who had no idea the FBI knew about them found they had been under 

surveillance. Judge Berger, Carl’s father, ranted about the burglary at dinner almost every night. 

He wanted the burglars captured, tried, and executed for treason. “I hope I get them in my 

courtroom! I’ll throw the book at them!” he bellowed.  

Carl followed newspaper articles about the stolen files and pointed out what they 

revealed about government surveillance. Judge Berger grew more incensed and told Carl he 

didn’t know what he was talking about. He insisted the FBI must have had good reasons to spy 

on people. “They must have been traitors,” the Judge swore to shut up his son. Carl was not so 

sure his father was right but stopped arguing when he saw how angry his father became when 

Carl disagreed with him. 

Carl wondered why anyone would steal from their own government. Who were these 

people? Why would they risk everything to commit such a daring burglary? What were they 

looking for? Did they know what they would find? Where were the files now? Was this action 

related to the failing Vietnam War or something else?  

Alan Cranwell’s death in Vietnam and the FBI burglary became connected in Carl’s 

mind. Alan’s death made no sense to him. People accepted death in war as natural if not 

inevitable. They talked about bravery and honor as if those ideas would matter to a corpse. 

However, Carl did not hear his friend Jerry mention Alan’s bravery and honor. All Jerry talked 
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about was how much he missed his brother and his parents’ despair. Alan’s death, the Vietnam 

War, and, eventually, all war, made no sense to Carl. He began to question everything. 

The burglary did make sense to him but he did not know why. He had never been anti-

war, or anti-government, or thought much about war, government, or politics. It began to dawn 

on him that all three might soon become important in his life. He would turn eighteen in July and 

had to register for the draft. He planned to attend Temple University in the fall. He would not be 

drafted but somebody else would. Maybe one of his high school classmates would go in his 

place. Many were not planning to go to college.  

Next year- 1972- there would be another presidential election, and he would be eligible to 

vote for the first time. What would he do with his vote? He would have to start thinking about 

issues, paying attention to candidates, and maybe talking to friends about what they thought. He 

could not talk to his father. Carl knew what he would say. “You must vote for President Nixon. 

Stay the course.” Was that the best way for Carl to vote? 

On a warm early spring Saturday night, Carl and Jerry snuck under the bleachers at the 

high school football field with two six-packs of beer. Jerry refused to say how he got them. Carl 

did not care. They settled down on a couple of blankets and simultaneously opened two cans. 

Carl and Jerry were good friends, knew each other well, and felt they could talk honestly about 

their feelings with each other. Jerry took a sip of beer. Carl followed him and grimaced as he 

tasted the brew. 

“I think I’m finally getting used to this stuff,” he said grinning. 

“I’m so proud of you!” Jerry teased. They sipped more beer and sat in silence. 

“So, how you feeling, man? You haven’t said much since… well, you know.” 

“Life sucks, Carl. Big time.” Carl nodded and hoped Jerry would continue.  

“I still can’t get used to it…,” Carl said. 

“I’ll never get used to it,” Jerry replied. He took a longer swig from his can and then 

looked down at the ground. “Fucking government took my brother away from us and then 

fucking killed him. He was my only brother. Assholes killed him!” 

“Take it easy, man.” 

“No, you take it easy, Carl. You don’t have to worry. You’re going to Temple.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You can’t get drafted, but I can. I’m not going anywhere after we graduate. Fuckin’ 

government could take me, too, send me to ‘Nam, and kill me. Just like they did to Alan.” 

“Fuck. Is that what you’re worried about?” 

“I don’t wanna die, Carl.” 

“You won’t man. What happened to Alan was terrible but it won’t happen to you.” 

“I’m not gonna let it happen to me. I’m leaving.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I’m going to Canada the day after we graduate. I won’t come back until this fuckin’ war 

is over. Maybe not even then. I’m not gonna let the government take my life the way it took 

Alan’s.” 

“What about your mom and dad?” 

“What about them?” Carl asked. 

“They’re gonna miss you. They will have lost two sons.” 

“It’s true I won’t be around, but at least I’ll be alive and one day I’ll come back.” 

“I don’t know what to say, Jerry.” 
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“You wanna come with me?” 

“No. I hate the government for what it did to Alan, and for what it’s been doing to other 

people, people I don’t even know.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You remember that break-in at the FBI office last month?” Carl asked. Jerry was aware 

of it but hadn’t thought much about it. Nor had he and Carl discussed it. Jerry and his parents 

were too overcome by grief to care about a stupid break-in. Jerry nodded. “The thieves who stole 

those files have been sending them to people. I’ve read about some of them. Some people 

protested the war, some were in unions, and some just wrote articles about the government. 

Fuckin’ FBI spied on them.” 

“Government’s fucked up, man,” Jerry said as he dropped his empty beer can and 

reached for another. 

“It is. And it’s fuckin’ us up. Fuckin’ up its own citizens- like Alan.” 

“Took him from us and killed him,” Jerry mumbled, already tipsy from the little beer he 

had consumed. “Fuckin killed my brother,” he added and then started sobbing. 

“It’s okay, man-.” 

“No. It’s not okay,” Jerry protested. 

“I mean, it’s okay for you to cry. I know it must hurt a lot.” 

“It does, man. He was my fuckin’ brother. He was always there for me, you know? We 

never had any problems. Never argued, never beat on each other, never even yelled at each other. 

I loved him…” Jerry’s speech dissolved into sobs. 

“I loved him, too. He was always great to me.” 

“Yeah, he liked you. Said you were the smartest guy he knew.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t go that far. He was pretty smart.” 

“No, he meant it. He told me you would go far- despite your father.” Jerry’s comment 

surprised Carl. He wanted to ask what Jerry meant but this conversation was not about him. It 

was about Jerry’s grief. Carl let Jerry’s comment go. They each had a second can of beer and 

then hid the remaining eight cans under the bleachers and went home. They hoped to return 

several more times but never did.  

Jerry did not run away to Canada. He did not register for the draft, either. He got a job 

delivering groceries at the Acme supermarket on State Street. His parents never mentioned the 

draft. They just felt grateful he came home safe from work every day. 

   

Carl wanted to live at home and commute to Temple University. He was only a train ride 

away from the North Philadelphia campus. The Judge insisted Carl should live on campus. 

That’s what he did when he went there after World War II. The Judge had not set foot on a 

college campus since the late 1940s. He had no idea that Temple was as much a hotbed of 

campus radicalism as other colleges he read about in the newspapers. If he had known, he might 

have forbidden Carl to live there. 

Carl faced political ferment on his first day. As he walked around the campus to register 

for classes people handing out leaflets for several causes stopped him: civil rights, the draft, 

poverty, the war, and the environment. Carl took their leaflets just to get past the people and 

hoped to read them all later. The issues genuinely interested him. 
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The fall semester sped by. He leaped eagerly into his studies and hoped to excel in every 

class. Even though he was close to home, he rarely visited his family. Carl preferred to spend his 

spare time at the university library.  

He went home for Thanksgiving only to get into an argument with his father when they 

started discussing the candidates for the 1972 presidential election. Carl made the mistake of 

mentioning several of the Democratic candidates. He knew about John Lindsay and Shirley 

Chisolm from New York, Eugene McCarthy, of Minnesota, and George McGovern, of South 

Dakota.  

Judge Berger felt appalled that Carl knew who these people were and dared to mention 

their names in his house. He lectured Carl about the evils of liberalism and the Democratic Party, 

and almost made Carl promise never to vote for anyone but a Republican. Luckily, Carl’s mother 

Lucy intervened in the conversation before the Judge reached a crescendo of apoplectic outrage. 

She asked a simple question. “So, darling, have you met any nice girls on campus?” 

Carl had but he did not want to talk about them. There were interesting-looking women in 

his classes, in the cafeteria, and working in the library, but he never talked to any of them. The 

only women that talked to him were part of the endless parade of people handing out leaflets. 

They would accost him as he was walking to or from classes or his dormitory and ask if he heard 

about one issue or another. He often had and he would stop and engage them in conversation. 

Some cut him off whenever he tried to offer his opinion. Others never let him get a word in while 

they spouted whatever dogma their particular group was pushing.  

Occasionally there were two girls, a shy one and a vocal one. The vocal one would 

engage him but his attention always went to the quiet one. That was how he met Naomi. She did 

not speak when two women accosted Carl and told him more than he wanted to know about 

women’s liberation. He tried to listen to Allie. She was a short, intense-looking white girl and 

did all the talking. Carl could not help noticing Naomi, who was taller, shapelier, and Black. She 

stood quietly looking at him as if she was trying to gauge his response to Allie’s tirade. Naomi 

even winced a couple of times when Allie used words like ‘sexist,’ ‘patriarchy,’ and ‘pig.’ Carl 

tried not to react to Allie’s language or Naomi’s grimaces but he liked that she seemed 

sympathetic to his having to listen to Allie’s harangue. 

He forgot about his encounter when he reached his next class but saw Naomi in the 

cafeteria a few days later and shyly said ‘hi’ to her. He assumed she would not recall him but she 

flashed a huge smile, asked where he was sitting, and joined him when she got her food. 

“I’m Naomi,” she said cheerfully before she bit into a French fry. 

“Carl. Freshman.” The two words always went together. Everybody had a rank, and he 

was the lowest. 

“I’m a junior. I transferred from Community College.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You don’t know it?” she asked. He shook his head. “It’s downtown. Lots of kids start 

there. It’s cheaper than here.” 

“So what’s your major?” It was a compulsory question, almost like ‘what’s your sign’ 

had been for young people in the 1960s. 

“Social Work, but I’m not a hundred percent sure, yet. You?” 

“Haven’t decided. My father wants me to go into law and become a judge like him but I 

don’t know.” 
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“That’s not such a bad plan. You could help people and have the power to make 

judgments that might change things,” Naomi replied. 

“What things?” 

“Look around. What do you think needs changing?” she said. It was not a rhetorical 

question. “You must know about what’s going on in the world today.” 

“Oh, I am.” Carl wondered if this was a test. Was she expecting him to mention issues so 

she could figure out what interested him and what did not? Perhaps so she could decide whether 

he was interesting enough to get to know or so she could dismiss him?  

“Well, I’m following the election,” he replied, hoping she would continue the 

conversation. 

“So am I, but it’s not the only thing that’s important.” 

“No, of course not.” 

They talked for almost two hours. Carl liked her. She was witty, insightful, and pretty. He 

knew a relationship with Naomi could never go far. His mother would have a heart attack if he 

told her he had met a nice Black girl. However, they could be friends. Maybe she had friends he 

could date. 

“I enjoyed our conversation but I have to get to the library. I’d love to talk with you 

again.” 

“Me, too, but I have to warn you-.” 

“Warn me? That sounds ominous,” he joked and then wondered if his try at humor might 

offend her. He felt they had established a rapport during their conversation. 

“It’s not serious. I don’t go out with guys. It’s nothing personal. I’m a lesbian.” 

“A what?” 

“Gay.” 

“Oh? I don’t understand.” 

“You really don’t?” she asked in disbelief, charmed by his naiveté. “I date other women.” 

“Oh, that’s cool, I guess. It’s none of my business, anyway, is it?” 

“I thought it might be. I just wanted you to know, so you didn’t get any ideas.” He did not 

know how he should respond. He already knew he could not go out with her because she was 

Black, no matter how strongly she attracted him. However, he could not tell her that. What could 

he say so she would want to talk to him again? Perhaps they could even become friends. 

“Look, I think you’re great. I enjoyed our conversation. I think we have a lot in common, 

so I would love to talk some more. Is that okay with you?” 

“You’re cute. If I wasn’t gay, I might be hitting on you, even though you are a 

freshman,” she replied. Carl felt embarrassed. 

“I was just being honest,” he said, bashfully. 

“You do that often?” she asked sweetly. 

“As often as I can. It seems rare, doesn’t it?” 

“Very rare. Do you want to meet here next Tuesday, same time? I’m free.” 

“Sure!” 

“Great. See you then, Carl Berger. Nice to have met you!” 

Naomi was not gay but she did not date, either. She told men she was a lesbian just to 

keep them from hitting on her and having to reject them. She did not like hurting their feelings. 

That was how she was raised, to always be mindful of peoples’ feelings.  
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It was also why Social Work attracted her. She felt she could somehow lessen people’s 

suffering if she took a job in an agency where she could help people solve problems and improve 

their lives. Naomi was an idealist. She did not yet know that such agencies existed only on paper 

and not in the real world. Social workers tried to help their clients but there was never enough 

money and always too much paperwork to make a difference. It was a Band-Aid approach to 

problems that did not need bandages but a social revolution. She had not yet discovered that fact 

but she would before she graduated and it would change her life. 

  

Carl quit college after his sophomore year and he and Naomi moved to a rural activist 

commune dedicated to social change. There were not a couple, merely close friends with a 

shared sense of social responsibility. Naomi had graduated and had a social work job. Carl 

planned to help out around the farm until he got odd jobs and could help bring in some money.  

Martin Yerkes founded the commune. He was a Quaker and a history teacher at West 

Chester State College. Martin was a friendly, reticent guy with a slight build. He had delicate 

facial features and light tousled hair, but physical strength that awed the others. He explained 

that he grew up on the farm and accustomed to hard work. When he inherited the farm, he 

became concerned about environmental issues after the first Earth Day in 1970. He set up the 

farm as an activist commune, called The Farm, and recruited people to join him in an experiment 

in small-scale organic farming and social change. 

The others- there were six altogether- either worked on the farm or had outside jobs. 

They were all committed to a vision of radical social change. They did not like to call it a 

revolution because of the violent connotations of that word but that was what they hoped for. 

Instead of violence, however, they were committed to non-violence. It took Carl a long time to 

understand what that meant. 

They had what they called ‘threshing sessions’ where they hashed out issues and tried to 

get down to the roots of problems. Their goal was a radical understanding of the world, free of 

pre-judgment and dominant paradigms. Carl liked these sessions. A couple of the people had 

incisive minds and broad knowledge and could argue persuasively. Others lacked incisive 

thinking or broad knowledge, but had intuition and insight, and could often get to the core of a 

discussion quickly.  

Carl was somewhere in between. He could think through complex issues but not all the 

time. In addition, sometimes he could offer deep insights before others saw them. He was also 

good-natured, easy-going, and always concerned about other people’s feelings as well as their 

arguments. His father, Judge Berger, had often spoken about courtroom events and shared what 

he learned about human nature from the bench. Carl discovered he knew more about different 

types of people than he would have guessed. 

The others began to regard him as a calming influence. Whenever discussions became 

heated or disagreements spilled into aspects of their daily lives, Carl smoothed things over. The 

others did not know how he did it but he was always successful and everyone felt grateful. 

They spent a year in study, reflection, and discussion before they talked about taking an 

action to foster social change. The Vietnam War was winding down but the underlying forces 

that caused the war had not changed, or so it seemed. They looked at environmental issues but 

felt ill-equipped to take on anything more than organic farming. 

One day in the spring of 1974, Martin came home with a copy of Win Magazine. It 

featured a long article that had fired him up. On February 22, 1974, Washington's Birthday, 
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organic farmer Sam Lovejoy took a crowbar to the weather-monitoring tower which had been 

erected at the site of a planned nuclear power plant. Lovejoy felled 349 feet of the 550-foot tower 

and then took himself to the local police station, where he presented a statement in which he took 

full responsibility for the action. It was a bold act of civil disobedience, and Martin thought it 

should inspire the group to consider some kind of similar action. 

They agreed, but no one had any ideas about what to do. No one knew anything about 

nuclear power plants. They agreed to do some research. Martin took Carl with him to the campus 

library so he could research nuclear power and find out if there were any local issues they could 

use. 

It did not take long for Carl to discover there were several nuclear power plants in the 

region. One of them, Three Mile Island, had just come online and was due to begin commercial 

operations in September 1974. Construction of the two-reactor Salem Nuclear Generating Station 

(across the Delaware River in New Jersey) began in 1968 and it was scheduled to start 

generating electricity in 1976. A third plant had been approved for construction not far from The 

Farm in a place called Limerick, Pennsylvania.  

Carl felt overjoyed. He took his discovery back to the group at The Farm. They agreed 

there was still time to stop the Limerick plant, but how?  

Seeking inspiration and clarity, they studied the action and words of Sam Lovejoy. The 

original article in Win Magazine gave them all the details: 

In the wee morning hours of February 22, Sam Lovejoy, a member of one of the local 

communes, slipped onto the Montague Plains and sabotaged the five hundred foot weather tower 

Northeast Utilities had erected to test wind direction at the site. (A company official later 

explained that the data was needed so that authorities would know which way the radiation 

would blow from the plant in case of an accident.) 

This detail chilled the group. They did not want any radiation anywhere near them or the 

millions of other people living in the Philadelphia region.  

Using a few simple farm tools [to loosen the turnbuckles in the stays of the tower], 

Lovejoy left behind him 349 feet of twisted wreckage. He then ran to the nearest road, flagged 

down a passing patrol car, and got a ride to the Turners Falls station, where he gave Officer 

Donald Cade the good news. “As a farmer concerned about the organic and the natural,” he 

said in a typed four-page statement, “I find irradiated fruit, vegetables, and meat to be 

inorganic; and I can find no natural balance with a nuclear plant in this or any community.” 

“There seems to be no way for our children to be born or raised safely in our community 

in the very near future. No children? No edible food? What will there be?  

“While my purpose is not to provoke fear, I believe that we must act; positive action is 

the only option left open to us. Communities have the same rights as individuals. We must seize 

back control of our own community.  

“The nuclear energy industry and its support elements in government are practicing 

actively a form of despotism. They have selected the less populated rural countryside to answer 

the energy needs of the cities. While not denying the urban need for electrical energy (perhaps 

addiction is more appropriate), why cannot reactors be built near those they are intended to 

serve? Is it not more efficient? Or are we witnessing a corrupt balance between population and 

risk?  

“It is my firm conviction that if a jury of twelve impartial scientists was empaneled, and 

following normal legal procedure they were given all pertinent data and arguments, then this 
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jury would never give a unanimous vote for deployment of nuclear reactors amongst the civilian 

population. Rather, I believe they would call for the complete shutdown of all the commercially 

operated nuclear plants.  

“Through positive action and a sense of moral outrage, I seek to test my convictions.”  

A long-time resident of the town and the Valley, Sam was freed that morning on personal 

recognizance. Later he was indicted on one count of wanton and malicious destruction of 

personal property, which carried a possible five-year sentence. He pleaded “absolutely not 

guilty” and announced he would handle his own defense. The trial would begin in six months.  

Martin felt ecstatic. The issue he had been hoping for had arrived! Theirs was an organic 

farm, although not as large and sophisticated as Sam’s, and they were facing the construction of 

a nuclear power plant in their ‘backyard.’ The similarity in their situations seemed eerie and 

prescient. (Limerick was twenty or thirty miles away, but close enough if something bad 

happened to put all their lives at risk.)  

However, what could they do? They did not know if there was a weather tower like the 

one Sam cut down on the Limerick site. Nor did anyone want to get arrested for what amounted 

to sabotage and spend time in prison. Carl thought about the people who raided the FBI office in 

Media. His father wanted to see them executed. How would Judge Berger react if his son 

committed a similar crime? 

They had little contact. Judge Berger had already all but disowned Carl. Carl did not even 

go home for Thanksgiving anymore. He missed his mother but she called him from time to time 

and reminded him she still loved him. She urged him to visit her when the Judge was at work and 

gave him money when she could. He always told her he did not need it but took it anyway. There 

was not much ready cash at The Farm for personal expenses. He was grateful. 

They talked about what they could do for the entire summer of 1974 and could not 

decide. Everyone felt exhausted with farm work. They had little time or energy for intensive 

discussion and their debate fizzled out, eventually.  

Then they heard Lovejoy was acquitted on a technicality but his action galvanized local 

public opinion against the plant. This outcome encouraged them and they began discussing what 

action they could take that would turn Philadelphia area public opinion against the Limerick 

plant. The only two alternatives were some dramatic direct action such as vandalism or sabotage, 

or large-scale protests. That was when they discovered none of them knew anything about 

organizing protests, large or small. They hit a wall. Martin felt discouraged. His vision of a self-

sustaining activist commune appeared naive and stupid. He considered the possibility they were 

trying to perform too much. Perhaps they should focus on organic farming and forget about 

social change activism, for now. That’s what they did. 

Martin and Carl felt disappointed the commune’s radical mission had failed. They began 

to wonder if they had attracted the wrong people and if they ought to break up the group and start 

over. Carl talked about their dilemma with Naomi. She lived in Media with her boyfriend, who 

was a police officer there, but remained connected to The Farm and took part in the discussions. 

She remained committed to nonviolent action and helped with farm work in exchange for food.  

Naomi gave birth to her first daughter Melanie in the spring of 1975. She had read about 

natural childbirth and had a midwife help with the birth. She also had her boyfriend Dave 

helping. He felt overwhelmed and out of place, but awed.  

Dave had never fallen in love with Naomi but he admired her. She was a strong, gorgeous 

woman and Dave was proud she belonged to him, although he would never have used the word 
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‘belonged’. They were a couple- equals, partners, and now, parents. He had not wanted Naomi to 

go ahead with the pregnancy. He worried about the child’s future. Dave was white, and mixed-

race children had a hard time growing up. They never knew where they ought to fit in.  

Dave fell in love with his daughter the first time he saw her. Naomi was too exhausted 

from giving birth to notice the sparkle in Dave’s eyes but the midwife did. She smiled as she 

handed the swaddled newborn to her father. He greeted his daughter in a soft, sweet voice. 

Melanie opened her eyes, looked into her daddy’s eyes, and Dave’s heart melted.  

Melanie was a strong, vocal, stubborn baby almost from birth. Naomi took her 

everywhere, sometimes even to work. She felt committed to making her daughter part of her life, 

and not isolating the baby from the adult world. Dave spent as much time with Melanie as 

possible but could not take her to work since he was a cop. He took her to the police station on 

his days off so he could show her off. The other officers always made a fuss over her but they 

felt sorry for Dave. They did not like that Naomi was a Black woman. Blacks and whites should 

not date or marry. Some felt sorry for Melanie. It was going to be hard for her to grow up as a 

mixed-race child. However, it was Dave’s problem, not theirs. No one talked about it. 
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Chapter 12 - Merry Christmas 

Martin Yerkes stood at the edge of the crowd in front of the Philadelphia Electric 

Company headquarters building at Twenty-third and Market Streets. Activists lay on the 

sidewalk in a die-in. Other protesters stood nearby and held signs that read ‘Stop Nuclear 

Power,’ ‘Stop Limerick,’ and ‘Resist Philadelphia Electric.’ He heard about the planned 

demonstration and ‘die-in’ from Quaker friends. A radical pacifist organization called Movement 

for a New Society decided to take on the Limerick issue with direct action and this was the first 

step in their campaign. Martin knew a little about their plans.  

He felt chagrin as he thought about the months of discussions at The Farm after they 

learned about Limerick. Several members of the commune felt disappointed when those 

conversations came to nothing. Some felt the lack of enthusiasm about taking radical action at 

Limerick was a failure. Martin realized they might not have failed. Maybe the time had not been 

right but now it was. These people from MNS seemed to know what they were doing. They had 

attracted many people, more than Martin and the others knew how to attract. He did not know 

how MNS did it but he was glad they did. At least something was happening. 

Most of the protesters seemed college-age or just slightly older. Martin looked around at 

others in the crowd and assumed the older people were PECO employees, plain-clothes police 

from Civil Affairs, or curious onlookers like him. He did not notice when an older man came up 

beside him. The man’s name was Bill Alderfer and he would have a great effect on Martin, Carl, 

Naomi, and the others at the Farm and beyond. 

“This is a great demonstration but these people are misguided,” the man said. Martin 

assumed he was a cop, PECO employee, or just someone who had come to mock the protesters.  

“What do you mean?” Martin asked without looking at the man. 

“I mean, these nukes are not the ones they should be worried about,” Bill explained. 

Martin felt he was being evasive. 

“What do you mean?” he asked, again. He felt like an idiot repeating himself. He was not 

sure he even wanted to talk to this stranger.  

“You ever hear of the Mark 12A?” 

“What’s that? Some kind of nuclear plant?” 

“It’s a re-entry vehicle.” 

“An RV? Aren’t they recreational vehicles?” Martin quipped, irritated by the man’s 

vagueness. Bill struggled with whether he should tell Martin more or shut up and walk away. He 

shared Martin’s suspicions about older people in the crowd being PECO security, cops, and 

maybe even the FBI. However, he also sensed Martin was there to support the protesters.  

“Re-entry refers to space,” Bill explained. 

“You mean, like NASA, the Space Race, stuff like that?” 

“Not exactly. That stuff was more or less science in space. These kinds of re-entry 

vehicles are… what’s the best way I can put this? Death in space.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Martin asked, turning to look at the man with 

whom he was speaking. Bill was a short, chubby guy who looked to be in his mid-fifties. He had 

a full head of white hair, a round face, intense eyes, and a soft, kindly voice. Bill struck Martin as 

someone who wouldn’t approach a perfect stranger and start spewing nonsense, although there 

were plenty of that kind of people downtown. Most of them just asked for a handout and then 

moved on. 
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“Have you heard of nuclear weapons?” Bill asked. 

“Well, I know what a Minuteman missile is.” 

“Good. Then you know it carries a nuclear warhead?” Bill replied. Martin nodded. “Well, 

did you know the newer missiles carry multiple warheads?” 

“I thought it was just one,” Martin replied. Bill shook his head. 

“Not for several years. They carry several, each aimed at a different target.” 

“How do they do that?” Martin asked. 

“It’s complicated.” 

“How do you know this?” 

“It’s part of my job at Allied Industries,” Bill replied. 

“They build bombs?” Martin asked. He didn’t know if he wanted to hear any more. This 

guy might be nuts. 

“Not exactly. But they do build some components.” 

“What components?” Martin asked, still irritated by Bill’s vagueness. 

“The re-entry vehicles protect the bombs when they re-enter the atmosphere.” 

“The bombs?” 

“Yeah, the W78 thermonuclear warhead that will be used on most of the Minuteman III 

ICBMs, along with the Mark-12A reentry vehicle,” Bill replied. Then he paused to take a breath. 

He looked around to be certain no one was listening and then went on. “Minuteman IIIs were 

initially deployed with the W62 warhead; the W78 will be deployed starting in December 1979 

onto 300 missiles, three warheads per missile.” 

The litany of alarming facts Bill spouted overwhelmed Martin. “Holy shit! You’re sure 

about all this?” he asked. Bill nodded grimly.  

Bill did not like knowing what he knew. He thought others should know it too, and had 

come to the demonstration hoping to find someone to talk to. Bill was questioning his job, 

career, and himself. He was a proud World War II vet and had always been happy to work to 

keep the United States safe and strong. He believed in peace through strength, until now.  

The weapons AI was building went far beyond ‘strength,’ however; they were insanity, 

and worried Bill. He had read enough to know the United States had changed its nuclear strategy 

from deterrence to first strike. The plan changed from preventing nuclear war to starting and 

winning a nuclear war with the Soviet Union. Bill was certain that was impossible and the world 

would end if the United States started a war. However, he did not know how to stop it until he 

met Martin. 

“Wait, why are you telling me all this?” Martin asked. 

“Because these kids shouldn’t be here. They should be at a building a few blocks from 

where we stand where the Mark12A was designed. It will eventually be manufactured at a 

facility in King of Prussia where I work.” 

“Wait- you mean they’re making nuclear bombs right here in Philadelphia?” 

“Not the bombs themselves, but parts of the weapons system that goes with them.” 

“Holy shit. Why the fuck doesn’t anybody talk about this?” Martin asked, using un-

Quakerly language. 

“Nobody cares. AI isn’t gonna advertise it. The people who work there don’t care. It’s 

just a job to them.” 

“But you work there and you care. Isn’t it just a job to you?” 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thermonuclear_bomb
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/LGM-30_Minuteman
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Reentry_vehicle
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/W62
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“It was but it’s not anymore. I’m worried. I think somebody should do something about 

this,” Bill replied. 

“I think you’re right. Say, could you come and talk to my group?” 

“Your group?” 

“We live in a commune near West Chester. Well, most of us live there. A few live 

elsewhere,” Martin explained as he watched Bill’s face to see if the word ‘commune’ had put 

him off. It hadn’t. “So, could you come to meet with us? I think the others need to hear what 

you’ve just told me.” 

“Sure. I’d be glad to.” 

“You wouldn’t get in trouble at AI?” Martin asked, astonished that he’d met Bill. 

“I don’t care. My days at AI might be ending anyway.” 

  

Bill visited The Farm and told the group all he knew. He urged them to verify what he 

told them if they could. There was little independent information available. He provided them 

with research done by other groups including one run by the Berrigan brothers. They had raided 

a draft board and burned files in 1968. Martin had heard of the Berrigans but did not know much 

about them. He did some research at the college library. His reading led him to look at the 

writings of Martin Luther King and Mohandas K. Gandhi. What he discovered made him doubt 

his integrity as a historian. He chastised himself for his ignorance. Martin had never even studied 

two of the most important men of the Twentieth Century. It never occurred to him that he also 

hadn’t studied any of the important women, either. That revelation would come much later. 

  

Sunday, December 24, 1978, started as a quiet and normal weekend morning at The 

Farm. Carl, Martin, and the others dutifully did their daily chores. They collected the eggs from 

the chicken coops, replenished food and water for all the animals, cut firewood for the next 

week, and, because the temperature was only in the mid-30s, turned their compost pile.  

Around two pm all six people piled into two old cars and drove away from the farm. 

They picked up Naomi and a friend in Media. The drive into Philadelphia was long but 

uneventful. They pulled up in front of the Allied Industries Re-Entry Systems Division around 

three-thirty. By then the temperature had warmed into the 40s but there was no sun and a threat 

of drizzle.  

Their 4 pm demonstration was announced widely. It was listed as a holiday event in the 

Friday calendars of the local Philadelphia newspapers. Carl, Martin, Naomi, and the others 

hoped for a sizable turnout but prepared for the possibility they would be the only protesters. It 

was Christmas Eve. People had better things to do than attend demonstrations. 

The group decided they ought to connect the holiday sense of peace, joy, hope, and 

celebration to the horrific weapons that, if ever used, would wipe out all life on earth. They had 

discussed possible actions after they processed the information Bill Alderfer gave them. “You 

can’t have peace on earth and goodwill toward men if your country is planning to kill everyone 

on the planet,” Naomi explained. ‘Jesus brought joy to the world,’ the handout she prepared said. 

‘But Allied Industries only brings death,’ it went on. Perhaps the monstrous work that was 

happening in their city would alarm and outrage people. The group hoped Philadelphians would 

be interested. It was worth a try. 

 Christmas was almost a global holiday. Martin was a Quaker and not a Christian, and did 

not understand its symbolic meaning. Naomi was raised Baptist although she no longer attended 
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any church. She understood the world as a place of struggle between good and evil, a struggle for 

the hearts and minds of people. She, along with the others, had explained it all to Martin.  

Now, they stood in front of the AI building on Christmas Eve to make that point. The 

products created by the Re-Entry Systems Division denied the hope, promise, and joy of Christ’s 

birth. 

They had already committed themselves to non-violence and studied the writings of 

Martin Luther King, who was a minister. His words excited them. They also studied Gandhi, 

who practiced a different religion (although he said Christ inspired him) but also wrote 

eloquently about the sanctity of all life.  

The decision to protest on Christmas Eve was also a practical one. They thought they 

might attract holiday media coverage. Just one report on TV, radio, or in newspapers could get 

their message out when people were least expecting it and might be most open to what they 

wanted to say. It was simple. AI- despite its well-known advertising slogan, “AI brings good 

things to life”- actually manufactured death. Since Christmas was a celebration of life, why not 

go to a place that manufactured death and show people the stark contrast? Maybe it would wake 

people up. 

The security guards had expected an uneventful shift. They sat behind the counter inside 

the lobby and did not notice the people gathered on the sidewalk outside. It was Christmas Eve. 

No one was working, the building was locked, and the guards had an ample supply of Christmas 

cookies to get them through the afternoon and evening. They wished for eggnog but did not want 

to risk drinking alcohol on the job. Each of the guards secretly hoped one of his comrades had 

snuck in some eggnog to share just before their shift ended at midnight. 

The demonstration seemed more impressive as soon as the protesters unfurled their new 

banner at the bottom of the steps. ‘Allied Industries - providers of Weapons of Mass 

Destruction,’ it read. Last-minute shoppers leaving the downtown shopping district drove by in 

cars or rode past in buses. Some walked by as well. The protesters were ready for anyone who 

approached. Their small flier explained why they were there. Some people took the fliers but 

others refused them. Many ignored the protesters and hurried by. The group smiled and wished 

everyone Merry Christmas. It was a jovial, pleasant atmosphere, despite the late afternoon 

dampness.  

Their Christmas present arrived after four when several people walked toward the group, 

greeted them, and asked if they could join. The Farm folks felt stunned. Somebody else cares, 

Martin thought. Maybe this is where we should be right now. He had not doubted the necessity of 

going to the AI facility but wondered if the trek from rural Chester County would be worth it. 

Now he knew it was. 

Bill Alderfer arrived around four-fifteen. Everyone from The Farm already knew him. 

Martin worried someone inside would recognize him. Bill said he didn’t care if they did. 

The crowd had grown to twenty-five by five pm. Martin asked Carl and Naomi to hand 

out candles and they lit them for everyone. Martin had borrowed an old bullhorn from the 

college. He loudly greeted everyone.  

The security guards heard Martin’s voice booming outside. They looked at each other. 

Then one finished chewing his cookie, got up, and walked toward the glass doors. When he 

looked out, he saw a crowd of people standing at the building entrance, and wondered what the 

fuck was happening on fucking Christmas Eve! They thought they should alert their supervisor 
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who was on vacation in Florida or call the building manager but he was away as well. They 

decided to call the head of security at the King of Prussia complex.  

“They’re doing what?” the Security Head asked. 

“Holding candles, signs, and they got a bullhorn.” 

“Are these assholes from Limerick?” 

“Don’t know. Want me to ask them?” 

“Hell, no. Ignore them. Maybe they’ll just go away. Don’t they know it’s Christmas Eve? 

Jesus, some people got no sense. Why can’t they just leave us alone?” 

The guards rechecked the door locks. A couple of people noticed them and waved. 

Martin turned when he saw them waving, smiled at the guards, and wished them Merry 

Christmas through the bullhorn. Larry, the younger guard, wanted to flash Martin the finger, but 

Jeff, the older guard, told him to cool it. He had worked security at a few demonstrations and felt 

it was best to ignore ‘those people.’ Ozzie, the third guard, was in the bathroom. The two guards 

went back to their desks and sat down. They reached for the cookies and tried to forget about the 

protesters freezing their asses off outside. 

A police car drove by a few minutes into the little Christmas service Martin had prepared. 

He thought the guards had called the cops. He was ready to remind the police the protesters were 

on public property and had a right to be there. The car drove right by them. The cops did not 

even look at the protesters. Martin went on with his service. After they croaked out a few 

Christmas carols in the cold dusk, Martin wished everyone Merry Christmas. Several people 

hugged each other, probably hoping to get warm. Then everyone left. 

Martin felt so stiff he worried he wouldn’t be able to drive. They could not get the heat 

going fast enough in the cars. Martin felt a glow as he headed out of the city and suspected the 

others felt it too. They had done it. It was something small, awkward, and abrupt, but they had 

pulled it off. They found their issue. They were going to save the world from nuclear weapons. 

Non-violently, of course. 

Martin felt as if something had truly been born. Not the baby Jesus swaddled in a manger, 

two thousand years ago. But today, this year, in this modern, frightening world where people 

went about their lives unaware of the horrific weapons manufactured in their midst. The little 

band of protesters were going to wake them up. They had to. It was either that or annihilation. 

Merry Christmas! Martin thought. For the first time in his life, he felt the holiday spirit 

people talked about but he’d never understood. As he drove home, he wondered what name they 

should choose for the group. 
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Chapter 13 - Eirene 

The group discussed and evaluated their little, hastily-organized demonstration on 

Christmas Day and agreed it had been an unqualified success. They had found their purpose and 

decided there would be more protests. All they needed was a name for the group. No one 

suggested anything that everyone liked. By the end of the meeting, their elation about the 

successful witness dissolved into doubt. If they couldn’t even agree on a name, what hope did 

they have to save the world from the horror of nuclear weapons? Everyone went to sleep 

disappointed. 

Martin had a dream in which the name Eirene kept repeating. He recalled nothing about 

the dream except the name after he awoke but had no idea what the word meant. Although his 

college was on a holiday break, Martin knew the library remained open and he went there to 

research the strange word. He found it in a large dictionary, then looked it up in an encyclopedia. 

When he finished reading, he felt no doubt. In his mind, the Eirene Community was born. Now, 

all he had to do was convince the others the name was right. Martin suspected it wouldn’t be 

easy. Eirene was an obscure Greek goddess. Who would know about her? Who would care? He 

did what all academics do, and prepared a ‘fact sheet’ for discussion. 

Eirene The Greek Peace Goddess 

Areas of Influence: Eirene was the Greek peace Goddess. She is also the patroness of 

wealth and prosperity. This is because in times of peace people have the opportunity to plow the 

fields and make and sell goods and services. War only breeds famine and destruction.  

Her name can also be spelled Irene and Irini. Hesiod uses the epithet Hora Thallo which 

means “green shoot” to describe her. This links her to the springtime when military campaigns 

were often planned and her calming nature was most needed. 

She was one of the three Horae who are the maintainers of law and order that a stable 

society depends upon. They were also the Goddesses of the seasons and the natural divisions of 

time. In the Iliad, the Horae are also described as the guardians of the gates to Olympus. For this 

reason, she is also considered a Goddess of entrance ways. 

Origins and Genealogy: The Greek Goddess of peace was the daughter of Zeus and 

Themis. She had two sisters Eunomia (order) and Dike (Justice) who were the other two 

members of the Horae. 

Strengths: A peacemaker and an excellent balance to the other Greek Gods and 

Goddesses whose infidelities and jealousy often caused war and disagreements. 

Weaknesses: As a personification of peace and wealth, she has no other distinctive 

personality traits. 

Symbolism: Often shown as a young woman holding an olive branch or Hermes’s staff. 

She wore ears of corn that represented wealth and prosperity. In one statue by Kephisodotos she 

is shown holding the infant Ploutus (Wealth). 

Sacred Animal/Bird/Plant: Corn and the olive tree.  

Roman Equivalent: Pax. 

Eirene's Archetype 

The Diplomat/Peacemaker 
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The Diplomat Archetype can mediate between different groups, as they can quickly 

assess the situation, understanding both sides’ points of view. Helping them to find a middle 

ground upon which they can both agree. 

The Shadow Diplomat manipulates both sides to achieve their own personal agenda. 

This is the most fitting Archetype for the Greek Peace Goddess as it is through successful 

diplomacy that conflicts can be resolved and wars averted. 

 

Martin’s ‘fact sheet’ did not help much. A couple of people felt the proposed name was 

meaningless and would make them look like idiots. Someone felt it was too religious, someone 

else felt that it was not religious enough. Why not use a famous name like Martin Luther King or 

Gandhi? Why not include the word ‘Peace’ just for added emphasis? No, others argued. It meant 

the same as ‘Eirene.’ Why call it the ‘peace’ ‘peace’ community? Why include ‘community’? It 

was just a generic word. Did it add anything? They finally agreed the name was unique enough 

to grant them identity. They needed it to conduct a campaign distinct from other protests in the 

region. Finally, everyone agreed. Eirene had worked her magic. 

  

Samuel Berger’s secretary interrupted his reading late one morning when he was not in 

court but researching a case before him. “Your honor, it’s Judge Weinstein on the phone,” she 

said. Judge Berger stopped reading, paused to remove his glasses and rub his eyes, and picked up 

the receiver. 

“Danny?” 

“Sam! How are you? Long time no hear.” Daniel Weinstein was in the Philadelphia 

Municipal Court. The judges had been friends since law school at Temple decades ago. 

“I’m good, Danny. How are you?” 

“Great. How’s life out there in the boondocks?” 

“Danny, you know we’re only about fifteen miles apart.” 

“Yeah, I know, but you’re in another world, Sam. I bet you got no idea what a real court 

is like. Most of your cases are probably traffic scofflaws, drunk and disorderly, the occasional 

domestic, and maybe some juvenile delinquents once in a while,” Judge Weinstein joked. 

“Yeah, well, you’re just jealous,” Judge Berger retorted. Weinstein laughed. 

“Listen, Sam, I wanted you to know your boy was in my courtroom last week.” 

“Carl? He and I don’t talk much. I guess he’s thinking of finally finishing school and 

going to law school like I wanted him to do. Thanks for telling me.” 

“No, Sam, he wasn’t an observer in my courtroom. He was a defendant.” 

“What? What did he do?” 

“He and a bunch of other people chained themselves to a door at an Allied Industries 

facility on Chestnut Street. It was some kind of protest. The police busted them and they ended 

up before me.” 

“What the fuck? I had no idea. He and I don’t have much contact. Lucy talks to him.” 

“I went easy on them. If they just pay their fines, I can make the records go away, so Carl 

could get into law school if he wanted to.” 

“Thanks, Danny. I owe you one.” 

“No problem. I’m sure you’d do the same thing if it was one of my kids.” 

“How is your family?” 
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“They’re all great. No lawyers, or cops, though. But they all have good jobs and they’ve 

started families of their own.” 

“So are you a grandfather yet?” 

“Almost. Soon, I hope. I’m gettin’ old and I’d like to see what it’s like to have grandkids 

before I’m too old to enjoy them.” 

“Come on, Danny, you got a lot of good years left in you.” 

“That’s not what my wife says,” Danny joked. They both laughed. 

“How is Alice?” 

“Great, as always. She says hello. How’s Lucy?” 

Judge Berger didn’t reply immediately. He thought about his wife and then realized 

something. “You know, Danny, I don’t know how she is. We don’t talk much.” 

“Well, maybe we should all get together sometime.” 

“Yeah. You ever come out to the boonies?” 

“You ever come to the big city? It’s changed since we were in school here.” 

“I know. I do read the papers, Danny.” 

“I’m glad you try to keep up. I gotta go, Sam. Nice talking to you.” 

“I appreciate you’re letting me know about Carl. He and I will have a little chat.” 

“Don’t be too hard on the boy.” 

“He’s not a kid anymore. This isn’t a high school prank. This shit is serious.” 

“It is, Sam. That’s why I called you. I’ve done what I can. The rest is up to you. Take 

care.” 

“Goodbye, Danny. And, thanks, again.”  

Judge Berger hung up the phone and stared out the window. He felt grateful there had 

been no publicity about Carl’s arrest. Media was a small town in a small county. It had been 

staunchly Republican for over one hundred years. Certain behaviors were expected, others not 

tolerated. One was that a Judge’s son would never run afoul of the law. 

Carl had been living on The Farm for two years. Judge Berger had never been there. He 

rarely even saw his son. Lucy kept in touch with Carl but the judge did not know what they 

talked about. He wondered if she knew what Carl had done. Probably not. Even if she had, his 

wife probably would not have told him.  

Lucy always had a soft spot for their son. She did not dote on him, but Carl was their 

only child. She wanted more children but the judge did not and his preference prevailed. Lucy 

involved herself in Carl’s school as soon as he started kindergarten. She volunteered, ran the 

PTA, and organized many other activities throughout his school career. She was the mom all the 

other moms counted on to get things done. Lucy was proud of that fact and proud of her son. 

The judge wanted to go home, tell his wife what Carl had done, and ask if she was still 

proud of her son. He did not know what her answer would be. Lucy had changed over the years 

since Carl graduated high school and moved away from home. Carl had been the focal point of 

her life and she missed him.  

She took care of her husband but he was never her focal point. She loved Sam, but in a 

distant, respectful way. The passion had gone out of their marriage almost as soon as Judge 

Berger was appointed and began to serve. He became extremely busy, had little time for her or 

Carl, and often worked nights and weekends. He tried to remain in touch with Carl but never 

made Carl feel he was proud of him. It was not until Carl announced he was thinking of going to 

law school and becoming a judge that Sam began to feel proud of his son.  
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What the judge did not know was that Carl was thinking about careers in an abstract 

sense and had no idea what he wanted to do with his life. However, from the moment Carl 

mentioned law school, Judge Berger felt determined to make every effort to give his son 

whatever he needed to achieve his goal. Problem was, it was not a goal, merely a thought. It 

passed as soon as Carl started as a freshman at Temple.  

Carl never told the judge his feelings had changed. He spent two years, enjoyed his 

studies, got nearly perfect grades, and looked forward to the day he would finally choose a 

major, no matter what it turned out to be. That did not happen. He never even got close to 

choosing a major. He chose a change of lifestyle instead. He went from university student to 

farm boy seemingly overnight, without telling his parents.  

Carl finished his sophomore year. Instead of coming home for the summer as he had 

before, he announced he would be moving in with some friends on a farm in Chester County. He 

never told his parents he would not be going back to Temple in the fall. The way they found out 

something had changed was when no bill from the university showed up. His mother asked if he 

forgot to register. Carl told her he had not forgotten. He was just not going back. That was all he 

said. She did not press him. 

The judge spent his time deciding about other people’s lives but did not know what to do 

about his son. He did not even know how to discuss the dilemma with his wife. All the insight 

into human nature he had gained from his years on the bench turned out to be useless. However, 

he would not allow himself to think he had somehow failed. He assumed it was the boy’s fault, 

or maybe his wife’s fault. Lucy read his feelings and assured him Carl was just going through a 

‘phase,’ and would eventually find his way forward. She did not tell her husband she was even 

more worried about Carl than the judge was. She feared, despite her devotion to Carl while he 

was growing up, that she had lost him. Lucy felt isolated and alone. There was no one she could 

talk to. 

  

Naomi joined in the protests at Allied Industries but avoided arrest because she worried 

an arrest record could affect her job. She went to the Philadelphia police station with the people 

who were arrested and waited as Martin and the others were processed. One day, as she waited, 

Naomi felt torn as the afternoon dragged on. She needed to pick up Melanie at the babysitter’s 

but did not want to abandon her friends still in custody. She called David, told him she was 

delayed (but did not tell him why), and asked him to pick up Melanie on his way home from 

work. 

She arrived home after eight pm exhausted but energized by the events of the day. David 

knew she took the day off to ‘go into the city,’ but did not know why she went. She fussed over 

Melanie, ate a late dinner, and watched a sitcom on TV. David felt she was avoiding him. Naomi 

put Melanie down for the night after reading her a story and went into the bedroom without 

telling David goodnight. He heard her moving around in the room, wondered what was going on, 

and went to ask her. 

“So, how was your day?” He knew she felt tired and did not want her to feel he was 

checking up on her. 

“It was good,” she replied tersely. He waited for more. She sensed his curiosity. “It was 

interesting. I went to the police station and then to the hearing.” 

“What?” David asked, puzzled and alarmed. “What did you do?” He began to realize her 

trip to the city had nothing to do with to her job. Nor had she taken the day off to go shopping. It 
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might have something to do with her friends at that farm in Chester County. “Was that guy 

Martin there?” 

“Yeah, and a whole bunch of other people. It was a good witness.” 

“So… about that police station you mentioned?” 

“Oh, right. Some of us chained ourselves to block the doors and shut down the facility.” 

“You did what?” he asked, aghast. 

“I didn’t. Some of the others did. It was part of the protest. They stayed there for a long 

time but then got arrested and taken away. Some of us went with them so we could keep an eye 

on what was happening.” 

“So that’s what you’ve been doing all this time?” David asked. He did not know whether 

to believe Naomi. She never gave him a reason to suspect she had another man in her life but he 

wondered if that was what was going on. He did not know how he felt about his suspicion. She 

nodded. 

“Yeah. It took hours. They didn’t seem to know what to do with us.” 

“Us? You mean them but not you, right?” 

“Right, David. I was just sort of an observer.” 

“And what did you observe?” 

“The gears of justice grind slowly…,” she replied, smirking. She hoped her wry comment 

would deflect any added questions. 

“So, let me get this right, you spent all this time with a bunch of lawbreakers?” 

“I guess you could call them that, although we have a new name, now. We call ourselves 

the Eirene Community.”   

“I don’t care what they’re called, Naomi. They broke the law.” He tried not to sound as if 

he was lecturing a child. 

“Well, yeah, but we did it for a reason.” 

“What reason?” David asked. 

“Civil disobedience is a form of protest. You know, like Martin Luther King used to do.” 

“That was years ago, and he had a good reason. And those protesters got attacked with 

dogs, water cannons, and nightsticks.” 

“I know. It was brutal. We just got arrested and hauled away.” 

“We? Is there something you’re still not telling me?” 

“No. I didn’t do it. But I was part of it and will be again. And maybe someday I’ll do it, 

too.” 

“I can’t let you do that, Naomi,” David replied, coldly. 

“Why not?” 

“You have to ask me that? Isn’t it obvious why not?” 

“Oh, you’re concerned about Melanie, aren’t you? Don’t worry; I’ll always make sure 

she’s taken care of.” Melanie was not David’s first concern. His job was. 

“I know that.” 

“So what’s the problem?” she asked. David did not reply. It took Naomi a moment to 

understand what the problem was. “Oh, I’m the problem. My getting arrested would make you 

look bad at work, wouldn’t it?” David still did not reply. She knew she was right. Everything in 

their liaison changed suddenly. 

“David, I’m doing this for our daughter, for me, even for you. For everyone, really.” 

“Not for me, you’re not. I don’t want any part of it.” 
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“Then I guess you don’t want any part of me anymore, do you?” She had not intended her 

comment to sound like an ultimatum but it did. David did not reply. He looked at her and wanted 

to reach out to touch her but was afraid she would push his hand away. Then he realized their 

touching days were over.  

David wanted to argue this out but already knew where their argument would end. He 

also wanted to ask her to choose between her radical friends and him but already knew what her 

choice would be. He accepted the unavoidable, went to their closet, took out a gym bag, stuffed 

it with socks and underwear, grabbed his other uniform, and walked out of Naomi’s life forever. 

David did not even stop to look at their daughter. Melanie no longer belonged to him; she 

belonged only to Naomi.  

Naomi had not anticipated his reaction and wondered if she ought to stop him. However, 

she knew they did not love each other and stayed together solely for Melanie. Perhaps their 

daughter would be better off with one parent instead of two. Naomi would have the freedom to 

leave Media now. She could move to the farm, commute from there to her job, or maybe get a 

similar job in Chester County, and not have to come to Media at all. Her friends at the farm all 

knew Melanie, liked the child, and would be available to take care of her. Several had already 

offered. Naomi felt relieved David had chosen to leave. She knew what she would have told him 

if he asked her to choose between him and her radical friends. This way he could salvage some 

pride. That was all he had left. 
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Chapter 14 - Back to the Brink 

 

The headline on the flier read Twenty-five Years Later and We’re Back to the Brink. It 

referred to the October 1962 Cuban Missile crisis and announced the planned protest around the 

anniversary in October 1987. Babette sat with several other Eirene members folding fliers, taping 

them closed, labeling them, and stamping them for mailing. She took one home and read it after 

the children were asleep. Gregory was out teaching a night course. 

For thirteen days - from October 14 - 27, 1962 - humanity was on the brink of nuclear 

war. For the first seven days of the crisis, it was kept secret from the public. On October 24, 

1962, the U. S. set up a military blockade of Cuba and the nuclear arsenals were poised to strike. 

Fortunately, Soviet Premier Khrushchev backed down and nuclear war was averted. The Cuban 

Missile Crisis, however, precipitated a runaway arms race and the push for nuclear superiority 

including developing first-strike nuclear weapons. 

Now, as then, nuclear war will be caused by the preparations for it. 

 

What she read shocked Babette. Although she lived through it, she somehow knew 

nothing about the Cuban Missile Crisis. She tried to recall her household. Her parents read the 

newspapers and sometimes watched the news but never talked about it at dinner. Had they just 

kept it from her and her brother John? He was several years younger than she was and talk of 

war would likely have terrified him. They must have assumed she was hearing about it in school 

so they did not have to discuss it at home. But no one at school mentioned it. How could I have 

missed it? she thought. We were so close to the end of the world, and I didn’t even know! Babette 

wondered what else she had missed. 

She mentioned it to Gregory the next night when they were alone after dinner. The kids 

were playing quietly in the next room. “Yeah, I remember it. I’ve studied it a little, too,” Gregory 

said. “Why do you mention it?” Babette did not want to admit she just heard of it for the first 

time, so she told him about the protest. He read the flier and seemed interested.  

“It’s on a Saturday? We could both go. Can we get a sitter?” Then read further. “Oh, 

there’s civil disobedience. Are you doing it?” he asked. Babette had not decided. She made a 

promise to herself that she would do civil disobedience when she felt compelled to do it and not 

just every time it was available. She did not want it to become a habit. She wanted it to be a 

statement. Therefore, she listened to ideas put forth for scenarios and looked for unique ways to 

protest that would dramatize the effort they were making to raise awareness of the issue and the 

need for action. Babette did not know what Martin, Carl, and the others were planning. Until she 

knew, she would not decide.   

“Great,” she replied. “I will definitely get a sitter. I’d like it if you came.” Gregory 

noticed she had not answered his question about civil disobedience but he let it go. They could 

talk about it later. 

 In the three years since she joined Eirene, Babette discovered the truth about the world 

she lived in. She learned about the dire social problems of the 1980s- homelessness, AIDS, 

colonial wars in Central America, racism, etc.- at the Eirene potluck programs she attended. 

Every month a guest speaker talked about an issue or problem they were working on. The talks 

were never intentionally depressing or alarmist. There were many activists like the Eirene folks 

working in many areas of social change. It was obvious, from their conduct and good nature that 

they got as much out of their work as they put into it. She often heard the deep satisfaction in the 
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speakers’ voices as they described the campaigns they organized or situations they were familiar 

with. There was a comradery among people deeply committed to social change. It was sort of an 

awakening for her. She felt empowered by their actions and became more confident in her own, 

but her self-confidence never lasted.  

Babette often doubted her single actions impacted the world and realized she was back 

where she started, in a sense. She became an activist after the election of 1984 when Ronald 

Reagan was reelected. Before the election, Babette believed the nation could never re-elect such 

an evil man as president, but the nation did. She decided her vote meant nothing and she had to 

do more to change the world. The cynical phrase, ‘If voting could really change anything, it 

would be illegal,’ resonated with her. So she took action. Early in 1985, she went to a 

demonstration, met Carl, and joined Eirene. Three years later, she wondered if her activism had 

changed anything. Maybe it was hopeless.  

Babette started to wonder if she should do more, such as take part in a Plowshares action. 

She wondered if she felt called to do it and then realized ‘calling’ implied that she had developed 

some sort of religious sensibility she until now was unaware of. Babette wondered if being part 

of Eirene had ‘infected’ her with religiosity, even though the group was not overtly religious. 

She talked to Martin, who was a Quaker. He understood her dilemma and invited her to visit his 

Quaker meeting where she might explore her feelings and find answers to her uneasiness. 

Meanwhile, she had family and a job to attend to and struggled not to allow her dilemma 

to affect her work, her children, or her relationship with Gregory. She loved her family. Her 

feelings for Gregory had deepened. She realized she only liked him before. They were 

compatible and companionable but never passionately, head-over-heels in love with each other. 

They weren’t now, either, but she realized how reliable and kind he had been and how great he 

was with their kids. She started to see him in a new way. They were not married but she began to 

wonder if they should be. 

Gregory also started to see Babette in a new way and worried her activism was a threat to 

the well-being of their family. He and the children went with her to a Hiroshima demonstration 

in August of 1988. She got arrested. They did not tell Nicholas what was going to happen. He 

misunderstood when he saw the police taking his mommy away. Afraid he would never see her 

again, Nicholas freaked out. He did not calm down even after Babette came home safe and 

sound. She explained that she knew she would be back, and did it because she loved him and his 

sister, but he was too young to understand. He felt abandoned, not loved. This troubled Babette, 

and made her question her actions. She worried Gregory felt the same way but would not tell her. 

Babette felt pulled in different directions, but not toward any sort of ‘brink.’ There was 

no big crisis- just many little conflicts. Everything seemed more complicated. She did not know 

what she felt, what she should or should not do, or why she was doing anything. She became 

taciturn, withdrawn, and moody. Gregory wondered if she was pregnant again. He also worried 

that, if she was not, something else was going on with her, something worse. 

 “Look, I’ve never asked you this, before- because I never felt I had a reason to. But, the 

way you’ve been acting lately makes me wonder,” Gregory said. It was late on Saturday night. 

The kids had been asleep for hours. Babette and Gregory puttered around their apartment. They 

straightened up the children’s clutter, clearing up diner dishes, and checking the pantry and 

refrigerator to find out what they should buy on their next trip to the Acme market. Neither 

seemed ready to retire for the night. 

“The way I’ve been acting?” she interrupted him. 



76 

 

“You seem withdrawn and moody. You seem impatient with the kids. Is something 

wrong?” Gregory hoped she would tell him what was ‘wrong’ was that she was pregnant again. 

That would have been okay. 

“What could be wrong?” He did not know if she was being evasive or clueless. Surely, 

she was aware of changes in her behavior. 

“Okay, I’ll just come out and ask- are you pregnant again?” Babette’s eyes widened and 

she smiled, broadly. 

“Pregnant! That’s what you thought? God, no!” 

“Because that would be great,” he added hurriedly, hoping she would not feel angry with 

him for his suggestion. She was not. 

“Um, how have I been acting?” 

“Well, you seem distant, withdrawn, irritable, sometimes. You don’t seem to interact 

with the kids the way you used to.” 

“You mean I’m not the nice Babette you’re used to?” she asked, combatively. Gregory 

feared he had just started an argument. It was not what he intended. 

“I didn’t mean it that way. Actually, I was also wondering if you’re mad at me for some 

reason.” That was not really what Gregory thought was wrong. If she was not pregnant, the only 

other possibility (Gregory thought) was that she was having an affair with someone from Eirene, 

someone she met at a protest, or someone at work. Babette read the concern in his voice and 

knew immediately what he thought. 

“That’s not what you really wanted to ask me, is it?” 

“No,” he replied and then paused to take a deep breath. He would have to ask. It was now 

or never. He steeled himself. “Are you seeing someone else? Because if you are, I need to know 

where we- the kids and I- stand.” 

“No. Absolutely not! I wouldn’t do that to you or the kids. I love all three of you- more 

now than ever before.” Babette paused and noticed the relieved expression on Gregory’s face. 

“You probably thought I was having an affair with someone in Eirene, didn’t you?” she asked. 

Gregory nodded sheepishly. “Everyone knows I’m with you. They’ve met Nicholas. If I tried to 

have an affair I’m sure someone would sit me down and tell me what I was doing was wrong. 

They’re not prudish or anything. People have hooked up from time to time, but not me. Never 

me.” 

“I… I… don’t know what to say. You must think I’m an idiot. I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. You’re not an idiot. The problem isn’t you or the kids. It’s me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I’ve learned a lot these past three years- a lot about the world, and a lot about myself. 

There’s a lot of hurt out there. Massive hurt, and it seems to be getting worse instead of better. 

I’ve tried to do something about it, but I’ve come to understand my efforts are futile-.” 

“I don’t agree.” 

“You don’t?” Babette replied, surprised. 

“No. I think what you’ve been doing is awesome. You can’t solve big problems 

overnight. I’m a historian. I know how long it takes to change anything. While you’ve been 

doing your activism, I’ve been reading and studying more about social activism from the past.” 

“You have? Why?” 

“In order to understand what you’re doing and put it in some sort of context I could 

understand.” 
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“What didn’t you understand?” 

“Well, remember when you first got arrested?” Gregory asked. 

“Before… or after?” She recalled the incredible sex they had after she came home that 

day. He grinned. 

“Before. I was a wreck. You remember how Nicholas was on Hiroshima day?” 

“Screaming and crying?” 

“Yeah. That’s what I felt like doing. I was afraid I would never see you again. Babette, I 

love you. I don’t want to lose you, and always want to be with you. The thought you might be 

taken away to jail… well, that was overwhelming.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. I admire you. I’m behind you and always will be. When you’re out there 

doing civil disobedience, I want you to feel I’m right there next to you. The kids might not 

understand what it’s all about, but someday they’ll appreciate what their mom is doing. I 

appreciate it now. It scares me, but I know it’s got to be done and I admire you for doing it.”  

Babette felt stunned. She had also felt mild tension between them in the three years since 

she became active with Eirene. Gregory seemed cool and distant whenever she went to a meeting 

or demonstration. She thought he wanted to plead with her not to leave him or the children, but 

was afraid she would be angry and perhaps leave. He kept his mouth shut. Even when she 

returned safely, he seemed distant for a day or two. She assumed he would get over his unease 

and he did until the next time. 

Babette realized her zeal to commit herself to nonviolent action had a high price in 

possible impact on her family. She thought she was in the process of finding herself and finding 

her place in the world, a world that needed her, that needed people to stand up and fight for what 

was right. Nevertheless, such fights had a cost.  

Sometimes people lost family and friends along the way. Carl was estranged from his 

father because of what he did. Naomi lost David just because she went to the police station with 

the people who got arrested. Babette realized how lucky she was that nothing like that had 

happened to her. She resolved not to let it happen and to fight against it happening. She engaged 

in protest because she wanted to change the world and make it a better place for her children and 

all children. Doing what she did should not cost her family. It was meant to support her family 

and all families.  

She finally understood why Eirene went to Allied Industries at Christmas and celebrated 

the birth of Jesus. It was not the Savior they celebrated but the simple humanity of family that 

was the essence of the Christmas story. It was all contained in the first reading she ever did, the 

one by Thomas Merton. It began, “Into this world, this demented inn…” Father, Mother, infant 

child. They were the core of human society and the center of Babette’s life. It was all connected. 

The insight shook her. She trembled. It was the second time she felt the presence of God 

and God’s peace. The first was on the hillside at AI when she committed civil disobedience on 

Good Friday. That feeling of God’s presence had been a mystery to her. Why had she thought of 

it as God’s presence? It could have been anything.  

She never thought about God. The Eirene folks sometimes talked about God but only in 

personal terms when they were self-reflective. Yet it was God she thought she felt on that 

hillside. Now she felt God again, possibly because she understood for the first time what their 

efforts meant, what they were all about- not fighting, struggle, conflict, power, and 

powerlessness- but connection, humanity, goodness, and love.  
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Babette had studied nonviolence along with the others but only just now understood the 

roots of nonviolence. Those roots were not in some abstract theory, arcane philosophy, or 

obscure religion. They were not doing nonviolence because it was the Right Thing to Do. It was 

the only thing to do. No God or powerful prophet handed down nonviolence from on high. She 

understood why Martin referred to nonviolence not as just a tactic in a struggle but a way of life. 

He always told them, “The ends and the means are the same.” Now she understood what he 

meant. It was all about life.  

She also understood why that AI slogan was so ridiculous. Allied Industries did not 

‘bring good things to life.’ They brought death to all good things. She, along with Eirene, was 

trying to stop them from doing that, stop them from preparing to end the world.  

Her final insight was that Martin, Carl, Naomi, and the others were wrong. The world 

was not ‘back to the brink,’ like it said on the Eirene mailer she helped label, fold, and stamp. 

The world never left the brink. It had been at that brink her entire life and would remain there 

unless she, along with Eirene and other similar groups could stop what was happening. 

Babette realized why she felt the presence of God. God was not a belief. Faith was not 

the point. Action was. She recalled one of the more religious potlucks when a radical catholic 

priest came to talk to them about theological matters. He pointed out that the name ‘Immanuel’ 

meant ‘God with us.’ Martin, Carl, Naomi, and the others all took great pains to be certain God 

was in all the actions Eirene took. It started with the Nonviolence Discipline she first read at the 

training, to exhaustive details that occupied everyone as they planned every action or event. She 

thought of something Martin often reminded them. It was a Quaker saying attributed to George 

Fox. There is ‘that of God in everyone.’ That was all she recalled of Fox’s much longer 

statement.  

When she later asked Martin, he quoted it in its entirety. “Be patterns, be examples in all 

countries, places, islands, nations wherever you come; that your carriage and life may preach 

among all sorts of people, and to them; then you will come to walk cheerfully over the world, 

answering that of God in everyone; whereby in them you may be a blessing, and make the 

witness of God in them to bless you.” 

Babette was not certain how much ‘blessing’ she could do. She felt she was not qualified 

to bless anyone. Nor was it her intention to ‘preach.’ She felt skeptical of preaching because it 

often seemed to do more harm than good. Perhaps Eirene preached through its actions, she 

thought, and since she was part of those actions maybe she preached as well. But not in words.  

She recalled something that the Franciscan priest shared in his talk at the potluck. It was a 

quote popularly attributed to St. Francis of Assisi. “Preach the Gospel at all times. And if 

necessary, use words.” 

Suddenly, Babette felt as if she was in the company of preachers, teachers, and prophets 

who changed the world and made it a better place. She had never thought about these people 

before. Babette always avoided religion in all its forms. She was afraid of it and the way it 

twisted people’s lives and tormented those around them.  

Maybe that was why Gregory had been so cautious and skeptical about her involvement 

in Eirene when she began. He thought it might be a cult that would brainwash Babette. She 

would leave her family and do some awful thing for salvation, or whatever it was the cult 

believed. Now that he knew what she believed, he felt okay. She believed in him, their children, 

their life together, and making the world a better place for everyone else, people who were just 

like them deep down. 

https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Patterns
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/World
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/God
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Blessing
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Chapter 15 - Born Again 

 

Carl was quiet during the ride to the vigil. Babette assumed he felt sleepy. They did not 

converse while they held the banner. Babette watched the cars go by and wondered if she would 

make it to work on time. 

They showed up every Tuesday from seven to eight am and held a huge banner that said 

something about AI’s nuclear weapons work. The banner flapped in the breeze while workers 

drove by, read the message on the banner, ignored or scoffed at it, and then parked and walked 

into the building to start their workday. Babette and Carl sometimes chatted while they stood 

there. The steadfastness of the regular witness satisfied her need to feel she was doing something 

regularly. Even if it was a cold or rainy day, Babette felt good just being there and went to her 

job energized.  

As they were driving away from the AI facility, Carl asked, “Do you recall one of the 

potlucks you came to, back when you started to get involved? It was the one about the 

Plowshares 8?” 

 “Yeah. I had never heard of them before. I guess I don’t follow the news as much as I 

thought. Are you planning another potluck? I’d like to learn more.” 

“No, actually, I’m not planning a potluck, although I could. I wanted to tell you that some 

people are meeting to talk about a new plowshares action.” 

“Really? Who?” 

“I can’t tell you. I just wanted you to know in case you overheard anything. I’d appreciate 

it if you didn’t mention what you might hear to anyone else, including your husband.” 

“Oh, Gregory and I are not married,” Babette pointed out. “But, I won’t mention it. Don’t 

worry.” 

“Good. I can’t give you any details. The whole discussion is in its earliest stages.” 

“Okay. Thanks for telling me.” 

Babette dropped off Carl at his car and drove home. She wondered if Carl told her about 

the new Plowshares action just to tell her as he claimed, or because he wanted to hint that she 

could take part. Was he inviting me? she asked herself. Babette did not know how she felt about 

such an invitation. 

The Plowshares 8 and the following Plowshares actions impressed Babette. She felt they 

were so far beyond the acts of which she was capable that she could never think about them, let 

alone take part in one. Was Carl suggesting she should? Babette suddenly had new questions 

about herself. What did she care about? What was her purpose? Why did she protest and get 

arrested? Was there more that she ought to do? 

Until now, she thought she had done a lot, more than most people who claimed they 

opposed nuclear weapons. She tried not to compare her dissent to that of others and felt people 

ought to protest in whatever way felt right to them. Now she asked herself if a Plowshares action 

felt right to her. Babette wasn’t certain she wanted to know the answer. What if it was yes? What 

if it was no? What would either answer say about her? 

In the three years since she joined Eirene, Babette had grown as a person in new and 

unexpected ways. She felt happy with her involvement, felt her actions contributed to the witness 

of the group, and made a personal statement about her view of individual responsibility for what 

happens in this crazy world. What if all that was just a prelude to something more that was yet to 

come, something she would be called- or forced (because of conscience, or guilt)- to do? A 
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dilemma unlike any she ever faced in her life suddenly appeared in front of her as a great 

obstacle to her understanding of herself. 

Babette feared she could not avoid it. She tried but it consumed her anyway. She did not 

share her concerns with Carl (who had much understanding of these actions), or Gregory (who 

was her best friend, and in whom she should have confided.) Babette kept her impasse to herself. 

Gregory noticed she had changed and worried about her.  

Her home and work responsibilities did not falter. Their outward routines did not change. 

She was still a practical mother and skilled worker. However, she seemed distant and withdrawn 

and Gregory worried something new bothered her. He hoped it was not him and also worried she 

might have found someone else and their family might come apart. Gregory hoped she would 

confide in him, or that she would just emerge from her withdrawal, but she did not. He waited as 

long as he could and then sat her down one evening after the children were asleep. 

 Gregory finally worked up the courage to talk to her but felt apprehensive about how she 

would respond. He decided to approach her with an affirmation of his love It seemed the best 

way to begin. 

“You’re not behaving like the Babette I know and love,” Gregory said. 

“So you think you know me?” she replied without looking at him. 

“Well, yes. We’ve been together almost ten years, right?” She nodded. “We have two 

kids.” She nodded, again. “So, yes, I really know you. And, I repeat, this isn’t you,” he added, 

warily.  

“You have no idea what I’m going through,” she replied, still not looking at him. 

“That’s right,” he affirmed and then sighed. “So why don’t you tell me.” 

“Well, I’m not supposed to talk about it.” 

“You can tell me anything, Babette. I’m here for you.” Gregory hated using the soap 

opera cliché but felt she needed encouragement to trust him. 

“Okay, here’s the broad outline. Some people in Eirene are thinking of doing a 

Plowshares action.” 

“You mean like the Plowshares 8?” he interrupted.  

“You know about them?” she asked, surprised. 

“I’ve done some reading. I am a historian, you might recall…” She did not smile at his 

little joke. “But, that was eight years ago.” 

“Well, yes, but that was only the first one. There have been several more. It’s a 

movement, not a single action.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know that. So you guys are planning one of these actions?” 

“Some people are talking about it.” 

“Doing what, exactly?” Gregory asked but felt unsure he wanted to know. 

“I don’t know, yet. Carl didn’t tell me. It’s to protect me.” 

“Oh, right. Well, okay, then. So how are you involved?” 

“I thought I might consider joining in.” 

“You mean like hammer on warheads, pour blood on files, or something like that?”  

“I guess so.” 

“Okay, so what’s the problem?” he asked trying to remain calm. He already knew what 

the problem was.  
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“The problem is that I don’t know if I really want to do it or not.” Gregory knew from his 

reading how the high cost of a Plowshares action was. Plowshares activists faced trial, 

imprisonment, and perhaps huge fines.  

“Well, it would mean the end of our life as we know it, right?” he asked, trying to sound 

calm. 

“Yes, I think so.” 

“And, that’s what you want?” 

“No, I don’t want that. But…,” she hesitated. 

“But, what?” 

“I want to know if I should do it.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“Well, I can’t tell if God wants me to do it.” Her mention of God surprised Gregory. 

Babette never showed any interest in religion. He knew Eirene had a religious dimension, but she 

never talked about it. She went to protests on religious holidays, but that was all. 

“Well, what do the others say?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t talked to anyone else about this. All I know is that it’s an act of 

personal conscience and the choice is different for everyone.” 

“Well, I’ve never known you to be religious. Why now? Has something changed that I 

don’t know about?” 

“Yes. In case you haven’t noticed, I’ve changed. A lot.” 

“I have noticed, Babette, and like I told you the last time we talked about this, I support 

what you’ve been doing. I don’t understand your need to do it, but I’ve never tried to stop you, 

have I?” Babette didn’t reply. She remained quiet. Gregory thought he’d said something that 

angered her.  

“You’ve hit on my problem, Gregory,” she said in a soft voice. “As usual, you’ve nailed 

it.” 

“What did I say?” 

“You don’t understand my need to do it. Well, neither do I. Something’s happened to me. 

Something’s changed, but I haven’t figured it out yet. I’ve kept going just because I wanted to 

see what would happen next. I think I’ve grown in a new way. Now I’ve hit this wall and I don’t 

know whether I want to smash through it, climb over it, dig under it, or just walk away from it. I 

don’t know how to go on and I don’t know what God wants me to do. If God wants me to go on I 

will, but I’m just not sure. I mean, the personal cost is very high…” Gregory knew what she 

meant. They would never be the same family again. Perhaps they might not remain a family at 

all. Babette fell silent. He let her think.  

“I appreciate your talking to me like this,” he remarked gently after a few moments of 

silence. “I want to help.”  

“I know. But it’s not your help I need.” 

“I can only speak for myself and the kids, for our life, and love.” 

“So you’d prefer I not do it?” she asked. Her question was almost a plea- would he decide 

for her? Gregory knew it would be easy to say ‘yes, don’t do it,’ and it could really work; likely, 

however, it would not, and it might turn her away from him. He needed to help Babette 

understand this for herself and not merely tell her what to do. 

“I don’t feel it’s my decision to make,” he replied. His comment surprised her. 

“Yes, you’re right. Thanks for seeing it that way.” 



82 

 

“But, I also think you should do what the other religious activists I’ve read about do. 

People like the Berrigans.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Have you tried to pray about this?” The idea had never occurred to her.  

Gregory sometimes worried she had become something of a religious fanatic. Back when 

she joined Eirene, he thought it might be a weird social or political cult, like communism or a 

lunatic Lyndon LaRouche group. Now he knew it was not. The Eirene people were principled, 

careful, aware, and devoted. None of them, as far as he could tell, were fanatics.  

Babette’s dilemma, however, made him worry she was becoming fanatical. She seemed 

withdrawn and self-absorbed. She went to her job, did her work at home, took care of the 

children, and sometimes spent time alone with Gregory, but she always seemed distracted. He 

felt she wanted to be somewhere else, doing something else, or being with other people. He 

worried he was losing her. He did not want to lose her to anyone or anything else.  

Gregory respected her activism and admired it (although he did not understand it.) Her 

preoccupation with this Plowshares action went beyond the ‘normal’ activism she had engaged 

in, so far- if regular civil disobedience arrests were normal. At least she came home from those 

every time. She would not come home from a protest that was an act of sabotage.  

Gregory agreed that nuclear weapons were abominations. Allowing the American 

military machine to continue out of control and beyond all reason was unconscionable. He did 

not want to lose Babette to the struggle. He did not want Nicholas and Lianna to grow up without 

their mother. He did not want the economic hardship losing her income would inflict on their 

family. He did not want Babette to make a mistake she would regret for the rest of her life. 

Her dilemma consumed her. Gregory understood that what he wanted or did not want 

was unimportant right now. He couldn’t see how he might aid her in figuring this out.  

“I don’t know what God wants me to do,” Babette repeated. Her statement interrupted his 

anxious thinking. 

“I don’t think this has anything to do with God,” Gregory replied. 

“So you’re an expert on God, now?” she challenged him. Her sharp reaction surprised 

her. What she needed right now was someone who was an expert on God. She knew that would 

not be Gregory but she owed him this conversation and some understanding of what she was 

going through. 

“No, I’m not,” he replied calmly. “But, I know you well, and I know this isn’t you.” As 

soon as he said it, he realized they had come back to where their conversation began. Now what? 

Maybe it was time Gregory confessed his real feelings. 

“I can lie and say I support you in this, Babette, but the truth is this: I’m glad we never 

got married. I have to put the kids first.” 

“But, that’s what I’m doing!” she insisted.  

“No, I don’t think you are. I think you’re putting yourself first. I’ve never seen you do 

that. It’s not like you. You’ve always been a great mom, and a wonderful partner. You give a lot 

to your job, and that’s why you’re good at it. You’ve symbolically offered yourself as a sacrifice 

to protest at AI. I admire you for that. But, now you’re going too far. The step you’re about to 

take is not symbolic sacrifice. It’s real. You will be ruining your life.  

“If you’re determined, I can’t stop you from doing it. But, I can’t let you sacrifice my 

life, or the kids’ lives, either. So I just wanted to tell you this: do whatever you want. Don’t 

worry about us. We will go on as a family without you if we have to. We’ll be okay. Just think of 
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yourself.” Babette heard Gregory’s tough words, stared at his face, and saw his anguish. She 

understood immediately he was trying to wake her up and make her see herself. She did not like 

what she saw. 

He was right. She was being selfish. She was not a priest, nun, monk, or martyr, and had 

never before in her life thought about wanting to be any of those things. She realized God chose 

those people but God had not chosen her. She felt it not by God’s presence but by God’s 

absence. Babette had been tormenting herself and Gregory not because God had called to her, or 

chosen her, or because she had genuinely been inspired to act as others had to save the world.  

“I think you’re right. I don’t know why I’ve been obsessing about this. I don’t know what 

got into me. I’m not cut out for this. It’s not who I am.” 

“Well, I’m going to say something now, and I want you to listen carefully. Three years 

ago, when you went to that first demonstration, did you dream you would be thinking about 

something like this?” She shook her head. “Right. You’ve changed. A lot. You just said, ‘this is 

not who I am,’ but you would have said that three years ago before you got so deeply involved 

and before you first got arrested.” Gregory paused. Babette nodded and waited for him to go on. 

“I submit that you don’t know who you are; not yet. The fact that you’ve considered this says a 

lot about you. I’m not sure what it says, but I want to help you find out if you’ll let me.”  

“When I began this, it was all about nuclear weapons,” Babette replied. Gregory nodded 

and waited for her to continue. “I wanted to save the world for Nicholas and Lianna and all the 

other children.” 

“I know.” 

“I don’t know where God came from,” Babette added as if she forgot her first Good 

Friday arrest on that grassy AI hillside. She didn’t find God but God found her. “It was all about 

the bombs. I didn’t care about God. I didn’t think about God. I don’t understand how I ended up 

here.” 

Gregory could not decide if she was asking for help in figuring it out or confessing she 

felt lost and confused and needed his shoulder to cry on. He desperately wanted to help her 

understand. He owed it to her.  

“I think God was always there, but you didn’t see it,” he responded, softly. 

“Oh, so you’re an expert in God now?” she repeated the question, but not sharply. This 

time she hoped he might turn out to be an expert and would help her. 

“No. But, from what you told me about Eirene, many religious people are involved in the 

group.” 

“That’s true. Martin’s a Quaker. There are a couple of Franciscans, several nuns, and 

some lay Catholics. They all talk about religion from time to time when they’re in a reflective 

mood, like when we’re at a retreat.” 

“Why do you think that is?” 

“What do you mean?” Babette asked. 

“Why do you think Eirene attracts religious people?” 

“Well, it attracts non-religious people, too. People like me.” 

“Well, as you just pointed out, you were not religious when you started, but it seems 

you’re mired in a religious dilemma, now. How did that happen?” 

“I don’t see myself mired in a religious dilemma, Greg. I’m trying to figure out what God 

wants me to do, not what some religion wants. There’s a difference.” 
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“I agree. There’s a difference between religion and God. Most religions are not about 

God. They claim they are, but they’re just about perpetuating themselves. They couldn’t care less 

about God nor do they want their members to look too carefully at God. Religions have their 

particular world-views they shove down people’s throats. That’s all they care about because the 

more people they can fool, the more power they have.” 

“I didn’t realize you were so cynical about religion.” 

“I’ve seen religions consume and destroy people,” Gregory replied, grimly. 

“Well, I’m not destroyed yet, but I do feel overwhelmed and consumed.” 

“I don’t think it’s the same for you.” 

“What do you mean?” Babette asked. 

“Do you realize why you got involved in Eirene?” 

“I wanted to stop nuclear weapons.” 

“Would it be fair to say you wanted to save the world?” Gregory asked. 

“Yes.” 

“You got involved because of salvation, didn’t you?” 

“I guess you could say that,” Babette replied. 

“When salvation comes into it, God comes, too. I think being around people who wanted 

to save the world has affected you. I think you’re wondering- deep down- what they know that 

you don’t.” 

“But, I didn’t when I started.” 

“I know. I think you want a relationship with God, Babette. You haven’t had one before 

and weren’t looking for one; at least, you don’t think you were. Being involved in Eirene has 

opened you to a new, deeper part of yourself you didn’t know was there. I think you felt 

something that drew you in and you followed it. That’s what some people call faith. And it’s not 

about God, it’s about you.” Gregory paused and allowed his comments to sink in. 

“The question you have to ask yourself is not what does God want you to do but what do 

you want to do?” Babette looked at Gregory. She saw the concern in his facial expression and 

heard the worry in his voice. He’s right, she thought, what do I want? She took her time 

answering. 

“I want Nicholas, Lianna, and you. I want this apartment, our old car, my great job, our 

friends and families. That’s why I started protesting nuclear weapons- because I didn’t want 

them ever to be used to do what they’re meant to do- which is destroy everyday people and their 

everyday lives. Our everyday lives.” I want our mundane lives to go on, she thought, just as they 

are, without the horrific threat of annihilation hanging over everything and everyone. Babette 

looked at Gregory and wondered if he understood what she meant.  

“So living your life in the face of this horror- wouldn’t you say that was also what God 

wanted you to do? To just be human, to affirm life in the face of annihilation?” She nodded. 

“And that’s what you’ve been doing, every day, here in our life together. You also do it with 

Eirene as you work to make the world aware of the horror in our midst.” 

Gregory knew every generation looked back and saw the past as somehow superior and 

easier to deal with than the present. It was a lie. Every generation had to deal with enormous 

problems that seemed catastrophic and insurmountable. Every generation wondered if it would 

be the last. 

“I think you’re doing what God wants us all to do- living your own life, but aware of 

others’ lives and the world.  Not being isolated but engaged. Being part of Eirene, you’ve grown, 
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Babette. You’ve entered the wider world beyond your own life. You’ve become engaged, 

immersed, and dedicated to making a difference. But, you don’t know how it’s going to turn out. 

You only know it’s something you have to do. You’ve already answered God’s call, you just 

didn’t realize it.”  

Babette jumped up from her chair, went to Gregory, and threw her arms around him. She 

had not known where this conversation would lead when began or how it would end. She 

thought it could take her away from Gregory, her children, and their life, into a dark, frightening 

ordeal that could break her into pieces and that she might never emerge from. She did not want 

to go there but felt she might have to because God might want her to go. However, Babette had 

been wrong.  

She would not have thought of it this way and would have cringed if anyone told her this, 

but she was born again. She had died to her small self and then reborn into the larger world. 

That’s what Jesus meant by being born again. Or, at least that was what some religious folk in 

Eirene had said at a retreat. Now, Babette knew they were correct. It had happened to her.  

However, Gregory made her see something even more important. It went beyond Jesus. 

The way Babette served the larger world was to affirm her small life in her small world. She 

didn’t have to die to her personal life; she had to see it in a larger context. Babette thought back 

to that first Christmas service. The simple story of a father, mother, and newborn was the 

archetypal human drama enacted by most people born on this planet. Nuclear weapons 

threatened that simple human drama. One way to fight back was to resist companies like AI. The 

other way was to affirm the sanctity of her home and family. Babette now understood God was 

calling her to do both. 
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Chapter 16 - Love, Finally   

 

“How long have we known each other?” Naomi asked as Carl drove her back from the 

Eirene weekend retreat. There were two retreats each year. Members gathered for thoughtful 

reflection, planning, and fellowship. Some could not stay the entire weekend and came only for 

the meetings. Others camped out in the old Quaker meeting-house, slept on the floor, cooked 

together in the kitchen, and sat around in a circle to share their deepest hopes, fears, thoughts, 

and sometimes, dreams. Different people came to different retreats. Some people dropped out, 

others joined and attended. There were always first-timers. It was the way Eirene refreshed itself 

and kept going.  

Carl was always careful to highlight community. Although he was the staff person, he 

was not in charge. He subscribed to the idea of servant leadership and followed where others led. 

When their ideas and directions crystallized into a plan, he made sure it was carried out to 

perfection. Along the way, individual participation and cooperation were paramount. Carl shared 

his ideas but never insisted people accept them. The others relied on him for research, insight, 

and frankness, but he relied on them for process and collective vision. 

The retreats were rarely harmonious or festive. People often argued. Some walked out but 

came back later. A few did not. Eirene went on. It was Carl’s job to remind people of the 

community’s purpose: to confront Allied Industries and its role in the manufacture of nuclear 

weapons.  

Carl never ranted or preached about the horrors of nuclear war. He sometimes reminded 

the others about Sadako Sasaki, the Japanese girl from Hiroshima who made tiny origami paper 

cranes hoping to heal herself from radiation poisoning. Carl always brought many small colorful 

origami cranes to the retreats and left them around the meeting room. He folded them when he 

was alone in the Eirene office and needed something to do with his hands. Often his mind was 

hard at work grasping some new information about a weapons system or military contract, 

geopolitical dilemma, or social problem. To Carl, reality had many dimensions, all of them deep. 

However, he never felt frightened or overwhelmed. He calmly folded paper cranes. 

The Eirene Peace Community Hiroshima Day demonstration at Allied Industries 

memorialized Sadako every August 6. Most of the people knew the haunting lyrics from Fred 

Small’s song about Sadako. “This is our cry; this is our prayer, peace in the world.” In the 

recording played at the demonstration, Fred Small sang the lines repeatedly, planting them 

lastingly in the minds of listeners. Most of the people who attended sang along, some nearly 

sobbing. Despite the overwhelming sadness of the story, there was still hope. It was one of the 

most powerful moments of each Hiroshima Day demonstration.  

The song embodied tragedy, misery, fear, and hope by linking the little girl’s effort 

symbolically to all humanity. It was an urging to do more and never give up. Sadako failed to 

complete the task of folding one thousand paper cranes that Japanese tradition believed would 

heal her. According to the story, she died after completing only 644. The song was a reminder 

there was still work for the rest of us to do. We must continue and finish her effort to heal the 

world. It was up to us to make the rest of the paper cranes and maybe undo the threat of nuclear 

annihilation. It was a matter of survival. Had Carl, Martin, Naomi, and the other Eirene founders 

known about Sadako when they founded Eirene, they would have named the community after 

her instead of the Greek goddess of peace.  
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Carl and Naomi felt exhausted from the retreat. It had been a contentious one. Carl 

presented an idea for a new campaign, seemingly unrelated to nuclear weapons. He spent six 

months researching the Allied Industries facility he had discovered not far from Philadelphia. 

Unlike the urban plant at 32nd and Chestnut Streets, where Eirene’s life as a protest group began 

back in 1978, this installation was in the middle of New Jersey farmland. It was visible for miles 

because it jutted up from the flat fields. The locals dubbed it ‘the cruiser in the cornfield.’ Unlike 

the corn and other crops that grew out of the soil, this strange presence sat on the soil. It 

resembled the top of a warship and looked as if somebody had buried an entire ship, all but the 

superstructure, underground. The huge sign on the building identified it as the A.E.G.I.S. 

Ballistic Missile Defense System. It was the most advanced highly automated defensive 

maritime weapons system on Earth and it was right in Eirene’s backyard. 

Most people at the retreat wondered what a big ship had to do with nuclear weapons. Carl 

argued that Eirene’s purpose was not merely to protest the bombs themselves but the technology 

that formed the nuclear weapons detection, launch, and delivery systems deployed by the United 

States. The land-based nuclear system was huge and spread all over the surface of the United 

States landmass. Its compact form was contained in A.E.G.I.S. Technology used in A.E.G.I.S. 

could be deployed in the land-based nuclear weapons systems and vice-versa.  

A.E.G.I.S. was a perfect target for protest and Carl felt Eirene had to address it. The 

others were not so sure. Carl reminded the group about the birth of Eirene. Protesters showed up 

in front of the 32nd and Chestnut St. plant one Christmas Eve and began a campaign against 

Allied Industries that was still going. However, he felt the group had fallen into a rut. The 

protests at Allied Industries in King of Prussia had become routine and stale. He found it difficult 

to devise new and unique ways to challenge protesters to confront AI. By starting a new 

campaign in New Jersey, he hoped to wake up new people to the menace in their backyards. Carl 

felt certain some individuals would respond. 

Naomi hadn’t asked how long they’d known each other because she’d forgotten. She 

wasn’t sure why she asked. Maybe it had been on her mind but she hadn’t acknowledged it until 

now. Or, maybe she just wanted to hear Carl talk about something other than weapons, warfare, 

social injustice, annihilation, and protest. Besides talking about ongoing resistance, the other 

thing Carl liked to do was tell stories. It seemed he had a lot of them and always found one to 

share. Naomi waited for him to answer her question expecting he would launch into a story. He 

didn’t. Something better happened. 

“Well, we met in the fall of 1972, on campus,” Carl replied. “I was a lowly freshman. 

You and that other girl stopped me so she could lecture me about women’s rights.” 

“Oh, yeah. That was Allie. I remember her.” 

“Then you and I met in the cafeteria. I remember enjoying our conversation very much, 

especially because Allie wasn’t there!” 

“Yeah. I got to talk, too. I also enjoyed it… and the friendship that came after.” Naomi 

paused to allow Carl to comment on how much he also enjoyed their friendship. He remained 

silent and concentrated on his driving. She assumed the retreat wore him out. “There’s one thing 

I’ve always wondered,” she said. 

“What’s that?” 

“Well, you never hit on me or even hinted you might be attracted to me. At first, I 

wondered if you were gay.” She did not mention that she briefly suspected he might be a racist. 

He was a white boy from the suburbs. 
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“No- I was definitely not gay,” Carl replied. Naomi grinned and was about to continue. 

He went on. “But, I was pretty observant.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, as we got to be friends, I saw you from time to time with guys you dated on 

campus.” 

“Yeah, I remember,” Naomi replied. “I guess I did date many different guys. I haven’t 

thought about that in a long time.” 

“And they all had similar characteristics.” 

“Which were?” 

“They were all handsome, hunky, studly guys. Which, you might recall, I was not.” 

“You mean you were attracted to me?” she asked, surprised by his comment. 

“God, yes! From the first time I saw you with that girl, Allie. She was just a female. You 

were a goddess.” Carl immediately worried he’d said too much. 

“A goddess? Really?”   

“Oh yes. And, you may have noticed, I’m still not a handsome, hunky, studly guy. I’m 

just a nerdy guy. I assumed I wouldn’t have a snowball’s chance in Hell with you, and didn’t 

even bother…” 

“So, did you date anybody back then? I don’t remember,” Naomi asked. 

“Sure, I dated a few girls. They were mostly nice and I liked them, but none of the 

relationships went anywhere. Then we moved to The Farm and the pool of available females 

dried up.” 

“Well, I was there.” 

“Yeah. You were. You were still a goddess. Everyone noticed how gorgeous you were, 

but everyone was respectful too, as far as I know.” 

“No one hit on me if that’s what you mean.” 

“I know. We had other things to do. Anyway, then you met David, right? He was another 

handsome, hunky, studly guy-.” 

“Will you stop saying that?” Naomi said. 

“Well, he was. And then you moved in with him. I was happy for you both. Even happier 

when Melanie was born. You seemed happy, too. I was sorry you guys broke up.” 

“I wasn’t.” 

“Eirene was going full blast by then and I was busy. Then Martin got sick and put The 

Farm in a trust so we could all live there forever. Then he got sicker and went to the nursing 

home…So, I became the leader of Eirene.” 

“And, you didn’t date anyone all those years?” 

“Not often. But I jerked off a lot when no one was around, of course,” Carl added, 

grinning. 

“Oh, did you?” Naomi teased. “Did you fantasize about anyone in particular?” 

“No. I had a couple of magazines. They usually did the job.” 

“But, if you wanted to fantasize, who would you have chosen?” Naomi teased some 

more.  She was having fun seeing a side of Carl she’d never seen before. Carl wondered why 

Naomi suddenly expressed interest in his sex life. He did not reply. “Could it have been a certain 

goddess you already knew?” 

“You mean that goddess who was already my best friend?” he replied. Naomi laughed. 

“Yes, that’s exactly who I mean.” 
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“Naomi, what are you hinting at?” 

“I think it’s time we got together.” 

“But, what about Evan?” 

“I told him to leave. Handsome, studly, hunky guys don’t do it for me anymore.” 

“Oh, too bad for Evan.” 

“But, very good for you, Carl. I’m serious. I don’t know if you’ve ever thought of me as 

your girlfriend, but I’ve thought of you as my boyfriend many times. I just never said anything, 

until now.” 

“Naomi, I…” 

“Wait. Answer me, first, before you say anything else. Have you ever thought we could 

be together?” 

Carl did not answer immediately. He felt at a loss for words, something that rarely 

afflicted him. He also understood how the next words he uttered might be among the most 

important of his life. “Yes, Naomi. I thought about it but always assumed it would be 

impossible.” 

“Because you were not one of those guys?” 

“No. Because I could fall in love with you so easily Naomi, Carl replied. “And that 

would be it for me.” 

“It?” 

“You would become my life.” 

Naomi felt unsure of Carl’s truthfulness. Was he speaking from his heart or because of 

fatigue after their busy day? “You would leave Eirene?” she asked. 

“No, no, of course not. But, Eirene would no longer be my first love like it is now. You 

would be.” 

“I think that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me,” Naomi gushed, overcome by 

the sweetness of his confession. Despite what her other men told her, most of them did not view 

her as their first love. Like almost all men Naomi ever met, they usually viewed themselves as 

their first loves. She was just their beautiful companion. They lusted after her and she fulfilled 

their fantasies but Naomi always felt an emotional distance between herself and the men she was 

with. She had not realized it until now but that emotional distance did not seem possible with 

Carl. Maybe they had always been meant for each other but never knew it. 

“Carl, I’ve always looked up to you. Your commitment, intensity, brilliance, and 

steadfastness awe me. In a way, I’ve put you on a pedestal. You saw me as a goddess so I was 

kind of on a pedestal for you. I didn’t see you as a god but you always seemed better than 

everyone else I knew.” 

“I think that’s the nicest thing anyone’s ever said to me, Naomi. Of all the people who 

could have said it, you’re the only person I would have wanted to hear it from. Thank-you.” 

“So when we get back to my place, do you want to stay awhile? Maybe all night? The 

kids are with their fathers until tomorrow. We could have the whole night to ourselves.” 

“I don’t know. I’m so afraid I would disappoint you.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m not a very romantic guy.” 

“I don’t want romance, Carl. I’ve had enough of that. It’s mostly phony. I want 

something real. I want you,” she said and then paused. “If you’ll have me,” she added, softly. 
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Carl did not reply. They drove the rest of the way in silence. Naomi could not read him. She 

wondered if she had gone too far. Would he drop her off and then never want to see her again? 

He pulled up at the front door of her apartment house. Naomi looked at him but said 

nothing. He did not speak either. She hesitated but then pulled the door handle and slowly 

opened the door to get out. “Thanks for the ride and the conversation,” she said glumly. 

“See you soon,” Carl replied. Naomi got out, quietly closed the car door, and walked up 

the steps to her apartment house. She felt tired. It had been a long, complicated, exhausting 

retreat, and she needed sleep more than anything. She wondered if her tiredness affected her 

conversation with Carl and felt embarrassed. He would forgive her, hopefully. He felt tired too, 

and would probably just go home, sleep, and wake up happy the retreat was over. Then he could 

move on to organizing the next event and forget their conversation.  

However, Naomi did not want him to forget it. She meant what she had said. Years of 

love affairs had left her empty. Guys came and went. She fell in and out of love with them, had 

children with them, but eventually saw their flaws, or they saw hers, and they parted. She loved 

her children more than anything and would never stop loving them. Now that Naomi was older, 

she realized she had many lovers, but none of them had been real friends. Carl had been her best 

friend since college and Naomi wanted him to be her lover too. She thought it could last and be 

better than any relationship she had before. There was only one way to find out but she feared 

she had scared him off by being honest. Perhaps they could talk some more. She told herself 

there was still hope. 

Her doorbell rang as she put down her keys and took off her jacket. Who can that be at 

this hour? she thought. The kids aren’t due back until tomorrow morning. Naomi went to the 

door intercom and pressed the button. “Hello?” she said tiredly. 

“Hi, it’s me. I was just in the neighborhood…” It was Carl’s voice. Naomi buzzed him in. 

She no longer felt tired and hoped Carl did not either. They had a lot of catching up to do. 
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Chapter 17 - The Silence of the Night   

 

Gregory taught an evening History 101 class and often arrived home after ten pm. He 

knew the children would be asleep and looked forward to spending time alone with Babette. 

They both felt tired from the workday but often talked about current issues in their lives or 

retired early so they could make love before they fell asleep. Life went on unstoppably and 

snatches of quiet alone time made it bearable. They would have liked more time alone in a more 

relaxing environment but felt grateful for whatever intimacy they could share.  

Nicholas was seven and already in second grade. He liked school and was well-behaved 

and enthusiastic. Babette dropped him off on her way to work each morning. She often waved at 

the other mothers and sometimes saw the teachers but had little time to interact with anyone. 

Lianna was in pre-school and Gregory took her most days. His teaching schedule also 

allowed him time to volunteer at the pre-school. He knew a couple of the teachers and some 

other parents, and found everyone friendly, cordial, and helpful.  

Lianna, however, did not like pre-school and had developed a rebellious streak that 

caused trouble for Gregory. The teachers understood and were sympathetic but always explained 

they had to think of all the children and not just one. They often pleaded with Gregory to deal 

with Lianna’s stubborn disobedience.  

He adored his daughter and did not see her rebelliousness as a problem but as a gift. Her 

behavior never seemed hostile or violent, just playful and irreverent. He liked that she was 

skeptical of authority and often challenged her teachers. They, however, did not like that and told 

him repeatedly. 

They also remarked that she seemed intelligent and creative and Gregory always felt 

proud to hear their comments. He and Babette encouraged their children to think for themselves, 

challenge authority if it seemed necessary, and ask pointed questions if they felt unclear about 

something they were being told. This encouragement was not a problem for Nicholas. As the 

older child, he was used to being in charge. Lianna was not used to being told what to do by any 

adults except (fortunately) her mother and father. Her parents were the only adults she 

recognized as having any authority over her. She belonged to them and obeyed them. She did not 

obey anyone else. 

Gregory opened the apartment door and found Babette sitting next to her old 8mm 

projector. Images of people marching with signs, yelling slogans, and confronting cops danced 

across the screen she erected in front of their old TV set. The films were soundless but he could 

tell what the protesters were chanting. Slogans like ‘Hell, no, we won’t go!’ and ‘Bring the 

troops home, now!’ were popular during the anti-Vietnam War protests. One of Gregory’s 

personal favorites was a dirty slogan that went something like ‘The president should do what his 

father should have done. Pull out!’ Gregory smiled whenever he recalled that one. 

“Wow. Are these your old films?” he asked. A cardboard box sat on the floor next to the 

projector. 

“Yup,” Babette replied tersely. She seemed absorbed in the images. Gregory wondered 

what she felt. Was it nostalgia for those protests, pride in her films, or something else? 

“Are they all this good?” 

“Do you like it?” she asked, surprised by his comment. 

“Yeah. You’ve never shown me much of your stuff. It’s impressive.” 

“Is it?” she replied distractedly. Gregory wondered what was wrong. 
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“This is your work. Aren’t you proud of it?” 

“I don’t know if it made any difference at all,” Babette replied. 

“Is that what you wanted it to do? Did you show these films anywhere?” 

“No. I just kept them in the box.” 

“So why are you looking at them now?” 

“I mentioned them to Carl when we were driving back from AI and he asked me if he 

could show some of them at one of the Sunday potlucks. He wants to do one about the United 

States withdrawal from Vietnam.” 

“Yeah, the war ended in 1975, didn’t it?” 

“I don’t think it ever ended.” 

“Well, we pulled out but a lot of bad stuff happened afterward, that’s true,” Gregory 

commented. 

“A lot of bad stuff’s still happening.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That fucked-up war fucked up a lot of lives,” Naomi said. Carl had been telling stories 

of men he knew who had been in the war. “For the people whose sons were killed, the war will 

never end. For the soldiers that came back maimed or with PTSD the war still goes on every 

day.” 

“You’re right. I guess I didn’t realize…” 

“And, I did nothing back then but make some stupid movies. I didn’t try to stop it. I 

didn’t think anyone could stop it. The whole thing was too fucking big. Those people that 

marched, I thought they were just tilting at windmills and making themselves feel good by 

believing they could stop a war. Yeah, right! Tell that to the kids who died, the moms who 

grieved, and the sons who came back fucked up.” 

“What’s gotten into you?” Gregory asked.  “Are you all right?” 

“Yeah, I think I am. I just regret that all I ever did was shoot movies. I never held a sign, 

marched in a protest, got arrested, or burned my draft card-.” 

“You didn’t have a draft card, Babette. But, I did, and I still have it somewhere. I didn’t 

do any of those things, either. You’re not alone.” 

“Watching these movies made me understand what I didn’t do, back then… but what I 

am doing now. It’s not the same struggle but it’s just as important, maybe even more important. 

If we don’t get rid of nuclear weapons and there’s a war, it won’t be just thousands killed, but 

millions. There won’t be any moms to grieve. There might be survivors, but the lucky ones will 

be the ones who are killed outright when the bombs go off. God, this is so fucked up! What kind 

of world did we bring our kids into? Did I do them a favor by giving birth to them or am I just a 

selfish woman?” 

“You’re the most unselfish woman I know,” Gregory replied, quietly, and then moved to 

hug her. She remained seated. He put his arms around her. She buried her head against his chest 

and started to cry. 

“Why did it take me so long to see?” she asked. “Back then, I looked through the camera 

viewfinder and thought I was seeing but I didn’t really see shit, did I? I was so stupid! So blind! 

What a dope I was!” 

“You weren’t a dope back then and you aren’t now. These films are important. You just 

said the Vietnam War didn’t end for a lot of people and that’s true. As a historian, I can tell you 
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the struggle never ends. Maybe you weren’t part of it back then but you are now. And, I’m proud 

of you.” 

“Really? You’re not just saying that?” 

“I mean it. Many people bitch and complain about problems, but they never get off their 

asses and do anything. You’re doing something.” 

“I guess that’s because of Eirene. I probably wouldn’t be doing anything if it weren’t for 

them. I’ve learned so much there. I feel like I belong. It’s a community and not just a bunch of 

people with letterhead, a filing cabinet, and a fax machine.” 

“They’re great people, Babette. I’m glad you found them.” 

“I’m glad I found you. I don’t know if anyone else would understand me like you do. I 

know my husband Michael wouldn’t have.” 

“Speaking of husbands… would you like a second one?” he asked, startling her. Gregory 

had never mentioned marriage before. They both felt comfortable with their arrangement. 

“Do you have anyone specific in mind?” she replied, coyly. 

“Yeah. There’s this guy who’s crazy about you. He wants to spend the rest of his life 

with you He thinks you have some pretty amazing kids, too.” 

“Where can I find this amazing guy?” 

“He’ll be in your bedroom in five minutes.” 

“That’s just enough time for me to shut off the projector and put this stuff away.” 

“Okay, I’ll let him know you’re coming.” 

“Tell him to get ready.” 

“For what?” Gregory asked, puzzled. 

“Tell him to use his imagination…” 

  

It was a momentous day for the Eirene Peace Community: the beginning of a new 

campaign. It was also a momentous day for the United States. The nation had just gone to war. A 

few days earlier, Saddam Hussein sent Iraqi soldiers into Kuwait. President George Bush 

organized a coalition to declare war on Iraq, force its troops out of Kuwait, and punish Hussein 

for his reckless action.  

Babette felt excited to be part of a brand-new campaign. She had heard the stories about 

the first Christmas Eve demonstration at 32nd and Chestnut Streets and the early protests in King 

of Prussia. She envied those community members who were there at the beginning. Now it was 

her turn to be part of a new protest effort at the AEGIS ‘cruiser in the cornfield.’  

They had discussed the planned protest for months. Carl and Naomi drove by the site 

several times and stopped to take photos once or twice. The building was so unusual that 

passersby often stopped their cars to snap pictures. The security guards often saw people 

marveling at the weird structure set back behind a parking lot, surrounded by ordinary chain-link 

fencing. The guards often smiled and the surprised passersby waved back. 

This time, however, there would be no pleasant smiles and waves. It was all serious 

business. As usual, there were three separate actors in the protest drama: security guards, police, 

and protesters. Each had a specific role but Eirene scripted the event. A less disciplined group 

might have had more problems carrying out a demonstration. Carl dutifully notified the AEGIS 

Site Administrator that the group would arrive by ten am on the Martin Luther King holiday for a 

demonstration in front of the main gate. As expected, management alerted Security, who alerted 

the local Moorestown, NJ police. Eirene rarely held impromptu demonstrations. The strict 
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nonviolence discipline required clear statements of intent. Everything was announced in advance 

and publicized. Carl was a master of publicity. 

They intended to hold a service condemning the weapons system, the corporation that 

built it, the government that funded it, and all warfare. They would call for a new vision of peace 

and a world beyond war rooted in the nonviolent vision of Martin Luther King. Hope was always 

a large part of Eirene's protests. The group did not merely demonstrate against something, like a 

specific weapons system, but for something better, such as a world without war, poverty, and 

greed. 

They had decided to hold their first major A.E.G.I.S. demonstration on Martin Luther 

King Day to emphasize the importance of Dr. King’s vision of justice and peace. Those planning 

to be arrested were acting for justice and peace. They would peacefully block the driveway in 

front of the main gate so no vehicles could enter or leave the facility. 

It was to be a simple dramatic blockade known as a ‘die-in.’ They would all lie down in 

the driveway and offer their prone bodies as obstacles. The blacktop would be cold and wet- 

there were snow flurries expected- but they did not care about the frigid ground. They were 

acting for peace. That goal would sustain them while they lay in the driveway and when they 

were taken up one-by-one, arrested, walked to police vans, shoved in, and taken to the police 

station.  

No one knew what would happen when they got there. It was unlikely police would 

release them with citations. That was what police did when they were arrested in King of Prussia. 

Everyone was prepared for something different to happen this time. They each had jail bags of 

personal necessities in case police kept them in custody. Naomi had all the bags in a box she 

would take to the police station after the demonstration ended. 

Babette had not shared in the planning. Carl asked her to shoot a video of the event and 

she borrowed the newest camera she had at work, bought several 8mm tapes, and arrived ready 

to document everything that was about to happen.  

She had mixed feelings about the demonstration. Everyone who showed up was taking a 

bigger risk than when they gathered in King of Prussia. Some protesters wondered whether the 

police would be helpful and follow the script. They assumed only the people who physically 

blocked the driveway would be arrested and taken away. However, what if the police felt 

provoked and arrested everyone?  

Babette was ready to film it all. She hoped she would get everything and not be swept up 

in a mass arrest should it occur. Police sometimes let photographers and TV cameramen alone 

while protests and demonstrations were going on. However, because this was a new 

confrontation at a new facility with new security and local police no one was certain what would 

happen. Babette hoped she would not be calling Gregory from jail in a few hours. 

She also envied the protesters who would get arrested. What they planned was new, 

exciting, and risky. She admired their freedom and dedication and wondered if she would ever 

feel free and dedicated enough to do what they were doing.  

Babette helped plan as well as carry out all the actions in King of Prussia in which she 

joined. Everyone knew there was some risk when they were arrested in King of Prussia but it 

seemed minimal. The original demonstrations had resulted in arrests and time in jail but the 

police no longer seemed inclined to hold anyone. They merely issued citations and then released 

all the protesters. Everyone now assumed they would be arrested, held briefly, cited, and 
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released, and then go on with their lives until the next protest. Protesters suspected that practice 

could change at any time but hoped it would not.  

The group believed arrestees’ steadfastness was wearing down the security guards and 

cops somehow. Maybe they would change and refuse to carry out the arrests one day, and maybe 

one day AI would announce it would no longer be making parts for nuclear weapons, but maybe 

not. 

Babette turned onto the rural road, came around the curve, and saw the row of parked 

cars ahead. She parked on the side of the road behind the last car. She took out her camera, 

powered it on, took off the lens cap, checked the viewfinder, put the strap around her neck so she 

could not drop it, and got out of her car. There was no traffic, so she crossed the two-lane road to 

the fallow field on the other side. There was a cold feeling of winter peacefulness over the empty 

field. Babette lifted the camera to her eye, pressed the trigger, and panned the row of cars. She 

walked down the road toward the AEGIS gates and saw more vehicles parked beside the road. 

Many were protesters’ cars. Some were police cars. She arrived across from the gates and took a 

long establishing shot of the scene. Babette panned from left to right as slowly as she could and 

then panned back.  

All the pieces of the demonstration were already in place. Protesters milled around. Some 

held banners that flapped in the cold wind. The tall chain-link gate remained closed. A line of 

security guards stood waiting in the cold. Police stood around, also waiting.  

Babette crossed the road and walked over to Carl. He stood talking to Peggy Haas, the 

woman who accompanied Babette the first time she was arrested. Peggy smiled at Babette. Carl 

nodded and greeted her. 

“All ready?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“We’ll be starting soon. I’ll announce right before we begin.” 

“Okay. I’m gonna walk around and get some shots.” Babette noticed protest banners 

hung on the fence and gate. She took a few shots and spotted Alice, one of the new people in 

Eirene, walking toward the fence with a folded banner. Babette followed her with the camera and 

then walked toward her, hoping to capture Alice as she attached the banner to the fence. The 

security guards and police looked on impassively. It seemed like it was just another boring day at 

work to them. 

Babette knew the folks from Eirene had come to challenge the entire structure on which 

AI’s work and the entire violent world was built. They had come to offer a cry for peace, a cry 

uttered here in these bleak winter cornfields, almost literally in the wilderness. She hoped the cry 

would be heard. Moreover, she believed with all her heart it would. She trusted that someone 

would hear it, be moved by it, and want to change the world because of the cry they raised here 

today. Otherwise, she felt, the world was doomed. Her children were doomed. It was that simple 

for Babette and probably for most of the others as well.  She had spoken with many Eirene 

people in the five years she had been a member and they felt the same way.  

But there are so few of us! Babette thought dejectedly. It seemed like only a handful, 

although the crowd of protesters was growing as more people she did not recognize arrived. 

They were from local Quaker meetings, churches, and local activists Carl knew. They had come 

to see what was going to happen and they wanted to be counted, even if only by showing up. 

Carl forgot to announce the program was about to start. Babette was filming by the fence. 

She heard the bullhorn squawk and then a voice said, “Friends!” Then there was a feedback 
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shriek and more squawks. She turned around, saw Peggy Haas holding the microphone, and 

hurried to stand in front of Peggy so she could record what Peggy was about to say. Babette 

reached Peggy just as she began to speak. 

“Thank you for coming out on this snowy day,” Peggy began, in her clear, soft voice. She 

wore a heavy coat. The hood was over her head. Only her face was visible. She did not seem 

cold, only very calm. “Can you hear me all right over there? I’d like to read a statement.  

“We vigil today for peace and an end to the war in the Middle East. We gather here at the 

Allied Industries US Naval AEGIS Combat Testing and Training Base to bring conscience and 

nonviolence to bear on the power of war and the hi-tech battle command violence of AEGIS 

guided missile warships produced here by AI and used there in the Middle East by the US Navy.  

“We speak out today in honor of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Just a year before his death, 

in an appeal for an end to the war in Vietnam he said, ‘Some of us, who have already begun to 

break the silence of the night, have found that the calling to speak is often a vocation of agony, 

but we must speak.’ We must speak out and so we do here today at this AI US Naval AEGIS 

Base.  

“In Greek mythology, Aegis was the thunderbolt that served as the shield to the king of 

gods, Zeus. AI’s AEGIS warships are today true to their namesake doing exactly what they are 

produced to do: project violence and make war. The killing must stop and the production of 

AEGIS, AI’s single largest weapons contract, must cease.  

“A year ago when we observed Martin Luther King, Jr., Day, we did so in the hope that 

with the end of the US-Soviet Cold War there was a possibility of a new international order 

based on justice and peace and not on nuclear weapons and the threat of war. There was even the 

promise of a so-called ‘peace dividend,’ and an end to an economy based on war. Increasing 

homelessness, poverty, unemployment, and social neglect are the signs that the promise has been 

broken.  

“Some estimates suggest that Operation Desert Storm could be costing one million 

dollars a day. Alone, one AEGIS cruiser costs over 1 billion dollars to build. As for a new 

international order, the Bush administration with Stealth fighters, B-52s, AEGIS cruisers, and 

Tomahawk cruise missiles is re-paving the old world anew, a world where sanction and 

diplomacy are trampled by the momentum of war fueled by the politics of oil control and 

maintenance of a war economy.  

“We say, Justice, Not AEGIS! Because the wounds of violence and war in the Middle 

East will not be healed by more war. We say Justice, Not AEGIS! Because the needs of people 

cannot be secured by the amassing of weapons costing billions and providing only death.  

“And the Prophet asks, ‘Oh, death, where is thy sting? Oh, grave, where is thy victory? 

Have we forgotten the face of war, the misery of our children coming home in body bags, the 

violent death of human beings on all sides? Have we turned away from the face of a war 

economy: people sleeping in boxes?  

“Here at the gates of AEGIS, AI, and the US Navy, we will not forget because AEGIS 

equals homelessness and war in the Middle East. A peace economy can be built. AI’s weapons 

industry can be converted. Our suffering environment can be healed. But most of all today we 

say the killing must stop, the war must end.” Peggy released the button on the bullhorn 

microphone and stood quietly.  

From somewhere behind her, Babette heard Naomi cry out, “There is no victory in death! 

There is no victory in death!” She repeated the chant and others joined in. As they chanted, 
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several protesters walked toward the gate and unfurled a banner that was almost as long as the 

gate was wide. Carl, Annie, Mary Jo, Nate, Alice, and several others Babette did not recognize, 

held the banner so its words were easy to read. It read: ‘AEGIS = homelessness and war in the 

Middle East. Stop the Killing.’ 

To the left of the banner was a large AI refrigerator box. Babette zoomed in and read the 

words someone added in large block letters beneath the AI logo: ‘This is no way to live. Justice 

not AEGIS.’ Then Babette noticed there was someone inside the box. She zoomed in but was 

unable to see the person’s face.  

She zoomed out, panned across the long banner again, and saw a white body bag on the 

driveway. Babette hurried toward the body bag. It too had writing on it. ‘This is no way to die.’ 

Someone was zipped up inside. The police had already approached the bag and leaned down to 

unzip it. A man’s head appeared, and then his torso, legs, and feet. He remained face down on 

the cold ground, imitating a corpse. The police leaned down, quickly placed zip-tie handcuffs on 

his wrists, and two cops picked him up. They carried him to a black van waiting with open doors, 

slid him into the van, and walked away leaving him prone on the floor. 

Babette noticed other protesters falling to the ground in front of the fence and filmed 

them. She turned when she heard Carl’s voice. He stood in front of the gate holding the banner. 

“It is time to resist AI and call for an end to the production of AEGIS. It is time to resist the war 

in the Middle East. By blocking, obstructing, and stopping the war that begins here at such 

places as the AEGIS Naval Combat Testing and Training Center. The killing must stop. AEGIS 

and AI’s other war production consumes an estimated sixteen million dollars each day. People 

are homeless because of that. AEGIS ships carrying Tomahawk nuclear weapons and other 

weapons are now in the Persian Gulf. Those weapons are being used. The war is being 

prosecuted. People are dying. The killing must stop. The killing must stop.” 

The police moved in as soon as Carl finished speaking. He smiled and greeted them 

cheerfully. Two cops took his arms and walked him away from the fence toward the police van. 

Babette followed with her camera. Carl smiled, chatted with the police, greeted reporters, and 

finally climbed into the van. Someone began chanting ‘Shalom’ as the arrests continued. Then 

someone else started singing ‘We Shall Overcome’ and several voices joined in.  

Babette felt the power of the song but could not escape an accompanying feeling of the 

futility of singing it. What difference did it make if they chanted, sang, made speeches, held 

banners and signs, and were carted off to jail? The world was still fucked up. The same fucked 

up people were willing to serve the evil masters that tolerated poverty, misery, racism, sexism, 

and made war easy and inescapable. Babette drove home more depressed than she had ever been 

before. 

She found out later that police took Carl and the others before a judge. He warned them 

never to come back again, and then released them. She knew from what they discussed 

beforehand they would go back, repeatedly, and she worried about what would happen to them 

when they did. 

Babette took the camera back to work, removed the tape, labeled it, and put it into her 

desk drawer. She did not want to look at it until her feeling of despair left her, but worried it 

never would. She began to fear for her children’s future. Was there anything she- or anyone- 

could do to make a difference? What good was a video no one would ever want to see? It was 

already just a dead historical record, not a radical, world-changing statement. Babette doubted 

such statements were possible. 
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Carl asked about the video the next time he saw her. She replied she’d had no time to 

look at it. He asked if she would make a copy for him and she agreed, reluctantly. She loaded it 

into the copy deck one quiet afternoon, brought it up on the monitor, and began watching it. The 

images were sharp, the sound crisp and clear.  

Despite the presence of several TV cameras, only one local station broadcast few seconds 

of news footage. Babette’s video was the only complete record of what happened that day. It 

seemed unreal. Did these people really do this? she wondered. Did the cops really show up, the 

guards really stare from inside the gate, and the protesters really lie on the ground? Maybe it 

was just a dream or fantasy. However, it was not. She had been there and recorded it. They had 

done it and would do it again, she felt certain. 

Babette noticed things she recorded but had not seen or heard as they happened. There 

was a huge oil drum with a ‘No Blood for Oil’ message. She recalled Operation Desert Storm 

began only a few days before the protest. She heard wisecracks picked up by her microphone. 

While Peggy was carefully reading her statement, someone from behind the fence yelled, 

“AEGIS equals victory!” While she was filming the man in the body bag, one of the cops 

watching commented, “What’s the difference between a Tomahawk missile and the homeless? 

Tomahawk works.” The police officer’s callous joke enraged Babette. Bastards, she thought. 

Pricks! Why are they so ignorant? Why don’t they get it? 

Her feeling of despair came from more than the callous comments. As she watched the 

demonstration, protest, arrests, and her friends taken away in police vehicles, Babette realized 

something about herself. This video was just like the films she made of antiwar demonstrations 

back in the late ‘60s and early ‘70s when all she did was watch what was happening. Others did 

the real work, she thought, and they made the real sacrifices. I just stood there with a stupid 

camera, as if that was as important as what they did.  

Babette hit the eject button. The machine whirred and clicked, and then the tape slid out. 

She put it back into the plastic box, opened her desk drawer, and dropped it in, dejectedly. I’m 

still just a voyeur, she thought. That’s all I’ll ever be. She closed the drawer and left for the day. 

  

The final protester was loaded into the police van. The cop closed the door, walked to the 

driver’s door, opened it, got in, started the van, and eased it out onto the two-lane road in front of 

the AEGIS entrance. As the van drove away, Babette panned the camera back to the remaining 

demonstrators still singing We Shall Overcome. They had applauded when the van pulled away 

and they sang as loud as they could so the remaining police and security guards could hear them.  

Naomi thanked everyone for coming and started to pack up the table, bullhorn, banners, 

and fliers. A few protesters helped her carry everything to her car. The security guards took 

down the banners hanging on the fence and brought them to Naomi, who thanked them. She 

knew the protesters had to leave before the police would go but were happy they had made their 

point. The TV cameramen had already left. There would be no more interviews today. The focus 

of their attention would be the police station a few miles away. 

The video faded to black and then ended. Carl clicked the TV off, thanked Babette for her 

video, and asked for a round of applause. Everyone clapped; Babette felt embarrassed, but she 

smiled. Carl ended the meeting. Babette walked over to the video player to get the tape out. 

Walter, one of the protesters arrested in the video, stopped her. 

“That was really good,” he said. 

“Thanks, but it was nothing.” 
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“No, it was something. You know, I’ve gotten arrested many times, but never actually 

seen what it looks like. There are always TV cameras there but they never show me on TV, not 

that I care. But you captured something.” 

“Compared to what you did, it was nothing,” Babette argued. “Anybody could have taken 

a video.” 

“But, you did it. Really well, too. People need to see what we do. Now, because of you, 

they can. I think it will make a real difference.” 

“I hope so. But it’s nothing.” 

“Well, I’m grateful,” Walter said. “Could you get me a copy? I’d pay you.” 

“Of course. You don’t have to pay me.” 

“Thanks. I can’t wait to show it to some of my friends. You’re really good. I’m glad 

you’re a part of Eirene. I hope you’ll make more videos.” 

“Um, thanks. I probably will.” 

Babette was so used to being behind the camera capturing images that she did not 

understand the power those images had for others. For her, they were just pictures. To others, 

they were reality, life, them. When people saw what they did, it affected them. What they did 

became more real to them, more significant, and the video made them appreciate themselves 

more.  

Babette had not realized it, but she had the skill and the power to immortalize these 

people, to take small acts of protest and make them living history. She felt as if she had 

misunderstood herself until now. Babette was not merely a voyeur. She was a filmmaker, 

videographer, and documentarian. Her works were not fancy or theatrical but were important to 

the people she filmed, and important to the community she was part of.  Her work meant 

something to them. And now, to her. 
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Chapter 18 – The End 

 

Babette began to feel ill around lunchtime on Monday. She considered running out to buy 

cold medicine but a faculty member needed a projector right away. Babette hoped the cold 

symptoms were temporary but they worsened by four pm. She called her Dean, Sharon Morrow, 

and told her she was leaving early and might not be in on Tuesday. Dean Morrow expressed 

sympathy and told Babette not to worry. Her staff could handle any work that faculty needed. 

Babette stopped at the drugstore and bought cold medication on the way home. Lianna 

was there when Babette arrived. She told her daughter to order pizzas for dinner, swallowed a 

dose of cold medicine, and went straight to bed. She slept a couple of hours but awoke when 

Gregory looked in on her after dinner. Babette mumbled an apology about not making dinner but 

Gregory told her it was okay. She concerned him more than food. 

They had been husband and wife for seven years. Their small wedding was one of the 

few events she did not videotape. Babette entrusted that task to her son Nicholas. The recording 

was excellent and delighted his parents. She thought he might have a talent in film and video 

production when he went to college. He surprised his parents several years later when he told 

them he wanted to major in Business Administration at Community College. They tried to 

dissuade him at first. 

“You don’t have to go there just because we work there,” Babette said. 

“Yeah, we can afford to send you somewhere else if you’d prefer another school,” 

Gregory added. 

“No. I want to go there. You’re both there and you wouldn’t be there if it wasn’t pretty 

great, right?” Nicholas replied, astonishing his parents. 

“Okay, if you’re sure that’s what you want,” Gregory said.  

Nicholas was now in his sophomore year and doing well. He had just under a 4.0 

average, and his parents were proud of him, although neither understood how and why he chose 

Business Administration as his major. 

Their son had always been a practical, realistic, down-to-earth child. As he became old 

enough to understand the issues in which Babette involved herself throughout the 1990s, he 

gained a picture of the complexity of the adult world he would eventually become part of. At 

dinner, the family would often discuss social concerns. Babette tried to keep discussions of her 

activism to a minimum, however, so as not to bore or alarm the children. Nicholas often 

questioned her about issues, events, and protest actions. Babette explained everything as 

carefully as she could. He even attended occasional demonstrations with her. 

Her mother’s activism did not interest Lianna, nor did the adult world. She preferred the 

smallness, privacy, and closeness of her home, family, school, and friends. Those were all she 

needed. Other people could deal with issues and problems. She craved calmness, routine, 

stability, and predictability. The rebellious preschooler was long gone.  

Nicholas chose Business Administration because he understood early on that he would 

have to make his own way when he grew up and most jobs concerned business. It seemed 

worthwhile to know how to run things. Nicholas also wanted to become equipped to work as an 

independent adult. He wanted the freedom not to work in traditional or mainstream jobs if he 

decided to become an activist like his mother. The rewards were different, but the skills a person 

needed to run a business were not unlike the skills needed to run a social change group. Nicholas 
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wanted to be certain he knew how to organize so whatever enterprise he engaged in would get 

things done successfully. 

Lianna did not want to be independent. She felt comfortable with her parents taking care 

of her for as long as possible and had already mentioned colleges she was thinking about. Her 

parents encouraged her to explore but worried she had no real idea what she expected from 

college. She never mentioned what she wanted to be when she grew up.  

Lianna lived in the moment, in her own sweet, enclosed, private bubble. Nicholas 

engaged the world, relishing every facet that he touched. The siblings could not have been more 

different but they got along superbly. There was deep affection between them, an affection they 

would have denied if anyone pointed it out, but secretly felt proud of. 

Babette awoke when Gregory came to bed. She took more cold medicine, fell back to 

sleep, and did not awaken again until after everyone left in the morning. Gregory and Nicholas 

had early Tuesday classes at Community College. Lianna’s high school day began early as well.  

Babette felt no better than she had on Monday. She dragged herself out of bed, found her 

bottle of cold medicine, swallowed a spoonful, and then wandered into the kitchen to look for a 

snack. She hoped there was some pizza left from last night. Babette found a pizza box shoved in 

the refrigerator. She opened it, took out a slice, slapped it on a plate, and shoved it into the 

microwave. After heating it, she went to the living room, put down the plate, grabbed the 

comforter from the sofa, wrapped it around her, and flopped into the recliner. The remote control 

was on the coffee table. She reached for it and pressed the power button.  

The image that appeared on her TV set shocked Babette fully awake. A reporter stood on 

a rooftop. Behind him, smoke was pouring out of a tall building. He was speaking frantically 

about an ‘accident.’ The caption at the bottom of the screen told her that an airplane had crashed 

into the World Trade Center. The phone rang as she tried to grasp what she was seeing through 

the fog of cold medicine.  

“Hello?” 

“Babette? You’re up? Are you okay? Are you seeing this?” Gregory asked. Babette heard 

the panic in his voice. Gregory was usually a calm, quiet, subdued person. 

“Seeing what?” she asked, still feeling groggy. 

“Turn on the TV.” 

“It’s on, but I don’t know what I’m seeing. It looks like somebody accidentally crashed a 

plane into a building. How could anyone even do that?” 

“I don’t think it’s an accident,” Gregory said. 

“What do you mean?” 

“It’s finally happened. The chickens have come home to roost.” What fucking chickens? 

she thought, and then assumed she must be dreaming. Perhaps she was not talking to Gregory, 

but to herself in her sleep. What do chickens have to do with plane crashes?  

“Where are you?” she asked. 

“I came to the cafeteria to get coffee after class. Everyone’s glued to the TV here.”  

“When did this start?” 

“About fifteen minutes ago, I think. I was still in my eight o’clock class.” 

“Are you sure this isn’t a dream?” Babette asked.  

“No, baby, it isn’t; but I wish it was.” 

“What time is it, anyway?” 
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“Just after nine,” Gregory replied. There was a long pause. Babette felt reassured her 

husband was there at the other end of the phone line. She needed to feel connected to him right 

now. Then a new image appeared on her TV screen. 

“Oh shit!” Babette yelled into her phone. 

“What’s wrong, Babette? Are you sick?” 

“No! Are you seeing this?” 

“Seeing what?” 

“There’s another plane! Oh my God. Oh my God!” Babette screamed so loud she feared 

people outside heard her. It was a late summer day and the windows were open but the overnight 

coolness still penetrated the living room. Then she realized everyone watching was screaming 

too, and no one would likely hear her anyway. “What the fuck is happening?” 

“I see it. Take it easy Babette.” They watched in horror as a second plane crashed into the 

other skyscraper. The TV news anchor reporting from the rooftop did not know what happened. 

Then he turned to look behind him and said nothing more. The video camera, something Babette 

knew intimately, showed everything. There were no words anyone could add to the horror the 

nation was witnessing. A second plane had crashed into the other skyscraper. Smoke was 

pouring out of both buildings.  

“How can I take it easy, Greg?” 

“Just try to be calm.” 

“But, I don’t know what the fuck is happening! Are we under attack? Is somebody 

making war on us? What about the kids? Can you find Nicholas? I’ll get dressed and run to get 

Lianna from school.” 

“Babette, stop! You’re panicking.” 

“You’re damn right. I’m scared. You should be, too.” 

“Calm down! I am scared. We all are.” 

“Please come home,” she pleaded. “What if there are more planes?” 

“I don’t think that’s possible. I’ll find Nicholas. We’ll go to my office and call you. Stay 

by the phone until you hear from me, okay?” 

“Hurry. I’m worried about Lianna.” 

“I’m sure she’s safe,” Gregory said. Babette hung up the phone. She stared at the TV and 

watched as smoke billowed from the twin towers. News reporters struggled to make sense of 

what was happening. No one seemed able to explain it. She could not believe what she saw and 

still wondered if she was dreaming. Babette wished she was. She prayed she was.  

If this was real, it was the worst national shock since President Kennedy’s assassination 

in November of 1963 when Babette was a just high school freshman. Most people her age 

remembered where they were when they heard the news. Now everyone would remember where 

they were on September 11th, 2001.  

Also, it was not over yet. 

Two more hijacked planes crashed in the next hour: one into the Pentagon, the other in an 

empty field in Pennsylvania. The president was in a Florida classroom reading picture books to 

schoolchildren. He boarded Air Force One and then vanished. No one knew where his plane was 

or what would happen next. 

Nicholas, Gregory, and Lianna arrived home after the United States had been 

transformed. The nation believed itself the safest, most secure, and most powerful in the history 

of the world. It had the biggest military budget and owned the most destructive weaponry in 
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human history (only for defensive purposes, of course.) Yet, it had proven vulnerable to the 

simplest, easiest, most basic form of attack, and shaken to its foundation. 

In the days after, however, the people did not rise up and condemn their government for 

deceiving them all these years. They had paid for trillions of dollars worth of weapons that were 

useless when the cities were attacked. Even the Pentagon building- home of the Defense 

Department- was defenseless.  

All those people died because our government failed them, Babette thought. Worse, our 

government lied to them. Babette realized that she, Eirene, and similar groups that protested 

insane weapons systems that drained billions of dollars from the public treasury had been right 

about the weapons being worthless, less than useless, and fraudulent. They had not protected 

anyone. All they did was enrich military contractors like Allied Industries while homelessness, 

poverty, failing schools, and a million other social needs that government dollars could have 

addressed.   

Everyone was in shock. Babette cried for the victims. When the terrorists’ identities and 

the countries where they came from were revealed, one of Babette’s co-workers boldly told her, 

“They should just nuke that fucking country- kill them all.” His angry facile comment terrified 

her. Babette felt it was not the innocent people in a country halfway around the world who 

deserved punishment. If there was anyone who should pay for what happened, it was the people 

who ran the United States government and lied to U. S. citizens for decades. She wondered why 

others did not notice how their government had failed them.  

Gregory had a different view. She asked him what he meant when he said, ‘The chickens 

have come home to roost.’ He reminded her about the dark, disgusting history of the United 

States meddling in the internal affairs of other countries. He shared details of the US disrupting 

the lives of people in nations around the world, conducting clandestine warfare, overthrowing 

governments, and subverting democracy. Sooner or later, he felt, someone was going to find a 

way to fight back. Now, someone had. It was the worst terrorist act in the history of the world 

and it changed everything. 

A pall settled over the nation in the weeks that followed the attack. People asked each 

other, ‘Why did they do this?’ Years of propaganda had insulated the American people from the 

truth about their government’s actions around the world. The dark cloud of despair did not, 

however, lead to introspection and understanding. It led to mass denial. A few people knew the 

truth about why terrorists attacked the United States. They kept quiet mostly out of respect for 

the victims, but also because Americans did not genuinely want to know the truth. Their country 

had committed horrific acts in their name for many decades. Acts the terrorists thought they were 

avenging. 

Denial was not new for Americans. It began with the atomic bombings of Hiroshima and 

Nagasaki in August of 1945. The United States military suppressed the truth about those 

bombings. It feared that if the American people knew the true extent of the horrific destruction, 

they would turn away in revulsion and forbid any further development of atomic weapons. The 

military needed and wanted those weapons, seemingly to counter the spread of international 

communism, but more importantly, to assure the United States was the dominant military power 

on earth.  

That supremacy only lasted a few years until the Soviets built and tested an atomic 

weapon of their own and the Arms Race began. Babette, Gregory, their friends, and their 

children grew up in a world that was always a half-hour away from total annihilation. People got 
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used to it, tried to ignore it, or denied it. Babette knew the threat was real, however. She had seen 

the photos of the aftermath in Hiroshima and Nagasaki. They woke her up. She had acted so 

Hiroshima and Nagasaki would be the only cities in human history ever destroyed by atomic 

bombs. 

Her fellow citizens remained asleep and in denial. In their post 9/11 bewilderment, they 

asked, ‘Why do they hate us?’ For Babette, the answer was simple- because for more than fifty 

years we have calmly and methodically threatened to destroy the entire world.  

President Bush made it clear the world was “Either with us or against us.” Any attempt to 

understand or explain the terrorists’ actions would be seen as hostile. The attacks ought to have 

been a wake-up call. Rather than engage in self-examination, however, the United States 

responded in the only way it knew how. It declared war on Afghanistan, the nation that had 

harbored the terrorists.   

There were sporadic, small protests against the new war. Bumper stickers and buttons 

appeared that said, ‘War is not the Answer,’ but grieving, shocked Americans did not want logic, 

reason, or appeals to international law. They wanted revenge. The protests against the war in 

Afghanistan were cries in the wilderness to which no one paid any attention. 

The United States also declared war on itself. Sweeping, unprecedented legislation 

passed Congress. Overnight, the nation became the ‘Homeland,’ and some people saw echoes of 

Nazi and other totalitarian nations’ references to themselves as the Motherland or Fatherland. 

Had American citizens been tricked into surrendering their cherished freedoms to achieve the 

illusion of security? Perhaps that already happened long ago, Babette thought. Maybe the 

Patriot Act was just the final step in the loss of freedom. She knew it began with the rise of 

corporations, wars of conquest, development of weapons of mass destruction, and the permanent 

war economy that consumed over half the bloated Federal budget each year. 

Babette knew a little about how all the pieces fit together. Many of the Eirene Sunday 

potluck programs had covered various aspects of the United States’ foreign policy, military, and 

corporate activities related to the ‘permanent war economy.’ She had become used to viewing 

contemporary events from the perspective of nonviolence, which was- to say the least- not a 

common viewpoint.  

Gregory knew much that was not in textbooks: clandestine CIA actions, proxy wars, 

secrets, illegal funding of mercenaries, and death squads. They talked about their thoughts only 

with each other and were careful to withhold their radical fears from their almost adult children. 

They did not want to confront the possibility that Nicholas and Lianna could live out their adult 

lives in a police state and hoped, over time, the crisis would blow over. 

Details of the Patriot Act remained undefined and confusing. There were rumors certain 

forms of protest- like civil disobedience- were now criminalized, but nobody knew if that was 

true. As the fall faded into winter and the holidays approached, the nation’s dark mood softened. 

Tragedy would tinge this year’s festivities, but Americans needed to share them anyway if only 

to show some unity, goodwill, and healing. Perhaps the promise of Christmas could lift the 

nation out of the doldrums of 9/11. People began to feel hopeful again and looked forward 

instead of backward. The country started to return to normal, whatever that was. 

The US military defeated the Taliban and their al-Qaeda allies by December 2001. Seven 

American soldiers and roughly 2500 Afghans died. The Taliban had been punished for harboring 

Osama Bin Laden, the terrorist leader responsible for orchestrating the 9/11 attacks. There was a 

new government in Afghanistan. 
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No one felt better. Three thousand Americans died in the 9/11 attacks, countless families 

had endured traumatic losses, and thousands of first responders suffered from the after-effects of 

their heroic rescue efforts after the attacks. No one wanted to forget 9/11. A trite slogan emerged 

into popular media- ‘We will never forget.’ But no one wanted to remember the horror, either. 

Mostly, everyone just wanted to put that day behind them and move on. 

Move on to what? That was the question Babette, Gregory, Carl, Naomi, and others in 

Eirene asked as the year-end holidays ended and the Martin Luther King holiday approached. 

There had been civil disobedience at Allied Industries on Martin Luther King’s birthday even 

before there was a national Martin Luther King holiday. Would 2002 be any different? Should it 

be? 

  

“So, tell me, Babette, how do you feel about what’s happened?” Gregory asked. They 

were alone in bed on a quiet Saturday afternoon just after the New Year. The kids were out. They 

had decided to ‘nap’ in the middle of the afternoon but neither felt in the mood for sex.  

“You’re the historian. You tell me.” 

“Yeah, I’m the historian, but historians only study history,” Gregory replied. “You’re 

making it.” 

“I am?” 

“You’re on the front lines of social change, although your name might never be in a 

history book.” 

“Oh, thanks,” she replied, grinning. 

“But, Eirene’s will. And, you’re part of that. So, how does all this make you feel?” 

“Scared, mostly.” 

“For yourself?” Gregory asked. 

“No. I’m scared for Nicholas and Lianna, for society, for our country. We should have 

learned something from those attacks. They should have awakened us, but they didn’t. Instead, I 

think we’re heading into an even darker time than back when I started with Eirene. There was a 

Cold War and nuclear annihilation was a half-hour in the future on any given day. Now I think 

the world’s not gonna end with a bang…” 

“But, with a whimper?” 

“Yes; a slow erosion of freedom, rights, and social norms; a descent into new normalcy 

of suspicion, repression, and maybe, persecution. People will always be looking for scapegoats 

and suspecting everyone who’s not like ‘us,’ whatever we think we are.” 

“You might be right. Do you think we can stop it?” Gregory asked. 

“I think we have to try but I don’t know how.” 

“In the past, when people were threatened with losing their rights of free speech, they 

spoke out louder. Sometimes they went to jail because of it.” 

“I know, Gregory. But, I don’t know if I want to go to jail. Before, if I went, I was pretty 

sure I’d come back, probably soon. Now, once they take me away, well… you and the kids 

might never see me again. It’s happened in other countries.” 

“I know. Too often. But you have to look at it another way.” She looked at him, puzzled 

by his statement. 

“What other way?” 

“There’s a famous quote from this guy named Niemoller-.” 
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“Yeah, I know that one. I memorized it,” Babette replied, smiling. “‘First they came for 

the socialists, and I did not speak out because I was not a socialist. Then they came for the trade 

unionists, and I did not speak out because I was not a trade unionist. Then they came for the 

Jews, and I did not speak out because I was not a Jew. Then they came for me and there was no 

one left to speak for me.’” She paused. Gregory waited respectfully for her to go on. “The big 

question now seems to be, where am I on that list? Am I someone at the beginning of the list or 

the end? Do I speak out first or do I wait?” 

“I think that’s the point of the quotation.” 

“You do, do you?” she asked, playfully. She realized he understood her better than she 

thought he did. Gregory had spoken what she felt in her heart. Babette was beginning to realize 

the depth of her feelings for Gregory, their children, and their world.  

Her concern went much deeper than protest or politics. It was not about power or 

influence. It was about the truth. When she and Eirene went to Allied Industries they did not 

merely hold signs, sing songs, recite litanies, and get arrested as a protest. They went there to 

witness to a higher, deeper, human, and universal truth about the world and all the people in it. It 

was a truth of peace, love, harmony, respect, compassion, concern, and caring.  

That truth was the foundation of all world religions. It was simply stated, ‘Do not do unto 

others what you would not have them do unto you.’ It was so simple that it sounded stupid when 

anyone said it but it made us human. Don’t threaten to wipe out all life on earth, don’t invade 

other countries, don’t murder their citizens in proxy wars, or overthrow their governments. Have 

respect for the truth stated in the Declaration of Independence- that all people have the right to 

life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.   

Gregory sensed something just happened to Babette. Her confusion had evaporated, and 

she’d found new clarity. “So, now what?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” she answered, calmly. “Let’s see what happens next.” Babette suddenly 

felt what she wanted to happen next; she wanted Gregory inside her. She reached for his crotch, 

aroused him, looked into his eyes, and saw that he wanted her as much as she needed him. They 

spent the rest of the afternoon exploring and reaffirming their devotion to each other. Nicholas 

and Lianna came home in time for dinner and found their parents glowing. The kids looked at 

each other and smirked, happy mom and dad spent the afternoon fucking.  

They did not know that mom and dad had done much more. They had connected more 

deeply than ever before. Once he came to understand it, Gregory had admired Babette’s 

activism. He liked that she took positions on issues, protested, and volunteered to help people. At 

first, he did not like that she got arrested; that seemed extreme. Now he understood how 

important her arrests had been, how much they changed her, and how right she was to follow her 

heart. She was ready for the struggle that possibly lay ahead. It would be a struggle to save the 

nation. Thanks to their afternoon conversation, he was with her now. Whatever happened next, 

they would both be ready, because they were one. 
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Chapter 19 - The Beginning 

 

Carl had always been comfortable speaking to groups but did not know how he ought to 

say what he needed to say this time. TV, radio, and newspaper reporters interviewed him many 

times. He spoke to corporate representatives, security chiefs, police, and high school classes. 

Whenever he talked in public, it was always about Eirene. He never spoke about himself. Now, 

however, he needed to speak to the Eirene Community Sunday potluck about something he felt 

as deeply as anything he, or Eirene, had ever faced. 

Carl did not consider himself patriotic. For him, patriotism was mostly empty slogans, 

flag-waving, and rowdy parades. Nevertheless, he felt a deep commitment to his country. He did 

not believe the United States was the ‘shining city on the hill,’ as President Reagan claimed, or 

the last best hope of earth, as President Lincoln said. Carl believed in people and truth. He felt 

truth could change hearts, and had spent much of his adult life confronting others with simple 

and profound truths about the nation in which they lived.  

He was aware that Eirene was, in a sense, a prophetic community. It did not predict the 

future, however. In genuine biblical fashion, it regularly witnessed to the truth of the world as it 

is right now. Carl did not believe the way to change people was to scare them with dire 

predictions or threaten people with catastrophe. He had learned strict nonviolence principles first 

from Martin Yerkes, and then from extensive study of Martin Luther King, Gandhi, Tolstoy, and 

others. Carl believed there was goodness within everyone. Good people did evil things, but that 

goodness was still inside them. If he could appeal to it, they could change. 

Today at the potluck he would have to appeal to the goodness he already knew was 

within his friends and members of Eirene. He knew many of the people and had worked, 

protested, been arrested, and even gone to jail with a few of them. They were good people. They 

knew him as a good person.  

Carl had never before felt the need to ask them to follow him but that was what he had to 

do in his speech at the potluck. He did not want to merely ask them to go with him. He needed to 

ask them to look within themselves, find their goodness, their love for humanity, and concern for 

their country. How could he make them see how important this was? The future depended on 

what they decided to do.  

Carl had tried for several days before the potluck to gather his thoughts, frame his 

arguments, and assess the efficacy of every word he considered uttering, but nothing felt right. 

The words, thoughts, arguments, and clarity all eluded him. The night before the potluck, Naomi 

noticed he seemed preoccupied. He had not shared any of his thoughts, so she asked him if he 

was feeling ill. 

“No, I’m not sick. Just worried.” 

“Oh, what about?” 

“The next Martin Luther King civil disobedience,” Carl replied. 

“What about it? Won’t it be just like all the others?” 

“Well, I hope it will, but I’m afraid it won’t.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“People feel confused, Naomi. And scared. We used to know what would happen when 

we got arrested. You’ve done it enough to know what I’m talking about.” Naomi nodded. She 

had been arrested more times than she could recall. 

“So?” 
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“So, this time it could be different.” 

“Why do you think that?” she asked. 

“Frankly, I don’t know what will happen. Nobody does. Have you noticed there haven’t 

been any acts of civil disobedience since 9/11? I think everyone’s scared.” 

“But, there have been demonstrations, marches, and protests.” 

“Most have been small and people have been careful.” 

“So what makes this different?” Naomi asked. 

“There’s a rumor that something as simple as blocking a driveway at a defense 

installation is now an act of terrorism.” 

“You’re kidding.” 

“I wish I was. Because of 9/11 and the war in Afghanistan, any interference with the 

military or defense contractors could be considered an act of sabotage.” 

“But, it’s not! It never has been! That’s not why we do it- I mean, we’re open about what 

we do. We don’t hurt anyone, damage anything, or even threaten to do any harm at all. We just 

make our point…” 

“But, now, just making our point might have become costly, too costly for most of the 

group.” 

“You don’t know that,” Naomi argued. 

“You’re right, I don’t. No one does. But, how can I convince people to take the risk? 

How can I persuade them this needs to be done? It might be the most important thing they’ve 

ever done.” 

“But- I know what you’re thinking- it might be the most costly,” Babette commented. 

Carl nodded. “You have to be honest with them.” 

“And, I will be. But, I might be the only one out there on King Day.” 

“No. I’ll be there with you.” 

“What about your job?” Carl asked. “There are people you take care of, who rely on 

you.” 

“Worst case scenario, someone else will take their cases. But, let’s not look at the worst 

case. Let’s assume nothing has changed.” 

“I don’t feel right telling people that,” Carl replied. “I don’t want them to think I lied.” 

“I agree. Be honest with them. Speak from your heart. Let them know how you feel.” 

“That might just scare them,” Carl said. 

“Tell them how important this is. It might motivate them. There’s nothing more you can 

do.” 

“Yeah, but how do I do that?” 

“You’ll find the words,” Naomi said. She meant it. It was what Carl somehow always 

did- find the words. He wrote countless handouts, conducted litanies, gave speeches, taught 

classes, gave soundbites to the media, and always somehow found the exact right words. She had 

no doubt he would do it again.  

Carl did not agree with her. He thought there were no words to express his deepest 

concerns. They sat in silence for a few moments. Naomi sensed his self-doubt and agitation. 

“Do you remember that time you spoke in the same church Martin Luther King preached 

at when he lived in Chester?” 

“Yeah. Calvary Baptist Church, down at Second and Baker Streets. Why?” 

“Do you remember what you told me after you spoke there?” 
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“No,” Carl replied. 

“You said you felt Dr. King shaping your words, infusing you with his spirit.” 

“I said that?” 

“Yeah. I’ll never forget the way you looked after your speech. There was a quiet fire in 

you as if for a time you had become someone else, someone you loved and admired. Well, we’re 

getting ready to celebrate his birthday. He’s still inside you. He’ll help you find the words, Carl. 

I’m sure of it.” 

Carl didn’t know what to say to her. If she believed in him, how could he doubt himself? 

But, he wondered, how can I ask people to enter the lion’s den? I’m not a prophet, just a guy 

who cares. How can I make them care? 

  

Babette felt grateful for the opportunity to be with her Eirene friends, talk about the war 

in Afghanistan, the rumors of war elsewhere, and catch up with people about their holidays. She 

went to the potluck certain she would not risk arrest at the Martin Luther King Day 

demonstration. She did not know how others felt and had not planned to discuss it with anyone.  

No one mentioned Martin Luther King Day until Carl started making the usual 

announcements of upcoming local events. Sometimes there were several events and the 

announcements went on for ten or fifteen minutes. This time there were only a few. Carl 

mentioned some and then a couple of people mentioned others. There were the usual questions, 

clarifications, and comments. Carl then moved on to the MLK Day protest. 

“Friends, we’ve been through a lot since September. Our country has changed a lot. I 

don’t have to tell you the details. You read the news. You know what I’m talking about. I think 

you’ll all agree with me when I say there’s a climate of apprehension, and- dare I say it- fear 

right now in our country. Nobody seems comfortable or at ease. Everyone seems worried. No 

one knows what’s going to happen next. 

“Well, that’s not entirely true.” Carl paused and looked around the room. “I know what’s 

going to happen next. We’re planning to do what we’ve done for almost two decades on Martin 

Luther King’s birthday, which is next Monday. It’s not just the three-day holiday; it actually is 

his birthday this year. We’re planning to honor- and remind people of- his legacy of nonviolence. 

Many of you have honored that legacy by risking arrest at Allied Industries. Until now, the 

impact of those arrests has been minimal. Those who are arrested are taken to the police station, 

given citations for trespassing, and released. Everyone has gone home the same day. 

“It might seem like it’s not such a big deal to get arrested, since there’s not much 

consequence, but you cannot minimize the importance of your arrests. They make a statement, 

the strongest statement any of us can make. We put our bodies on the line. Eirene and other 

communities like Eirene believe that we can stop the war preparations this nation has engaged in 

for decades and shows no signs of stopping, seemingly regardless of what we do. 

“Until now, our arrests were expressions of freedom and commitment. We never knew 

exactly what would happen after we were arrested, but felt certain some good would come from 

our arrests. I think it has. I think the people who confront us, stop us, take us into custody, and 

process us are changed by what we do. They might never admit it but I can see it in their faces.”  

Carl paused again. He looked at Naomi. Usually, she cleaned up after the potluck meal 

and didn’t pay much attention to the program. This time, she stood in the back, listening. She 

knew this speech might be the most important one Carl ever made. Naomi smiled at him.  
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“But, things have changed since 9/11,” Carl went on. “Our country isn’t the same as it 

was on September 10th. We’ve moved into a dark place. You might recall the Martin Luther 

King speech we play every year. It’s the one that starts with…,” Carl paused, unfolded a piece of 

paper, and then went on, “…let me read it so I’m sure I get it right. ‘Some of us who have 

already begun to break the silence of the night have found that the calling to speak is often a 

vocation of agony, but we must speak. We must speak with all the humility that is appropriate to 

our limited vision, but we must speak.’” Several people nodded. They had all heard the recording 

many times. It was from the speech Dr. King gave at Riverside Church in New York, on April 4, 

1967, exactly a year before his assassination.  It was prophetic in ways few Americans were 

prepared to hear at the time and many of his allies condemned what he said.  

Carl went on, “The final words of that paragraph are, ‘Perhaps a new spirit is rising 

among us. If it is, let us trace its movement well and pray that our own inner being may be 

sensitive to its guidance, for we are deeply in need of a new way beyond the darkness that seems 

so close around us.’” Carl paused, looked around the room, and wondered if his words were 

having any effect.  

“So here’s what I wanted to tell you: in this darkest of times, our country needs people 

who will bring the light. We are those people. If we don’t bring the light, no one will. I’m asking 

you not to shy away from what we need to do. If ever there was a need for civil disobedience, 

this is the time. Please, please don’t give up now.” Carl finished and sat down. He felt certain his 

speech had been clumsy and his words ineffective. Carl assumed he and Naomi would be the 

only two people getting arrested on Monday, and maybe going away for a long, long time. 

She came up to him. “That was beautiful,” she said 

“No. I failed. I just can’t persuade people. I’m no Dr. King.” 

“True. But you are Carl Berger. Don’t ever forget that.” 

“Thanks.” 

  

January 15 was a cold day with the air temperature in the mid-30s by noon. A brisk wind 

ruffled the banners and blew down the protest signs at the entrance to the Allied Industries 

facility. Carl duct-taped the signs on nearby poles to anchor them. The protesters gripped the 

banners in their gloved hands and quietly chatted to each other as they stood along the roadway. 

Security guards and police watched from a distance. 

Babette arrived without her video camera. She did not want to shoot a video this time. 

There was something more important she had to do. She greeted Carl, Naomi, and some of the 

other people she recognized from the potlucks and other demonstrations. Everyone seemed cold 

but cheerful. They waited for Carl to start the service. 

He walked to the microphone a few minutes past noon, clicked it on, and began to speak. 

“Friends, today we bring to Allied Industries a memorial to Dr. King and the struggle for justice 

and peace. Our memorial consists of a coffin, chains, ashes, empty boots, and flowers. It is a 

memorial for all victims of war and all the casualties of the economy of war-the homeless, 

hungry, forgotten, and forsaken who die the slow death of poverty, racism, and sexism.  We are 

here today to walk in the memory and steps of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. We honor Dr. King’s 

philosophy of nonviolent direct action and his opposition to injustice and war. We re-affirm our  

commitment to resisting Allied Industries. Our memorial to Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. is that 

we will continue to nonviolently resist the injustice that is war and the making of war that is  

Allied Industries.” Carl ended his speech and stepped aside.  
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Peggy Haas walked up to the microphone. She held a piece of paper that flapped in the 

cold wind. Peggy gripped the sides of the paper so she could keep it flat and began to read the 

words printed on it. “These are the words of Dr. Martin King, Jr. from 1964. ‘Violence is 

immoral because it thrives on hatred rather than love...Violence ends up defeating itself. It 

creates bitterness in the survivors and brutality in the destroyers...I refuse to accept the view that 

humanity is too tragically bound to the starless midnight of racism and war that the bright 

daybreak of peace can never become a reality...’” Peggy finished reading and looked at the 

listeners. Then she stepped away from the microphone. 

“In 1967, Dr. King called the U.S. government the greatest purveyor of violence in the 

world today,” Carl continued. “One U.S. Trident submarine (there are 18) carrying 24 missiles, 

with eight nuclear warheads per missile, is capable of delivering 1,000 Hiroshimas. Allied 

Industries manages much of the U.S. nuclear bomb complex and is the manufacturer of Trident  

missiles. Ninety-nine percent of all high-level radioactive material in the U.S. has been generated 

by nuclear weapons production. Plutonium, which fuels nuclear bombs, has a toxic life of 

240,000 years, which is 10,000 human generations. Nuclear weapons have poisoned our earth, 

our spirits, our imagination, and claim on the future with the threat of unimaginable death and 

destruction.”  

Carl stepped away and Peggy came back. 

“More words from Dr. King, again from 1964,” she began. “‘I refuse to accept the 

cynical notion that nation after nation must spiral down a militaristic stairway into the hell of 

thermonuclear destruction. I believe that unarmed truth and unconditional love will have the final 

word in reality...’” 

Carl went on. “Gandhi called poverty the greatest form of violence. For millions of 

people, the economy long ago receded. The New York Times reports that more than 34 million 

people in the U.S. live in poverty. Almost one in five children under the age of five in the U.S. 

are poor. Homelessness in the United States is actually on the rise for the first time since the 

Reagan Administration. 47 million Americans have no medical coverage. Dr. King told us that 

of all the forms of inequality, injustice in health care is the most shocking and inhumane. If there 

be such a thing as real human security, then it must rest on something more than what we can do  

for ourselves with muscle or weapons. It must rest on our relationship with others and the earth, 

with fairness, with honoring the commonweal and the common wealth, with being the neighbor, 

not the overlord. And, that means justice. Bombs may win wars and bring the false peace of 

victory, but justice will never be achieved with bombs and cruise missiles, with troop surges, 

with Star Wars weapons, or policies of endless war. If we want peace not empire, or wealth, or 

oil markets and arms contracts- then we must work for justice.” 

Peggy continued: “More words from Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., 1964. ‘...I refuse to 

accept the idea that the isness of our present nature makes us morally incapable of reaching up 

for the eternal oughtness that forever confronts us. I refuse to accept the idea that we are mere 

flotsam and jetsam in a river of life, unable to influence the unfolding events which surround 

us...” 

Carl reached toward the little cassette player that sat on the card table between the 

microphone stand and the small sound system. He pressed the play button, and the sonorous 

voice of Dr. King soared over the crowd and penetrated the hearts of the protesters. It was the 

recording of King’s April 4, 1967, Riverside Church speech and began with the simplest words, 

“I come to this magnificent house of worship tonight because my conscience leaves me no other 
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choice.” Everyone listened in silence. The excerpt Carl played embodied the American tragedy 

King spoke about as well as the tragedy of his life. 

“Over the past two years, as I have moved to break the betrayal of my own silences and 

to speak from the burnings of my own heart, as I have called for radical departures from the 

destruction of Vietnam, many persons have questioned me about the wisdom of my path. At the 

heart of their concerns, this query has often loomed large and loud: Why are you speaking about 

war, Dr. King? Why are you joining the voices of dissent? Peace and civil rights don't mix, they 

say. Aren't you hurting the cause of your people, they ask? And when I hear them, though I often 

understand the source of their concern, I am nevertheless greatly saddened, for such questions 

mean that the inquirers have not really known me, my commitment, or my calling. Indeed, their 

questions suggest that they do not know the world in which they live.” Carl clicked off the tape. 

Silence fell over the demonstration. No one moved or spoke. King’s powerful voice echoed in 

their minds. 

Back then, King spoke of a ‘calling,’ to respond to what was happening in America. Now 

it was time to be called, again, but he was no longer there. Those listening to his words, however, 

were still there and some were ready to follow him again. 

Two people who held a small ‘Remember King’s Dream’ banner that showed his profile 

stepped away from the other demonstrators and began walking toward the AI driveway. The idle 

security guards moved to form a line blocking the demonstrators’ path. Naomi followed the 

banner. She walked slowly behind the banner, holding a large photo of Dr. King taken when he 

delivered his famous ‘I have a dream’ speech in Washington on August 28, 1963.  

At other demonstrations during the year, there was often music playing when people 

began their civil disobedience. On Good Friday, it was Gabriel’s Oboe, from the soundtrack to 

the movie, The Mission. On Hiroshima Day, it was the song about Sadako Sasaki by Fred Small. 

This time, however, there was absolute silence except for the noise of passing vehicles. 

Other people walked toward the driveway. Two of them carried the large cardboard 

coffin. Babette helped carry a large banner that read, Resist Allied Industries, the Face of War. 

Three other people stood behind the banner and faced the security guards. They waited to allow 

all who wanted to take part in the nonviolent action to come into the driveway. The protesters 

and guards stood ten feet apart and looked at each other. Some protesters nodded and smiled at 

the guards. Others looked down or at each other.  

Carl waited patiently. No one spoke. Everyone had time to feel their presence in the 

driveway and perhaps reflect on the drama of their protest and the statement they were making. 

Carl looked to his left and then his right and then stepped forward slowly. The others 

accompanied him in a ragged line. They only took a few steps before the guards advanced to halt 

them. Carl was the first one to stop. The young guard who stopped Carl seemed nervous. “You 

are trespassing on private property. If you don’t leave, you will be arrested. Will you leave?” the 

guard asked. 

“No,” Carl said. A policeman walked over. Carl greeted the officer and smiled at him but 

the cop did not respond. He took Carl’s arm and walked him toward the waiting police van. 

Babette watched Carl’s arrest and thought about her life up to this point. It occurred to 

her that her life might be about to change irrevocably. This could be the last time she was a free 

woman. She briefly considered answering ‘yes’ when the security guard asked her if she would 

leave but quickly rejected the idea. She had come this far; she would go the rest of the way. 

Babette reminded herself not to fear the unknown. Her family would miss her if she went away 
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for a long time but they would be okay. She might lose her job but Gregory earned enough to 

take care of Nicholas and Lianna.  

It was suddenly her turn. A burly guard confronted her and asked if she would leave. She 

declined. He summoned a police officer. The cop took her arm and walked her toward the police 

van. Babette had crossed the line, again. However, this time was different. No one knew the fate 

that awaited them. She did not know if her life would ever be the same. 

 The back of the police van was quiet as the protesters rode to the station. In the past, 

people often chatted with each other. Carl occasionally told stories. Sometimes everyone sang 

We Shall Overcome or Down by the Riverside. This time everyone rode in silence. Babette 

guessed they were all thinking the same thing: will I ever see my loved ones again? 

If they had taken time to analyze what happened back in the driveway, they might have 

noticed the security guards and police behaved as predictably as they always had. They 

confronted the protesters, challenged them to leave, and then arrested them when they refused. 

No one dared hope that this time would be like all the previous arrests, but it had been, so far. 

They arrived at the police station. A cop opened the back door of the van, told people to 

carefully get out, and kept them in a group by the door. Then he shocked everyone when he said, 

“Okay, we’re going to take you inside, give you citations for trespassing, and then release all of 

you. Any questions?” 

No one had a question. The cop opened the police station door and a second cop led the 

group into the building. They went to a conference room and were told to sit on the chairs around 

the table. The arrestees still wondered if the FBI was about to come in, accuse them all of being 

terrorists, and haul them away. That did not happen. 

Two cops came into the room and sat at either end of the long table. They both had little 

stacks of small citation forms. “Have your IDs out, please,” one of them asked politely. 

“Okay, you first,” the other one gestured to Carl. He got up from his chair, walked to the 

end of the table, sat down, handed his ID to the cop, and waited. The cop filled Carl’s name and 

ID information onto the form, tore off a yellow copy, and handed it to Carl. “Okay, you can sit 

back down and wait for the others,” the cop said, without looking up at Carl. 

“Thanks, officer,” Carl replied. He went back to his chair and waited while everyone in 

the room received their citations. The entire process took about fifteen minutes. When the police 

processed everyone, they stood up and the one nearest the door said, “Follow me.” He walked 

into the hallway. Everyone stood up and followed him. He led the line of protesters to a small 

glass door that opened to the outside. Another officer opened the door and held it while everyone 

exited. 

They found several people from the demonstration waiting by the building entrance. 

Everyone was smiling. The protesters, Babette included, felt stunned but it seemed too soon for 

them to feel relieved. They had not yet admitted to themselves how afraid they felt after they 

were taken into custody. But, there were no FBI agents, no threats of jail, or court appearances. 

The arrests had gone as predictably as always, and now they were free. Babette would get home 

in time for dinner. She might get home early enough to make dinner. 

  

Gregory saw Babette as soon as he came in the door. He looked around and didn’t see 

Nicholas or Lianna. “So, how did it go, today?” he asked after he kissed her.  

“Everything was perfectly normal,” Babette replied. Gregory felt relieved. They both 

worried about what would happen the first time anyone committed civil disobedience after the 
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9/11 attack, the Patriot Act, the war in Afghanistan, and the War on Terror. They had not 

discussed their fears, however. Gregory had not wanted to alarm Babette and make her feel he 

was trying to dissuade her from following her conscience. She had not wanted to share her 

apprehension with him and make him feel she was warning him she might disappear for a long 

time.  

It now seemed everything would continue as it was before and they felt grateful. Despite 

the catastrophic changes in the world around them, they assumed their lives would go on. They 

forgot the future was never predictable, and assuming things would be normal from now on was 

usually a mistake. This crisis was over, but others would follow. That was the only normal thing. 

When Gregory made love to Babette later, she felt a sense of urgency and forcefulness he 

rarely displayed. After he finished, she asked him what was wrong. 

“Nothing,” he lied. 

“C’mon, Gregory. That was different.” 

“Was it?” he teased. 

“You know it was. Tell me why.” 

“All day I kept thinking I might never get to do that with you ever again and I could 

hardly bear the thought. I almost left early so I could come home and cry.” 

“Do you need to cry, now?” 

“No, thanks. I’m okay, now. But, thanks for what you guys did, and thanks for coming 

back to me.” 

“If it’s in my power, I’ll always come back to you. Or, at least, I’ll try.” 

“That’s all I can ask, Babette. All I can ask…” 

Babette felt relieved Gregory believed what she’d told him. She had her doubts. Only 

time would tell what the future held. 

 

 

The End 
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Afterword 

 

“The Cold War has been followed by its twin, the War on Terror. We are engaged in 

another apocalyptic struggle against an enemy seen as absolute evil. Terrorism has replaced 

Communism as the enemy. We are told we can be safe only through the threat of escalating 

violence. Once again, anything goes in a fight against evil: preemptive attacks, torture, 

undermining governments, assassinations, whatever it takes to gain the end of victory over an 

enemy portrayed as irredeemably evil. Yet the redemptive means John Kennedy turned to, in a 

similar struggle, was dialogue with the enemy. When the enemy is seen as human, everything 

changes. 

“That reconciling method of dialogue - where mutual respect overcomes fear, and thus 

war-is again regarded as heretical in our dominant political theology. As a result, seeking truth in 

our opponents instead of victory over them can lead, as it did in the case of Kennedy, to one's 

isolation and death as a traitor. That ultimate crown is, as Dietrich Bonhoeffer said, "the cost of 

discipleship." There is no better reason for it than loving one's enemies - not a sentimental love 

but, first of all, respect. Respect means recognizing and acknowledging our enemies’ part of the 

truth, whether or not that makes life more difficult for us.” 

- James W. Douglass, JFK and The Unspeakable, Preface, pages ix & x. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


