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People Waging Peace: Portraits of 
Four Americans 

Elizabeth Anne McGuinness 

I . Where There Is Need 
Marge Roberts, Denver, Colorado 

If we all can persevere, if we can in every land 
and office look beyond our own shores and am-
bitions, then surely the age will dawn in which 
the strong are just and the weak secure and the 
peace preserved. 

—President John F. Kennedy 

The scene was a deserted street in Guatemala. 
The time was late evening. The young woman 
who entered the street was a university student, 
heading home from a class. 

Suddenly, a carload of men pulled up behind 
her. For a block or two, they followed along, mov-
ing faster as the young woman began to hurry. 

Then they gunned their car past her. As she 
shrank against the nearest building, the young 
woman got a quick look at the car. Its windows 
bristled with machine guns. All were pointed at 
her. 

The men didn't shoot, but their message was 
clear: Next time you might not get off so easily. 
The young woman was panic-stricken. 

She dropped out of the university; she feared 
ever to leave her home; she began searching for 
a way to leave the country. Yet, sometimes—in 
spite of her terror—she had to go out. 

And soon there was a bodyguard to protect 
her. But this was no muscular young guardian, 
no well-trained, well-armed security expert; this 
was Marge Roberts—unarmed, 57 years old, a 
"good-hugger" from Denver, Colo. When the need 
was so great that the young woman had to go 
out, Roberts put an arm around her waist, held 
her hand, and went with her. 

Roberts had come to Guatemala just a couple 
of weeks earlier as a volunteer with GAM—Grupo 
de Apoyo Mutuo (Mutual Support Group). GAM 
represented families in danger of retribution—
those who opposed government intimidation and 
brutality, or those with members who had "dis-
appeared" after being identified as government 
enemies. Since the Guatemalan government did 
not want to offend the United States or Canada, 
GAM reasoned, North Americans accompanying 
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threatened individuals might be able to save them 
from attack. 

Roberts had signed on. In spite of the real per-
sonal danger to herself, "a nonviolent bodyguard 
just kind of appealed to me," she said later. "I 
kind of liked the idea." 

All of her assignments were with women. The 
first two were GAM leaders. A bodyguard seemed 
prudent at the time, said Roberts, because two 
other leaders had been killed not long before. It 
was hard to realize what she really was doing, 
Roberts said: "It was just an ordinary, middle-
class life. And yet you would be aware some-
times of being watched. There would be people 
watching you, following you." 

Her third assignment—the university student—
was the daughter of another GAM leader. Rob-
erts, who spent two and a half weeks with her, 
remembers two times they went out. 

Once their destination was the migration of-
fice. "She had to go there to get her passport," 
said Roberts. "No one can do that for you. So 
she and I and her father took the bus, and I walked 
with her, with my arm around her waist and my 
hand gripping her other arm. She was scared to 
death, but just did what she had to do." 

All three were wary and nervous, Roberts re-
called. "We had to wait for an hour outside the 
migration office, and truckloads of soldiers were 
driving up and down the street. During that time, 
she had her back against the wall, and her father 
and I both just stood in front of her." 

But that trip ended successfully. And so did 
the other, as Roberts walked with the young 
woman to the Canadian embassy, which not only 
agreed to welcome her to Canada, but to loan 
her money for her plane ticket and to arrange 
registration in a Canadian school. The day after 
Roberts left Guatemala, the young woman was 
on her way as well. 

That journey was Roberts' second into Cen-
tral America. The year before, she had headed 
for Nicaragua, with plans to work on her Span-
ish and to find out for herself what was going 
on down there. She had returned home feeling 
incensed about "my government's attempts to 
destabilize this tiny nation." 

But now, as we talked on the day of the Rocky 
Flats vigil, Roberts was back from both trips. She 
had a job with the Catholic archdiocese's peace 
and justice committee, she had renewed old con-
tacts with the Rocky Flats group, she was back 
volunteering at the Catholic Worker soup kitchen. 

It was a life that seemed to fit as comfortably 
on Roberts as the sweatshirt, jeans, and mocca-
sins she was wearing for the vigil. She was soft-
spoken with an easy smile, one of those women 
often described as ageless. 

She had been leery about talking to a reporter; 
you never knew if they'd tell what you "meant," 
not just what you said. But she'd decided to take 
a chance, and suggested that I go along on the 
Sunday afternoon vigil. As she piloted her aging 
car toward Rockwell's west gate, Roberts began 
her story. There was no time to finish during the 
vigil, so she picked up the tale again as we re- 
turned to Arvada Mennonite Church, our start- 
ing point, and then moved to a log at the side of 
the parking lot, talking and watching the sunset. 

"The Sunday afternoon vigils started early in 
1979," Roberts recalled, and since then they've 
gone on year-round, straight through the win-
ter. "Oh, it gets very, very cold. Sometimes they 
get pretty short-15 or 20 minutes is all. But we 
feel it's important to be here." 

Actually, the vigil's roots go back a year ear-
lier, when a group of young people set up a te- 
pee on the railroad tracks leading into the plant 
and stayed there round the clock for nine months. 
"When the train came through," Roberts said, 
"the company would take the tepee down and 
arrest the people on the tracks. The next day, or 
even maybe a few hours later, the tepee would 
be back up and there would be more people out 
on the tracks." Maybe 80 in all were arrested 
that year. 

After that, the weekly visits began, with Rob-
erts there from the beginning. 

Roberts, herself, has been arrested more than 
once at Rocky Flats. When she does, it's inten- 
tional: It happens when she feels there is a state-
ment that demands action, not just silent vigiling. 
And so she goes over Rockwell's fence. 

Once it was during during Holy Week, when 
she and a friend went across carrying a dogwood 
tree and copies of a parable, the "Legend of the 
Dogwood Tree," telling of sadness felt by the 
tree chosen for Jesus' crucifixion. It was to be a 
symbolic action—planting the tree and handing 
out the parable on this site of war preparation. 
And the symbolism remained, they felt, even 
though they were arrested before the tree was 
planted. "We gave it to one of the security people 
that we know," said Roberts. 

Those who know Marge Roberts say they're 
not surprised when she jumps into action. It all 
seems natural for her. Yet, she said, her road 
toward involvement was not always an easy one. 
It began, perhaps, during World War II—her high 
school years—when "I would see movies and 
newsreels and pictures in the paper of people 
getting shot up and whole cities being destroyed. 
And I just couldn't fit that together with what 
I'd learned about our being supposed to take care 
of each other." But, said Roberts, "I didn't know 
anybody who felt as I did." So she grew up think-
ing there must be "something wrong with me." 
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She kept trying to fit in—even later, when she 
married. "I was working at being a typical house-
wife. I played the role for a long time, and pushed 
things away that didn't fit." 

Then in 1968, after the family moved to Den-
ver, Roberts attended a conference that helped 
redirect her life. She was representing the Arvada 
Police Department, where she had found a job. 
The subject was police and community relations. 

Suddenly, "There were many people who 
thought like I thought—the first time that I re-
ally met anybody I could talk with and get 
affirmation. It was an excitement that broke ev-
erything loose for me." 

During that Vietnam era, Roberts worried about 
what was going on at the nearby Air Force Acad-
emy. "I saw us teaching people to deaden their 
own spirit of what it means to be alive and to be 
human and to care for each other. We have to do 
that before we can teach people to kill." So, she 
was excited when the Academy agreed to enter 
a dialogue with the peace community. 

Then the Air Force backed out. So, recalled 
Roberts, "we made some quick changes of our 
plans." That Sunday, Roberts and her friends 
joined the congregation at the Academy's chapel, 
standing during the service. Every five minutes 
one of them walked out—"signifying a certain 
number of deaths that had happened during that 
five minutes in Vietnam." The idea was similar, 
in a way, to the Holy. Week fence-jumping at 
Rocky Flats. Some messages require direct ac-
tion. 

Meanwhile, however, as Roberts' activism 
gained depth and meaning, her marriage was 
raveling. She had married a conservative man, 
one who found it difficult to accept his wife's 
beliefs and actions. "We tried, worked really hard 
to come to some adjustment between ourselves," 
Roberts said. "Yet I feel that my husband never 
really forgave me for not being the person that 
he had thought I was all that time." The mar-
riage broke up in 1983. 

There were other troubles, as well. Roberts 
had interrupted her first trip to Central America 
following a call from her daughter Christy. The 
news was bad. Although Christy earlier had 
fought—and seemingly won—a battle against can-
cer, the illness had returned. Roberts flew home, 
staying with Christy through her daughter's death 
two months later. 

Then, knowing that for her, the best way to 
fight grief was to get busy helping others, Rob-
erts soon left for GAM and Guatemala. 

With that behind her, she had returned to Den-
ver and rebuilt a life that was both busy and 
dedicated. But somehow, something was still 
missing; she already was thinking of moving on. 
Once again, Roberts was feeling the pull of Cen- 

tral America. There was so much to be done in 
that part of the world. She had learned of a Jesuit 
refugee camp in El Salvador that desperately 
needed long-term volunteers. Maybe they could 
use her there. 

As dusk settled over the small Arvada church 
and its grounds, Marge Roberts spoke softly, look-
ing inward more than at me. "I am feeling really 
drawn." . . . 

2. One Hawk for Peace 
Major Gen. William T. Fairbourn, 
U.S. Marine Corps (ret.), Salt Lake City 

Global war has become a Frankenstein to destroy 
both sides. No longer is it a weapon of adven-
ture—the shortcut to international power. If you 
lose, you are annihilated. If you win, you stand 
only to lose . . . [War] contains now only the 
germs of double suicide. 

—Gen. Douglas MacArthur, 1961 

The road from Los Angeles to Salt Lake City heads 
out through the Mojave Desert, cuts through-Ne-
vada and Las Vegas, snips off a corner of Ari-
zona, then curls upward to St. George, Utah, be-
fore heading on to Salt Lake City. On the fall 
day I made the trip, the desert was a master-
piece in pastels. The lighting had a bleached qual-
ity, one that seems special to certain desert days. 
Pale mauves, greys, and beiges of ground and 
brush met a washed-blue sky. Only the occasional 
red truck or car pulled in the full energy of the 
sun. 

That muted loveliness only made the entrance 
to Utah all the more spectacular, as earth colors 
became boldly orange-red, defining the stark 
drama of the state's desert bluffs. St. George is 
the first town you hit, and it's enough to take 
your breath away—a whole town looking like a 
toy village under those magnificent walls of red. 
You wonder if the people who live here get up 
every morning and revel in the glory waiting 
just outside their doors. 

Then you remember: St. George has one of 
the most disturbing recent histories of any city 
in the United States. It is a history recounted in 
frightening detail by John G. Fuller in his book, 
"The Day We Bombed Utah." 

There have been many days of "bombing," ac-
tually, beginning in 1951 as the United States 
started nuclear weapons tests across the Nevada 
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border, spewing radioactive waste into the air. 
Most of those tests were scheduled when air cur-
rents would carry the waste eastward toward St. 
George, Fuller reported; better there than Los An-
geles or Las Vegas. 

The first major suggestion that something was 
horribly wrong—in spite of Atomic Energy Com-
mission reassurances that there was no danger—
showed up following one 1953 blast, when fleece 
suddenly began falling off sheep in chunks and 
lambs began being born deformed, with strange 
potbellies or without legs. A total of 4,390 of the 
animals died. 

By then, problems were showing up in people: 
First there had been red, itchy skin, and hair that 
fell out. Eventually leukemia and cancer began 
taking human lives. 

Among those who may have been affected were 
Hollywood luminaries John Wayne, Susan 
Hayward, Agnes Moorehead, and Dick Powell, 
all of whom came to the area not too long after 
that particular bomb test to make an outdoor ac-
tion movie, "The Conqueror." All have since died 
of cancer. Wayne was the last of the four to go, 
and by the time of his death, 91 of the other 220 
members of the cast and crew also had devel-
oped cancer, and half of them already had died. 

Yes, some St. George area citizens have fought 
and won court action against the government. 
But the decision is still being appealed; damages 
have not been paid. And bomb tests still are be-
ing held at the Nevada Test Site. 

For St. George and Utah, there can be no doubt 
about the horrendous danger of nuclear weap-
onry. Yet, that very knowledge puts the state in 
an excruciating quandary. For Utah also depends 
heavily on income from its military contracts. 
Without those contracts, Utah could face finan-
cial trouble. 

Among those who have joined the battle to 
value lives over budgets is one native of Utah 
who, in an interesting turn of fate, was still build-
ing a military career as the St. George script be-
gan unfolding. In fact, Marine Corps Maj. Gen. 
William T. Fairbourn, now retired, was among 
the first military men who turned their attention 
to the future use of nuclear weaponry following 
World War II. 

In those early days, he joined a Marine Corps 
committee studying how the new nuclear weap-
ons would fit into the future of the Corps. The 
committee's final recommendation was to develop 
helicopter assault capability. The plan was 
adopted, and the Marines became "the first of 
the services to take into account both the sup-
port of nuclear weapons and the defense against 
them." At that time, Fairbourn saw the question 
in terms of strategy—and on that basis, he still 
applauds it. 

The young officer went on to a distinguished 
career. He was a battalion commander in World 
War II, a regiment commander during the Ko-
rean conflict, and a division commander during 
Vietnam. 

Before he left the service, Fairbourn rose to 
the post of senior strategic planner for the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff. "I had 14 generals and admirals 
of the other services as my subordinates," said 
Fairbourn, still a bulldog of a man, with a voice 
that booms across to his listener. "I had a total 
of, I think, 176 officers, none below the grade of 
lieutenant colonel, about evenly divided among 
all the services." The job was a three-star post—
one above Fairbourn's two stars—and he had been 
recommended for the new ranking. 

But then, in 1968, Fairbourn quit. A nagging 
back injury was part of it. Yet, there was a longer 
story to it than that. 

Along the way, Fairbourn—who still takes 
pride in his military accomplishments, who still 
stands tall as a Marine, and who proclaims 
proudly that "I probably am the biggest hawk 
that there is around"—developed serious ques-
tions about our nuclear dependency. "I'm hawk-
ish about the things that contribute to our na-
tional security," he explained, "and nuclear weap-
ons are not among them. Because they are weap-
ons that can never be used." 

To accept the potential use of nuclear weap-
ons, said Fairbourn, means accepting one addi-
tional potential: "You must accept, really, the 
destruction of civilization." Because that, Fairboum 
has come to believe, is where the use of nuclear 
weapons could lead. As a result, Fairbourn, who 
returned to his home state of Utah after 35 years 
in the Marine Corps, is active in two anti-nuclear 
groups: Utahns United Against the Nuclear Arms 
Race and the Washington D.C.-based Center for 
Defense Information (CDI). 

Utahns United has been described as "an edu-
cational organization aiming to raise public con-
sciousness about the arms race." Its current ma-
jor project, said Fairbourn, is developing a school 
program of 12 lectures making up "An Introduc-
tion to Nuclear Concerns." He expected the first 
series to be offered the following spring through 
the nearby Granite School District's community 
education program; he would be in charge. The 
lectures would cover nuclear power and nuclear 
waste disposal, as well as nuclear weapons, said 
Fairbourn. 

These topics, he added, have immediate con-
cern for Utahns: a nuclear waste dump has been 
proposed in the southern part of the state; the 
arms industry ranks among the state's top em-
ployers. "Our goal," said Fairbourn, "is to see 
that both sides of the story are objectively and 
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truthfully portrayed. Then the public will make 
up their minds." 

The other group, the CDI, has a national per-
spective as an "information center on U.S. and 
major powers' military technology, weapons de- 
velopment, and military policy." It is an impres-
sive group; like Fairbourn, all of its leaders once 
held decision-making positions in the military. 
The director is Gene R. La Rocque, rear admiral, 
USN (ret.); the deputy director, Eugene J. Carroll 
Jr., rear admiral, USN (ret.). Associate directors 
are Fairbourn; Kermit D. Johnson, major general, 
USA (ret.); James A. Donovan, colonel, USMC (ret.); 
and James T. Bush, captain, USN (ret.). All are 
concerned about where the nuclear arms race is 
taking the nation. 

Since the headquarters are on the East Coast, 
Fairbourn handles much of the work in the West. 
He would he leaving soon after our meeting to 
give a speech, "Some Thoughts on the Strategic 
Defense Initiative," before the Regina Coalition 
for Peace and Disarmament in Regina, 
Saskatchewan, Canada. 

In a draft of the speech, Fairbourn challenged 
the contention that the Strategic Defense Initia- 
tive—or Star Wars—could protect the United 
States: "From the outset, proponents of the Stra-
tegic Defense Initiative have acknowledged that 
an airtight defense through which no weapons 
can successfully penetrate is not within the realm 
of possibility." He called for serious negotiations 
with the Soviets to identify mutual interests as 
"the first step in development of a stable rela-
tionship between the United States and the So- 
viet Union." Since both sides recognize "the cata- 
strophic and uncontrollable character of nuclear 
war," said Fairbourn, "preventing nuclear war 
and shaping the strategic balance to that end with 
the aid of arms control has been accepted as one 
of the few areas of mutual interest even under 
the present harsh circumstances." 

In spite of such opinions, Fairbourn 
unequivocably rejects the title of "peacenik." He 
does not support activists who sit in front of trains 
transporting weapons or who climb fences at de-
fense plants or military bases . . . and he does 
not mince words telling his opinions about such 
actions; they are, he said bluntly, "utterly stu-
pid" and "a damn nuisance." Instead, he sug-
gested, the demonstrators should put their ef-
forts into working "through the ballot box." 

Likewise, he does not propose elimination of 
nuclear weapons: "You can't. Nuclear weapons 
are a fact of life." Since the technology is out 
there, and since the Soviets have nuclear weap-
ons, the United States must have them, too. But 
nuclear stockpiles could be dramatically reduced 
by both superpowers, he argues. "We've got  

enough nuclear weapons to destroy the Soviet 
Union 17 times." 

Fairbourn's military expertise tells him twice 
the knock-out strength is plenty. "What we need 
right now in nuclear weapons is 800 weapons, or 
800 megatons, and that's the same amount the 
Soviet Union needs," he said. "Four hundred 
megatons delivered on the Soviet Union would 
render the Soviet Union militarily impotent; a 
similar amount delivered on the United States 
would render the United States militarily impo- 
tent. So, give each country twice that amount, 
which means they could use that amount of 
megatonnage to protect the megatonnage that IS 
needed; that's just a good conservative cushion 
to have, 100% replacement for your weapons. And 
that's all you need." Especially, he implied, for a 
game of bluff. 

Fairbourn believes in putting his convictions 
into action: He campaigned vigorously for the 
nuclear freeze; although he strongly supported 
Ronald Reagan in the first campaign, he strongly 
opposed Reagan's re-election; he argued outspo- 
kenly that the United States should seriously con- 
sider the Soviet's proposal to end arms testing—
and suggested that the United States make a simi- 
lar offer. The Soviet Union's moratorium under- 
way at the time of our talk could be partially 
traced to a CDI letter sent to both Reagan and 
the Soviet's Mikhail S. Gorbachev proposing just 
such an action, Fairbourn believes. Soon after that, 
in August 1985, Gorbachev announced the mora- 
torium and a proposal to end testing; Reagan, 
on the other hand, replied that "he lauded our 
intent" but could not accept the proposal—more 
testing was necessary. 

Meanwhile, the arms race is threatening the 
nation on another front, Fairbourn argues: It is 
eating away the economy. "We're profligates in 
our money, our resources, and our manpower," 
he said. "We're spending the wealth that belongs 
to generations yet unborn." Fairbourn said he 
and other CDI members are convinced that the 
ultimate danger of the arms race could be eco-
nomic: "We've all decided there's going to be an 
economic failure, and it's going to be serious 
enough to jeopardize the existence of the United 
States as a viable nation." He pointed to danger 
signs: Third World countries threatening to de- 
fault on their debts, American money moving to 
foreign countries, corporations buying and sell- 
ing each other based on tax advantages . . . while 
American people go hungry. Yet, he added, it is 
the civilian population that any country must 
depend upon. "That is really where your strength 
is, in a vigorous, viable, motivated population." 
Some people claim the arms buildup has led to 
"40 years of peace," the longest in world history, 
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Fairbourn said. But, he countered, "Is this peace? 
I don't think so. Any situation that taxes you 
enough to deprive any part of your civilization 
of the bread of life is not peace in my judgment." 

When I talked with friends outside the peace and 
justice movement, most were surprised that former 
military leaders would be involved in the anti-
nuclear effort. Yet—as the list of leaders in the 
CDI testifies—there are a number of men with 
distinguished military careers who believe in a 
strong defense but disbelieve that ever more 
nuclear weapons or unlimited blank checks for 
weapons development are the best way to do 
the job. In 1982, Admiral Hyman G. Rickover 
stated, "The U.S. already has enough submarines 
to sink everything on the ocean. . . . We must 
expect that when war breaks out again, we will 
use the weapons available. I think we'll prob-
ably destroy ourselves. I'm not proud of the part 
I played." 

Those who are most outspoken, naturally, tend 
to be those who already have retired from mili-
tary service. Perhaps their opponents would ar-
gue that they speak against nuclear weaponry 
because their own careers were most involved 
with conventional, non-nuclear tactics; more true, 
it would seem, is that they know full well the 
horror that even conventional warfare can bring 
and are unwilling to throw the whole world on 
the table in the gamble with nuclear weaponry. 

In a last minute phone call to confirm mailing 
information, I reached Mrs. Fairbourn, who told 
me the general had died in February 1987, shortly 
after suffering a light stroke. He was buried in 
Arlington National Cemetery. 

3. A World beyond War 
Ed and Barbara Thomas, 
Des Moines, Iowa 

The unleashed power of the atom has changed 
everything save our modes of thinking and we 
thus drift toward unparalleled catastrophe. 

—Albert Einstein 

There's a shocking moment for many of those 
attending their first Beyond War meeting. Typi-
cally, the guests will have been welcomed to a 

neighborhood living room, maybe even offered 
homemade cookies or cake. It's likely some of 
the guests already will know each other and their 
hosts. That friendly welcome, that pleasant am-
biance is part of what defines Beyond War. 

The cozy mood shatters, however, as one of 
the evening's speakers—again, probably a neigh-
bor—begins a traditional Beyond War ritual that 
first asks the audience to look at two objects: a 
single BB and a metal tub. What follows goes 
about like this: 

"Now," says the speaker, "please close your 
eyes." The BB is dropped in the tub. It makes a 
small, brief noise. "That BB," the, speaker says, 
"represents one million tons of explosives." 

"Now I'm going to drop BBs to represent all 
the aerial bombs used by the Allies in World 
War II." Three BBs rattle along the side and bot-
tom of the tub. 

"And now, here is the sound that represents 
the explosive power in the nuclear arsenals of 
the United States and the Soviet Union today." 
Slowly the speaker pours out more BBs-18,000 
in all. For those listeners, their eyes still closed, 
the sound of thousands of small metal pellets 
bouncing against each other and echoing into the 
tub seems to last interminably. When the last BB 
has fallen, the speaker waits a few moments to 
let it all sink in, then adds solemnly, "And we 
continue to build five more nuclear weapons each 
day to add to that arsenal." 

Long before any nuclear exchange used up 
the weaponry that already exists, life would have 
disappeared from the earth, the speaker says. So 
now it's not enough to simply fight that weap-
onry. What's needed is nothing less than a "new 
way of thinking." One that would recognize the 
interconnection of all humans around the world; 
one that would reject all violence, whether inter-
national or interpersonal; one that would move 
the world "beyond war." 

That scene—now being repeated in living 
rooms across the country—is just one tool sup-
porting the major tactic chosen by Beyond War 
in its effort to cause that world change. The tac-
tic? Education. 

The ultimate answer—whether or not the world 
survives—will depend on whether enough of us 
join that new way of thinking, Beyond War is 
convinced. It will take just 5% of the population 
to get the idea on its way, they contend; 20% to 
make it unstoppable. And education is the way 
to make it happen. 

The Beyond War story began in 1982, in the posh 
surroundings of Palo Alto, Calif. Those in at the 
beginning were basically an upscale group of 
highly motivated, successful individuals bright 
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enough to make things happen. They quickly re-
alized, however, that to pull in the necessary num-
bers, they would have to reach out to new audi-
ences and new territories. 

Barbara Thomas is one of those who recall how 
that move began. During a January 1984 national 
staff meeting, she said, the group agreed, "Let's 
try an experiment to see what would happen if 
two couples moved to a state for three months." 
Those couples would be, in a sense, missionaries. 
They would invite neighbors to their homes to 
talk about the Beyond War idea, encouraging those 
neighbors to repeat the process. If it worked, Be-
yond War would be on its way. 

The state they chose was Iowa. They liked the 
fact that Iowa held the country's first caucuses, 
making it something of a trend-setter, and that 
Iowans seemed to be people who valued a good 
education and were willing to get involved. 

A number of couples said they would like to 
make the three-month move. Barbara and her 
husband Ed, however, were not among them. Al- 
though Ed had sold his CPA firm the previous 
June and joined the national volunteer staff on a 
full-time basis, the timing just didn't seem right. 
Yet, when final decision time arrived and people 
were asked to stand if they were ready to take 
on that responsibility, Ed stood up. 

That surprised even his wife. "It wasn't just, 
'Who can go?'" Barbara said. "It was, 'Who can 
go in the next 10 days?' Just pick up and leave." 
Ten days later, the Thomases, along with Tom 
and Marianne Moutoux, headed for Des Moines, 
Iowa. 

Barbara vividly remembers that trip. "We were 
in our van, towing the Moutouxs' car on the back," 
she said. A bone-chilling Iowa winter greeted 
them. "The temperature was -20 degrees. One 
gas station attendant looked at the license plates 
and asked, 'What are you doing in Iowa?' We 
said, 'We're here to talk about Beyond War.' " 
The attendant, Barbara recalled with a laugh, sug- 
gested that maybe the Californians were not op-
erating on all cylinders if they chose Iowa in frigid 
mid-winter just to talk. 

"But it was a perfect time to go," Barbara would 
decide, "because farmers don't have much they 
can do then." That meant people had time to 
listen, and the two couples found Iowans coop-
erative and interested. "They have a commitment 
to stewardship of the planet because of their ties 
to the land," Barbara said. 

Three months later, when it was time for the 
couples to return home, Beyond War seemed to 
have caught on and begun growing. That was 
the go-ahead the parent group had been seek-
ing. In Palo Alto, it was decided that additional 
families would leave jobs and homes, temporarily 
moving to other parts of the country to spread 

the word of Beyond War. All that would be done 
at their own expense; it would have to be that 
important to the couples who participated. And 
that fall, 17 families, including both Thomases 
and Moutouxs, set off for a year in other parts of 
the nation. As the Thomases and Moutouxs re-
turned to Iowa, others headed off to Georgia, 
Colorado, Maine, Massachusetts, New Hampshire, 
Oregon, Vermont, Washington, Southern Califor-
nia, and Wisconsin. 

That first full year was just about ending as I 
talked with the Thomases. Both couples, they said, 
felt good about their experience. "Between the 
four of us, we've spoken to over 10,000 people," 
said Ed. "There are now 80 to 100 people around 
the state doing Beyond War interest presenta-
tions and then having two-meeting orientation 
sessions." Beyond War, they believed, was firmly 
implanted in Iowa and across the nation. 

But for the Thomases there was even more to 
it than that. Personally, it seemed to be the cul- 
mination of a journey of personal discovery and 
commitment that had begun in 1970. Ed was an 
up-and-coming young CPA at the time, and the 
family—including Debby, 12, and Royce, 8—had 
just returned from three years in The Hague, Neth-
erlands, where Ed's company, Arthur Anderson 
& Co., had sent them. "We came back thinking it 
was going to be a very easy transition . . . we'd 
kind of slip into an old lifestyle," Ed said. 

But unless their friends had traveled abroad, 
they didn't really care to hear much about what 
the couple had learned about the rest of the world, 
the Thomases discovered. Moreover, many of 
those friends with whom they'd planned to re- 
sume the good California life seemed to be di-
vorcing. "My very best friend moved out of his 
house two weeks after we got home," recalled 
Ed. "I was in a state of shock." The homecoming 
was disillusioning. 

But Ed did make a new friend—a man work-
ing for the firm, who introduced the couple to a 
group called Creative Initiative. "He got us to 
go to a discussion group called 'Challenge to 
Change,' " said Ed. "It was, as I recall, a seven-
week course held in someone's home. We dis-
cussed a series of things: . . . What is the pur-
pose of life? How is it that human beings should 
function? What is the highest functioning of a 
human being? Who am I? Where am I headed? 
And so forth." 

Both Thomases refer to that class as life-chang-
ing. Within a couple of years, Barbara gave up 
tennis and bridge to sign on as a full-time Cre-
ative Initiative volunteer. "I got involved with 
courses for women and children, on parenting 
and marriage, energy conservation and drug 
abuse," said Barbara, "and began, I think, a life-
time study of life and people." 
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In 1981, Creative Initiative decided there was 
just one overriding issue: the threat of nuclear 
war and the potential end of all civilization as 
we know it. And so, the following year, all ef-
forts were turned to founding Beyond War. 

Ed and Barbara did not participate in the early 
formation of Beyond War, because they already 
were fully committed to another Creative Initia-
tive program. They were living, temporarily, in 
a Palo Alto house with 12 young women—all 18 
and sharing the home for one year to "prepare 
for the rest of their lives." It was a year of work, 
study, and contemplation between high school 
and college. Barbara was resident director. When 
that year ended in June 1982, the Thomases got 
into the new Beyond War movement, opening 
their home and inviting friends to introductory 
sessions. 

Along the way, the Thomases decided that if 
this was a problem involving the whole world, 
they needed to learn more about the rest of it. 
"Ed took two months off from his business," said 
Barbara, "and we took a trip to Japan, India, and 
Nepal." 

"I think that trip made us realize how really 
significant the United States is in what happens 
on this planet," she said. "This country holds 
the whole planet in its hands," added Ed. 

With those kinds of thoughts, the Thomases 
began asking whether they could commit the rest 
of their lives to Beyond War—whether they could 
live on what Ed could make from the sale of his 
own business, which he had started in 1977. The 
Thomases decided to take the gamble. In June 
1983, Ed joined Barbara as a full-time Beyond 
War national staffperson. 

Three months later, Ed was one of a team who 
made a preliminary trip to Iowa, wondering if it 

would be possible to seed the movement in an-
other state. They talked with peace groups, church 
and civic leaders, businessmen and politicians; 
they left resource material for local groups. In 
November, they checked back: Sure enough, the 
material was still in use, the ideas were still be-
ing discussed. 

That led to the January decision that sent the 
Thomases and Moutouxs to Iowa for the first on-
the-spot experiment, and eventually back for an-
other year. 

But now, as the two couples ended that full 
year, they faced another decision. For even as 
the success of Beyond War encouraged them, they 
sensed it would be helpful if they could stay in 
Iowa to offer leadership for one more year. 

The Moutouxs quickly signed on, but that de-
cision was harder for the Thomases. Their gamble 
that the proceeds from Ed's business would carry 
them was falling apart. Ed would have to go back 
to work. So the Thomases, with some sadness, 
were heading back to California. 

Ed had good business connections there. Their 
own condo was waiting them. Their friends and 
colleagues would welcome them back. 

But, the Thomases had decided, that wasn't 
the way it was going to work. Instead, they would 
put their home up as a long-term rental. "It's 
large and very nice," admitted Barbara, "and I 
have a little bit of trouble detaching; it's a big 
step." Ed already had begun hunting for a-job, 
but not in Palo Alto. 

The Thomases would be moving. Permanently, 
this time. From now on, they would be Beyond 
War workers Ed and Barbara Thomas of Des 
Moines, Iowa. 
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