
"If only people like these graced the covers of our news
magazines, U.S. society would be a very different place. Thank
you, Michael Henderson, for introducing us to sixteen heroines
we might otherwise have overlooked." — Philip Yancey

Editor at Large, Christianity Today

"Michael Henderson's compelling book documents the
experiences of several strong-willed women in their untiring
work for peace. It is truly an inspiring book."

— Mark O. Hatfield

United States Senator

"It's easy to heed the trumpets of war and far harder to do the
quiet, often difficult work of conflict resolution. These women
have risen to the challenge to truly solve problems in their
communities. Their commitment inspires us all and calls us to
rededicate ourselves to peace." — Elizabeth Furse

United States Congresswoman
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THE DALAI LAMA

One of the major challenges we continue to face at the
close of the twentieth century is the achievement of genuine lasting
world peace. In the past, the effects of war were limited, but today
our potential for destruction is beyond imagination. In many parts
of the world local and regional conflicts are causing misery to
millions, and have potentially far-reaching global consequences.

Concerned groups and individuals everywhere have a responsi
bility to work for peace. We have an obligation to promote a new
vision of society, one in which war has no place in resolving disputes
among states, communities, of individuals, and in which nonvio
lence is the preeminent value in all human relations.

Many of the world's problems and conflicts arise because we have
lost sight of the basic humanity that binds us all together as a human
family. We tend to forget that despite the diversity of race, religion,
ideology, and so forth, people are the same in their basic wishes for
peace and happiness.

Michael Henderson has written a book that focuses on women as

pioneers in creating peace. Women naturally have important roles to

IX
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play in peacemaking. Nearly ail of us receive our first lessons in
peaceful living from our mothers because our need for love is the very
foundation of human existence. From the earliest stages of our
growth, we are completely dependent upon our mother's care and it
is very important for us that she express her love. Since the very first
thing we do is suck milk from our mother's breast, we naturally feel
close to her. And she must feel love for us in order to feed us properly,
otherwise her milk may not flow freely. Scientists suggest that if a
child is not held, hugged, cuddled, or loved, its development will be
impaired.

If children do not receive proper affection, in later life they will
find it hard to love others. This is how a mother's love has a bearing
on peace. Peacefiol living is about trusting those on whom we depend
and caring for those who depend on us. We receive our first
experience of both those qualities in our relationship with our
mother. I am not suggesting that motherhood be the only role for
women, only that our mothers are powerful models for nearly all of
us.

Everyone wishes to live in peace, but it is not achieved by merely
talking or thinking about it, nor by waiting for someone else to do
something about it. We each have to take responsibility as best we
can within our own sphere of activity. I am sure that the examples set
by women as mentioned in this book will inspire and encourage
others. I pray that the contributions ofwomen working for peace the
world over may be blessed with success.

Dharmsala, May 27, 1994
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1

Creators of Peace

Mark Twain was once asked, "In a world

without women, what would men become?"

"Scarce, sir," replied Twain.
He could have added that men would be deprived of many of

the influences that make life on earth more sensitive and caring.
One by one the ceilings, glass and otherwise, that have held

women down are being shattered. Women's expectations of them
selves and men's expectations of women are rising. One area that
has not been explored adequately, however, is women's role in
peacemaking. In some circles, the presence of women in combat is
regarded as a great advance. Women in peacemaking would surely
do more for the world.

For some years I have wanted to write a book about peace. As a
journalist, I've made it a priority over the last forty years to encour
age understanding among people of different backgrounds. I often
felt that peace got a bad rap. During the cold war, the very word
peace was discredited; it became politicized. Peace often became an
excuse for blame, for an absence of thought, for an abundance of
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rhetoric. It was associated more with conflict than with harmony.
My experience in many countries has convinced me that peace is
more of a process than an objective. It is a fruit of new attitudes, a
way of life that includes forgiveness and restitution.

I have met many men who have done great work for peace,
including six winners of the Nobel Peace Prize. But as I look back,
for some reason it is the women who stand out in my mind. First of
all, my mother: She was Irish, and our family was forced to leave
Ireland in 1922 for being Protestants, landowners, and, for several
generations, police officers. My mother became a peacemaker when
she went from being bitter about the way we were treated to facing
up to the fact that Irish people felt as they did because of the way
the English transplants had treated them.

I have met a number of women who are thinking along these
same lines and have decided that they might be more effective in
the world if they worked together. They call themselves Creators of
Peace. One of the prime movers is an African woman, Anna
Abdallah Msekwa, the Tanzanian minister of agriculture; another
is the First Lady of Uganda, Janet Museveni. Anna Msekwa
describes women as the missing link in the peacemaking chain and
sees peacemaking in a broad dimension that includes the removal
of poverty and hunger and the protection of the environment.
Peace begins, she believes, in family life by "converting our homes
into peace centers."

The women initiated a Creators of Peace conference at Caux,
Switzerland (see page 171), in the summer of 1991 that was
attended by 680 women and men from sixty-two countries. It was
not a time for recrimination, said Mrs. Museveni, but a time of
self-examination, "to find out where we have failed as women and

as human beings and to resolve how we can begin to put right what
went wrong."

Opening the conference, Swiss Senator Josi Meier said, "We
women have to rewrite history. There can be no peace without the
active collaboration of women. As mothers and potential mothers
it is we who want life to go on." Madeleine Barot, an octogenarian
from France who headed the department for women at the World
Council of Churches and who has devoted most of her life to
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refugees, said, "Women are more sensitive to the injustices others
are suffering, particularly strangers. This thirst for justice leads them
to become peacemakers."

As I met with some of the women from Creators of Peace in

1993 and heard their plans for a follow-up conference, I thought
that this would be the right moment for a book about women
peacemakers. Obviously, there would be many candidates for such
a book, so I decided to limit myself principally to women I knew
and whose work I had observed firsthand over the years. I chose
women of different continents, of different ages, of different politi
cal views, and of different faiths—Buddhist, Hindu, Jew, Muslim,
and Christian, Protestant and Catholic. Five of the women—
Japanese Senator Shidzue Kato, French Resistance fighter Irene
Laure, Burmese educator Daw Nyein Tha, Irish trade unionist
Saidie Patterson, and Papua New Guinea's first female Legislative
Council member Alice Wedega—have written books or have had
books written about them. The others are less well known. Their
stories have never before been brought together. I chose them
because their commitment illustrates the premise that peacemak
ing can be a way of life and because people would be able to iden
tify with their experiences. I think it is fair to say that even the
more high-profile women would deny that they had done anything
out of the ordinary and would say, "You can do it too."

As we are confronted daily in the newspapers and on television
with news of conflict and death, as bizarre women and men are
given celebrity treatment and talk-show exposure, I encounter a
widespread desire for better role models for young people. I believe
that the women in this book are such models. I hope that their
examples will inspire many others to pursue the paths of peace.



Recipe for
Reconciliation

A Hindu confronts prejudice against Muslims
and Sikhs in India.

Any cook should be able to run the country,
according to Vladimir Lenin. But of course, he no longer has the
authority he once enjoyed. And to call Sushobha Barve a cook
hardly conveys the full dimension of this unconventional Indian
woman. There are those in India who believe that the kinds of
fhings she has done, at incredible personal risk, are what her coun
try needs if it is to stay as one. And they began in the kitchen.

Trained in domestic science in Bombay, Sushobha, a high-caste
Hindu, went to work in 1969 in the kitchen at Asia Plateau. This
conference center in western India was set up by Rajmohan
Gandhi, a grandson of the Mahatma, as part of his commitment to
build a strong, clean, united India. Sushobha had been one of the
hundreds of young people who responded to his challenge to use
their lives to build a new country.

"The first two years were miserable," she remembers. "To begin
with, I didn't like cooking and I found it difFicult to work behind
the scenes. Everyone else seemed to be doing much more interest
ing things. At home, cooking was something I didn't have to do."
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But she persisted, deciding to accept responsibility for more than
just cooking the meals. Along with other volunteers like her, she
took to heart the concerns of the hundreds of people who came to
the center. "Life became more interesting when I decided to be
involved in helping the men and women from management and
labor who came to the seminars on industrial relations instead of

just thinking about the kitchen."
In 1979, Sushobha told a journalist that people in India needed

to think on a larger scale, and not just about their own industries.
She also said, "We need people who will dare to risk anything and
everything to see things diflFerent."

In 1984, that is what she did. She was traveling in a train with a
friend, Sarla Kapadia, when the news broke of Indian Prime Minis
ter Indira Gandhi's murder by Sikhs. In their compartment were
two Sikh businessmen.

At first there was an almost unnatural calm as the train journey
continued. Fellow passengers discounted the Sikhs' fears of ven
geance. But as the hours ticked by, the train began stopping, and
there was a rumor that a Sikh had been pulled off the train and
shaved—an aflFront to his faith. Sushobha and Sarla were concerned

about protecting the Sikhs. Sushobha moved from the window to
the door, and the men hid in the top bunk.

In one town, a gang of young people entered the compartment,
but Sushobha managed to talk them out of causing trouble. At the
next stop, however, the train was surrounded by villagers armed
with sticks. Three times their compartment was searched. The
fourth time the intruders wanted to know who was in the top bunk.
They pulled off the sheet and discovered the two men. Sushobha
tried to shield them and was seized. One man held her neck and

hand. "How dare you assault a woman," she said. He let go and
would not look her in the face. The Sikh men were pulled out,
beaten until they seemed dead, and thrown back into the compart
ment; then everything was looted. When the train started again, it
was discovered that the men were not dead. At the next stop, the
two women could only watch helplessly as the bodies were thrown
off, stoned, and set on fire. Sushobha and Sarla had been the only
ones who tried to prevent the violence.
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Thinking about the event shortly afterwards, Sushobha said that
she never dreamt that her generation would witness killings com
parable to those that took place after the partition of India and
Pakistan in 1947, a period dramatized for the world through the
film Gandhi. "It was gruesome," she wrote to a friend. "But even
when the villager held me by the neck I felt comforted by God's
love and protection. God gave me the right words to say which at
least convinced one man. But," she asked, "what was God's pur
pose in allowing us to go through this? How are we going to repent
and cleanse our sins? Is it possible to heal the wounds between Hin
dus and Sikhs?"

Sushobha had been brought up in an orthodox and broad-
minded Hindu family. Her parents and grandparents had always
encouraged her to ask questions about religious beliefs and tradi
tions and had inculcated a strong sense of right and wrong. "This
did not prevent us from doing wrong, but we knew when we had
strayed from the path, and our conscience would weigh heavily."
She had never been taught to hate any religious, racial, linguistic or
caste groups, but only rarely had people of different backgrounds
intruded on the family's life. There had been little interaction with
other religious communities.

An incident in college, however, had prepared her to be a bridge
builder between the different religious communities in India. It was
there that she had her first encounter with a Muslim—Abida, a

fellow student with whom she shared a table. One day Abida spoke
to Sushobha of her relatives who had come from Pakistan. This

was only two years after India and Pakistan had been at war, and
Sushobha suddenly found herself thinking that she could not trust
Abida. Several months later, Sushobha had the uncomfortable
thought that she should apologize to Abida for the invisible wall
that she had allowed to grow between them. Her reaction to Abida
brought into focus the unspoken prejudices and distrust that she
feels are deeply embedded in the Hindu psyche. "How could I have
allowed myself to be swayed emotionally and begun to distrust
someone who had done no wrong to me?" she thought. "With this
attitude there could be no hope of the various communities of
India being able to live in harmony."
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After Sushobha's apology, Abida was in tears. She had sensed
that something had come between them, but she had not known
what it was.

"This encounter opened the windows of my heart and set me
off on a road to build friendship with Muslims right across the
length and breadth of India," says Sushobha. "Since that day, dis
trust and prejudice toward Muslims have never brushed my mind
or entered my heart. Somewhere along the line I realized that if
true understanding was to come between people and communities
I must also try to understand history from their viewpoint."

Sushobha describes the experience in the train as a watershed.
"It not only shook me physically and emotionally but it made me
realize that any one of us could become victims of violence in
today's India." Many things that Sushobha had held precious had
been shattered: her image of India as a secular nation; the vision
that in spite of its shortcomings and difficulties, India's democracy
would survive. Sushobha believed that national pride had been
given a rude shock and that her country stood humiliated before
the world. Yet she knew, too, that none of her emotions was going
to help other people.

A month later, she was still feeling anger and guilt about those
hours on the train. "I was tortured at night by the thought of not
being able to save the lives of the two innocent men." She decided
to accept the responsibility for what Hindus had done. There was a
need for national repentance. The only way she could see this hap
pening was by apologizing to the Sikhs unconditionally and asking
for their forgiveness. "It was a painful process," she recalls, "but
once accepted I was shown the steps I should take." She felt that
she should write letters to Sikhs—some known by her, some not.
As a Hindu, she wrote, she wanted to apologize unconditionally
for what her people had done. She asked each one for forgiveness.

Khushwant Singh, a well-known writer and Sikh spokesman,
replied in a handwritten note, "I was in tears as I read your letter.
As long as we have people like you around we will survive as a
nation."

It was one thing to write letters of that kind but another to visit
Sikhs in person. Sushobha went to see a Sikh couple whose
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farmhouse had been attacked. Again she made an unconditional
apology for the deep wounds and humiliation. Husband and wife
were in tears. Usha, the wife, held her hand. "To hear what you
have just said," she told Sushobha, "makes me feel that all we have
gone through during the last two months was worth it and is
healed."

But still Sushobha could not keep the image of the train victims
out of her mind. She tried unsuccessfully to get information about
them. Then came word that one of them might be alive. She had a
compelling sense that she must travel the 1,200 miles to the place
they came from. She would not have been open to it earlier, but
she knew that she would have no peace of heart until she did so.
She was fearful of how a Hindu would be received.

"I cannot express the joy I felt when I saw Bupendra Singh lying
in his bed," she writes. "I was not greeted with hostility but with
courtesy, not formally but as an old friend of the family." The room
soon filled with family members, and as the story was pieced to
gether, all felt that God had heard their prayers and not let them
down. "It was a chain of miracles," believes Sushobha. She discov

ered that the other passenger, Govinder Singh, had also survived.
Bupendra recounted his story: As he lay on the ground pretend

ing to be unconscious, he somehow managed to turn on his side
and extinguish the fire. Govinder, who had been unconscious, was
awakened by his skin burning. He too managed to get out of the
burning clothes. In what seemed to be minutes, a group of police
arrived and did their best to save them—this at a time when most

police were inactive. The Sikhs remember that as they were carried,
their bearers chanted mantras (prayers) for the dead. They were so
badly burned that friends at the hospital did not recognize them.
Besides body burns, Govinder needed 152 stitches in his head. The
doctor asked the family, "Why have you brought me a dead body?"
"It was a medical challenge," said Bupendra. "They struggled for
two and a half hours to put life back into him, and he has just
returned home."

Sushobha expressed her sorrow at not being able to protect
them. "We feel bad that you had to suffer because of us," responded
Bupendra. "We remember your arguing with those men and saw
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the first lathi [stick]. The men who took us talked of finding the
women who were with us, and we were worried. We had not known

what had become of you."
"Bupendra and his family were free of bitterness at a time when

they had every reason to be bitter," says Sushobha. "Even the most
inhuman suffering had not killed the fine human qualities of cour
age, compassion, vision of the future, and gratitude to all who had
helped them—us, policemen, doctors, God for the gift of new life."

At a subsequent Dialogue on Development at Asia Plateau,
Sushobha said, "Reconciliation and reconstruction of human lives

and relationships is going to be a painful process. As we undertake
this task at home, we will be shown how to build partnerships
beyond our frontiers as well. The essential is men and women who
are willing and dare to break the chain of hate and revenge."

From 1984 onward, after those traumatic hours in the train,

Sushobha's work took on a new urgency. She consciously set out to
build bridges of trust both within India and between India and her
neighbors and to go where people were in particular need, some
times taking teams of people with her. In 1988, for instance,
Sushobha went with Tara Bhattarcharjee, a granddaughter of
Mahatma Gandhi, and her daughter, Sukanya Bharatram, to Paki
stan and Bangladesh. "Ordinary people need the chance to experi
ence one another's warmth and hospitality," she says. "It is so much
harder then to whip up feelings of hostility."

Earlier that year, Bangladesh had been in the news because of
catastrophic floods and a cyclone that followed. "We wanted to be
with the Bangladeshis in their time of tribulation," she says. They
made a pilgrimage to the city of Noakhali, where Mahatma Gandhi
had worked for three months in 1946 to make Noakhali a model

for the subcontinent. At the time of his visit, there were widespread
cortununal killings in Bengal and neighboring Bihar, and Gandhi's
mission had been to replace fear and insecurity with courage,
hatred with compassion, and blame with personal responsibility,
and to discover with others a deeper understanding of the spirit of
forgiveness and penance. It was, he said, one of the most difficult
missions of his life. By the time he left, a relative peace had emerged.
Shortly afterwards he was assassinated in Delhi.
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In 1946, the Mahatma and his team had been greeted with hos
tility in Noakhali. This time, his granddaughter was welcomed with
garlands, and her party was given a motorcycle escort to the Gandhi
ashram. There they were greeted by eighty-eight-year-old Charu
Chaudhury, one of Gandhi's original team. "It was a journey of
redemption," says Sushobha. At the end of a prayer meeting, they
went outside and walked, ankle deep in the mud, to the edge of a
field, where Tara planted a mango tree in memory of the thou
sands who had died. Two young men washed the mud from Tara's
feet with their hands. Tara was deeply moved by this act. "As I
stood watching," Sushobha says, "I felt as if the past was cleansed
and Gandhiji was blessing us from heaven."

In 1989, the Bhagalpur district in Bihar in eastern India was
rocked by Hindu-Muslim clashes that took a thousand lives. Many
people fled their homes and months later were still living in fear
and in pitiful conditions. Sushobha, after going there to see for
herself, appealed to people to come from all over India as an act of
penance for what had been done to innocent people. There was a
wholehearted response.

Sushobha and a team of twelve people took the time to listen to
the villagers, who were numbed by sadness and anger and by an
incomprehension of why this disaster had happened to them and
were fearful of further attacks or revenge. The team members shared
their own experiences of overcoming prejudice. At times, they were
called on to mediate. They helped widows reconstruct their lives.
The younger members of the team helped with the physical
rebuilding. Sushobha describes how in one locality they were sur
rounded by seventy to eighty people and bombarded with ques
tions; "The discussions that followed stressed the need to stop
blaming someone else, to take responsibility for where each of us
may have gone wrong and shed distrust and prejudice from our
hearts. We saw the importance of leaving the past behind in order
to build a new future." One man in the crowd remarked, "If we
had held discussions like these before the riots, they would never
have taken place."

Sushobha and her team were encouraged by women they met
who refused to allow personal suffering to engender bitterness and
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blame against an entire community or group. "These men and
women inspire us," she says, "in efforts to rebuild broken homes
and lives on the debris and ashes of communal fires."

She describes how one evening they sat on the ground talking
to a family whose home had been reduced to burnt and broken-
down walls. They wondered why Indians had not learned from the
trauma of the killings that had occurred after partition, why the
communal carnage was being repeated. She said to the group,
"Those who inflict such cruelty and destruction on others are nei
ther Hindus nor Muslims. They are Shaitans [devils]. Those who
are true believers of any religion would never commit such crimes."
The old man of the family replied, "What you say is true. This is
the work of devils. The reason is that we have lost our Imaan

[faith]."
At the end of 1992, an event happened in India that threatened

to destroy the very unity of the country, even its secular constitu
tion. It was an event that showed Sushobha in her most courageous
and wise light. It focused on the destruction of the Babri Mosque
at Ayodhya, but its roots were deeply embedded in Indian history.

Nearly a thousand years before, a Muslim ruler had invaded
India. Then, and subsequently, many Hindu shrines and temples
were desecrated and destroyed, and in some cases, Muslim mosques
were built on the sites. For years, militant Hindus had been
demanding that these mosques be handed over. On December 6,
thousands of Hindus converged on one of the most disputed of
these sites, the five-hundred-year-old Babri Mosque, and tore it
down with their bare hands. To Muslims, it devastated their faith

in India, but to a large number of Hindus, including Sushobha, it
was constitutionally and morally unacceptable. "It was an outrage,"
she says. She had expected something like that to happen, but even
so, it was a shattering experience. She knew more clearly than many
what would come afterwards.

In her own city of Bombay, the ten days of violence that followed
left at least six hundred people dead and most of its nine million
inhabitants fearful and in shock. Arson destroyed shops and busi
ness establishments belonging to Hindus and Muslims in most of
the main market areas. As police remained passive, fear gripped rich
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and poor alike. Afraid of attacks from the "opposite" community,
they barricaded themselves in their homes. According to opinion
polls, India's Hindus were torn between remorse and justification.

Sushobha heard the news of the mosque's destruction at six
o'clock in the evening and decided to meet with friends the next
afternoon to see what could be done to forestall the bloodletting
that she feared would follow. But by the next morning, the Bombay
rioting had begun, and only a few could get through to the meet
ing. For the first forty-eight hours they could do little, though they
felt an urgency to tell their Muslim friends that they understood
their outrage and anguish.

Sushobha had an insistent thought that she^hould go to see the
state governor and ask him to set up a citizens' peace committee so
that at least some citizens who understood what was happening
would have a chance to do something. She went with two others to
the governor, who agreed with their suggestion and sent them on
to the chief minister. That evening, the formation of the Citizens'
Nonpolitical Peace Committee was announced. Sushobha was
asked to serve on it.

Now equipped with a curfew pass, she was able to visit affected
areas, grasp the scale of the problems, and recognize the need to
concentrate relief efforts. A Hindu doctor -she knew phoned her
from another area, anxious because some Hindu boys had been
beaten up and were now planning retaliation. Sushobha rushed
across town to support her friend. She arrived in the middle of a
meeting and was asked to speak. She told them that too much
destruction had already taken place. Did they want to start another
chain of rioting? Some of the young men challenged her to go tell
the Muslims what she was telling them. She said that she would,
but she did not know anyone in the Muslim areas. A woman
offered to take her to a Muslim social worker.

The social worker, Amina Khan, asked Sushobha to come with
her to the Hindu locality, where she apologized for what the young
Muslims had done. Amina urged the Hindus not to retaliate and
told them that she would intervene with the elders of her

community to see that there was no more mischief. It was Amina
who took Sushobha to the different localities in Dharavi, the largest
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Sushobha Barve (secondfrom right) in 1994 withAmina Khan
(center), the social worker who took her to the Muslim parts of
Dharavi, and residents ofDharavi. Photograph by Rahul Kapadia.

slum in Asia, home to some 750,000 people. There, at the
beginning of January, a second wave of riots erupted.

One evening as Sushobha was trying to convince inhabitants of
Dharavi not to flee and cause chaos at the railway stations, one
woman said to her, "How dare you. You go away every evening.
What right have you to tell us? You don't know what it means to
be in a burning slum. You don't have to face the pelting stones and
the fire." It shook her. She realized that she had no moral right to
tell people to be fearless, to stay put and face the attackers, when
she was not prepared to stay with them through the night. The
next morning, much to the consternation of some members of the
governor's Peace Committee, she said that she wanted to move into
the area.

That afternoon, a serious situation was developing in a mosque
area where a Muslim community felt trapped. Hundreds of young
men were out in the streets. The atmosphere was frightening. A
senior Muslim told Sushobha that he could not control the young
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men. He had told them to go and do what they liked. Sushobha
said to him firmly, "I understand that you cannot control these
young men, but I cannot accept that in my presence you will say to
them to go out and do what they like. You have to take your words
back." There was a stunned silence, because nobody ever spoke to
him like that. Finally, he retracted his words. Sushobha then tele
phoned the police commissioner and suggested an army "white flag
march" through the area. The white flags signified that they were
on civil duty and would not open fire. He agreed and asked her to
keep talking to the crowd until they came. Within half an hour the
police, led by a Muslim additional commissioner, arrived and had
a constructive meeting with the local citizens.

Sushobha was now sure that she should move into Dharavi. She

did so, and for six nights she lived with a Muslim family right next
to the mosque. It was a moving experience to find herself the only
civilian walking the streets, getting valuable information about
people who were sick and where food was running out, contacting
doctors and bringing them to the area, treating policemen. Her
handbag was full of cough mixture, aspirins, bandages, and other
things for people. Meanwhile, she had her committee as a channel
to the authorities.

While much of the rest of Bombay was burning in January, there
was peace in Dharavi. Bombay citizens came out in the hundreds
to help: company executives, doctors, nurses, academics, students.
At one point, two hundred groups were involved in the relief work.
The government, respecting them and realizing their effectiveness,
was routing government relief through them.

By the end of January, sixty thousand people were in relief
camps. The next challenge was to get them back to the areas from
which they had fled; this required economic rehabilitation and the
rebuilding of thousands of homes that had been destroyed. For
instance, many of those involved in cottage industries in Dharavi,
such as the garment and leather manufacturers, needed help in
obtaining loans and work permits to get them back on their feet.
Families of victims needed help getting compensation from the gov
ernment. This sort of work was the priority of Sushobha and the
relief groups when she spoke in Caux in 1993.
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She was also involved in helping setting up peace meetings
between communities and the citizen-police committees that would
be attached to every police station. The goals of these committees
were to defuse anger against the police for permitting destruction,
to give both groups a sense of confidence, and to foster teamwork
in maintaining harmony in the area. These committees were
approved by the state government and the Bombay police commis
sion. "We have great expectations for this," Sushobha told the New
York Times (November 19,1993). "Unless the people have a chance
to meet face to face, they won't have a chance to talk. More rheto
ric for communal harmony isn't enough. If we could make these
citizens police committees work, in the long run they would help
the social fabric of the city."

The healing process is a long one, she warns. Whenever there is
a need, she is ready to stay in Dharavi where she is welcomed in the
homes of families from the different communities.

For Sushobha, there were lessons to be learned from those
weeks. If societies, communities, and democracy are not to disinte
grate totally, citizens have to play their part actively and responsi
bly. As they demonstrate their readiness to take responsibility, a
network of people can be formed at all levels: journalists, social
workers, politicians, police.
"One day," she says, expressing another lesson, "I had the

thought that I must pray for compassion also for the aggressor. For
me, it meant praying for my own people with whose actions I had
totally disagreed. It is important for those of us in crisis situations
to keep our hearts open to listen to all sides. Unless we listen, we
will never know how to help and we will never be used. When we
listen, we are actually helping people toward finding solutions."

Sushobha believes that whatever the historical wrongs, the
majority community has the greatest responsibility to maintain
peace and harmony. "If the minorities feel insecure and afraid and
suffer from a sense of grievance, the majority must reflect on what
in their attitude has caused [the minorities] to have such feelings."



For the Love of

Tomorrow

A French Resistance fighter builds bridges
across the lUjine.

The rapid Franco-German reconciliation after

World War II is, according to Edward Luttwak, a leading military
strategist from the United States, "one of the greatest achievements
of modern statecraft." The experiences of one Frenchwoman, Irene
Laure, are a vivid example of what went into uniting two countries
that had fought three wars against each other in seventy years. The
desire that this former Resistance worker developed—in quite dra
matic circumstances—to build bridges with the Germans was to
have far-reaching effects in Europe and an influence that continues
to this day in areas of ethnic conflict around the world. Klara
Agafonova, describing the work of Madame Laure in her Ukrai
nian paper Militseiski Kurier, wrote on November 30, 1993: "Is
not our inability to rise above the hurts of our history the source of
the ethnic conflicts blazing in various parts of the former Soviet
Union? Trust and forgiveness. An open and sincere look into the
depths of one's soul. So simple, yet so difficult. But without it we
cannot survive."

17
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The idea that she might meet Germans was not in Madame
Laure's mind when she accepted an invitation to Caux in 1947. As
one of the first female members of the French Parliament and as a

member of the National Executive Council of the French Socialist

party in charge of women's political action, she welcomed a visit to
Switzerland. It would be a break from the pressures of political life
and a chance for her and her children to enjoy some better food in
a country that had been spared the wartime shortages they had
endured. At that time, she believed that Germany would be best
"wiped from the face of the earth."

Madame Laure's confrontation with Germans in Caux was dif

ferent in nature but no less dramatic than a confrontation in her

home city of Marseilles only three years earlier. It was the time of
German occupation. Hunger was acute. For two months, a desper
ate population had been demanding an improvement in the distri
bution of food. Despite rationing, there was no meat, no butter, no
potatoes. Two German officers had been killed by the Resistance
movement, and the population's ration cards were going to be
taken away in reprisal. Some knew who had done the killing, most
did not, but no one was telling. It was a terrible time, with children
dying of hunger.

Madame Laure decided to start a mass movement of women

against the occupation policies that were causing the widespread
hunger. She mounted a park bench in Aubagne, the suburb where
she lived, and called for the women to come out the next day and
show their support by joining her in a ten-mile march to the office
of the prefet, the representative of the Vichy government, which
was collaborating with Germany. She stipulated that it be a silent
march and that the men stay home, as it would be too dangerous
for them to demonstrate publicly. The next day, hundreds of
women with their children assembled and started off toward the

city, their numbers swelling as they went. When they reached the
heart of the city where all the avenues converged, they were joined
by women from other parts until they numbered in the thousands.

The gates to the prefecture, the city offices, were shut, but
Madame Laure and a few other women were permitted to slip
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through. They went up the ornate stairs and into the pr^et's office
and approached the oak table behind which he sat. To the side of
the room stood the German authorities.

"You are embarked on a dangerous course," the prifet told the
women. "You run the risk of being put in prison."

"Yes, I know," said Madame Laure, "but if anything happens to
me, I wouldn't give much for your skin."

The pr^et, she remembers, went pale. He knew that it was no
empty threat. He could see the silent crowd in the square below. "I
cannot do anything," he said, "speak to the Germans there." The
Germans, who understood French, had taken in the exchange.
They said that they would consider her demands and told her to
leave.

Coming out into the square, the women found it ringed with
men with machine guns trained on their legs. Madame Laure was
quickly shielded by the women and spirited into an unguarded side
lane, down which she escaped. She boarded a tram back to her sub
urb. All along the route, French and German police were looking
for her. Through her nursing work and her Resistance activities she
was known to most people, but nobody gave her away. On arrival
at her tram stop, she was met by the local chief of police. Some
thing he said made her realize that he too was in the Resistance.
She was safe.

Early in life, Madame Laure developed the steel to resist wrongs
and a social conscience that would not rest. She was born in 1898

in Switzerland to a Swiss mother and had her early schooling there.
Her Italian father had a construction company and was helping to
build the first cable railway from Chamonix to Les Bossons.
Observing how poorly he treated his workers, she stole chocolate
and sugar and even his socks for them, putting herself at odds with
him. "It was when my feelings for the workers of the world came
alive," she told one interviewer. As a teenager, she heard of a group
of people who believed that exploitation could be ended. "When
you're sixteen, you're curious and go to see for yourself. I was fasci
nated." That was the beginning of a lifelong identification with the
Socialist party.

During World War I, she worked as a nurse in the south of
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France, attending to thousands of badly wounded soldiers. The
authorities brought them in by train at night so that the general
population would not be unnerved. After the war she married Vic
tor, a sailor and, like herself, a Marxist with no faith in God. They
had five children and raised nine others as well. When the Socialist
party split in two, she joined Leon Blum's wing; her husband,
though inclined to go with the Communists, followed her. Later
he would admit that it was the right choice. In those interwar years,
they tried as Socialists to build bridges between countries and
friendships with the Germans, even taking German children into
their home and working to save children caught up in the Spanish
civil war.

When France was taken over by the Germans in World War II,
the Laure family threw in their lot with the Resistance. Madame
Laure's son was tortured by the Gestapo. When Allied bombers
flew overhead, she rejoiced at the destruction that would be
wreaked on Germany. After the war she witnessed the opening of a
mass grave containing the mutilated bodies of some of her com
rades. She longed for the total destruction of Germany; she never
thought that understanding was possible, never sought it.

In 1946 she was elected to Parliament in Paris with a huge
majority. It was the first time women had been able to vote or stand
for Parliament, and thirty-three of them were elected. But even on
social policies affecting women, they would not cross party lines.
Madame Laure became more and more frustrated and was tempted
to retire to the local scene, to go back to nursing.

It was at that point that she received the invitation to Caux. She
was skeptical, thinking that it might be a capitalist trap, but as a
Socialist she felt that she should at least investigate any idea that
might be of assistance. She went in 1947 with her two youngest
children, Claude and Juliette, whose bodies had suffered badly from
malnutrition. She found the setting magnificent, but to her horror,
150 Germans arrived while she was there, the first large group to be
permitted to leave the country after the war. No matter that many
of them were victims of Hitler, had suffered in concentration
camps, or had fought the regime. To her, they were Germans.
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When one of them spoke from the platform, she got up and walked
out. "It was a physical reaction," she recalled.

She was determined to leave the conference but hesitated when
challenged with the question of how Europe could ever be rebuilt
without including the Germans. Her immediate response was that
anyone who made such a suggestion had no idea what she had lived
through. Her internationalism had been diminished by her war
time experiences. Her second response was that perhaps there might
be hope of doing something differently, though she still needed the
spiritual experience that could break the steel band of hatred for
Germans that encased her heart.

She shut herself in her room, wrestling with the question of
whether she would be willing to give up that hatred for the sake of
a new Europe. "I was there two days and nights without sleeping or
eating with this terrible battle going on inside me. I had to face the
fact that hatred, whatever the reasons for it, is always a factor that
creates new wars." At Caux she had heard the idea that if you were
10 percent in the wrong it was your business to put it right, even if
90 percent of the wrong was not yours. "But I was not only 10
percent wrong, I was 90 percent wrong," she said.
On the third morning, Madame Laure was ready to have a meal

with a German woman. She hardly touched her food but poured
out all she felt and all she had lived through. And then she said,
"I'm telling you all this because I want to be free of this hate."
There was a silence and then the German woman, Clarita von

Trott, shared with the French woman her experiences from the war.
Her husband, Adam, had been one of those at the heart of the July
20,1944, plot to kill Hitler. It had failed and he had been executed,
and she was left alone to bring up their two children. She told
Madame Laure, "We Germans did not resist enough, we did not
resist early enough and on a scale that was big enough, and we
brought on you and ourselves and the world endless agony and
suffering. I want to say I am sorry."

After the meal, the two women and their interpreters sat quietly
on the terrace overlooking Lake Geneva. Then Madame Laure, the
Marxist Socialist, told her new German friend that she believed
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that if they prayed, God would help them. She prayed first, asking
to be freed of hatred so that a new future could be built. And then

Frau von Trott prayed, in French. Instinctively, Irene laid her hand
on the knee of her former enemy. "In that moment," she said later,
"the bridge across the Rhine was built and that bridge always held,
never broke."

Madame Laure asked to be given the opportunity to speak to
the conference. Many knew her background, but few knew what
conclusion she had come to alone in her room or the effect that her

conversation with Frau von Trott had had on her attitude. "Every
one was fearful. They knew what I felt about the Germans. They
didn't know I had accepted the challenge."

Speaking to the six hundred people in the hall, including the
Germans, she told them honestly and, as she says, disastrously, all
that she had felt. But then she went on, "I have so hated Germany
that I wanted to see her erased from the map of Europe. But I have
seen here that my hatred is wrong. I am sorry and I wish to ask the
forgiveness of all the Germans present. One cannot forget, but one
can forgive." Following her words a German woman stepped up
from the hall and took her hand. To Irene it was such a feeling of
liberation that it was like a great weight being lifted from her shoul
ders. "At that moment I knew, I literally knew, that I was going to
give the rest of my life to take this message of forgiveness and rec
onciliation to the world."

British historian Robin Mowat, in his book. Decline and Re
newal, describes the effect of Madame Laure's apology on the Ger
mans as "electric." He writes, "One of them related that he could
not sleep for several nights—^his 'whole past was in revolt at the
courage of this woman'" (p. 197).

Peter Petersen, later to become a member of the German parlia
ment, had been ready to answer back if Madame Laure attacked
the Germans. But, as he said later, it was so different from what he

had expected. "I was dumbfounded. We knew, my friends and I,
that she had shown us the only way open to Germany if we wanted
to join in the reconstruction of Europe."

Rosemarie Haver, whose mother was the woman who took

Madame Laure's outstretched hand, said to her in Caux in 1984,
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"Your courage in bringing your hatred to God and asking us Ger
mans for forgiveness was a deeply shattering experience. When I
saw my mother go up to you, my whole world collapsed about me.
I felt deeply ashamed at what Germans had done to you and your
family. I slowly began to understand that these Germans who had
also brought much suffering on my own family had acted in the
name of Germany, which meant in my name also."

Madame Laure and her husband decided to go to Germany.
For eleven weeks they crisscrossed the country addressing two hun
dred meetings, including ten of the eleven state parliaments. With
them went some of their compatriots who had lost families in the
gas chambers, as well as men and women from other countries who
only a short time before had been fighting against the Germans. All
of them had found a willingness to forgive the past.

They spoke to trade unions and to "Ruhr barons." "The day
that I was in the home of the Krupp family and I spoke to the
mother of the family, I sensed deeply in my heart what went
through the hearts of mothers when war was in the world," said
Madame Laure. "She was a woman formerly of immense wealth
who had lost everything."

The Laures went to Berlin on the airlift. "When you have seen
with your own eyes the ruins of Berlin, you have a suffering in your
heart that vows that those things shall never happen again." In fact,
she told a group of women clearing away rubble, "I swear to you
that I will give the rest of my life so that what you are going through
will never again be possible in the world."

It was not always easy. At one point, as she was driving, she
caught sight of a signpost for Dachau and suddenly felt that she
was going out of her mind. Was she betraying those who had died?
Then came a reassuring voice from within: "You're on the right
path."

Journalist David Price, in a master's dissertation at Queen Mary
College, London, wrote, "Irene Laure and many others like her
undoubtedly affected thousands in their speeches throughout Ger
many. Adenauer is quoted as saying, in 1958, that Victor and Irene
Laure had done more in the past 15 years than any other two people
to build unity between the age-old enemies, France and Germany."
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iT r U

Irene Laure apologizes to the Germans over Berlin radio in 1949.
Photograph by Peter Sisam.

The new approach Madame Laure had found to the Germans
affected her attitude toward everyone. In her family, for instance,
her daughter noticed that she no longer nagged. The Laures
refound the faith in which they had been brought up and were
remarried in church, in the presence of five children, two sons-in-
law, and four grandchildren. "It isn't every day that a son of twenty-
five witnesses the real marriage of his parents," said son Louis. Later,
a granddaughter married a German, and Madame Laure fully sup
ported her.

Le silence, quiet time, became a valued part of her family's life.
She wrote down her thoughts in a notebook. She saw this practice
in a broad dimension. "Instead of dropping bombs or firing guns,
be quiet and listen. For some it is the voice of God, for others the
voice of conscience; but every one of us, man or woman, has the
chance to take part in a new world, if we know how to listen in
quiet to what is in our hearts."

She began to move beyond class war in her thinking about
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employers. She saw that they too could play a part in putting right
what was wrong in the world. This had an effect on industrial rela
tions in the north of France, particularly through a bridge she built
with the representative of the employers, Robert Tilge. Together
they organized an industrial conference in Le Touquet, which,
according to the regional paper Voix du Nord, created "a state of
mind favorable to the discovery and application of solutions." Her
humility and her freedom from bitterness also played a part in
Tunisia's move toward independence from France without the
bloodshed that plagued Algeria. As she said after a visit to Tunisia,
"If one wants freedom for oneself, one must be ready to give it to
others. It is the only way to preserve one's own freedom."

She began to see a positive role for the United States which she
had previously felt only wanted to exploit her country. This change
of heart happened in 1947 as she watched General Marshall, whom
she had mistrusted in the past, outline his plan to send aid to
Europe before the U.S. Senate Foreign Relations Committee. In
later years she would visit the United States nine times and apolo
gize to Americans for Europe's failure to solve its own problems,
which had led to the sacrifice of American lives.

At Caux she welcomed the industrial delegations from France,
the nationalist leaders of North Africa, even her own Foreign Min
ister Robert Schuman, who told a conference session, "I am accus

tomed to international conferences. They usually end with great
disappointments. Here we find nothing but satisfaction and a great
hope. I will never give up."

She traveled all over the world to carry her answer of forgive
ness. After speaking to four hundred children in Japan, she was
asked by a twelve-year-old, "Are you for or against the French revo
lution?" She replied, "I am for revolution. But I have discovered
that instead of liquidating the people you are against, you can
change them, which is much more effective."
On one of nine trips to India, she was asked by an Indian busi

nessman for the secret of her youthfulness. She responded, "Being
convinced about what you undertake and giving yourself to it with
out reservation."

After she had related her convictions to Golda Meir, the Israeli
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prime minister said, "How encouraging it is to meet someone who
hasn't given up the fight. Thank you for coming to see me. It is a
great honor."

She met the Sami people in Sweden, the Maoris of New
Zealand, the Aborigines of Australia, the native Americans. She
challenged them to be a bridge between the Third World and the
affluent world.

"It took a miracle to uproot the hatred in my heart. I barely
believed in God, but he performed this miracle. I became free to
struggle for the whole world, with a deep desire to heal the past.
After I asked the Germans for forgiveness for having wished their
country's complete destruction, I was finally able to work effec
tively for world peace."

Irene Laure died in La Ciotat, near Marseilles, in 1987 at the
age of eighty-eight. An obituary in the London Times (July 16,
1987) was headlined, "Resistance heroine and healer of wounds."
It described how "she went to work tirelessly to reconcile France
and Germany."

Her influence lives on, in part through a biography. For the Love
of Tomorrow, which has been published in French, German, and
English. Its author, Swiss writer Jacqueline Piguet, sums up the
Frenchwoman as "committed to help those who suffer, living a
Socialism of heart and generosity but never bound by doctrinal or
political points of view, with the turning point in her life the dis
covery of the power of forgiveness." A film of her life with the same
title has been dubbed into eighteen languages. The French Foreign
Ministry gave a grant in 1993 for the dubbing of the video into the
Khmer language for Cambodia, where it is being used by human
rights organizations in their educational training programs. Renee
Pan (see Chapter 4), one of those behind the decision to dub the
film into Khmer, does not see a Frenchwoman in the film, she says,
but a Cambodian woman.

Madame Laure lives on, too, in the lives of other men and

women who, like Renee Pan, say that they have been inspired by
her example to take action in their own countries on the same
basis. Eliezer Cifiientes, a Guatemalan who was attacked by gun
men for his reform work, remembers the first time he watched the
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film about Madame Laure: "I saw the tigers of hatred in my heart
for the military and for the United States which I felt was backing
them. I found a renewal inside that began to change my feelings of
hatred and my desire for revenge." He began to apply what
Madame Laure had done between the French and Germans to the
conflicting elements in his society.
On yet another continent, Abeba Tesfagiorgis (see Chapter 5),

in an Eritrean prison, found through Madame Laure's example the
courage to see beyond the threats of her torturers. "Just as Irene
Laure could not hope to see a united and peaceful Europe without
Germany," she told her fellow prisoners, "we could not say we love
our country and then refuse to understand and forgive our fellow
Eritreans."

Joseph Montville, a former U.S. diplomat skilled in nonofficial
diplomacy, sees the experience of Madame Laure as a model for
relieving that sense of victimhood, and the violence associated with
it, that usually defies traditional solutions. Although it is rare for
national leaders to admit past national misdeeds, he believes that
individual representatives like Laure can assume such responsibil
ity. By their acts of forgiveness or contrition, they then become
spokespersons for a new way of thinking and a new image for their
respective nations. "The actual initiatives in accepting responsibil
ity and asking forgiveness," he writes, "were not necessarily taken
by high-level leaders, but rather by persons who had or came to
have the confidence and respect of their leaders."

Hal Saunders, a former U.S. assistant secretary of state, said in
1992, "If the changes in the human arena involving the French and
German people who came to Caux after 1945, if that human rela
tionship had not been changed, there would be no institutions of
the European community today, or they would at least have taken
longer in coming."



Freeing Up Some
Megabytes

A surprising legacy of the killing fields—a
Cambodian computer expert taps into a

new creativity.

"Honey, you must leave. I must stay. I'll see you
again when Cambodia is at peace." Those were among the last
words Renee Pan heard from her husband, Sothi, deputy prime
minister of Cambodia, just five days before Pol Pot's Khmer Rouge
took over Phnom Penh on April 17, 1975. "I was waiting for him
at the U.S. embassy when this message came." Only an hour or so
earlier had come an urgent phone call from the U.S. ambassador to
inform the family that the Americans were leaving and to invite the
Pan family to come with them. On the way to the embassy, Sothi
decided to stop at the prime minister's office to inform him and to
join a meeting of the government ministers. He asked Renee to
send the car back for him, but he never arrived at the airport. As
she was whisked away to safety in a helicopter, she was in a con
fused state. "My only thought was that I would take care of the
children and he would take care of the country," she said. She does
not know what prevented him from coming; she stayed in Bangkok
for a month, waiting for him in vain. But as much as she wanted
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him to come, she is sure that it was his love of his country that kept
him there.

Peace has come to Cambodia, but sadly, Renee must assume
that Sothi is dead. When last heard of, he was a prisoner of the
Khmer Rouge. Like every other Cambodian, she carries the sorrow
of family losses; in two decades of violence, an estimated three mil
lion people, or half the population, lost their lives. Renee believes
that Sothi would have been proud of the way she brought up their
three children single-handedly, founded the Cambodian Children's
Education Fund, and is now working to help Cambodia develop
its democratic infrastructure. While she lived in exile in the United
States through the 1980s, Renee never dreamed that her country
would experience such a sudden and dramatic turnaround and that
two decisions she made there—to learn computing and to give up
her hatred of the Khmer Rouge—^would prove so valuable to the
new country.

Renee was born to a part-Cambodian, part-French father and a
Vietnamese mother. Growing up she took this fact for granted, but
later she came to resent the confusion of three nationalities, since
both the French and the Vietnamese had hurt her country. "I
wanted to be a Cambodian," she said. She was raised as a Buddhist.
The family was poor, and when Renee was in junior high school,
she was adopted by a wealthy aunt who had no children.

In high school she fell in love with Sothi, who had been tutor
ing her. It was seven years before they married, and then only when
she extracted a promise from him that she could go back to school.
In 1960, when they married, her husband had just received a B.S.
from Ohio University in mining engineering and was teaching
math at a technical school. A year later, after their first son, Noren,
was born, her husband received a scholarship for further education
in the United States. She joined him there a year later, after she had
gained her baccalaureate. In the United States, she earned a B.S. in
mathematics while Sothi got a Ph.D. in education, statistics, and
psychology. They also had their second child. Ravin. Dan Chap
man, a fellow student of Sothi's, remembers Renee's excellent cook
ing, including such delicacies as alligator eggs and spring rolls. The
Chapmans and the Pans helped each other understand their
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respective cultures. Dan's wife, Dot, typed Renee s dissertation. The
Pans then moved to New Philadelphia, Ohio, where Sothi was a
consultant at the board of education and Renee taught at the high
school. There, Dan says, the Pans came up against racial prejudice.
They kept a collection of stuffed animals in the window of their
rented house, and some people concluded that the animals were
displayed for religious purposes. They started a campaign to make
the Pans feel unwelcome. When a roach infestation was
reported at the Pans' house, considerable damage was done while
"investigating." The landlord made the Pans pay for the damages.
By pooling their resources, the Pans and Chapmans were able to
buy a house and move in together.
Two years later, in 1969, the Pans returned to Cambodia,

despite a dangerous political situation. Their third child, Sothira,
was born in Phnom Penh. Renee's husband worked at the mines
and taught at university. Then, the following year. Prince Sihanouk
was deposed and a new government was formed. Sothi, who had
been interested in politics since his student days, when he wanted
to liberate his country from the French, was appointed the
government's roving ambassador to the African countries and sub
sequently minister of education. He became general secretary of
the Republican party, whose president was Lon Nol. In 1973, he
was elected vice president of the National Assembly, and in 1974,
he was appointed deputy prime minister. Meanwhile, Renee taught
in the one English-language high school and then became director
of the Ministry of Culture, where she was able to implement inte
grated science and introduce modern math.

After the Khmer Rouge takeover, her dramatic flight out, and
the wait in Bangkok, Renee went to the United States. Their old
friends the Chapmans were supportive, and thanks to a scholarship
and help from the university, the Lutheran church, and the gov
ernment, Renee was able to continue her studies at the University
of North Dakota, where she got her master's degree in statistics
and computer science. She was then transferred by the company
she worked for to St. Paul, Minnesota, where she became an eco
nomic forecaster for a pool of power companies.

As a refugee, she struggled first to become economically
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independent. It took her four years to do so, and then she decided
to devote her time, money, and energy to the welfare of her com
munity and country. She was encouraged in this goal by remem
bering what her parents had told her as she grew up: Good deeds
receive good deeds, they would say; and, quoting Buddha, a good
deed will follow you like your own shadow, while bad deeds are
like the trace left behind by the wheel of an oxcart.

As well as helping Southeast Asian refiagees settle and serving on
the Minnesota State Advisory Council on Refugees, she became
politically involved in the Khmer People's National Liberation
Front (KPNLF), which was trying to help Cambodia free itself from
Vietnamese occupation. Renee, however, soon became discouraged
by the divisions within the KPNLF which undermined its effective
ness. She wrote to many of the key leaders to express her discontent
and to put the blame on them. She had hoped to clear up the situ
ation, but this action seemed only to create more mistrust among
the free Cambodians.

She had reached a point in her life, she says, where she did not
have anything to give. "My energy did not regenerate itself," she
recalls, "my brain was empty and my heart was numb and insensi
tive. I got angry very easily, hated bad people, was unhappy, selfish,
and did things foolishly." She wondered if she should quit.

It was during this time, in 1985, that she saw For the Love of
Tomorrow, the film about Irene Laure. The fact that Irene—a
Frenchwoman whose son had been tortured by the Germans—
would be willing to forgive them made Renee think that perhaps
this was the key to dealing with the Khmer Rouge. Hearing that
she could meet Madame Laure in Caux, Renee accepted an invita
tion to go there that summer.

At Caux, she was struck by the fact that there were no walls
between people of different backgrounds; she felt that all the people
there were her friends. She did everything she could to help,
including serving in the dining room and cooking. She enjoyed the
session called "From Conflict to Cure," but was she ready to talfp
the necessary steps in her own life? "Every night I had a fight with
myself," she recalls. She met Irene Laure and immediately asked
her what the key was to this new approach, how had she been able
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to accomplish what she did? "How do you find forgiveness?" Irene
said very simply that the key was to have quiet time alone. The ten-
minute talk with the Frenchwoman had a profound effect on
Renee.

Like Irene, Renee spoke from the platform. Out of her experi
ments with quiet time and meditation had come the idea to forgive
the Khmer Rouge and to ask them to forgive her for her thoughts.
This she declared publicly. But, as she said later, it was one thing to
do that among friends in Caux and another to do it face-to-face
with the Khmer Rouge. "It was very hard for me to forgive the
Khmer Rouge for what they did to me, to my family and my
friends, and especially to my beloved country," she says, "but the
burden of revenge that I carried for a decade was lightened from
the moment that I did so." She said at the time, before it became
clear that some kind of reconciliation would be indispensable for a
political solution, "I am sometimes accused by other Cambodian
friends of supporting th6 Khmer Rouge because I refuse to accuse
them, but if I kill the Khmer Rouge, I will become like one of
them."

Renee realized that her mind had been consumed by what her
Buddhist religion calls the "three fires of the world"—greed, anger,
and foolishness. She decided that from then on she would have a

time of quiet each day to provide, as she calls it, "an indispensable
food to nurture my mind." Through these quiet times, the teach
ings of Buddha became real to her for the first time. "It became less
hard," she says, "to endure the discipline that leads to enlighten
ment."

She started to ask her friends to forgive her "for putting them
down on many occasions, despising them, getting angry and cut
ting conversations with them." She thought about her abortive
attempts to bring unity among the Cambodians. She decided to
meet with the lO'NLF president and apologize to him. Before she
left home that morning, she asked Buddha for the courage to do
so. "I was ready," she says, "to accept the consequences without
fear of losing face or friends." As well as making a verbal apology,
she wrote a letter that was made public. "Finally, the pardon was
given," she says. "I felt such relief." And far from losing friends as
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she had feared, she was admired for her action. Later she would
find that her attitude of blame and hatred toward King Sihanouk
and his queen could also be turned into love and compassion.

The periods of quiet reflection and the change in attitude
toward other people affected her relations with her family. "In our
tradition it is not easy for an adult to ask forgiveness from a younger
person," she says. "It took me quite a while to do it, especially with
my own children."

As a computer specialist, Renee likes to use computer images to
describe what has happened to her. Human memory, she main
tains, is unlimited compared with computer memory, but if the
memory is loaded with impurities, it is unable to solve even a simple
problem. "Forgiveness freed up some megabytes in my memory,"
she told a conference in Atlanta in 1987. "I dare to solve problems
on a larger scale, with less CPU [central processing unit] time, in a
more efficient way."

Another result of this change in her'^ife was her decision to
become less involved in politics and more involved in the future
education of her people. In 1988, she founded in Minnesota the
Cambodian Children's Education Fund [CCEF], with the aim of
developing "education for all." At that time, its operations were
confined to the refugee camps on the Thai-Cambodian border,
since it was not possible to function within Cambodia. "The pur
pose was to finish the unfinished work left by my husband and to
heal the wounds"—and to do what also was almost unheard of: to

work with all factions.

Aiming to enhance the work of existing organizations, CCEF
sent out task forces to talk with Cambodian educators in the camps
and identify gaps in educational programs. The Thai Ministry of
Education invited CCEF to develop a program on education for
Cambodian repatriation. Twelve-week courses were instituted at
Buriram Teachers' College. Curriculum development was a coop
erative project with the Cambodian educators, Buriram, and CCEF
working together. The students came from the camps of the differ
ent political factions. Renee fearlessly accompanied Khmer Rouge
officers alone to their camp. "I delivered a powerful speech in front
of forty Khmer Rouge teachers, powerful because I talked to the
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real Khmer Rouge, while at Caux it was to friends. I was quiet and
calm. I knew that the hatred was over at that moment. The hatred

came and left freely within me and I had no way to control it."
Afterwards the officers drove her home. One of them asked, "Can

the world ever forgive us?"
With the prospect of democratic rule returning to Cambodia,

plans were laid to launch CCEF in the country. But what was most
gratifying to Renee was that by the end of 1993, many of the more
than fifty graduates of the first courses were employed in leadership
positions in the country. She is aware that a recent World Bank
study showed that industrial growth in high-performing Asian
nations is closely linked to the priority put on education. The cur
rent goals of CCEF are to understand the role of education in a free
society, to recognize and support the cultural heritage of the
Khmer, and to introduce strategies of dialogue, critical thinking,
and problem solving. Although based in Minnesota, CCEF is sen
sitive to Cambodian culture and recognizes that Western values
must not be imposed. In a culture that has traditionally educated
only a select few and has systematically excluded women, however,
its approach represents a substantial departure.

With the dramatic changes brought about by the Paris Agree
ment of October 23, 1991, Renee was able to return to her coun

try—first to investigate the possibility of launching CCEF there,
and then, motivated by the feeling that her place was with her
people, to assist in the return to democracy. She accepted an invita
tion to work with the United Nations Transitional Authority in
Cambodia [UNTAC], which was overseeing the transition of
authority from a one-party communist state to a multiparty
democracy under a constitutional monarch. World opinion did not
hold out much hope for the success of the UN operation or the
readiness of the Cambodian people to come together after decades
of civil war. There was little experience on which to build and years
of communist indoctrination to overcome.

For nearly two years, Renee worked with the UN as it conducted
its largest, most ambitious, and most expensive peacekeeping
operation ever. At its peak, it involved 22,000 military, police, and
civilian personnel, at a cost to the world community of $2 billion.
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Renee Pan (nght) meets an old friend in Phnom Penh in 1992for
the first time since the Khmer Rouge takeover. Photograph by David
Channer.

Her work was as a translator and then as a radio producer, and she
traveled all over the country by road and by helicopter. She had to
translate anything that had to do with the elections, including
ballot papers, regulations, and posters. "It was a chance to use the
language ordinary people understood," she says. She also had to
translate all kinds of laws—property laws, land law—and manuals
for the different departments, such as immigration, and for the
foreign affairs and finance ministries. She went out with UNTAC
specialists to the provinces to train tax collectors, the public, and
the police and took part in dangerous investigations of crimes and
illegal transactions—on one occasion sitting down with a murderer.
"I realized that my translating job was essential to the creation of a
safe environment for the election," she says.

Her work tied in with her new convictions about individual

responsibility. In October 1992 she wrote to a friend: "I am in a
team of five Cambodians translating documents. Honesty is my
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main preoccupation. There is a lot of stealing in each office. We
have to learn to be honest in order to help rebuild our nation. Hon
esty gives a better life to you all and it is a tool to cut the root of
corruption."

During this run-up to the election, much of her energy went
into voluntary work with a network of friends to help prepare the
country. She held planning meetings in her home, where they came
up with imaginative ideas for seminars and roundtables to bring
conflicting factions together to discuss issues such as human rights
and the moral basis for a free democracy.

In February 1993, she interrupted her work to make a memo
rable trip to Vietnam to visit her parents, from whom she had been
estranged. She had seldom written to them over the years, and she
realized that her attitude toward them had been wrong. "The trip
back home was excellent. Every day was a blessing. Everything hap
pened like a miracle." Renee's sister introduced her to her mother
as a friend, but she was soon recognized, and there were "a lot of
tears as we hugged each other the whole day." Renee called it a
breakthrough. "We reconciled all the bad feelings, and the feeling
of not belonging was gone. I was able to conduct conflict resolu
tion within my family. Each one had harbored bad feelings about
the others for so many years and had never dared to talk face to
face. They asked forgiveness from each other. It was fim. I was even
able to help my father to realize his dream of having a brick house
for his family."

Renee wants to use all her experiences to help the people of
Vietnam someday. She says that the trip back home reminded her
of her visit to Sri Lanka five years earlier. "The statue of the Lord
Buddha from that holy place in Kandy sits in my living room and
provides me with everything. I adore him and pray every day in
front of him to express my gratitude. The Lord Buddha taught me
to liberate myself from all attachments and ill will. My fear, my
grief never surfaced while I was in Phnom Penh. At Kandy I made
two wishes: one, to know how my husband died; two, to be able to
implement the educational project in Cambodia. One of them
already came about, and the other is in the process of emerging."

Immediately before the election in March 1993, she and some
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friends held a two-day international seminar entitled "Confidence
Building for Peace in Cambodia." It was attended by political lead
ers, UN volunteers, university students, foreign diplomats, and
members of the Buddhist hierarchy, including the international
patriarch, venerable Maha Ghosananda, who gave the invocation.
"To make peace," he said, "the skills of teamwork and cooperation
are essential. There is little we can do for peace as long as we feel we
are the only ones who know the way to build it." That seminar led
to the creation of a Committee for National Reconciliation. Before

the election, Ghosananda also led Dharma yatra, a peace march
from the Thai-Cambodian border to Phnom Penh, and Renee took

one day to participate in that.
Renee and her friends produced and had printed thousands of

copies of a handbook on democracy. Which Way, Cambodidi, in
English and Khmer. It quotes the Buddha: "Hatred does not cease
by hatred. Easily seen are the faults of others but one's own faults
are hard to see . . . conquer the angry man by love; conquer the
miser with generosity; conquer the liar with truth." Meanwhile,
several hundred copies of a Khmer version of the video about Irene
Laure's life. For the Love of Tomorrow, were distributed around the
country and shown on national television.

As well as continuing her translation work, Renee helped the
UN radio develop strategies that could reduce intimidation and
fear. In fact, UNTAC radio and the information it supplied played
a significant role in convincing people that they cotdd vote secretly
and freely. "Classical Cambodian music was aired often," she says,
"to calm down the greed and the violence, and to make Cambodi
ans think more of their rich culture and to set aside their differ

ences." During the May 23—28 elections Renee worked as one of
the international polling station supervisors. Ten thousand UN
troops armed with rifles and wearing flak jackets were deployed at
fifteen hundred polling stations to cope with the predicted violence
and intimidation.

"Shock in Cambodia—nobody killed," proclaimed a headline
in the London Economist at the end of the month. The magazine
noted that, instead of a body count, the UN-supervised elections
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were marked by a high vote count—85 percent of registered voters.
Despite threats from the Khmer Rouge, the Cambodian elections
had gone off peacefully. One UN monitor reported that police had
to be employed not to stop violence but to restrain overeager voters
as they poured into the polling station. The Australian ambassador
said that in one village, police, seeing crowds moving in distant
hills, feared a Khmer Rouge attack. The movement turned out to
be whole families, dressed in their temple best and led by older
women, coming to vote. The UN representative in Cambodia,
Yasushi Akashi, said, "We were sustained by the great courage of
the Cambodian people, and this is what saved the situation.
Despite all the difficulties, obstacles, and even threats to their lives,
they went to vote."

Renee continued as a radio producer for three months after the
election. Her program was broadcast four times a week under the
title, "Vision for Cambodia Year 2000." The format was a

roundtable discussion about culture, education, sciences, technol
ogy, and health.

According to Renee, the UNTAC operation will be remembered
as "the Cambodian renaissance period." She is grateful for the way
the world community rallied to support her country. It was an
exciting time for her. "I got the chance to fully use my knowledge,
fully exercise my compassion, fully express my gratitude to my
beloved country, fully use my quiet time."

During the transition, the electronic data processing (EDP) unit
was looking for Cambodians to take charge of the military pay
roll—a complicated affair, with the four political factions having to
learn to work together. They enlisted Renee. From the military pay
roll, she moved on to the payrolls of the police and the civil service.
The computer proved to be too small for the job, and the appropri
ate computer and program were requested from and supplied by
UNTAC. "The payroll gave rise to a safe future for Cambodia,"
says Renee. "It is the starting point for development, since the
diversity of systems in the country was the source of a lot of the
problems. I have the opportunity to standardize the system, unite
the diversity. My scientific knowledge and my acquaintance with
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the Western system was put to maximum use. The whole business
of me getting involved with the computer system was not in my
thoughts before I left the United States. Only God knew it."
On September 21, 1993, a new constitution was adopted that

expressed a commitment to liberal democracy, the rule of law, and
women's rights. Implementation is now one of Renee's concerns.
"Human rights come to town. People talk about it, write it in the
constitution, millions of dollars are spent, but the impact is insig
nificant, especially to women's and children's rights," she says. "I
am patient in most areas, but I cannot hold out anymore in this
situation."

She is helping women who work in government—^whether as
undersecretary or as cook—to create an organization and local
associations. "I will empower them," she says. Based on the per
centage of women who cast their votes at the polling station she
supervised, Renee estimates that 70 percent of the population may
now be women, and most of them are facing tremendous prob
lems, particularly poverty. "The impact on improving the quality
of life for those women is almost nil." In November 1993, she went

as a delegate from the Khmer Women's Association, which she
helped found, to the Asia-Pacific Symposium for Nongovernmen
tal Organizations (NGOs) on Women in Development. Yet, Renee
says, "the national urgent need is not the money but the unity, the
real willingness and honesty to work together for the benefit of the
country. Unity comes from trust. When you have trust you have
unity, when you have unity you can do anything."

Renee is working even harder now that UNTAC has left, the
elections are over, and the constitution has been changed. At the
beginning of 1994, she was managing a technical staff of a hundred
people who are setting up the National Computing Center for
Cambodia. As well as doing the monthly payroll for 300,000 gov
ernment employees, it will train local people in using, repairing,
and setting up computers. "One side of the country is still in the
stone age," she says, "and the other side is in the information age."

Extracts from her letters to friends reflect the challenges. June:
"Fear still haunts many people. We need wisdom to conquer the
ignorance. Sometimes I asked myself, can the nonviolence exist in
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the midst of violence?" July: "Getting to know each other does not
yet exist. We need to build up bridges. We need constant dialogue
in many ways." August: "What we have done so far seems not much
compared with the vast destruction done by men exploiting until
nothing is left. Nowadays I work tirelessly, never have a dull time. I
use up all of my energy during the day and charge it up at night.
My weekends are used by the local associations. The local people
are eager to work to help others, despite having nothing but a com
mitment to shape up their family structure, which was fragmented
by war. Everything is picking up slowly at the government level."

At times of stress, Renee turns to her quiet times, which give her
inspiration to solve specific problems, and to meditation, when all
the senses are at rest. "Meditation helps me to control my anger,
my hatred, my greed, at a speed faster than the speed of light." It
helps her avoid the trap of living in the past. Prayer, too, relaxes her
mind and gives her a strong commitment to Buddhist teaching.

The country faces serious national problems with political
infighting, corruption, and poverty; one child in five dies before
the age of five; there are forty thousand amputees in need of reha
bilitation; seven million land mines hold up development work and
agricultural production. Robert Seiple, U.S. president of World
Vision, an NGO which is helping in Cambodia, cautioned after an
October 1993 visit against underestimating the national trauma of
the last twenty years: Religion has been suppressed, families
destroyed, and the values holding society together are greatly
strained. "A very fragile infrastructure keeps this people intact," he
says.

Renee is a valuable part of that infrastructure, a pillar of strength
and integrity. She says, "Only God knows what I am doing; so far
he is behind the whole thing. I can see the door is opening and the
path is there. But the situation is not stable yet." In 1984, a group
of Buddhist monks made an appeal from a refugee camp on the
Thai-Cambodian border: "Cambodia has lost everything as a result
of its long hostilities. We lost land, lives, and Buddhism. Our great
est loss is the ability to judge what is right and what is wrong. Please
help us to recover this power." The land has been recovered, and,
with the help of women like Renee Pan, the power will surely be
recovered as well.



These Terrible

Times

An Eritrean writer works for human rights in
her newly independent country.

"Woman," a harsh voice called, "line up
with your comrades, hands behind your back, facing the wall."

As she did so, members of the firing squad raised their rifles.
This is it, she thought, and said a short prayer: "Oh, Lord, give

me the courage to die bravely like so many of my people have, with
out screaming, or begging for mercy, and receive me in thy King
dom."

She heard the clicks of the guns being cocked and then, after
what seemed like an hour, "One, two, three," and her mind went
blank.

She opened her eyes. The guns were still pointed at their heads.
The officer said, "For anybody willing to confess, I will count up to
fifiy." She counted with him. At fifty, he shouted, "Fire."

She heard the singing of birds and looked up. The sky was more
beautifiil than she had ever known it. They were still alive. Her
inner voice said, "Be still, and you will be okay."
Two hours later the prisoners were ordered back to the cells. It

had been a ruse by her captors to try to extort information.

43
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Abeba Tesfagiorgis had come a long way from her compara
tively comfortable life in a two-story, cream-colored Italian villa in
a beautihxl suburb of Asmara, capital of Eritrea. Her story is "for
everyone to whom freedom and justice are not negotiable," says
Basil Davidson, author oiAfrican Civilization Revisited.

After World War II, Eritrea—^which had been an Italian colony
from 1890 and then under British rule for ten years—^was incorpo
rated in a loose federation with Ethiopia. But in 1961, Ethiopia
annexed the region, and the people of Eritrea began their war for
independence. They first had to battle a U.S.-supported regime in
Ethiopia headed by Emperor Haile Selassie, then a Soviet-spon
sored military Dergue (a Marxist junta) led by Colonel Mengistu
Haile Mariam. It became Africa's longest war, dragging on for
thirty years, with fifty thousand killed, many tortured, and nearly a
third of the population of three million forced to flee. Every
Eritrean family suffered losses.

As a high school student, and one of thirteen girls among the
350 pupils in the Prince Mekonnen Secondary School, Abeba had
participated in student demonstrations against Ethiopian rule. The
students protested the banning of the Tigrigna language and books
and the imposition of the Amharic language, the language of the
Ethiopian ruling ethnic group. "We students used to be furious as
to why Ethiopia had a direct control of our sea and airports during
federation," she says. "For any average Eritrean at the time, it was
clear that Ethiopian rule meant nothing but destruction. That is
the time that Eritrean independence became important to me."

Abeba attended the Haile Selassie University Extension in
Asmara and studied sociology, accounting, and English. In 1961,
she joined Ethiopian Airlines as administrative secretary to the dis
trict manager. It was the haggard faces of mothers who starved
themselves to feed their children and the coundess boys and girls
with ashen lips who streamed through the Ethiopian Airlines office
looking for jobs that made her join the underground movement of
the Eritrean People's Liberation Front (EPLF). "There was no way
to fight the evil government but by joining the EPLF," she says.
She was a member of an underground cell at Ethiopian Airlines
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that met twice a week to read and discuss EPLF's newsletter, con

tribute money, and encourage others to form cells, each with no
more than seven members. She secretly brought together the
tegadelti, the freedom fighters, with other Eritreans.

During this period, Abeba wrote two novels in the Tigrigna lan
guage, Woi Ane Dekai (My Poor Children, 1969) and Nemenye
Zenegro (Who Am I Going to Tell, 1974). They were fact-based
and spoke of the social evils in the country—corruption, unem
ployment, the suffering of women, and the moral decadence of
young and old. She was always more interested in reducing human
suffering and tragedy than getting involved in politics. To this day
she does not know how the books passed the censors. "There must
have been a divine protection," she says. "These two books did good
to my soul, for I was able to pour my heart into them. It is ugly not
to have any right to almost everything, and it is uglier when you
cannot do or say anything about it."

As cofounder and for six years chairperson of the Eritrean
YWCA based in Asmara, she had helped develop classes in eco
nomics, dressmaking, first aid, and reading and writing; she also
organized conferences on women and social problems, which took
her to many countries. In 1974, as many of the country's villages
were ravaged by war and drought, she turned her attention to the
needs of the farmers and founded the Relief and Rehabilitation

Association of Eritrea. She obtained permission to distribute grain,
milk, and blankets. But the government became alarmed at the way
the program was bringing people together and creating a sense of
community, so it shut down the program, and Abeba had to con
tinue clandestinely.

It was just as well that the Ethiopians only suspected but could
not prove the extent of her involvement with the underground. On
September 29, 1975, tipped off by an informer, two khaki-clad
members of the afagn (the secret police), abducted her at gunpoint
from the airlines office, forced her into a car, and drove her to the

Palace Prison, where she was shoved into a windowless six-foot by
five-foot cell with five other women. As the heavy iron door
slammed shut behind her, she was consumed with anger. She was
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in another world, yet only ten minutes from her home. She was to
spend six months as a prisoner, much of the time under the threat
of execution.

Abeba's days in the cell were an education for her as she got to
know the other women and their lives. Many of their experiences"
were foreign to her more sheltered existence, and there were ter
rible pressures put on them to incriminate their friends. Some of
them had broken under the pressure and informed on others, and
the atmosphere of bitterness and blame in the cell was intense. One
evening after the traditional Coptic Orthodox prayer for forgive
ness, Abeba said to the other women, "We all pray together for our
release and for peace. But God will not answer our prayers if we
keep on nursing resentment and hatred for one another." After a
quick reaction and another violent exchange, the cell became
enveloped in almost total silence. In the silence, Abeba thought
that she should tell the women the story of Irene Laure, a
Frenchwoman she had met at a conference in Asmara in 1969.

After describing Madame Laure's history and her willingness to
open her heart to Germany despite all that she had been through,
Abeba said, "My dears, it would be a disservice to our heroic
tegadelti who fall in battle, to the mothers who suffer in silence the
loss of their husbands and children, to our children who die pot
bellied due to malnutrition, to our pregnant women whose stom
achs were slit with a sword and their stillborns tossed in the air, to
our men who go off to work and never make it home, to the chil
dren whose limbs are hacked off by the enemy, to all those whose
lives are a constant nightmare—it would be a disservice to all—if
we did not forgive and love one another." She told them that just
as Madame Laure could not hope to see a united and peaceful
Europe without Germany, they could not say that they loved their
country and then refuse to understand and forgive fellow Eritreans.

Soon after that, Abeba was brought face-to-face in the prison
with the man who had betrayed her, and she realized that she had
to practice what she preached, so she forgave him. "Hard as it was
for me to forgive this contemptible informer, I made the decision
that I would do so. I made it brief: 'That morning you shamelessly
testified against me on just hearsay as a committed underground
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member of the EPLF, I hated your guts. Now I forgive you. If it
were not for these horrendous times, neither you or I, or any of our
cellmates, would be here in prison.'"

Ail sorts of pressures were brought to bear on Abeba to get her
to confess, including the mock execution. Fortunately, she was not
physically tortured like some of her cellmates were. But again she
was told that she was to be executed and was even permitted to
phone her husband, Mesfun, to ask him to bring her a Bible. "Life
without you has no meaning for me," said Mesfun. "1 will send you
the Bible, but 1 want you to know that family and friends every
where are praying for your release." After Mesfun tried to enlist the
help of the U.S. vice-consul on behalf of his wife, he too was
arrested by the governor and dragged off to prison.

By extraordinary coincidence, Abeba's own cell door was open
as he was brought to the cell opposite, and they were able to
embrace. "It's okay," whispered Mesfun, "just stick to what you
have been saying. You have no confession to make. 1 see this as a
God-given opportunity—how else could 1 have seen you? After all
these weeks of grief and loneliness, now 1 can hold you in my arms.
Continue to be brave and we shall come out together. Don't worry
about the children—they are doing just fine in the care of their
grandparents."

Abeba writes, "My cellmates were sobbing when 1 was thrown
back to them. It must have been a pathetic sight—the reunion of a
husband and wife, not in the privacy of their own home but in the
corridor of a prison under armed guard and in the shadow of
death."

For a time, Abeba's father was held in the prison as well. But
having failed through threats of violence against her family to get a
confession out of her, the authorities let her husband and father

leave the prison. At the end of March 1976, unable to prove her
guilt and being pressured from outside by different churches,
including her own Coptic church, the government released Abeba.
She was sent straight out of Eritrea to Ethiopia. In Addis Ababa,
however, the situation was becoming more frightening; the com
munist "Red terror" meant more and more executions. So Abeba

and Mesfun decided that it was time to leave.
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Mesfun, who worked for the U.S. consulate, was able to get out
by attending a seminar in Nairobi. Abeba, with their daughters,
went via Asmara. With the help of an uncle in the EPLF and under
the guise of attending a wedding, they escaped to a liberated area.
Here, to her consternation, the two older daughters, Ruth and
Tamar, decided to stay and fight with the EPLF. It would be eight
years before she would have an emotional reunion with them in a
Resistance camp, where they lived in underground bunkers. One
would then be partially blind from a battle wound.

Abeba went on with her two younger daughters, Muzit and
Senait, to the Sudan and Britain, eventually joining up with Mesfun
in the United States, where her sisters lived. Like Renee Pan, Abeba
Tesfagiorgis became a refugee in the United States. It was not easy.
She had hoped to be able to bring their country's plight to the
attention of the United Nations, but she failed to do so. "I felt
completely helpless, devastated, that you had to be somebody, to
have an office, power, to get any attention."

She was assailed by homesickness, and was worried about the
daughters she had left behind, her parents, her relatives, her friends,
and her people in general. When big offensives took place con
stantly, when the EPLF incurred setbacks, when drought and fam
ine occurred nearly every year, when the possibility of total
extinction, as she put it, was ever present, "you can imagine how
every sensible Eritrean, inside or outside of his home, felt." With
all these worries, though, she was thankful to her Creator that she
was sane and was able to raise her children.

Abeba and her husband had emotional and financial struggles.
She worked successively as secretary of the Poultry and Egg Insti
tute in Roslyn, Virginia; as sales representative of the World Trade
Transport Company in Washington, D.C., and and as an adminis
trative assistant with the World Bank. Then in 1982 the family
moved to Texas and took over a grocery store, struggling to put it
on a sound footing. There they helped organize the participation of
the Eritrean emigr^ community in the Dallas International Bazaar.

In May 1991, the fighters of the Ethiopian Peoples Revolution
ary Democratic Front launched an offensive against the Ethiopian
occupation army in Eritrea, finally toppling the Dergue. More than
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130,000 Ethiopian soldiers in Asmara—one soldier for every five
Eritreans—^was either killed in the war or forced to lay down arms
in defeat. Eritrea became free, and for the first time in thirty years,
the light blue flag of Eritrea flew over the main buildings ofAsmara,
along with the red, green, and blue flag of the EPLF.

Abeba, like her fellow countrymen and -women the world over,
rejoiced: "I used to ponder how we won this David-Goliath war. It
was not because we had outside help, nor was it because we had the
best warriors. It was because the tegadelti were selfless, highly moti
vated, and committed and caring. And the whole Eritrean popula
tion was behind them, supporting, helping, encouraging, and
utterly collaborating." To every Eritrean, she says, it was like a sec
ond birth.

She decided to write a book to describe her people's struggle. In
1992, A Painjul Season and a Stubborn Hope: The Odyssey of an
Eritrean Mother was published. It chronicled the sacrifice and suf
fering of the women of the independence struggle as well as their
incredible readiness to forgive, which she believes gives hope of a
different direction for the continent.

Thomas Keneally, the Australian author of Schindler's List, said
that as far as the rest of the world knew, her story might have been
acted out on the dark side of the moon: "Her record of her experi
ence at the hands of the Ethiopians in Asmara, and the odyssey
which follows her escape from the hands of the torturers, gives us a
picture of how thoroughly the forces of the Emperor, and then of
the Stalinist dictator, Mengistu, alienated the Eritrean people.
Abeba's voice is simply one voice raised on behalf of humanity and
directed against the folly of dictators. Abeba's tale will astound,
elevate and ennoble all who read it."

Abeba returned from exile in the United States to help found
the Center for Human Rights and Development in Asmara. She
does not hate the Ethiopians, but believes that it was often as much
of a nightmare for the Ethiopian guards as it was for the prisoners.
She says simply, "It was just these terrible times."

The April 1993 election, which legitimized Eritrea's indepen
dence from Ethiopia, was a time of jubilation, with thousands out
in the streets. In a turnout of 98.5 percent of the approximately 1.1
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Abeba Tesfagiorgis at the home of exile artist Solomon Tseggai Teferri
in Montreal in 1991. Photograph by Teferri,

million registered voters, 99.8 percent voted in favor of indepen
dence. UN officials confirmed that the election was "free and fair."

She believes that her people regarded it as a way of honoring those
who died. "Those people who have voted freely all their lives may
not take time to appreciate it."

Abeba believes that those same qualities of selflessness, commit
ment, and caring that helped win the war despite every kind of
difficulty are needed if Eritrea is to reap the fruit of its hard-won
independence and be a hope for Africa and an example for the
world. Healing and development, she says, do not come as fast as
destruction and death. "Of course, it is going to take us some time.
But I am proud to say that the peace and tranquility we have is
great."

The purpose of the Center for Human Rights and Develop-
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ment is to undertake education, research, communication, and
advocacy to help societies in Eritrea and the Horn of Africa protect
and promote human rights and attain social and economic devel
opment. Established as an independent, nonpartisan, nonprofit,
nongovernmental institute, it is a civic organization that will work
closely with many sectors of the public to help people learn more
about their rights and responsibilities.

"After all this misery and pain, it is heaven to be free as a people
and a nation. Every morning I thank my Creator for being alive,
for coming back to my home where I was raised and had my kids,
where my ancestors are buried. I can see my role and my fellow
Eritrean women's role in building this small nation that has suf
fered so much for so long." Now that she has peace of mind and is
looking at things with a new eye, she is also aware how much she
loves the United States, which she describes as her second home.

Eritrea, a new nation that brings together Christians and Mus
lims from nine tribes, is, according to Dan Connell, American
author oi Against All Odds—A Chronicle of the Eritrean Involution,
"a bold, original experiment in cultural and political pluralism that
promises to break ground in the effort to make democracy work in
Africa" {Christian Science Monitor, April 30, 1993). It came into
existence without major debts, financial or otherwise. The nation
alist movement spent twenty-two months before independence
working without pay and with little external aid to rebuild the
country's devastated infrastructure—constructing farms and dams
and reforesting barren hillsides. It is remarkably free of corruption.
In 1992, thanks to good rains, new government initiatives, and
peace, there was a fourfold increase in agricultural output. At the
end of December 1993, however, the UN Food and Agriculture
Organization reported that, because of the absence of rain, 70 per
cent of the year's harvest had failed. Eritrea will need massive
amounts of aid to offset this unexpected setback and make swift
economic strides if it is to maintain the enthusiasm with which the

country was born. But it also needs more, Abeba believes.
In July 1993, she was asked to give the keynote address at a

Symposium on Regional Cooperation in the Horn of Africa in
Addis Ababa. The emphasis was on healing and reconstruction, and
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the title of her address was "From Conflict to Concord." One of
her themes was that peace and development go hand in hand. It
was a chance for her to put her deepest convictions before the dis
tinguished audience, and it drew from them a wholehearted
response.

The absence of war does not mean that there is peace, she told
them. "If people of responsibility have wars in their hearts, which
includes jealousy, vindictiveness, hunger for power, corruption,
unforgiveness, lack of love for fellow human beings, and lack of
wisdom, the batde to acquire peace, stability, and prosperity is only
half won."

She challenged the politicians and government representatives
to use their education not to boost their egos but to benefit others:
"Use your status to serve others. Diplomacy, fine talks, and sophis
tication do not help. Simplicity and humbleness do. People who
cheat their mates, who would do anything to keep their positions
forever, who do not feel the pain of others, who do not put them
selves into other people's shoes, who are not tolerant of opposition,
are a menace to society.

"Let us get rid of our enemies not by imprisoning or killing
them, as many African regimes are known to do, not by belittling
them or humiliating them, but by resolving the conflict.

"With my country, Eritrea, having its independence after thirty
long years of bitter armed struggle, with the new administration
here in Ethiopia, with the standing committee, which is trying to
do something about Somalia's predicament, with societies in the
Horn being more and more conscious about regional cooperation,
there is hope for a better future and resolving conflicts.

"Let us clean the garbage in our hearts. Let accountability be
first to our conscience. It is not only the government that should be
held responsible, but the people as well. Mengistu did not pull the
trigger that killed the Ethiopian youth during the Red terror. He
used people who deadened their consciences. They could have said,
'No, we are not going to kill our children,' but in the name of the
government they did kill them.

"I do not expect every African to get rich soon. But I do expect
in the very near future for all of us Africans to have basic necessi-
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ties—enough food to eat and a hut that protects us from rain and
heat. Let governments, civil institutions, and individuals have the
vision and initiative to eradicate ignorance, famine, war, poverty,
and take off the pain and the shame from the African."

Calling for a minute's silence for the martyrs who fell in battle
to bring peace and dignity to Eritrea, Ethiopia, the Horn, and the
whole continent, Abeba concluded her speech by quoting from a
speech given by Abraham Lincoln just before the end of the Civil
War: "With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness
in the right as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish
the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him
who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow and his orphan,
to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace
among ourselves and with all nations."



Pink Envelopes

A former Japanese senator still thinks for her
country at age ninety-five.

Born just ahead of the twentieth century,
Shidzue Kato has often been ahead of her countrymen and -women
as well. She is, writes Professor Barbara Molony, "one of the two or
three most influential women in Japan's twentieth century history."

According to The Japan Times (August 9, 1992), "The life of
Joan of Arc, the French heroine who led the French Army to vic
tory in 1429, changed Kato eighty years ago from a coddled daugh
ter of a noble samurai family to a brave woman deeply concerned
about social problems." The paper quotes Shidzue: "I was so
impressed to learn that a peasant girl rescued her country, because
Japanese women were forced to be obedient to their husbands and
only to do housework at that time. Thanks to her, I realized I could
also contribute somehow to society." In that 1992 article headed
"Age won't slow activist down," the paper wrote, "A passion for
taking action to improve social conditions is still burning in
Shidzue Kato, an influential feminist at the age of 95."

The year before, at the age of ninety-four, she expressed to the
Japanese emperor and empress her gratitude for their visits to

55
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Thailand, Malaysia, and Indonesia and their capacity to "sympa
thize with the pain felt by others." This is something Shidzue had
been able to do over her lifetime, and in her message to the royal
couple she referred to her own apology many years before at an
international assembly "as a Japanese apology for what happened
during the war."

Shidzue's father, Ritaro Hirota, was born in 1865, two years
before the beginning of the Meiji Restoration, and studied
mechanical engineering. This was the period when Japan was trans
formed from feudalism and the rule of the shogun (the general) to
a more modern society. Ritaro could not afford expensive books,
so he copied from cover to cover the whole volume of a Chinese-
English dictionary that he needed. He was, as Shidzue once wrote,
"A samurai not with the sword girded at his side, but with the
engineer's rule in his pocket." Shidzue's mother had attended a
Canadian mission school in Tokyo, so Shidzue benefited through
both parents from exposure to foreign ideas and other cultures.
Ritaro returned home from his travels abroad with furniture,
pianos, cameras, sewing machines, and children's clothes. The par
ents were also in touch with the foremost Japanese reformers of the
day. "I was impressed by stories of those who had done great things,
both Japanese and foreign," says Shidzue. "I felt I must become a
woman who did something good."

Although Western trained and outwardly modern, Shidzue's
father was run by the feudal code of the old regime. Shidzue was
brought up in a purely Japanese fashion, attending the exclusive
Peeresses' School. She writes of the entry of five-year-olds to the
kindergarten: "Little boys and girls of aristocratic birth were
brought to this kindergarten carefully protected by their servants,
some wrapped in soft silk quilts and riding on the nurses' knees in
the rikishas, as if their parents were afraid even a soft wind might
kill their little ones."

At the start of the Meiji era, all Japanese had been declared by
law to be equal, and monogamy was fixed as the foundation of the
moral code. But by the time Shidzue awakened to social conscious
ness, only three decades had passed since these new laws had taken
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effect and there was almost no understanding, she says, of the
"actual meaning of equality."

Three weeks after graduation, an arranged marriage with Baron
Keikichi Ishimoto was proposed to her. She liked what she was told
of him and agreed. He was ten years older than she was and had a
wide knowledge of East and West. He had written his graduation
thesis in English and read the Chinese classics as easily as his own
language. He was also a Christian. He equaled her in determina
tion to do something for society. Knowing that being a woman was
a handicap and that she could not do much, Shidzue decided "to
be the wife of someone who could."

As a mining engineer, he asked to be posted to the Miike coal
mine in Kyushu. They lived there from 1915 to 1918, and her
"heart ached," as she put it, to see the conditions in the pits, par
ticularly for the women. These women had to do all the housework
after working in the mines for more than twelve hours a day, even
when they were pregnant. She and her husband both worked to
improve conditions. As she watched the lives of these laborers and
their women and children, the questions rose in her mind that
"were to grow and revolutionize" her own life. Her first son was
born there.

In 1919, her husband traveled to the United States to study
social issues. Since he had no wish for there to be a great gap
between her knowledge and his, he wanted her to join him as soon
as she had finished nursing her second baby. He wrote to her,
"Don't come abroad if you seek pleasure and new fashions in
clothes or are planning to spend your time only at the theaters or
motoring like other 'bourgeoises mesdames.' Come to me if you
will educate yourself, to feed yourself with knowledge of the world,
to prepare yourself to swim abreast the world's new tides."
On that first trip to the United States, she enrolled in a secre

tarial course, getting A's in stenography, bookkeeping, secretarial
duties, and typewriting. But the most significant event of the tour
was a meeting with Margaret Sanger, a visiting nurse in the New
York slums. "Listening to her account of the birth-control move
ment, the memory of the overcrowded miners' huts in western
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Japan came back so vividly that the idea of my true vision in life
flashed over me. 'Yes, Mrs. Sanger's fight has to be fought in my
country, too. I will carry the banner for birth control in Japan.'"
She knew that she would have to cultivate courage to do so. "Japa
nese women had no concept of controlling their sex lives at that
time, and poor women had more children than they could afford
to raise. The moment I met her, I decided to bring the birth-con
trol movement to Japan."

In the United States, her husband became disillusioned with
what he felt were limits to Christian humanism, believing that its
analysis was not radical enough. They both traveled to Europe and
were struck by the effects of World War I. The failure of Christians
to prevent the hatred prevailing between European nations weighed
on them. Mountain climbing, says Shidzue, came as a relief to their
spiritual agony. Despite those who tried to dissuade her because
she was a woman, she climbed the Jungfrau with her husband.

She was faced with other mountains to scale on her return to
Japan—the ramparts of tradition and convention. To gain some
independence, she worked as a secretary with the YWCA; opened a
yarn shop with a little school adjoining, where Western Imitting
was taught; and even published a book on knitting that sold thir
teen thousand copies. In 1922, Shidzue hosted Margaret Sanger on
her first visit to Japan.
A year later she felt sufficiently confident to emulate Sanger and

stand before an audience to lecture on birth control. A young labor
organizer, Kanju Kato, invited her to speak to the workers at a cop
per mine. He managed to fill the lecture hall, with each of the min
ers paying about half a day's wages to attend. Twenty years later
they were to marry.

Shidzue's work at the front line of birth control was a cause of
alarm to the authorities, and especially to people of her own class.
She was caricatured in papers and magazines and dubbed "Madame
Control." "On my return from travels in the Western countries I
had broken the shackles of mean conventions little by little, had
taken steps along the road to emancipation for myself and pointed
the way for others, disregarding the social prejudices against inde
pendent action for a woman."
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Weary in spirit, she visited the United States again in 1924.
"Even my short stay in the United States restored my health and
cleared away the gloom that had settled upon my spirit. The youth
ful democratic country worked like magic on the subject of an
ancient state. I felt fresh energy springing up within me. I was ready
once more for the battle at home."

She was also finding comfort in Buddhism. "On my religious
pilgrimage I reached the goal of spiritual enlightenment not in
Mecca nor in India but on the dusty bookshelves of my husband's
library." She was inspired by a book about a thirteenth century sect
founded by Nichiren, whose name was a synonym for brave action
related to ideals. She responded to it because she saw it as "the reli
gion of social righteousness requiring action under persecution and
every difficulty." It was the only sect of Japanese Buddhism, she
said, that declared the unfairness of ranking women below men.
"My interest in Nichiren has to do with his spiritual strength and
the courage which never failed him even when faced with the threat
of death."

By the mid-1920s, established as one of Japan's leading authori
ties on birth control, Shidzue plunged into the battle for women to
be enfranchised. She joined the Alliance of Suffragettes and was
appointed chairperson of its finance committee. She spoke at meet
ings and, in 1927, mobilized support for a petition to the govern
ment. The reply to the petition from Home Minister Keisuke
Mochizuki stated, "Go back to your home and wash your babies'
clothes. That is the job given to you and there is the place in which
you are entitled to sit." The home minister in the next government
was more sympathetic. A bill was passed in the lower house of Par
liament granting civil rights to women, only to be rejected by the
House of Peers without serious discussion.

On a 1932—33 lecture tour of the United States, Shidzue

renewed her association with Margaret Sanger and spoke at a con
vention in Chicago arranged by the National Council of Women.
She was inspired by other speakers at the convention, including
Carrie Chapman Catt, Jane Addams, and Margaret Bondfield. "I
derived from them a stronger determination than ever to face the
modern world courageously and as intelligently as possible."
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Shidzue Kato typing the draft ̂ ^Facing Two Ways at her home in
1934. Photograph from the Kato collection.

In 1932 she founded the Women's Birth Control League of
Japan, and in 1934 she opened the nation's first clinic modeled on
Sanger's New York clinic. Finding few birth-control devices avail
able in Japan, she turned her kitchen into a laboratory for the
manufacture and packaging of creams and jellies. At the time, the
government was encouraging women to have as many children as
possible to strengthen military power and provide a source of cheap
labor.

In 1935, Shidzue's autobiography. Facing Two Ways, was pub
lished. She translated it into English and the book was on the
American best-seller list. One historian described it as "the most

graphic primary source in English of the dark side of the Meiji
modernization." It was subsequently used as a text on Japanese
social relations by Americans planning for the postwar occupation
of the country.
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Shidzue plunged more and more into women's issues. It was a
difficult time, because the "militarists" were coming to power. They
exercised "thought control" over anyone who was at variance with
their thinking and with their perception of the traditional values of
Japan. By 1937, she was under government surveillance as a pur
veyor of "dangerous thoughts," and her house was ransacked for
evidence of seditious writings. At the end of the year, two thousand
citizens were arrested—two of them women, one of them Shidzue.
She was in prison for two weeks for "violating public order" and
was then released. But her clinic was closed, and the confidential
records of her clients were confiscated. "Birth control was not pro
hibited by law," she says, "but police arrested me because my cause
ran counter to Japan's social climate; the government was desper
ate to strengthen economic and military power. But I never gave
up trying to spread the birth-control movement, since I believed it
would greatly help Japanese women."

The World War II years brought Shidzue much suffering. There
was little food, her closest friends in the reform movement, includ
ing her future husband, were in jail; and because of her prewar trips
to United States and her antiwar attitudes, her neighbors were keep
ing their distance. One son, Tamio, died of tuberculosis; the other,
Arata, was drafted and, after refusing to take the officer candidate
exam because of his antiwar beliefs, was shipped off to Sumatra as a
truck driver. Eventually he was repatriated and became a university
professor.

During the 1920s and 1930s, Shidzue's husband had lost his
reforming zeal and had become absorbed in unsuccessful projects
in Korea and Manchuria. In 1944, she divorced him because he
devoted himself to the colonization of Manchuria, believing that it
was the best way to help Japanese laborers. "I could not be his wife
anymore. His deeds and thoughts were completely beyond my
understanding." Later that same year, when she was 48, she mar
ried Kanju Kato, and the following year their daughter was born.

After the war, her work for birth control continued. In 1949,
she hosted the first of several more visits by Margaret Sanger. In
1954, Sanger became the first American woman to speak before
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the Japanese Diet (Parliament). In the introduction to a new 1984
edition of Facing Two Ways, Professor Molony wrote, "Kato
Shidzue's work in bringing Sanger's ideals to Japan had indeed suc
ceeded in fundamentally changing Japanese society and politics"
(p. xxviii). Birth control had given Japanese women "the freedom
from biology that permits them to be employed, to be educated, to
develop their interests, and to be politically involved."

In 1952, Shidzue served as the Japanese representative at the
inaugural meeting of the International Planned Parenthood Fed
eration in London. And fifiy years after her arrest, she was chosen
as the first Japanese recipient of the United Nations Population
Award. In 1990, she was awarded the Avon Grand Award of one
million yen for her seven-decade fight for the sexual and human
rights of women. She was then chairperson of the Japan Family
Planning Association and vice chairperson of the Foundation for
International Cooperation in Family Planning.

The period since World War II added another facet to her life
in Japan and in its outreach to the world. A new election law was
promulgated by the occupation authorities, and Japanese women
went to the polls for the first time on April 10, 1946. Two-thirds
of the female electorate voted, and more than half of the women
candidates were successful. Thirty-nine women entered the 1946
House of Representatives. Both Shidzue and Kanju, as Socialist
candidates, won overwhelming victories, with Shidzue getting the
highest majority in the country. She became a member of the
House special committee charged with drafting a new constitution.

"The Meiji constitution, established in 1900, totally ignored
women's rights," she says. Before World War II, Japanese wives
did not even have the right to inherit property or divorce their hus
bands, even if the husbands kept mistresses. Japanese women could
not attend public universities. "As a female Diet member, it was
most important to establish the new constitution, which guaran
tees women's rights. Today's Japanese women are highly educated
and know how to use their knowledge to improve the social condi
tion. I believe they will play a key role in the twenty-first century."

Shidzue was also an advisor to General MacArthur on policies
affecting women. After two terms in the lower House she was
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elected in May 1950 to the House of Councillors (the Senate),
where she served four six-year terms and was a member of the For
eign Affairs Committee, retiring in 1974.

In 1951, Senator Kato attended an MRA (see p. 171) assembly
in the United States. The atmosphere was different from that of
international meetings she had attended before the war. There was
talk of a change in people being the basis for a change in society. At
first, she thought that this notion was "nonsense." But then she
decided to deal with things in her own life that needed to be differ
ent. "It was almost like the funeral of an arrogant woman," she
says. On her return to Japan, she was so different that at first her
husband did not recognize her at the airport. One of the first things
she did was to apologize to her stepdaughter. "I used to train her,
but I didn't love her," she said. She wrote a letter of apology, and
they became "like a real mother and daughter." She began to
develop new attitudes and ideas in her work and was able to clear
up a rivalry that had separated her from another Diet member in
her own party.

In 1957, she was invited to another assembly at Baguio, the
summer capital of the Philippines. It was a chance for her to work
on improving relations with Southeast Asian neighbors. With her
at Baguio was Niro Hoshijima, chairman of the Japan-Korea Soci
ety. With the permission of Japanese Prime Minister Nobosuke
Kishi, Hoshijima launched exploratory talks with Koreans, hoping
to solve the problems that existed between the two countries.

Before World War II, Japan had occupied Korea for thirty-six
years, controlling every aspect of its life and even forbidding the
speaking of Korean. In 1957, no Japanese citizen was allowed to
enter Korea. A 1953 statement about Japan's postwar claims in
Korea made by chief Japanese delegate Kanichiro Kubota at a con
ference on Korean-Japanese relations was a particular irritant.

At Baguio, the Japanese apologized to the Koreans for Japan's
behavior over the years. The Japanese daily Yomiuri Shimbun
headlined its report describing the informal talks between the Japa
nese and Koreans, "Beginnings of a solution to the Japanese-
Korean problem." It referred to the response in Korea to the apol
ogy and said that a telegram had reportedly been sent by members
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of government and opposition parties in Korea to the effect that
this action brought hope of the dawning of a new day in Japanese-
Korean talks.

Yoong Sung Soon, chairman of the Foreign Relations Commit
tee of the Korean National Assembly, said that anti-Japanese feel
ing was running high because of bitter experiences, but "through
Mr. Hoshijima and Mrs. Kato we have fortunately been able to
learn of Japan's good faith." After the talks with the Koreans,
Hoshijima and Kato came to the conclusion that if the Japanese
government would first issue a statement retracting the Kubota dec
laration and renounce property claims, the way would be opened
for a possible resolution of the various issues.

In a subsequent debate in the Japanese Parliament, Senator Kato
spoke of the Baguio conference and, in particular, of how the Japa
nese and Korean representatives had "established feelings of trust
without diplomatic tactics." "We Japanese learned how much the
Korean people suffered under the Japanese rule for more than thirty
years. Feelings in Koreans' hearts will not be resolved overnight. At
Baguio we Japanese deeply apologized and admitted our wrongdo
ings, and Koreans opened their hearts. Mr. Hoshijima and I prom
ised that on our return we would put our best effort, above party,
into tackling the basic difficulties in the deadlocked negotiations."

Replying to a question from the senator. Prime Minister IGshi
said, "I agree wholeheartedly with Mrs. Kato on all she has said
about Korean-Japanese relations. The most important point in our
negotiations is not the interpretation of laws and rights but, as Mrs.
Kato has said, to give priority to the creation of the right spirit
between our countries. We on our side must take the initiative."

Dealing with the two issues to which Korea had most strongly
objected, the prime minister said, "I have no hesitation in with
drawing the Kubota statement. I regret that it has given Korea the
impression of our people's feeling of superiority." Referring to Japa
nese property claims in Korea, Kishi said, "I have no intention of
holding to our past legal interpretations." He added, "From now
on, as far as Japan is concerned, we should not hold to our past
assertions but try fairly to solve these many practical issues on the
basis of a humble heart."
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That autumn, Prime Minister Kishi, responding to his country's
need for new markets for its expanding industry, decided to make a
diplomatic tour through seven countries in Southeast Asia and
through Australasia. Basil Entwisde, in his book, japan s Decisive
Decade, recounts a conversation he had at the time with Senator
Kato and Yukika Sohma (see Chapter 10):

"We feel it is unrealistic," said Yukika, "for him to go
around Asia talking about trade without first trying to open
people's hearts. There's far too much bitterness for them to
be willing to enter into business deals."
"What do you think he should do?" asked Entwistle.
"Well, we saw at Baguio we wouldn't have got anywhere

without humbly apologizing for the past," said Shidzue. "If
Kishi really wants to normalize relations with Southeast Asia,
he'd better begin the same way." (p. 169)

Questioned by Entwistle whether the prime minister would be
willing to go on the record, Shidzue replied, "When I talked with
him about Korea I think he was sincere in recognizing the need for
Japan to make restitution, and he went ahead and withdrew the
Kubota statement over the protest of the bureaucrats."

She sought the assistance of Hoshijima, who had become
speaker of the House of Representatives, and between them,
Entwistle records, the groundwork was laid for what was afterwards
dubbed "the statesmanship of the humble heart." "Shidzue was able
to open the door for the Prime Minister to indicate publicly his
desire to redeem the past. Despite the protests of bureaucrats, Kishi
insisted that his prepared speeches be rewritten."

Calling on the prime minister, Shidzue offered him the support
of the opposition if, before discussing trade relations, he would first
express the sincere apologies of the Japanese people for the wrongs
of the past. "The economic future of Japan," she said, "depends as
much on trust as on trade."

According to Garth Lean in On the Tail of a Comet, "Kishi
heeded Mrs. Kato's advice when he went to the Philippines, Korea,
Burma, and finally Australia" (p. 497). The Sydney Morning Herald
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Shidzue Kato in 1981 withformer Prime Minister Nobosuke Kishi
whom she challenged to put apology before trade. Photographfrom the
Kato collection.

(December 5, 1957) wrote: "We cannot afford the luxury of living
in the bitter past.... Kishi handled a delicate mission with skilful
tact. His ice-breaking tour . . . could hardly have been a pleasant
experience. But no one could have gone further in making official
amends for the sins of his country."

Reporting afterwards, the Washington Evening Star (December
18, 1957) wrote: "Premier Kishi is now back in Tokyo after having
completed one of the most unusual missions ever undertaken by a
statesman of his rank. Over the past three weeks he has visited no
fewer than nine nations that Japan occupied or threatened with
conquest . . . and in each of these lands he publicly apologized for
his country's actions during the war."
On the last day of 1957, a preliminary declaration on the terms

of a settlement between Japan and Korea was signed.
As an opposition member. Senator Kato had not held back from

helping Kishi heighten his concept. Nor was she hesitant about
standing up to elements in her own party when she believed that
the health of Japanese democracy was threatened. This happened
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in 1960, when the question of renewal of the Security Treaty with
the United States came up. The parties were divided, relations with
the United States were imperiled, and communism threatened to
gain from the violence that ensued. In statements that appeared
widely in newspapers and on television. Senator Kato helped
underline for the nation the kind of society that Japan should have.
She worked for a settlement on the basis of what was right rather
than who was right. She appealed for her own Socialist party to
change from violence, ambition, and class war to unity and moral
straightness. The choice, she said, was between a violent revolution
from without or a moral revolution from within.

In 1971, Senator Kato was in London just after Emperor
Hirohito's visit to Britain and the Netherlands. She apologized to
both countries for her country's actions in World War II. Japan,
she said, had tried to restore peace after the war by adopting a peace
ful way and giving money to help other nations, but it had not
realized how much bitterness still remained in people's hearts. BBC
Radio News called her remarks a sequel to the royal visit and quoted
her statement that the emperor's visit was worthwhile because many
of the British people accepted and welcomed him.

"What we did was wrong, and what was wrong must be admit
ted and put right between nations as well as individuals if we are to
build trust," she said in an interview broadcast over Dutch televi

sion. Thirty-eight former Dutch prisoners in Japanese camps in
Indonesia responded with an open letter in which they stated, "This
lady who did not justify but who honestly admitted guilt and who
asked the Netherlands to accept her apologies, will help us all to
leave the past behind, with all its feelings of hatred and revenge, in
order to create better relations with the people of Japan."

In 1975, Kato retired from the Senate and, after her husband's

death in 1978, left the Socialist party so that she could speak more
freely. "Too often people are controlled by a company or other loy
alty," she said. She was asked to appear regularly on television, com
menting on political developments. NHK, the national television
company, produced a forty-five-minute documentary highlighting
her work for women.

She says, "I try to make friends with people who do good work
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nationally and internationally. Old people living alone often feel
unstable, but if you live alone you can do anything! I have a daily
time of quiet when I feed my spiritual life, and this is the secret of
my energy."

For some years it has been her habit to send letters in pink enve
lopes to people who are pursuing some worthy cause that benefits
Japanese society. Since 1987 she has sent fifty of these pink mis
sives. The first recipient was Hajime Tamura, former minister of
international trade, for his swift action in apologizing to the United
States for an export violation by a Japanese manufacturer. Other
recipients have ranged from an employee of a convenience store
to former Prime Minister Toshiki Kaifu, whom she encouraged
because of his campaign against corruption in his cabinet.

"If people appreciate the efforts of others by sending letters,"
she says, "those who have received letters will be encouraged to do
some other good things again. This kind of gesture will prompt
people to behave in the right way." She plans to start sending her
pink letters to people overseas. "I am ninety-five years old, but still
curious to do something for society and women," she says.

She sees Japan becoming a big power economically but becom
ing poorer and poorer spiritually. "We must try to stop this slide,"
she says. "Many point to Japan and China as world leaders in the
twenty-first century. Japan must take responsibility for the welfare
and prosperity of the world."



7

Healing History

A Bostonian works to heal the history with
which she is a link.

An African American wishes to be midwife to
a new generation.

In 1993, Edith StaTON was named as a consult
ant to a new committee for curing racial bias at her integrated Epis
copal church in Cambridge, Massachusetts. The appointment
would not be surprising except for the fact that she was then ninety-
seven years old. The position is a tribute not to her longevity but to
her faithfulness to the task of trying to build a prejudice-free United
States. She keeps on top of the news, eagerly questions visitors, and
continues to work in the campaigns of those political candidates
she supports. She got the residents in her apartment block into
recycling before the city took it up. And when she was phoned early
one morning to check a fact for this book, she was already out. In a
church raffle she had offered her services to clean someone else's

silver, and that is what she was doing!
Edith is one of a growing number ofAmerican women and men

who believe that an important step in curing racial bias is an honest
conversation about the past. Through mutual forgiveness, those
whose people suffered and those whose people may have been
responsible for the suffering can find productive ways of working

69
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together. She identifies strongly and courageously with the latter
group. She feels an urgency about healing the hurts of American
history and she is a living link with that history.

Edith was born in Blair House in Washington, D.C., in 1896.
Then the family home, it is now the official state guest house, and
she was the last child born there. When she was still a small child,
the family moved to the Blair family farm in Silver Spring, Mary
land, so named hecaixse her great-grandfather, Francis Preston Blair,
discovered a spring in the woods while out riding.

Her grandfather, Montgomery Blair, was the lawyer who argued
the famous Dred Scott case before the U.S. Supreme Court during
1856-57. Her grandfather lost the case for Scott's freedom, but
Edith is proud that he based his argument on the point that slaves
were human beings and not property. Montgomery Blair later
became postmaster general in Abraham Lincoln's cabinet.

During the Civil War one of Edith's aunts, Minna Blair Richey,
was part of a riding party with the president j ust north of Washing
ton when they found themselves too close to Confederate troops
and had to take shelter in the only fort on the north side of the city.
Fort Stevens. Southern general, Juhal Early, had brought his troops
around north of Washington for a surprise attack. Aunt Minna
remembered President Lincoln peeping out over the stockade to
get a glimpse of the Confederates and a young aide pulling his coat-
tails to keep him down. Years later, this incident was corroborated
in the memoirs of that aide, Oliver Wendell Holmes.

The Confederate soldiers came across the Blair farm. The offic

ers at one house found the whiskey, while the men at the other
managed to set the home on fire with their campfires. Edith's
father, Montgomery Blair, Jr., used to say that it was the Blair whis
key that saved Washington.

The house was eventually rebuilt, and Edith's family went there
to live around the turn of the century. After the Fort Stevens batde,
the body of a Confederate soldier was found near the spring and
was buried by the woods with a small stone marker. "As children,
we used to put violets on the grave every spring," says Edith. She
was one of seven children. They had a black maid. Dee, who also



Edith Staton, whose grandfather was in Lincoln's cabinet, with her
own great-granddaughter. Photograph by John P. McCabe.

looked after the children. She had been born a slave in North

Carolina. "We loved her," says Edith. "She stayed with us until she
died. But she never sat at table with us. She didn't expect it, and
neither did we."

Edith says that only after she began to take time in quiet to seek
direction was she able to have an honest conversation in her own

spirit about the past and to face the depth of racial bias in herself. "I
realized that as much as I loved [Dee], there was a difference; we
never ate together. I have begun to see that I have an inborn racial
prejudice that is deep-rooted. But I do believe that we can pray for
forgiveness for all kinds of sins, and it does come. It's like an alco
holic; until you admit that you have a racial bias, you can't be
helped to change."

Edith's husband was Adolphus Staton, a navy admiral who died
in 1964. Her father-in-law had run away from home, a southern
plantation, at the age of fifteen to join the Confederate army. Later
in life he would say that he was glad that the South had lost.
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because slavery was terrible for the owners as well as the slaves. It
fed a false pride and attitude of superiority which, says Edith, "has
descended to the third and fourth generations."

Such attitudes and low expectations of blacks are a source of
deep regret for Edith. She is particularly concerned about the legacy
of slavery in terms of the needs of inner-city schools and what she
regards as the selfishness of wealthy suburbs. "Integrating the
schools has been an important step," she says, "but the inner schools
need equitable funding with suburban schools. The people who
need things most, help with education and social services, get the
least. This is wrong. We're all responsible for the whole commu
nity. If you live in the suburbs you cannot ignore the plight of the
inner city."

The future of inner-city children is at the top of the agenda of
Audrey Burton, an African American living in Richmond, Virginia.
She calls herself "a midwife giving birth to a new generation of
African-American children, rescuing them from a hostile environ
ment." Audrey was born in New Orleans, Louisiana, on December
31, 1939. Her grandfather on her father's side lived until he was
almost a hundred and was partly of native American descent, or, as
he put it, from the "Indian clan"; his mother was French and white.
Audrey's mother was a domestic and a presser in a laundry, and her
father was a minister and a laborer. She grew up in a home where
values and faith in God were instilled by both parents. Religious
language has always been Audrey's natural means of expression.
"When God has something for me to do," she says, "He takes the
kinks out of it." Or, "Wherever I am needed, the Lord will send
me. Collie and I will go and take care of the Lord's business." That
readiness has taken her and her husband to Zimbabwe and to

India, to the prison system in the United States and now to caring
for the younger generation of African Americans.

Audrey characterizes her years growing up as happy ones,
though the family had few belongings and lived in a shotgun house
with a tin roof and an outdoor privy. She lived in an all-black neigh
borhood, played on dirt sidewalks and dark streets with no lights,
and attended all-black schools and an all-black church. She
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graduated from high school in 1958. After having earned enough
money, she enrolled in a business college in 1960. She graduated
with honors two years later and joined the faculty. It was clear,
however, that teaching was not for her, and after applying for sev
eral secretarial positions, she started working with a small minority
moving and storage firm. This was the time when she "began to see
things as they really were." Positions were available, "but not to the
darker skinned person like myself."

With the boom in the space industry that came in the early
1960s, she had an opportunity to join Chrysler, where she worked
for five years. During that time she got married. In the late 1960s,
however, she suffered some setbacks: cancer that required major
surgery, the death of a sister, and separation and subsequent
divorce from her husband. Just as she was beginning to feel that life
was unfair, she was hired by the Urban League in her own city.
New Orleans, at the start of 1970. She was launched into commu

nity work, where she learned a sensitivity toward people.
Later that year she moved to Richmond, Virginia, to marry

Collie, a single father of three. She became involved in community
work there too. Encountering racism, she tried to change attitudes
as an office manager of an international labor union. She tried to
change the policies of a national organization for professional sec
retaries that either denied African-American women membership
or shunted aside those it did accept. Her confrontational approach
had both positive and negative results, but she failed to resolve the
situation and left in anger. "When it comes down to it, [confronta
tion] can be seen as a disservice," she says. But then she went on to
encourage African-American women to form their own organiza
tion to enhance personal development.
A visit to Caux in 1982 with her husband introduced her to

people from all over the world and to "new avenues to approach
old situations." As a result, she became more tolerant and started

reaching out to people who had different political views or came
from other communities. "Before, I would have written people off,
but when I practice standards of honesty, unselfishness, love, and
purity, then I can be around almost anyone and it doesn't set off a
time bomb. Most importantly, it's a matter of seeking God's
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guidance each day and following his direction." She discovered a
desire to work for both parties involved in any confrontation.

It was her work as a community coordinator for a Catholic dio
cese that led her into the corrections field. She visited a client in

prison to experience firsthand what went on there. "I wanted to see
how a jail was operated. I couldn't imagine what was there. I didn't
know if it was a calling or not. I believe it was a preparation for
something larger." She worked for nine months with the city of
Richmond jail system, then at the Virginia General Assembly, the
state's Office of Public Safety and Transportation, and the Virginia
Department of Corrections. When Allyn Sielaff, her boss there,
became commissioner of the New York City Department of Cor
rection in 1990, Audrey went with him to take up the newly cre
ated post of special assistant, specializing in community relations.
Her husband. Collie, became director of administration for the

Department's Nutritional Services Division.
In 1988, the Burtons went to India to participate in z.yatra, a

spiritual journey, honoring the 120th anniversary of the birth of
Mahatma Gandhi and the link between him and the nonviolence

of Martin Luther King, Jr. Wliile in India, they were inspired by
the Gandhian principles put forward at the Institute for Total
Revolution and challenged by Gandhi's grandson, Rajmohan, to
help complete the unfinished business of his grandfather's rev
olution. They met Gandhians who had spent time in prison and
realized that these men and women had used prison as a means of
strengthening their belief systems and their connections to God.
Audrey recognized that "you can be locked away and still be a pro
ductive person in terms of your spiritual development."

She returned with the embryo of an idea that she was able to
implement in New York. She was appalled at the high rate of
repeat offenders—those released from the ten prisons on Riker's
Island in the city's East River who committed other crimes and
came back. People who had served sentences for drug possession
and theft were returning to the same temptations on the streets; for
many, life in prison—^where at least basic needs were met—^seemed
a better alternative to life in the community. So Audrey decided to
set up an Institute for Inner Development (IID) to try to break this
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cycle. "What we're trying to do," said Audrey, "is to wake people
up and say look where you're at. Maybe if they know why they are
here then they'll try to build up the community instead of trying to
tear it down."

The philosophy of IID urges each individual to accept responsi
bility for his or her actions and sets out to build self-esteem. She
drew on professionals from the African-American and Hispanic
communities to lead empowerment sessions. The eight-week
courses taught problem solving, decision making, anger manage
ment, and financial responsibility. She also developed IID commu
nity sites where graduates could be received when they were released
from prison.

In IID's first years of operation, acts of violence in one correc
tional center were reduced by 50 percent. Out of seventy-five pris
oners released from one of the institute's classes, only three were
rearrested. There is a list of corrections officers who are eager for
assignment to the program. One ex-prisoner wrote to the warden
of the Otis Bantum Correctional Center on Riker's Island, "I'd like
to thank you all for waking me up to reality and realizing there's
still hope in life for individuals such as myself."

Audrey gives the credit to others and sees herself as a catalyst.
"My colleagues and I spent endless hours talking about how we
wanted to put things together. It was the ideas that poured out of
people's brains that God put in place to give their piece of this
puzzle. When you are doing something that is God-sent, rather
than for your own self-gratification, you keep working at it,
because there is a prize on the other end."

In 1993, Audrey returned to Richmond, but the work she
started in New York continues. At the end of 1993, the institute
was in full operation in four facilities, and the process had been
recommended for implementation in all institutions.

In Richmond, Audrey has switched her focus from treatment to
rescue, cure, and healing. She works with women who live in pub
lic housing, an after-school group, a group of adult males, and
young people at a center for troubled youth, but her main empha
sis—almost a new phase in her life—^is her work with young school-
age African Americans. She has a sense of urgency fueled by the
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statistics, which she has at her fingertips from newspaper stories—
statistics that highlight the continuing seriousness of the problem:

• At the current rate of incarceration, at least half of all the
young black men in America will be in prison or on parole by
the year 2000.

• About 1.5 million black male teenagers will be dead or in
prison before their thirtieth birthday.

• For every black teenager who goes to college, three will go to
prison.

• Blacks constitute 13 percent of the urban population but
account for more than half of those arrested for murder, rape,
and nonnegligent manslaughter.

• From 1977 to 1982, more than half the juvenile arrests for
the most violent crimes were among black teenagers, and the
relative rate of incarceration for black and white youth was
forty-four to one.

With these alarming figures in mind, Audrey developed a course
that she calls "a rescue program" for young people, a training in
moral and spiritual values modestly named "Social Graces and
Mini-Manners." It is a carefully thought-out program drawing on
her years of experience. She designed a training manual to address
the things that she has identified as priorities, such as the develop
ment of a positive self-image and the promotion of positive lifestyles
in a hostile environment. The program focuses on moral and spiri
tual training, effective living studies, image reconstruction, and self-
esteem so that young people can become responsible, dependable,
sincere individuals and make a major contribution to community
and world. Audrey wants them to "see themselves as beautiful, pow
erful, in God's creation." She adds, "Any child, man, or woman,
can use the manual to be changed."

In this context, three times a week she spends two hours with
sixth, seventh, and eighth graders at Elijah House Academy, a pri
vate school started by what she calls a couple of European descent
whose purpose was to "rescue " inner-city children. There are very
high expectations of good behavior from the youngsters and a
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strong emphasis on discipline, honesty, and character. Required
reading and visual material includes Roots, The Civil War, and Eyes
on the Prize about the civil rights movement. To encourage serious
thought on career goals, all the children make collages depicting
what they want to do when they grow up. "I am striving for both
inner and academic excellence," she says.

Like many others in today's civil rights battles, Audrey believes
that the failure of the majority population to address the problem
of what is happening to young blacks can only be attributed to
what amounts to racism. At the same time, she says clearly to the
young African Americans in her care, "I don't want you to blame
white people for anything. We are working on a healing process
here. I want you to be able to talk about yourself and not be
ashamed. You identify and describe other people based on how you
see yourself. My being a healer means that I am to help people
understand who they are, their history, their culture, their spiritu
ality and to seek out their role and at times to be willing to reject
some things our parents have taught us."

"Healing" is a key word in Audrey's current preoccupations. In
June 1993, a national cities conference was held in Richmond with
the theme "Healing the Heart of America—An Honest Conversa
tion on Race, Reconciliation, and Responsibility." The event,
which mobilized the city, was the fruit of sustained work by a group
of Richmonders over a long period. One of those providing leader
ship was Audrey. She felt that since she had begun a process of
healing her own spirit, she might have something to contribute at
such a conference. "As there was in me a buildup of pain, anxiety,
and frustration caused by racism, by the way I had been socialized
and shaped by society, I felt I had a part in healing other hearts.
There had been a need in myself to release a drowning spirit, to
open up the well so that I might get to the real spirit the Creator
had for me. The process was like peeling away the skins of an
onion. It is an encouragement that we can move from being an
onion that makes you cry to becoming a sweet potato!"

Her involvement in the conference, she says, stemmed from the
fact that the concept did not originate primarily among African
Americans but among people of European descent who were bold
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Audrey Burton at the "Healing the Heart of America " conference
that she helped organize in Richmond, Virginia in 1993. Photograph
by Rob Lancaster.

enough to take to heart the expressions of hurt, fear, and anxiety
they heard from African Americans and to begin a serious process
of bringing the issue to the forefront so that people could discuss it.
What she does not say is that when some of those considering such
a conference were tempted to draw back or water down the con
cept, her voice urged them to press ahead.

One feature of the conference was the Richmond Unity Walk,
where Richmonders and those attending the conference walked
through the city's history together, honoring the dead—both black
and white—and the pain suffered by all races, whether it was the
native TVmericans who first inhabited the area, the slaves who were

landed at the Manchester docks, or the soldiers who fought and
died for the Confederacy. Richmond Mayor Walter T. Kenney,
who led the walk, said, "This city will never again be the same."

Audrey believes that the conference and the walk were unique.
"Such an honest conversation on race has never before taken place
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in the United States on the spiritual level that characterized the
Richmond process; up until then, race had been too often talked
about on an intellectual level. The conference confirmed for me

that rather than speak about racism, I am to speak about healing."
A video of the walk was made so that other cities might be

inspired to undertake their own appropriate gestures to heal his
tory. And up in Cambridge, one of the first people to buy the video
was Edith Staton. She wants it, naturally, for her new committee
for curing racial bias. "It is a first step in showing us where we are,"
she says.

In March 1994, the Richmond City Council unanimously
established a Richmond Unity Walk Commission to establish the
walk "as a permanent national educational resource, as a contribu
tion to healing Richmond's racial history, and as an inspiration to
all the people of this metropolitan area and of other communities."

The conference and walk were part of a life devoted to what, in
her social scientist's language, Audrey calls "paradigmatic transfor
mation," or, more simply, "training people in race relations."
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A Woman Called
Alice

A Papua New Guinean teacher speaks the
truth to headhunters and to legislators.

At a dinner welcoming Queen Elizabeth to
Papua New Guinea in 1973> one of the queen's security guards
heard that a local guest, Alice Wedega, had visited Northern Ire
land. "What on earth were you doing there.^" he asked her.

In her direct fashion, Alice told the man that her great-grandfa
ther had been a cannibal. "At that time," she said, "our people used
to kill and eat men. They would practice payback. That is, if one of
your side killed one of mine, my side would kill one of yours. But
the missionaries came from Europe to stop us doing all that. And
now I have been back to Northern Ireland to help the Europeans
there stop doing it." The guard, according to Alice, looked very
surprised. "So I told him how the good spirit had spoken in the
hearts of our people and taught them how to make enemies into
friends." In her attitude about the West, Alice shared the view of
another distinguished Papua New Guinean leader. Sir Paul Lapun:
"Maybe people going from here could give them something. For
all their progress and science and technology, they have forgotten

81
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God. They have given us Christianity, medicine, education; this
would be a chance for us to pay back."

Alice was the first female member of the Legislative Council of
her country, the first Papuan guide commissioner, and the first
woman to be decorated by the queen, becoming in 1982 Alice
Wedega, Dame Commander of the Order of the British Empire.
Dame Alice's reply to the security guard encapsulated both the
extraordinary transition her country has worked through in one
lifetime and the fulfillment of the words of missionary Charles Abel
when he baptized her at the age of sixteen: "Someday God will
send you to other parts of the world."

The effectiveness of Alice's work for peace in her own country
and, later, in travels that took her not only to Ireland and other
European countries but also to Ceylon (now Sri Lanka), India, and
New Zealand stemmed from two solid foundations in her life. One

was the influence of some unusual missionaries, and the other was

a decision to turn her back on a hatred of white people, which,
though understandable under the circumstances, might have soured
her life for good. Plus she has an unshakable faith that the good
spirit can speak to anyone.

She became what Sir John Guise, a former governor general of
Papua New Guinea, called "a bright, shining beacon to a worried
and frustrated world." In a foreword to her autobiography. Listen,
My Country, he wrote, "I can think of no other woman leader who
can equal the achievements and distinction that she has achieved
for her beloved homeland."

Alice Wedega was born in 1905 in the village of Alo Alo in
Milne Bay, on the eastern tip of what was then Papua. Her people
had lived on the island of New Guinea for thousands of years
before the white people came. Her father and other relations would
tell her about seeing the first whites; they could not imagine who
they might be or where they had come from.

At the age of eight, Alice was sent to help an aunt look after her
children. The aunt lived at the mission station at Kwato, which

was founded by Charles Abel in 1891. He was trained by the Lon
don Missionary Society and was farseeing and different from most
European missionaries of his time. He saw the need to develop the
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practical as well as the spiritual lives of the villagers. Even in those
days he looked forward to a time when Papua would be self-gov
erning. Indeed, grandchildren of the first Papuans educated by him
are now in public service in the independent nation.

There is a story told about Abel in the early days of the mission:
Walking along a forest track one afternoon, he surprised a group of
village women, who fled. One of the Papuans with him called out,
"It's not a white man, it's only a missionary!" The women came
back, apologizing to Abel with the words, "Oh, we thought you
were a white man."

Kwato was a seventy-two-acre island, and supplies were brought
once a month by ship from Australia. By the time Alice arrived, the
mission was well established; it had the most advanced mission

school in Papua with some thirty children, as well as a sawmill and
boatbuilding works. The children were taught to read and write
and learned how to work and to take responsibility. "We grumbled,
but the discipline was good training for us," Alice recalled later.
"Today, when I see many things done haphazardly I criticize, but I
see now that often no one has taken the trouble to teach young
people to do things properly, as we were taught at Kwato."

Religious training, Alice emphasized, was always an important
part of their education: "Today children are clever but they some
times have no manners or respect for God, or man. Our children in
those days were not clever but they had discipline. Our parents
disciplined us all the time. When we had too much fun we were
punished."

Abel was concerned that the children's education should include

developing a skill in some craft or industry so that on their return
to the villages, the Papuans could put their knowledge to good use
in building up the country. But his first aim was to train those at
the mission to be Christians and to know that God was a God of

love. Alice and others went out as young trainees to take what they
had learned about Christianity to the villages in the area. They
would travel between the islands in sixty-foot dugout canoes, hug
ging the coast—a big adventure for a teenager.

"It is very difficult to describe the influence of Kwato," said the
chairman of the Australian Overseas Committee when he visited
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the island in 1920 and reported back to Australia. "One has to see
it, live in it, to realize ftilly its power as a Christian mission and its
enormous possibilities."

Alice wrote in 1981, "We, of course, didn't realize what an
influence Kwato was in Papua until we heard from other people
many years later that the standards of excellence had been taken by
the people trained at Kwato to their homes. Even today in remote
places in Papua New Guinea, no matter how simple the home, you
will find that same care and quality of life if the mothers were
trained at Kwato."

A small printing press was sent from England, along with an
Englishman to help the islanders learn how to work it. He expected
to stay for a year, but within four months he felt that he was no
longer needed. Alice took the course in bookbinding and printing
and became the first bookbinder on the island. In 1927, she helped
print a translation of the Gospels in Suau, the local language.

At the end of that year, Alice was invited to join a family in
Sydney, Australia, as a servant. It was the only way Papuans could
go overseas. She soon felt, however, that she was being treated more
like a slave than a servant. Food, consisting of leftovers from the
family meal, was left for her on the veranda or in her room . At one
point, the woman struck her, and Alice did not know where to
turn for help. A hatred and bitterness began to build up in her.
When the family took her with them to a home in the Blue Moun
tains, she could not enjoy the place because she had no rights. She
had no bed of her own, having to wait until everyone went to sleep
before she could use the couch in the living room. She had to wash
in the chicken house and dig a hole for a toilet.

It was a happy day when her time in Australia was at an end and
she could return to Kwato, free to tell people how she had been
treated. "I warn you never to go to Australia with a European," she
liked to say, "because that is the way they will treat you." She did
not want Papuans to think that there were any good Australians.

In 1930, Charles Abel was killed in England in a road accident.
Not sure what the future held, his son, Cecil, and sister, Phyllis,
went with Alice and the others at the mission—brown and white—

to a hill station called Duabo to spend a few days together to seek
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inspiration. Cecil spoke to them of a spiritual revival he and his
brother had recently encountered in England. At its heart, he said,
was the idea that in addition to praying to God people needed to
take time to listen to him, that if people faced up to Christ's abso
lute standards of honesty, purity, unselfishness, and love, they could
find out what God wanted them to do.

"When Cecil then told us about places in his own life where he
had failed and been dishonest, it really got home to us. We felt
more like a family than ever. We were no different from him, and
we needed to look at our own lives, as he had done."

In the peace and quietness of that village, Alice and the others
decided to see whether God would speak to them. They had a time
of quiet together. "Jealousies, resentments and impurities that had
been holding up the work of the mission for years came into the
open and apologies were made," writes Alice. She herself thought
back to the chicken house in Australia and all that she had said

about it. "I saw how I had tried to make my people feel all white
people were bad. I had to face my hatred of that Australian lady. I
saw where I had failed in absolute love. I couldn't ask her forgive
ness because she had since died, but I told my friends about my
resentment against her and I asked God to forgive me. Freedom
from this resentment opened up a whole new life for me." It was
then that Alice decided, as she put it, to give up all her own plans,
including marriage, and devote herself to serving her country.

She and the others returned to Kwato with a new unity and
readiness to follow wherever the Holy Spirit would lead them. It
was decided that those at Kwato would go out to the other villages
and share their experiences of change. The first village they visited
was Maivara, where Alice and the others described how they had
learned to listen to the good spirit and how doing so had changed
their lives. One of the chief rainmakers decided to follow their

example and publicly destroyed the things he used for making
magic. Other sorcerers went to the homes of people they had killed
and asked for forgiveness.

"The new spirit began to spread like a fire," wrote Alice.
"Women were no longer just the property of men, children were
wanted and cared for. People lost their fear of each other as sorcery
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died out. They built new houses and cleaned their villages. Getting
together for 'power house,' or times of prayer, listening and sharing
experiences, became an important part of village life, and each
morning a conch shell would be blown to remind everyone that it
was time to get up, to bathe in the river^ and to have a time of
listening. It is astonishing, but we heard later that the change that
came to this area began to solve problems that had worried the
government for some years."

Then, courageously, the Kwato people moved out to the more
remote villages of the headhunters. In some places, the jungle was
so thick that during the day it was like a kind of permanent twi
light. Witchcraft and sorcery held sway over the people, who lived
in continual fear. Villages had been broken up because of the dis
trust. When asked why they would not trust one another and live
together, the villagers replied, "If we live together we die." Since
they did not know which of them was practicing witchcraft, they
believed that if they kept apart they would be safe.

At the suggestion of the lieutenant governor. Sir Hubert
Murray, Alice and her friends decided to see what they could do to
end tribal fighting in the mountains halfway to the capital. Port
Moresby. There, head-hunting was part of the traditional custom,
and nobody seemed to be able to help people understand why they
should stop. Alice and her friends went from village to village,
spending a night or two in each. They had to ford rivers and climb
mountains. When they arrived, people would often run away at
first, thinking that they were the police. In every village, they gath
ered with the people to tell them about the good spirit and then
pray with them.

This was a completely new experience for the villagers. When
Alice and her friends prayed, all the villagers would look at them
with their eyes open. Then one of the men would say, "Shut your
eyes!" And, as Alice recalls with amusement, "If any woman kept
her eyes open after that, she would be given a wallop. So the women
obediently closed their eyes and held their babies' eyes shut as well."
Sometimes nothing seemed to get through to the villagers except
that these men and women were working with one another; they had
come unarmed and without police protection, yet were unafraid.
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As Alice and the others traveled, they learned why the disputes
never seemed to come to an end. They saw the way hatred was kept
alive from one generation to another. In some places, they discov
ered that young women were the cause of much of the killing,
because a woman might not agree to marry a man until he had
killed someone and brought the victim's finger to her to prove it.
"We did not try to teach these people," said Alice. "We let them

find from the good spirit what he wanted them to know that day.
In fact, davalia, finding, was the word that was used for listening to
the spirit's directions. Soon every day people were finding things
and telling all the others about it. It was amazing to see how fast the
experience spread, how people learned to listen and to pray and to
make friends with everyone. Sometimes a whole tribal group would
ask forgiveness for the things they had done wrong." After one
"peace feast," eighty-four men who had been headhunters sent a
message to Cecil Abel about their change.

The lieutenant governor visited the area and discovered for him
self that the killing had ended. He told Abel in 1937, "I don't know
whether it is entirely your influence or not, but I can tell you that
since you people have been there, I haven't had to try one single

»

case.

On the invitation of Chief Belei, one of the headmen who had

given up head-hunting, Alice returned to his village of Amau. "If
there is to be any future for the Kunika [local tribe] people," he
said, "we will have to change our ways or we will kill or be killed
and our numbers will dwindle." A mission house and a school were

constructed, where the children of the headhunters were soon

being taught writing, reading, and arithmetic and given singing
lessons. A hospital was built and, later, a church. Amau became a
tidy village with well-built houses, flowering shrubs, and vegetable
gardens. At the church, the broken spears of former warriors were
hung on its walls, many of them notched from end to end, each
notch representing a man who had been killed. Now the spears
were a symbol that there would be no more fighting. Alice was to
live in Amau for several years before and after World War II.

Some idea of the challenges Alice faced are described in Doctor
in Papua by Berkeley Vaughan, who spent many years at Kwato:
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She had to start from scratch with completely untrained
children. Her pupils had long been accustomed to all sorts
of depravity, and some of them showed the most vicious
traits. They were cruel to animals and insects and were often
even at each other's throats. The favorite game was murder:
little toddlers would stalk, waylay, and finally do to death
some hapless stray dog or cat. They seemed to exult in kill
ing, and their parents had given encouragement to pugna
cious impulses in the hope of breeding killers. Gradually
these characteristics were eradicated, by the introduction of
substitute games.

Alice set out to work to win these children as well as teach

them. Instead of reproducing exactly the system and curricu
lum of existing schools in the very different circumstances of
the Kwato district, she showed complete originality in her
approach to the problem. Both she and her Papuan helpers
felt that this school should be in keeping with the ideals and
thinking of Kunika leaders, and with the new pattern of vil
lage life they were working out. If the children could relate
their actions and decisions to the basic standards of Christ,
they would be better equipped to carry further the new liv
ing that their parents were trying to establish, (p. 147)

The change in the parents during those years was so dramatic
that Alice felt compelled to record their stories. When the Japanese
invaded during World War II, she hid her interview notes in the
jungle for safety: fortunately, they were later recovered. The simple,
straightforward accounts of these men make moving reading as they
tell of the people they murdered, how they did it, and how they
spent years in jail. Then they tell of the revolutionary realization
that they could win over their enemies instead of getting rid of
them, and how they were able to survive under Japanese occupa
tion.

As one of them, Biruma, told Alice: "Through my lies and false
reports I brought five men to jail but I got off" free. In that year the
Kwato people came to our area, bringing the news about God. As I
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listened to all that they said, I felt deeply my sin in killing, lying,
and bitterness of heart. The first thing God told me was, 'Stop kill
ing your people. Make friends of your enemies and apologize for
your long years of hatred and bitterness.' I started to think, 'How
can I do that? Supposing I tell them about myself. They might kill
wd' I was ashamed and frightened to do this, hut God gave me the
conviction and also the courage to make restitution for what I had
done."

World War II was naturally a setback for the mission's work in
developing the Milne Bay area. Its European staff had to be evacu
ated, and many of the local people had to go into hiding. The war
years also prevented the introduction of new farming methods. But
in 1945-46, Alice returned to show the local people how to
improve their land and crops. While Mr. Cottrell-Dormer, the
agricultural official who traveled with her, assembled the men, she
gathered with the women. She soon realized that they needed help
caring for sick children and instruction in hygiene and nutrition.
She decided to set up a center where women could come for train
ing and then return to their villages to teach others. With local help
and without government assistance (which only came later), a train
ing center was opened at Ahioma. Fifty young women attended
that first year. The center soon became so well known that girls
from all over Papua New Guinea were sent there.

It was from Ahioma that Alice went, in 1961, to the Legislative
Council, becoming its first female member. This experience opened
up a wider world and showed her where her people needed to take
responsibility instead of being led by Australia. Her voice was some
times an uncomfortable challenge in the chamber as she would
always speak up and vote for what she felt the good spirit was tell
ing her. "If a woman really thinks for her country, she will speak
the truth and not have axes of her own to grind," was her convic
tion. She also represented her country at international conferences.

Alice had a deep conviction about the role of women in build
ing unity between the tribes and different areas of her country and
in speaking out "loudly and clearly [about] what we feel is right for
the country." In the Legislative Council she set the pace; she voiced
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Alice Wedega with girls from Milne Bay at the Cape Rodney market
in 1976. Photograph by Alan Weeks.

her opinion on everything from the importation of films that she
believed encouraged immorality and violence to the replacement of
worthwhile food-producing businesses with breweries. To her,
however, women's responsibility for home life was more important
than anything else, even jobs: "Often we criticize our menfolk for
using money on drink and other things and not caring about the
home and children. The atmosphere our men feel in the home and
the consideration they get from us will perhaps make them want to
spend more time there."

Coming from a mission background, Alice's faith was always a
dominant factor in her work for peace. But her own experience of
freedom from hatred and the response of the Kunika people to the
concept of the good voice were the bedrock of what she took in
later years to the Sami people in northern Sweden, to villagers in
western India, and to the Catholics and Protestants of Northern
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Ireland. As Dr. Vaughan wrote, "If a primitive, deeply traditional
people can alter their way of life so drastically, why should not a
world divided by race, color, and religion find the same answer."

In a letter to the Port Moresby Post-Courier in October 1976,
Alice described a recent visit to Amau where she had reminded the
younger generation of what their parents had done in earlier days:

First they built unity between the tribes. They built a church
and broke their spears as a promise to stop their killing. This
was done through God's guidance. Now the younger ones
have drifted away from the vision their parents had in the
past. Some of them live on their rubber plantations, think
ing only of making money and buying trucks. But they and
all their generation must build on the best of their parents
vision, for the sake of their own children, who have to carry
on from the decisions we make. It is time to choose the best
and never the second best, because in the future there will be
much more difficult things happening they will have to know
how to deal with.

Today the Abau-Amau area, where the headhunters lived, has a
productive agricultural economy, growing rice and rubber and sup
plying vegetables to the capital.

Alice died on December 3, 1987, but the kind of training she
received through the Kwato mission is still being passed on to
young people in Milne Bay province by those that she trained. A
grandson of Biruma is one of a group now building a new church.
And a report from Milne Bay in 1993, written in Suau, describes
an outreach to thirty-four villages in the region that is very much in
the spirit of Alice's earlier adventures and a tribute to her pioneer
ing work:

Eleven of us set off, traveling from village to village on foot,
in canoes and by truck. Up to two hundred people would
gather in the evenings. We shared about listening to God. In
some cases, husbands and wives decided to straighten their
lives, build happy homes and return to the Church. Many
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children came—at one village we counted 353. So we held
meetings for them. After a time of listening they had no
shyness in speaking of their dishonesty, or disobedience, to
their parents, and apologized. Rascals [gang members] put
things right with their community in public. Two rascals
joined our team and were able to help other young men as
they traveled. Once we had to swim a swollen river. One
canoe capsized. Our guide was swept out to sea but was res
cued. Crocodiles are plentiful in that area.

The eleven returned safe to Kwato for an Easter camp for a thou
sand people. They report that there is a constant flow of people
there because "it is close to the Charles Abel Highway."

Alice rejoiced at her country's independence but was happy to
see that the Australian flag was lowered with respect and reverence
before the bird of paradise flag of Papua New Guinea was raised.
She was pleased to see the emergence of her country and wanted it
to set an example. "Papua New Guinea will never be a country
without problems," she said, "but it could be known for the way
we get over them."



Our Saidie

An Irish labor leader works for economic
justice andpeace.

"If the men would pass more pubs and fewer resolu
tions, we'd be a good deal better off." This "Saidieism," as her say
ings were known—a shot across the bows of some of her male trade
union colleagues—is typical of the directness and the humor of one
of Ireland's great women, Saidie Patterson. But her directness was
coupled with a simplicity of faith that is reminiscent of her friend
Mother Teresa. Indeed, Mother Teresa once said of Saidie, in what
must be one of the more unusual tributes to a trade union leader

and peacemaker, that she had kept her vows of poverty, chastity,
and obedience as irrevocably as any nun. Betty Williams, the Belfast
woman who, with Mairead Corrigan, received the 1976 Nobel
Peace Prize, was asked on television if she knew Saidie. "You mean
'Our Saidie'?" she responded. Saidie Patterson was regarded as the
mother of the peace movement in Northern Ireland.

The collapse of the cold war, the extraordinary Middle East
handshakes, the emergence of a black-led government in South
Africa, the breaking of the logjam on issues that for years seemed
insuperable, have naturally raised the question: "And why not

93
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Ireland? Often held up as an example of an intractable problem,
often used as a reproach to Christians because it is a Christian land
with Christians killing one another, Ireland's own initiatives for
peace are not always widely known, particularly the heroic quality
of many of its women, of whom Saidie was a prime example.
Saidie's life was perhaps a glimpse of the bridge building that must
accompany any eventual political settlement. David Bleakley, a
former Northern Ireland cabinet minister and author of Saidie
Patterson, Irish Peacemaker, said at her funeral, "An Ireland full of
Saidies would be an island at peace."

One day Saidie, a Protestant, was riding up the Shankill Road,
in the Protestant heart of Belfast, on a bus. In front of her, two
women started up about the sins of "them 'uns," the Catholics,
egging each other on. Finally, Saidie could stand it no longer. She
poked them with her umbrella and started in on them: "It's no use
blaming, we're all part of what's wrong, it's we who need to start."
Soon she was in full flow. The bus driver was so fascinated that he
would not stop the bus to let anyone off in case they missed what
she was saying. He took them all to the bus terminus, then turned
around and said, "Now, I'll take you all home free."

Any profile of Saidie Patterson must draw liberally on her own
words, her speeches and writings that reflected her life's commit
ment so well. Saidie was born in a working-class home off the
Shankill Road in Belfast in 1906: "There was nothing fancy about
how we or our neighbors lived. But we were proud of our homes
and kept them spic and span. We hadn't a lot of furniture and the
like, but we got the best we could and never ran into debt. And
they were happy homes—not a lot in the way of this world's goods,
but we shared what we had and everyone felt they belonged."

She lived in the same house all her life, proud of the fact that
she never jumped out of the bowl that she was baked in: "Long
distance leadership is ultimately ineffective. If I started to live away
from my people I'd no longer be one of them. I'd lose the things we
share together; before long I would become a mere observer, writ
ing and talking about them."

Saidie's father, William Patterson, was a blacksmith in the local
shipyard who died when she was six: "A good Christian who loved
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his Methodist church and who read the Bible from cover to cover."
Her mother was one of the poorly paid outworkers in the textile
industry. When food was short—as it often was—like many
women of the time, she chose to go without. Throughout her life,
Saidie was always conscious of her mother's oft-repeated words at
the family prayer circle: "If you see something wrong in this world
and do nothing about it, you are committing a crime against the
whole of humanity."

Saidie was twelve when her mother died in childbirth because
the family could not afford the three shillings and six pence for a
doctor: "As I stood in my dear mother's blood, I didn't shed a tear,
but I felt a cross being put on my back and, at the same time, I felt
a strange warmth coming into the room. Looking back now I am
convinced it was the Holy Spirit. From that day on I put my hand
to doing what I could for what was right, and the good Lord has
honored the bargain that was made at my mother's bedside. That
night I became an adult."

Saidie was left to look after baby Jean, who was three days old;
her step-father, who became an invalid as a result of the shock of
his wife's death, and six brothers and sisters. One brother had to
emigrate because he could not get work in Ireland and was denied
assistance from the state. Saidie became the breadwinner, going to
work at Ewarts, one of the biggest local linen mills.

Years later, receiving an honorary degree from Britain's Open
University, she said that her primary degree was obtained in the
university of life; her university halls were the streets of Shankill
and the Falls Road, and her teachers were the wise men and women
reared in working-class homes. She reminded her audience what
life was like early in the century, when textiles was one of the main
industries and employed 100,000 workers, most of them women:
"We were plentiful and cheap. The working week was one of fifty-
five hours and many a time we worked sixty; and no overtime was
paid. As for paid holidays, they were unheard of. In those days our
women worked to six o'clock at night; babies were often born the
same evening, perhaps two hours later. And the same women were
back on the job in forty-eight hours, hardly fit to stand all day on
the job. It was either that or lose the job and the desperately needed
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money that went with it. We who produced the finest table linen
in the world had to be content with the newspapers on our tables,
too poor to buy what we produced. Often we slept on sheets made
from flour bags."

The only time that Saidie is known to have departed from her
lifelong principle of nonviolence involved one such young woman
who had just had a baby. It happened in the early days of her
involvement with the women textile workers, and it nearly cost her
her job. To assist the young mother, she and others had made her a
stool. The foreman came around and was furious at seeing the
woman sitting down. He gave her a severe shaking and she col
lapsed, her unraveled hair running the risk of getting caught in the
machines and scalping her. At that moment, Saidie forgot her paci
fist and Methodist upbringing and rushed at the foreman, slashing
his face with her scissors. "By the time I had finished, his face
looked like the Stars and Stripes of America."

Saidie was summoned to the manager's office and was told that
unless she apologized immediately and guaranteed good behavior
in the future, she would be fired and blacklisted in the industry.
She went home to talk with her family. Her invalid stepfather said,
"Daughter, your mother would not want you to apologize for some
thing you were right to do. Go back and take your stand, and the
Lord will look after you."

When she was first called to the manager's office, the women in
the factory had hammered their scissors on their looms to show
their solidarity. As she returned to give her answer, she asked them
to stop their machines: "We will let the bosses hear your support in
a silent factory." Threatened again with the loss of her job, she told
the manager, "Well, sir, what you have just done will make a good
story for the Belfast Telegraph tonight. My girls and I are going to
march down now to give the facts to them. I wonder how it will
look in print to your customers when they see, 'Ewarts sack weaver
for defending young mother from assault.'"

Saidie kept her job, and for twenty years she worked to improve
conditions and to get women into the trade union movement. She
also became one of the best weavers in the country. In those days.
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trade union solidarity was for men only, and employers tended to
keep men happy at the expense of women. She inspired women to
become shop stewards, to canvass for new members, and to collect
union dues even though to do so often carried the risk of dismissal.
She helped the men widen their concerns. With the backing of
Ernest Bevin of the Transport and General Workers' Union (later
Britain's Labour foreign secretary), she became the first female offi
cial in the union and started unionizing Ewarts. "The job I am
offering you will be as big as a mountain," Bevin told her, and I
can only promise you a spoon to dig it." Saidie's response was, "It's
amazing what a woman can do with a spoon."
A crucial moment came in 1940, with the demand for full trade

union membership among linen workers. Saidie led a seven-week
strike, which drew nationwide attention. Over a million leaflets
were distributed, and although the strike did not achieve its imme
diate objective, partly because it was wartime, it catapulted Saidie
to national prominence. It also established the framework for new
industrial relations, and led to a transformation in working condi
tions, earnings, and welfare. By the end of that year, there was a 15
percent increase in wages and an agreement for holidays with pay.
It had been a clear demonstration of the power of the women.

Saidie's new prominence brought her into increasingly close
touch with the leaders of the Labour party, through which she
worked for social welfare, organized huge public rallies, and was an
effective money raiser. In 1956, she became the first woman chair
person of the Northern Ireland Labour party.

In the late 1940s, a new dimension had come into her life. Just
as her friend Alice Wedega (see Chapter 8) of Papua New Guinea
had been liberated by finding an answer to her hatred of white Aus
tralians, Saidie found wider effectiveness through an answer to her
bitterness toward employers, particularly the "linen lords." She
found it at the first Caux conference in 1946, where, she said,
she joined "a band of comrades from every walk of life and every
land and every continent who've surrendered their lives to God and
who live their lives under the guidance of the Holy Spirit." It led
her to regard the whole world as her parish—as one of her heroes.
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John Wesley, had. And nearly thirty years later, in 1975, she was
recognized by the Women's International League for Peace and
Freedom as one of the fifty most prestigious women in the world.

Saidie never forgot the words of a challenge that was given to
her during her first visit to Caux: "Suppose you were given all the
weapons you needed, and suppose all your hard men were destroyed
and gone—^where would you go from there? Do you really believe
that class hatred is the answer—^when you're filled with it, where
does it get you?"

The first steps were not easy. One of the hardest decisions she
made on her return to Ireland was to apologize to an employer,
even though she felt that he was 99 percent to blame for their dis
agreement. After three days of turmoil, she apologized for her
"1 percent" and a new era began in her life. "Still an unequaled
champion and honored by her union for her work," writes Bleakley,
"she insisted that labor and management must find ways to cooper
ate across the class divide."

She was criticized. Not everyone responded to her idea of bridge
building: "I don't want to give the impression that all went
smoothly from then on. That's not the way of life. And I certainly
don't want to give the impression that all my trade union friends
and the industrialists agreed with me. They did not. Some secretly
and others openly opposed me. But none of them managed to pro
duce a superior idea able to replace the strife that was harming all
of us."

Earlier, she had not been held back by antiquated attitudes on
the factory floor. Now, she was not going to be hampered by those
who still wanted to pit class against class or, as she got more in
volved in the sectarian problems of her country, by those who
wanted to hang on to their prejudices toward the other group. As
she said, "A moral revolution is no place for timid people."

After her retirement from union work, Saidie began to get more
involved in the major division in her country, that between Protes
tants and Catholics. Again she used her straightforward approach:
"There's no such thing as 'orange' and 'green' tears; we all weep
together. We must decide which we prefer, to bury the hatchet or
bury the dead."
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She told the British Labour party conference in Blackpool in
1962: "Ireland has become a model of division. People come from
all over the world to see how we do it. Yet there is no country in
Europe which has had to fight for bread and work as much as Ire
land. If we spent as much time struggling for one another as we do
in fighting over the past, what a people we would be, what an inspi
ration we could become to struggling humanity."

Saidie became chair of the Women Together movement, which
was founded after a cleaner in the Belfast Gas Works had a persis
tent dream that the women of Northern Ireland were uniting to
tell the violent ones: "Put away your guns and your bombs. Give us
back peace." Their message was simple, said Saidie: "If you face a
wall of hate, climb it with help in your hands and hope in your
heart." She illustrates how they worked: "Our streets were in a mess.
A Roman Catholic road sweeper would be afraid to go into a Prot
estant area or a Protestant into a Roman Catholic area. We felt a

dirty street was a beaten street, so we persuaded our neighbors to
sweep with us. Diehards on both sides were suspicious. They asked,
'Who gave you permission to sweep?' We replied that those were
our streets. We edged closer to the battlefield. As rioters traded
bricks and petrol bombs with rubber bullets of the army, we linked
arms and spanned the streets, holding our ground against missiles
and jeers. Mothers advanced arm in arm, scattering the youngsters
home; soldiers watched in wonder at a weapon more powerful than
any they carried."

As chair of Women Together, Saidie led a march of fifiy thou
sand women through the Protestant and Catholic areas of the city,
which she regarded as the crowning experience of her life. She said
on that occasion: "The last time I walked up the Shankill Road
with Catholics was in the early 1930s when we were marching to
the workhouse for bread and some of us were in bare feet. Today
we walk up the Shankill not as Protestants or Catholics but as chil
dren of the King of Kings."

For her work in bringing Catholics and Protestants together,
Saidie was given awards, but she was also attacked. During one
rally, when she was already in her seventies, she was beaten up, but
some Catholic women saved her. She was in the hospital for months
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with an injured spine, but all the time she was enlisting, as she put
it, converts for the cause. "Isn't it amazing," she observed, "how
Protestants and Catholics share one another's blood on the transfu

sion table." She wrote from the hospital: "My daily experience is
that the Holy Spirit is uniting humanity through men and women
who listen and obey. I believe Ireland will be used to take God's
answer to the world."

Even in her late seventies, crippled with arthritis and hampered
by her injuries, she would be out touring the countryside, attend
ing four or five meetings a week. She particularly loved to talk to
young people. "I'm all right from the neck up," she would joke.

Saidie felt that brickbats and bouquets had one thing in com
mon: they got in the way of the work to be done. "Anyway, why
should we worry whether our work is noticed or not? It will be
recorded in the final reckoning that really counts."

When Saidie was given the first World Methodist Peace Award,
the citation stated: "She has sat with the men of violence and dis

suaded them from bombing and shooting." It was given "for her
courageous work, her creativity in crossing hostile barriers to medi
ate between persons on both sides and her long-term efforts for the
cause of peace." At the very moment that the cameras were filming
her reaction to the award, word came that her great-nephew had
been shot an hour earlier in an Irish Republican Army (IRA)
ambush. "The news made my blood run cold," she said, "but I
prayed that bitterness would not enter my heart. I was more deter
mined than ever to continue the work for peace."

Later that night she said on television: "Young man, you who
killed someone dear to me today have done a terrible thing. But
there is no bitterness, only sadness in my heart. Nor do I want anyone
in Northern Ireland to react with bitterness. We have enough of
that; these things are not in our hands. Robert was a good boy who
loved his country and tried to serve it well. He is with his God
tonight. Someday you who have done the killing will have to meet your
Maker to explain your action. In the meantime, we who believe in
peace will see that the work goes on without bitterness in our hearts."

The Yorkshire Post (September 14, 1977) quoted her: "What
keeps me going is the fact that more and more of our women, both



Saidie Patterson / 101

Roman Catholic and Protestant, are telling the men that it is better
to sit around a table and talk than stand around a graveyard and
cry. Those tears are not colored in orange and green. They are tears
of sorrow. I never believe in judging a man by the church he
attends on Sunday or the color of his skin, but by his character. It is
not being a Roman Catholic or a Protestant which will create peace.
It is being a Christian. Peace is not going to be achieved either by
the politicians or the army. It is going to be done by personal con
tact. That is what I believe in."

When the Pope visited Ireland in 1979, Saidie was one of those
who helped collect half a million Protestant signatures urging him
to visit the north. When she took the signatures to the papal nun
cio, he invited her to speak at the International Vigil for Peace and
Reconciliation to be held in the pope's honor in Dublin's St.
Patrick's Cathedral. She said at the vigil, "Which one of you here
tonight picked your parents? Why then do we battle about our ori
gins?" Describing the occasion later, she said, "I had a long talk
with the good Lord. He told me what to say. I started by asking if
everybody there that night were arrested for being a Christian
would there be enough evidence to convict you and me. I told them
it was one thing to pray during a crisis, but it is another thing to
live so that it does not happen again." She received eight hundred
letters after her address.

Looking back on the changes that had occurred in her lifetime,
Saidie was pleased. When the queen of England decorated Saidie
in 1953, she asked her how it was going with the women. Saidie
replied, "Well, ma'am, once our women were just pairs of hands.
Now, ma'am, they are royal souls like yourself." But Saidie was also
very conscious of new challenges: "A bloodless revolution has taken
place. Gone are the days of crude hiring and firing, with all its
indignity. There is the change in personal living standards. We can
now choose our food and so many have more than enough to eat.
The changes in working conditions—canteens, first-aid rooms,
showers, and the like. In welfare benefits, pension, sickness and
unemployment rates, the strides taken have been enormous. But
there's still much missing in today's world. We have made great
material advances and must welcome them and the opportunities
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Saidie Patterson plants a memorial Peace Cross for her great-nephew
in Belfast in 1979. Photograph from the Bleakley Collection.

they bring. But we must use these opportunities to set our people
really free. How do we deal with a situation when purses are full
but hearts are empty—^weakened family life, neglect of children;
many on tranquilizers, others on drink, some using guns. Add to
all this the plight of the lonely and aged people, and the bigotry
and violence which divide our people. Move forward to the land of
all our dreams; a land in which ignorance, fear, and hate shall give
place to liberty, justice, and peace."

In 1975, she gave a statement for International Women's Year:
"Mass poverty, hunger, war, racial conflict cry out for a solution.
Man can fly through space, walk on the moon, calculate with com
puters, and transplant hearts, yet seldom has he felt more trapped
by processes he cannot control. 'The hand that rocks the cradle
rules the world' may be true, but we must help women to play their
part in building a better world, starting with themselves and their
own country. Throughout my life I have had direct contact with
about ninety thousand women, and the first thing I had to do was
to help them see that they counted, as they do, and had much to
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contribute to society. We all want peace, but we have not yet paid
the price for peace—the price of facing, with God's help, where we
and our nation have been wrong."

In a statement a year later that was broadcast on the Women's
World Day of Prayer, she said: "In order to tackle our problems we
must not be hooked on power or hate. The power of God can break
the power of hate in our lives. We are all free to choose what we
want to live for and what we want to give. We women can do what
the politicians have failed to do. We are the givers of life and we
can bring our country back from the hell of recent years. Today the
disease is hate. Instead of taking the burden of the whole country
on our shoulders, we can begin to work for the ideal by seeking
reconciliation with those who are near to us. Instead of always ask
ing what the government can do to bring about peace, or even what
the church can do, if we were to ask what T can do, and proceed,
in however small a way, to generate peace and reconciliation in our
society, then progress can be made wherever we live."

Summing up her life on the BBC, the Rev. Gordon Grey said,
"In her own life she wove together in an exquisite pattern the some
times severed strands of justice and of peace, of warm evangelical
faith and wide ecumenical vision, of spiritual depth and social con
cern, of fearlessness and compassion."

Asked once how she would like to be remembered, Saidie

referred to the tribute given by Victor Halley, one of Ireland's
respected trade union figures, on behalf of her friends in the Irish
Labour movement and beyond. He wrote: "If faith can move
mountains, then that is the sort of faith Saidie possesses and with
which she is possessed. She articulated in language that was under
standable and free from jargon the feelings of women workers in
textiles. Her weapons were truth and justice. Nor was her effort a
purely local one. For, if John Wesley traveled the length and
breadth of England on horseback, Saidie spanned the world on a
thousand horse power."

David Bleakley, who spoke at Saidie's funeral on January 19,
1985, in the Shankill Road Methodist church where she had wor
shiped all her life, said that he had once said to Mother Teresa,
"Mother, you remind me of Saidie Patterson."



All Her Paths Are Peace / 104

Mother Teresa replied, "I may remind you of Saidie Patterson
but there's a vital difference. Saidie Patterson has moved into ser

vice without really knowing it. She has taken the vows of chastity,
poverty, and obedience. I go home at night to the love of my sis
ters, and if I take ill at night, they will be there to care for me and to
tend for me. Saidie Patterson goes home at night on her crutches to
Woodvale Street to a tiny house, and she has no one there but her
Lord and Maker to turn to in her darkest hours. That's a special
kind of dedication."

Bleakley reassured the mourning congregation that in her last
weeks, Saidie had lost none of her faith or her sparkle. "I said to
her, 'Saidie, it looks like you're going.' She replied, 'David, don't
worry. I'm taking an earlier bus than you are.'"
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A Yen to Serve

A Japanese woman widens her country's
responsibility to Asia.

The sixty-four Japanese—the largest delegation
to leave their country since World War II—^were amazed as their
bus rolled to a stop in front of Mountain House in Caux. They
were amazed not only at the hundreds of people from all over the
world who had gathered outside to welcome them to the 1950
international conference but also at the fact that the Japanese flag
was flying. It was a moving moment, Sen Nishiyama recalled at a
1993 diplomatic party. Back home, under the American occupa
tion, flying the flag was still forbidden. It was part of that welcome
back into the family of nations that caused French Foreign Minis
ter Robert Schuman to say at the 1951 signing of the Japanese peace
treaty in San Francisco that the people of Caux had made peace
with Japan two years before the political leaders signed it.

Along with the political figures in that-1950 delegation—the
governors, the leaders of industry and the trade unions, and the
mayors of Hiroshima and Nagasaki—^were ten women. One of
them was quiet, self-elfacing Yukika Sohma, who was then serving
largely as an interpreter. Indeed, she and Sen Nishiyama, who

105
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worked with the U.S. embassy, pioneered on this trip to the West
what had previously been thought impossible—simultaneously
interpreting from and to Japanese. As the Japanese traveled around
Europe and America, Yukika and Sen were their voice to the world.
And it was an unusual voice.

Long before the Japanese prime minister's 1993 apologies to
neighboring countries for Japan's wartime actions, even before the
apologies by Niro Hoshijima (interpreted by Yukika Sohma) and
Shidzue Kato referred to in Chapter 6, these sixty-four men and
women had faced up to past wrongs. Two parliamentary members
of the delegation were invited to speak on the floors of the U.S.
Senate and House of Representatives. Their apologies to the law
makers caused the New York Times Quly 19, 1950) to write, "For a
moment we could see out of the present darkness when all men
may become brothers." The Saturday Evening Post (July 29, 1950)
stated, "Perhaps even Americans could think up a few past occa
sions of which it could be safely admitted, 'We certainly fouled
things up that time.'"

The delegation's return to Japan produced dramatic results, as
attested to in Basil Entwistle's book Japan's Decisive Decade. But
only in more recent years have the remarkable contributions of
Yukika Sohma found expression—contributions that have led to
her being decorated by the governments of Japan and Korea and to
a change in traditional Japanese attitudes. In a long and productive
career, she has never held public office, but she has also never waited
for the politicians to act when she felt that something needed to
happen. And sometimes they have followed her lead.

Yukika is some fifteen years younger than her friend Shidzue
Kato, but she has had to fight many of the same battles for women's
emancipation. She was blessed with remarkable parents, from
whom she draws much inspiration.

Her father, Yukio Ozaki, is revered as the father of Japanese
parliamentary democracy. He set a world record in parliamentary
participation, serving sixty-three years in the Diet, returning for
twenty-five consecutive terms. He was also the mayor of Tokyo for
nine years, during which time he presented Washington, D.C.,
with its cherry trees as a gesture of gratitude to Theodore Roosevelt,
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who had initiated the peace talks that ended the Russo-Japanese
War. He spent a lifetime opposing war, even when it was politi
cally and personally dangerous to do so. In 1921, for instance, he
attacked the government for allocating half the national revenue
for armaments. Increasing Japanese arms, he argued, would only
invite an adversary to do likewise; national security would be threat
ened, not assured. He always put conscience before party loyalty
and would not allow his conscience to be compromised or his
mouth sealed by ennoblement. The first edition of the Japanese
Reader's Digest contains an article by Yukika about her father.

Yukika's mother was the daughter of a Baron Ozaki (no relation
to Yukika's father). As a young man, he had been selected by the
Meiji government to study in England and had married Bathia
Catherine, the daughter of his tutor, William Morrison. Morrison
was a man of letters who had also tutored many of the other Japa
nese who were to rise to prominence. According to Mary Eraser,
the wife of a British minister to Japan, Catherine was, "a charming
and intelligent woman, but she was English to the backbone, and it
was impossible for her to appreciate or sympathize with anything
that was not British." So it was not surprising that after five years
she and Baron Ozaki separated by mutual consent.

When she was sixteen, Yukika's mother, Yei Theodora Ozaki,

came to live with her father in Japan. By her father's decree, she
was henceforth to be "only Japanese," though she never learned to
speak Japanese well. She became a teacher and a writer, first taking
up her pen to dispel misconceptions of Japanese women that
existed in Western minds. "When 1 was last in England and
Europe and found by the questions asked that very mistaken no
tions about Japan, and especially about its women, existed gener
ally," she said, "1 determined if possible to write so as to dispel
these wrong conceptions. Hence my stories of Japanese heroines."

In 1904, Yei got to know Yukio Ozaki, already the mayor of
Tokyo, through the mistakes of a mailman who, owing to the simi
larity of the surname, often got confused and delivered her mail to
the mayor's office. "From the moment when the two first met, at a
big dinner party, and laughed together over the postman's mis
takes," wrote Mary Eraser, "the result was a foregone conclusion."
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Yei wrote some time later, describing her life in Tokyo society:
"One night I may dine at a state banquet with cabinet ministers
and foreign ambassadors, or with distinguished visitors like Mr. and
Mrs. Taft, who recendy visited this country; the next will find me
with a purely Japanese party at the Maple Club. I assist at the court
functions, the imperial wedding receptions; I act as sponsor or go-
between at Japanese marriage ceremonies; I see all the ins and outs
of Japanese life. I seem to live in the heart of two distinct civiliza
tions, those of the East and the West, but the East is my spirit's
fatherland. My mind still turns for companionship to the great ones
of the past, the heroines of my country's history. I find greater plea
sure in the old classical drama of the 'No,' with its Buddhist teach

ings and ideals, its human tragedies of chivalry and of sorrow, than
in all the sensational and spectacular modern drama. But my great
est happiness is my home life, in the companionship of my baby
daughter, in the few short hours that my husband can snatch from
his work to devote to me."

Yei used to tell her daughter, Yukika, "It is said, 'East is East
and West is West and never the twain shall meet,' but they are met
in you!" International and interracial marriages were uncommon
in those days, and Yukika had to make up her mind early on to
which culture she belonged. She also had to make up her mind
whether her father was right in his outspoken political beliefs, par
ticularly about disarmament, or whether he was, as many diehards
portrayed him, a traitor to his country.
He often received physical threats. "On one occasion," Yukika

recalls, "two truckloads of ruffians stormed into our house shout
ing that they had come to take his life. Father and I escaped from
the back of the house, climbed over the wooden fence of the fac

tory next door, and took refuge in its boiler room. We had planned
to go on a two-day trek on horseback, and we went ahead with this
plan, escorted by policemen on bicycles. I was nervous, but my
father said jokingly, 'This is the road along which criminals were
escorted during the feudal days. It's a rare occasion to be treated
like this, so let's enjoy as much as we can.'"

From an early age, Yukika was a rebel herself. Before she was in
her teens, she clashed with a nun at a Catholic convent because she
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dared to ask in chapel why you were allowed to kill in a war when
one of the Ten Commandments was that thou shalt not kill. She

was told to leave the chapel, and she never returned. At the Peer
esses' School, there was a Korean princess in her class. Yukika asked
her, "If I were in your place I would be working for the indepen
dence of my country, why aren't you?" Her teacher told her firmly
not to say such things. When the teacher asked the class what they
were all planning for the future, Yukika was the only one who said
that she was going to work—something unusual for a girl from her
background. The teacher summoned her to her office. "Don't you
ever disgrace the school by acting foolishly," she was told.

At the age of fourteen, Yukika insisted on being allowed to sit in
the gallery of Parliament. Her ambition was to attend the univer
sity and go into politics. Neither avenue was open to women at the
time, however, and when she was told that the constitution did not
allow women to serve in Parliament, she said that she would have

to change the constitution. But since changing the constitution was
a little beyond her, Yukika decided that she would work to better
the plight of women. Her friends were skeptical of her ability to
help because she did not know what Japanese family life was really
like. "It was then I decided to marry into a Japanese family in order
to be able to do something for Japanese womanhood."

In August 1931, Yukika accompanied her father to the United
States, where he had been invited by the Carnegie Foundation for
International Peace and where her mother was undergoing medical
treatment for sarcoma. Yukika and her father went on to England,
where she attended an English finishing school—the Monkey
Club—passed the exam to enter the London School of Economics,
and was "enchanted with the labor movement." They were joined
in May by her mother, but Yei's condition worsened, and in
December she died. In February, Yukika returned with her father
to Japan.

In the 1930s, Yukika was very much ahead of her times. Dressed
in riding pants, she would gun her motorcycle through the Tokyo
streets. This was an era when, as she says, Japanese women were
meant "to look like dolls." One day a young man, Yasu Sohma,
admired her bike, and she gave him a ride on the seat behind her.
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Two days later he asked her for a date. She was surprised when he
rode up on the most expensive motorq^cle to be had. In 1937, Yasu,
a viscount from a generations-old family with feudal estates in cen
tral Japan, became her husband. "The marriage was the talk of the
town," she says, "because it had not been arranged; a love marriage
was a faux pas to aristocrats, because I was the daughter of a man in
politics, and because of my mixed blood, which was the last straw.
It speaks for Yasu's independent mind and courage to follow his
own ideas rather than to succumb to pressure."

The years leading to the outbreak of World War II were, Yukika
says, "like living in suflFocation." One after another, laws were
passed to crush liberal thinking. "It was as if some power unknown
to us was gradually engulfing the nation, and rational thinking was
being replaced by chauvinist outcry. One longed for fresh air."

The bright spot for her at this time was that she began to face
up to many of the fears in her life by taking time for quiet reflec
tion to come to grips with them. She realized that although pas
sionate about peace in the world, she sometimes contributed to war
at home. She apologized to her mother-in-law and to her grand-
mother-in-law for saying one thing and thinking another. Her hus
band, observing the difference in her, asked, "Are you all right?
Maybe you should go see a doctor." Perhaps it was this experience
that enabled her to tell an Australian conference many years later,
"I have committed myself to opening up the horizon of our women,
not just 'liberation' but liberating ourselves from the self-will that
hardens inside so that we can play our rightftil role as women."

During World War II, Yasu was conscripted and sent to Man
churia, where Yukika joined him for two years. After the war when
they traveled to Europe—^which she thought of as going "home" to
England—she was shocked to discover the depth of the anti-Japa
nese sentiment she encountered. Like most Japanese, she had been
sheltered from the full extent of Japanese atrocities and the world's
reaction to them. She made an effort to find out exactly what had
gone on, and although she had always been personally opposed to
Japanese militaristic policies, wherever she went in Europe she
boldly stood up and apologized for what her nation had done.

She became involved internationally, interpreting and representing
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her country, eventually becoming president of the Federation of
Asian Women's Associations, an organization of which she is still
honorary vice president. In 1950, she accompanied her father to
the United States at the invitation of the American Council on

Japan. Thanks to the initiative of two former U.S. Ambassadors to
Japan, William R. Castle and Joseph C. Grew, Ozaki was presented
to both houses of Congress and spoke at forums contributing to a
better understanding between the countries. His hosts' purpose was
to prepare the American public for the coming peace treaty, and
Ozaki was selected because of his clean record in opposing the war.

Ozaki died in 1954. The previous year, he had been made an
honorary member of the Diet and an honorary citizen of Tokyo. In
I960, the Ozaki Memorial Hall and Clock Tower were built in his
memory. Yukika is vice-chairperson of the Ozaki Yukio Memorial
Foundation. She has also served on various government commis
sions, becoming a member of Japan's sixty-member National
Advisory Board, and is president of the Japan-Korea Women's
Friendship Association.

At the end of 1978, Yukika received a letter from a friend in
Canada; enclosed was a report on Asia that called Japan a shameful
nation because of its refusal to take in Southeast Asian refugees. It
stated that the word humanitarian had no place in the Japanese
lexicon, that the country thought only in economic terms.

When Yukika talked with government officials about Japan's
image overseas and, in particular, its reluctance to help with the
refugee problem, she got nowhere. A Foreign Ministry official told
her, "There is no reason for us to pay attention to the meddlesome
words of others." When she approached a senior member of the
Diet, he said, "It's no good. You won't get anywhere with this. We
have a large population, we are a single people, and we simply can
not admit that sort of people."

She began to talk publicly about the need for Japan to change
its policy. "In Japan," she says, "we had become so selfish that we
were not thinking of the suffering of these people." She enlisted
Minao Masumoto, who was with the Liberal Democratic party, to
work with her. She also talked with Mrs. Ohira, whose husband

was then prime minister. She prevailed on a friend, Renzo
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Yanigasawa, a Democratic Socialist senator, to raise the matter in a
Diet committee. "When he did so, the cabinet minister in charge
answered, "We'll see something is done." In April, the cabinet
decided to take in five hundred refugees.

Yukika recruited a group of mostly university leaders to help
with the refugee problem. Among them was Professor Masunori
Hiratsuka, who had written in an article that in the UN Year of the

Youth, he wanted to see Japanese young people develop hearts that
cared for others. He drew in the heads of private schools and col
leges. Mrs. Miki, the wife of a future prime minister, joined the
campaign. Many who knew Yukika's father responded as well.

Yukika told the press that she wanted to help the refugees and
the Japanese. If Japan kept closing its heart, the country would
become isolated from the rest of the world, which would be disas

trous. Japan needed to learn to care for others. Money was needed
not only from businesses but from ordinary people. Asked on tele
vision what her plans were, Yukika said, "If every Japanese gives
one yen, we will have at least 120 million yen." She also said that
she needed an office. That same day, an office was provided by
Makoto Yanase, the chairman of an international volunteer organi
zation, and soon money was pouring in.

The local post office had to put on extra staff to deal with the
over twenty thousand letters Yukika received, which were often
accompanied by moving comments. For instance, children wrote
that they were giving up candy or were walking to save money; a
husband and wife who were both seriously ill wrote, "We used to
think we were unfortunate, but we realize now that the Cambodi

ans are far worse off'; the father of a family of six who had finally
saved enough to buy himself a suit wrote, "I guess the suit can wait";
a Christian family decided to send the money they would have used
for Christmas gifts.
A host of volunteers joined her. Many had been looking for an

avenue to do this sort of work; others had already been doing it
elsewhere. Tadamasa Fukiura, for example, had been in Bangladesh
with the Japan Overseas Cooperation Volunteers, the Japanese
Peace Corps. In November 1979, Yukika founded the Association
to Aid Indochinese refugees, the first private refugee relief
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organization in Japan. There were fifty founding members, and
Yanase's daughter, Fusako Tozawa, became its secretary-general.
"The initiative opened the way for ordinary people to actually do
something concrete," she says.

Within three months, Yukika had reached her financial target.
The Japan Times headlined her words: "I found a gold mine in the
hearts of the Japanese people." "There are many individuals who
want to care," she says, "and I have been learning to tap the
resources that are hidden in each."

Speaking in Caux in 1980 about her reasons for initiating the
aid program, she said, "I was ashamed that my government was
doing so little for the Indochinese refugees. In Japan we are not
trained to do so. Our bureaucrats are so efficient. When they get
going they do the job without asking the people's help. So people
don't know what to do. Also the concept of social welfare and vol
untary service is relatively new in a society where the welfare of
each family member is the responsibility of the head of the family.
Today, refugees from Indochina are jolting the Japanese out of
three decades of self-centered complacency and forcing us to open
our hearts to our Asian neighbors. When we Japanese open our
purses, it is a sign that we have opened our hearts. I want to keep
Japan's heart open so that my country will not be a menace, as she
once was, but an asset to the world."

Unless she kept reminding them, Yukika believed that people
would "sleep on what they have done and then forget." She
expanded the work of her association to other parts of Asia and to
Africa, changing the name to the Association to Aid Refugees. "Just
as we need to think for other families and not just our own, so we
have to care for other nations. In fact, we may find that the real
interests of our country are best served by being unselfish and car
ing," she says.

She discovered that Cambodian refugees needed housing
because their huts had been burnt down. She found that bamboo

huts could be built for twenty thousand yen each (less than one
hundred dollars), so she launched a second appeal with the theme:
"Don't you want a second house—in Cambodia? You won't be
living there, but we'll put your name on it." Again the public
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Yukika Sohma in 1984 at a Cambodian refiigee camp in an area
named Tokyo Village after the Japanese who donated money to build
two hundred houses there. Photograph by Yukihisa Fujita.

responded generously. Then, when there was a cold wave in South
east Asia, she asked for a thousand tons of clothing for a million
refugees in Thailand and elsewhere. She gave a time limit of two
weeks and enlisted two transport companies with eighty thousand
agents all over the country. The company presidents put up posters
announcing that any package addressed to the refugees would be
transported at half price. The target was exceeded. She also received
more than thirty million yen for shipping costs, and she went to
Thailand to deliver the first thousand tons in person. From there
she moved on to helping Afghani refugees. Her constant theme is
that there is a battle between right and wrong in our hearts—a
choice we have to make daily.

Her association has two thousand members who give regularly,
with many others contributing as new projects are presented.
They have started giving scholarship aid to those seeking higher
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education, and by the end of 1993, they had helped more than a
thousand young people. In 1993, they sent 130,000 handmade
bags containing gifts of pencils and other items to schoolchildren
in Cambodia from the children of Japan. They opened a center for
disabled people in Phnom Penh that provides vocational training
and repairs wheelchairs, and in 1993, they donated one hundred
wheelchairs for adults and thirty for children. They also started
Support 21, a legal body under the jurisdiction of the Welfare Min
istry, to help foreigners living in Japan who are in need.

For the past ten years, popular singers have given an annual con
cert to raise money. It is called Jagaimo Kai (potato association)
because some two hundred years earlier, the potato was introduced
from Java and played a role in alleviating famine. This musical
group started in 1984 to help in Africa and collected thirty million
yen in one evening. Five volunteer workers are in Zambia helping
with vocational training and medical assistance. Books for a library
and some scholarships have also been given, and a hundred tons of
rice were sent in toasted powder form to Somalia. Indeed, when
ever there is an earthquake or other natural disaster, the organiza
tion—thanks to efficient workers—can respond swiftly.

Yukika credits her success to the others who help. "I am often
tempted to feel that I can do things myself," she says. "I have
accepted that I cannot do anything worthwhile in my own strength.
All I need to do is to be prepared for God to use me. Japan, too,
tends to think she can do things on her own but needs to learn to
serve the world. I am committed to see this happen. We all come
from developing nations in the spiritual and moral sense, and we
can learn together."

The Japanese government is now much more involved in such
matters. For instance, it finances half of the UN High Commission
for Refugees (UNHCR) budget for Indochinese refugees and con
tributes to other UNHCR programs in Asia and Africa. In January
1982, it became the first country in Asia, outside of the Middle
East, to accede to the 1951 convention relating to the status of
refugees and has a quota of five thousand refugees to be resettled in
Japan each year.

Yukika has not rested, however. After the exposure in the early
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1990s of widespread corruption among Japanese politicians,
bureaucrats, and senior business leaders, she took on yet another
task. She started a campaign for clean politics. Her main message
to the public is: "If we want to clean up politics, we should start to
clean up ourselves first. We cannot only blame the politicians."
Now in her eighties, Yukika travels the country, along with the
widow of former Prime Minister Mild, appearing widely on televi
sion shows and generating considerable coverage in papers and
magazines.

Asked by the press where she gets her energy at her age, she says
that it comes from a deep desire to see that Japan does not isolate
itself from the world, that it learn to care for the world and, in
particular, for the children of the world. She sometimes refers to
the sad fate of the children left behind in China by Japanese at the
end ofWorldWarll.

In November 1993, Yukika Sohma received the same Avon

Award that had been won by Senator Kato. It was presented to her
by Takiko Kato, the senator's daughter. The Avon citation stated,
"Ms. Sohma has been engaged for many years in a quest for consis
tent moral values for mankind, always searching for 'what is right.'
She has risked her life in the establishment of democracy and in
cleaning up politics and was heavily involved in the realization of
peace. She is awarded the prize for her achievements in energeti
cally pursuing justice and the love of mankind." Takiko Kato asked
Yukika, "How do you decide w^at is right?" Her reply drew laugh
ter from the celebrities present: "When I consider is right, I
always seem to find myself to be right."

Asked at the Avon Award ceremony whether she would have
made a difference if she had gone into Parliament—^with the impli
cation being that she would have cleaned up politics—she
responded strongly, "No, no. The quality of government and of
politics reflects the level of responsibility the ordinary citizen takes.
We women must face our responsibility for cleaning up society. As
wives and mothers of children who will be living in the twenty-first
century, we must help usher in a better social and political environ
ment for them."

Yukika wrote at the end of 1993, "I really am grateful with all
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my shortcomings and my sin for ail the chances God has given me
to get involved in world events. The interesting tendency in Japan
at present is that many young journalists and people concerned with
publications are open to the basic idea that 'democracy must start
with the change of attitude of ordinary individuals.' It is a chance
for Japan to be born anew into a concept of accepting responsibili
ties and not just clamoring for rights. If every woman started to do
what conscience and inspiration impel her to do, we can be a force
for true peace and happiness in the world."

Yukika does not regard herself as someone special but says that
everyone can do something useful and helpful in the world. Ordi
nary people who are ready to follow their hearts can do extraordi
nary things. A journalist who interviewed her for the Avon Award
program wrote, "Mrs. Sohma has over the years kept the torch
burning to show the way for a just and clean politics and it is up to
us to carry on." Yukika simply says, "I get ideas of what should be
done, and my friends do them."
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Sisters of Courage

A Colombian ambassador challenges fellow
women to be agents of justice.

An Argentinian teacher works to heal the
divisions in her country.

A Brazilian activist brings moral and
material advances to her shantytown.

In 1992, THE Nobel Peace Prize was awarded
to Rigoberta Menchu, a Guatemalan Indian of the Quiche tribe,
for her defense of the rights of her people. The Nobel committee
described her as "a vivid symbol of peace and reconciliation across
ethnic, cultural, and social dividing lines, in her own country, on
the American continent, and in the world." She has been called
Sister Courage.
Of her youth, Menchu wrote in her autobiography, I, Rigoberta

Menchi!i:An Indian Woman in Guatemala. "I started thinking about
my childhood and I came to the conclusion that I hadn't had any
childhood at all. I hadn't been to school, I hadn't had enough food
to grow properly, I had nothing." She became a migrant farmhand
at the age of eight and was later employed as a maid in Guatemala
City.

When her father started organizing peasants to resist the appro
priation of peasant land by wealthy farmers, the family became the
target of attack. Her father, mother, and younger brother were tor
tured and murdered. In 1982, Rigoberta, who had been working

119



All Her Paths Are Peace / 120

with her parents, fled to Mexico, where she helped run an activist
group. Peasant Unity.

Since the publication of her autobiography in 1983 brought her
to the attention of the world community, she has traveled widely in
support of human rights and lobbied at the United Nations for
indigenous rights. She has to have bodyguards. And her Nobel
Peace Prize is not universally applauded in Latin America, where
some more educated people resent what they call "Scandinavian
interference."

Though not as well known, and with experiences that are less
dramatic, there are many other courageous sisters on that conti
nent—^some from homes of poverty, others of privilege; some brav
ing violence, others daring to differ with the conventional attitudes
of those around them.

One member of the inviting committee for the 1994 Creators
of Peace session in Caux was Dr. Heyde Maria Durdn de Lopez,
from Colombia. Active in Colombia's political life, Heyde has been
a government minister with responsibility for the shantytowns, an
ambassador representing her country in international negotiations,
and a member of the Conservative party. She is prominent in many
organizations promoting educational and economic progress,
including the National Council of Women, the Association of Busi
ness and Professional Women, and the Inter-American Women's

Council. She has been vice chair of the Association of Notaries Pub

lic, president of the Tribunal of Honor of the Colombian Lawyer's
Association, and, in 1988, president of the Colombian Association
of Women Lawyers.

Heyde is in many ways typical of the wide range of professional
women who feel responsible for the country, whether as doctors,
psychiatrists, teachers, or, as in her case, lawyers and politicians. In
Bogotd, for instance, most local bank managers are women. In
Colombia, women's organizations tend to be strong, efficient, and
reliable, she says, "perhaps because it takes a lot more money to
corrupt a woman than a man."

Heyde was born in Palmira on March 9,1939, in the shadow of
the Andes Mountains. A bright student, she attended the
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Universidad del Externado in Bogod, three hundred miles to the
north, and got her doctorate in law. At the age of twenty, she was
already a penal judge in her hometown. At the age of twenty-six,
she was the first lawyer to get a dishonest speculator sent to prison.
He had been illegally throwing shantytown dwellers off land they
had paid for.

Colombia was then just recovering from the ravages of the
violencia, a bloody civil war (1953-58) that ended in military dic
tatorship. Feeling a pull to politics, Heyde joined the effort to
restore democracy. Family difficulties during these years did not
make this easy. First, her mother, who was frail, lived with her, and
Heyde had to get up at six, cook lunch, and do everything for her
mother before going to the Capitolio, where Congress sat. Then
she got married to a medical doctor and had a son and two daugh
ters. "When she and her husband separated, she had to bring up the
children while running an office as a notary public.
On the national scene, Heyde and those around her supported

Belisario Betancur, a labor lawyer, in his bid to become president.
In 1983, after building a coalition of progressive Conservatives,
Christian Democrats, and Anapistas—the party of the former mili
tary dictator Rojas—Betancur succeeded in coming to power.
Heyde was appointed secretaria de la presidencia (junior cabinet
minister) for integracidn popular, responsible for the improvement
of shantytowns in twenty-two cities around the country. But two
years of experience in the forefront of politics were enough for her,
and she resigned in disgust. She felt that the president had not given
her the support she needed. She returned to her notary public prac
tice, this time in Bogota.

While attending an international conference in Zipaquira, out
side Bogoti, on the theme "A Meeting of Hope," Heyde reacted
vigorously when she heard a priest. Father Miguel Triana, speak.
Suddenly, all the resentment she felt against her church welled up
in her. Was it not that church, she thought bitterly, that allowed
young people to enter marriage without proper preparation and
then, when things went wrong, left them in the cold, a church that
did not even allow remarriage? But as she tried to listen to the voice
in her heart, she heard clearly and surprisingly, "You cannot blame
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Heyde Maria Durdn de Lopez, as a member of the Colombia house
of representatives, speaking up in Parliament in 1970for greater
representation ofwomen in senior government positions and in the
politicalparties. Photograph from the Durdn collection.

the church for marrying the wrong man. You said 'yes' to him your
self." She had an honest talk with the priest and was reconciled
with the church.

A short time afterwards, her former husband announced to his
children that he was coming to Bogota and was looking for a place
to stay. To her surprise, Heyde heard herself saying, "But he can
stay with us." As she opened the door to him, she realized that all
her hatred against him had gone. Since then they have been able to
discuss the future of their children amicably.

As a devout Catholic, Heyde takes as her starting point for
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peacemaking the Christian principles enshrined in the Sermon on
the Mount. She believes that honest and efficient government flows
from the radical application of absolute moral standards, which
must begin with each individual. Over the years, her commitment
to these principles has deepened, she says, as she has attended con
ferences like those in Caux and has learned to practice tolerance
and forgiveness. A broad ecumenism has enabled her not only to
engage in dialogue with those whose political ideas are different
from hers but also to build friendships that transcend such differ
ences. When difficulties arise within the family or with employees,
she is ready to examine her own behavior with the aim of seeking
"the harmony and understanding that should rule in the social
world around us." In a society that puts forward the idea that "easy
money" is the best way to get ahead, she feels that the younger
generation needs quality education that underlines the importance
of clear moral guidelines in life.

Colombia is a divided country. Guerrillas and drug terrorists
disrupt and bomb their way to power. On one occasion, an unsuc
cessful car-bomb attempt on the life of the head of security. Gen
eral Miguel Masa, killed seven passersby and blasted Heyde's
Bogotd office. Yet she surprised viewers when she appeared on tele
vision full of optimism and without a trace of a vengeful spirit.

In 1990, when she attended a conference on the "Common

Moral Search for Peace" in El Salvador, which was then still torn

by civil war, she shared her experience of building unity with her
political opponents and with political colleagues with whom she
had disagreements. "I used to nurse my political hates like plants,"
she said. "I have stopped watering them, and they have withered.
Now I greet these people when I pass them in the street." The chal
lenges of public life in Colombia, including forgiving her enemies,
and the act of taking Christ's standards seriously help her "climb
the steps of sacrifice and rebirth daily" and "are the best road to
God."

In 1991, the old constitution of 1886 was changed with a view
to helping end the violence. This purpose was not attained, but the
new basic law opened up opportunities for work in the area of civic
and ethical values that until then, had been the prerogative of the
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church. Heyde and her colleagues, for instance, are developing with
the Ministry of Education and a Catholic women's lay movement
an educational program in this area. She also organized a
roundtable with sixteen legislators and educators to discuss values
in public life. And she has assembled a large group of professional
women who, like herself, have had to deal with separation and cop
ing on their own.

Friends describe Heyde as a dynamo, full of plans, initiatives,
and ideas, with a delightful sense of humor and infectious laughter.
She has an immense capacity for work and a quick grasp of facts.
Heyde gets up early—the moment the sky lights up—to take time
to read and think, her one period of peace and quiet. Sometimes
she reads the psalms, sometimes the new constitution, and she
comes down to breakfast full of ideas. When she has house guests,
out comes her china teapot in its cozy basket, bought on her last
trip to Hong Kong. "Tea is for conversation," she says. Coffee, one
of Colombia's biggest exports, is, presumably, for work.

In 1992, Heyde wrote an article for the alumni magazine of her
old school, Bethlemita de Palmira, in which she challenged the view
that the individual is powerless and asked whether those who
lament the immorality in public and private life are doing enough
themselves to change it. "You are like all the others and yet created
unique," she wrote. "You hold the magic formula in your hands
that can.change the things you do not like in our society."

She called on her fellow alumni to be agents of justice, starting
in the way they treated their families, but also by paying decent
wages to their employees, putting their hearts into their work, not
cheating. She asked them to help build a community of love where
hatred, envy, and resentments were renounced, to put an end to
bribery and corruption and dancing around the golden calf. Draw
ing on her own experience, she wrote, "In most cases we have to
start by forgiving: ourselves for what we have done wrong and then
with equal largeness of heart 'our enemies.' We have been born
into a society convulsed with hate and ambition; may the next gen
eration learn to love and forgive so they can live in peace."

Writing of the need for sincerity, she asked, "Are you honest in
your actions, loyal to your children, honest in your business affairs?



Antonia Caputo de Gallicchio / 125

Are you aware of the needs of your country when you pay your
taxes? If our money is stolen and we begin to steal as well, who is
setting an example? Only through honesty can we end the double
standard." Writing of the need for generosity that goes beyond
those closest to us, and of the wars that have resulted from a minor
ity keeping for themselves what was meant for all, she concluded
her article, "A smile, a gift, a generous wage, consoling those who
suffer, solidarity. . . . Dear compatriot, stop lamenting and get to
work!"

Twenty-five hundred miles to the south is another Catholic
woman with a passion for education in a country, Argentina, that
is also emerging from years of turmoil. Antonia Caputo de
Gallicchio has taught Latin and Spanish grammar and literature in
the secondary schools of the capital and province of Buenos Aires
and has been at the heart of moves to bring reconciliation between
Argentinians and British and between the public at large and those
in the military.

Antonia was born in Buenos Aires to Italian parents who, like
many Europeans, had come to the country in search of new hori
zons. Her character, she feels, was much shaped by her parents.
Her father was a soldier in Africa for six years around the time of
World War I; he was a temperamental man, full of initiative and
interested in anything new. Her mother, though possessing a natu
ral intelligence, had had a narrow education; she married young
and followed her husband overseas.

A strong cultural foundation was laid when Antonia received
a basic Argentine primary school education in the mornings and
instruction in Italian language, history, and geography from Euro
pean teachers in the afternoons. A spiritual foundation was laid first
through her family and then reinforced as a teenager. "In the col
lege chapel," she says, "my link with God became a living and last
ing experience."

Early on she sensed that she had a gift for teaching, and this
inclination, combined with a thirst for reading, led her to study
philosophy and literature at the University of Buenos Aires. It was
at that time that she met her future husband, Tito. In her last year
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at the university, her father and Tito's mother both died. The
shared sense of loss united the pair in what Antonia calls "a deep
sense of life, in the basic values that we were looking for in com
radeship and the unity that for us, means marriage." She is grateful
that she was able to awaken in Tito religious sentiments that "slum
bered in his inmost" and that, with the passage of the years, these
have turned into a deep and solid faith to the extent that "now he
trusts much more than I in divine providence."

Antonia's many years of teaching experience have convinced her
that the ages from fourteen to eighteen are a crucial time in the
shaping of a human being and that it is not enough just to pass on
information. "I wanted to educate them to aspire to excellence and
to be good men and women, to deepen the teaching of what I call
the lessons of life." But she also wanted to carry her enthusiasm for
teaching to the wider community. "I began to sense," she says, "that
the ills that society suffers from are essentially caused by the atti
tudes we have in daily life."

During a vacation trip to the mountains at Bariloche in the
south, the idea was born to set up a meeting place with books and
art that could help improve the communal spirit between people.
On June 2, 1976, with the help of others, the idea came to fruition
with the inauguration of Telus, a house of culture designed by her
architect husband in the Belgrano section of Buenos Aires. This
was just two months after the coup d'etat that deposed Isabel Peron
who had succeeded her husband as president of the republic.

It was a terrible time for the country, she recalls. Harsh military
men took over from a civilian government that had almost ceased
to function. Guerrillas, subversion, armed gangs, killings, people
who "disappeared" {desaparecidos), were the order of the day. "In
this atmosphere I was filled with fear, but all had been planned and
could not be postponed. My reason wanted me to stop the project,
but my vocation pushed me ahead in spite of everything. The fol
lowing months seem to prove my reason right. The repression
became hard: People were being detained and disappearing. A
sculptor who brought us his work was arrested and tortured; two
painters who exhibited in Telus went into exile. Culture is always
forward looking and is often linked to revolutionary ideas, so it is
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not surprising that those in power eyed ail places of culture with
suspicion."

At Telus there were both formal conferences and spontaneous
gatherings. Visiting speakers—sometimes people of prominence in
the artistic community, such as the writer Ernesto Sdbato and the
painter Raul Soldi—drew large crowds. The audience, many of
whom had to sit on the floor or on the stairs, would listen with

respect to these top exponents of Argentine culture. "A real mes
sage of the spirit was expressed. People listened with almost reli
gious attention. It was not just showing off famous men and
women. The seminars became a refuge in the agitated life of the big
city. People did enjoy this spiritual fresh air. There were other
moments of friendship and inner peace. There were moments when
I felt that my project did meet the essential purpose."

Around 1980, however, the economic situation worsened. In
the following year, after her husband was nearly bankrupted by
building an apartment block, Telus was closed. With the closing of
the house, says Antonia, the vision she had of using her life to
improve relationships between people seemed to die too.

In March 1984, when Argentina had just completed its first one
hundred days of democracy, Antonia happened upon a conference
devoted to peace with the theme, "The Art of Living Together." It
was held in an old convent. She had gone there to arrange another
meeting, heard all the bustle, asked what was going on, and was
invited to attend. It was the day after her only son had entered a
seminary to become a priest, and she felt lost. The people who
spoke had decided to end the culture of blame and had started to
put right what was wrong, starting in their own lives. This made
sense to Antonia. The concepts they expressed were no diflferent
from the principles of the faith in which she had been brought up,
but they sounded different to her. "They made me think more care
fully. They meant a more concrete way of practicing my faith. They
complemented my beliefs and brought them more to life. The ideal
that I thought had died was revived: It was possible to improve
relations between people. It was feasible to find inner peace and
overcome difficulties and disappointments. But now I understood
that I had to start with myself. I used to assume lightheartedly that
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Antonia Caputo de Gallicchio and her husband at a conference in
1994 in Petropolis, Brazil, with women from Argentina, Colombia,
and Guatemala. Photograph by the author.

I was right and that the others were mistaken. Now I have learned
that it may he exactly the opposite and that I have to put myself in
my neighbor's shoes to see reality in a more accurate way."

The conference, Antonia discovered, was the second stage of an
initiative hy another woman in Buenos Aires to hring Argentina
and Britain together after their war over the Falkland Islands (Islas
Malvinas). She was Ellinor Salmon, a Norwegian-born woman
married to an Englishman who had lived in Argentina for forty-
five years. A friend of the British community and embassy as well
as of leading Argentinians, Ellinor was heartbroken hy the war and
asked herself, "Why have I not been able to prevent this?" At great
risk, Ellinor had decided to work for reconciliation. While Argen
tina was still under military dictatorship, she had initiated a first
international conference to bring Argentinians and British together.
The conference attended by Antonia was the second. Thanks to
hard work by Ellinor, and finally with the support of former Presi
dent Arturo Frondizi, visas had been granted for British to attend.
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Antonia heard one of them, William Jaeger, say, "We British think
we know, but we don't. We believe we are right, but we aren't. We
postpone action until it is too late to do what should have been
done. We have to build new trust and understanding, starting with
change in ourselves."

As it happened, Antonia's younger brother, Dante, was the for
eign minister of the newly elected democratic government of Presi
dent Raul Alfonsin, so she took a group from the conference to
meet her brother. A letter from Antonia, describing all she had seen
at the conference, was read on national radio. Other radio stations
and newspapers picked up the theme of reconciliation. Soon she
was involved in ongoing initiatives that led to contacts with Argen
tine war veterans and a visit by one of them to Britain.

Antonia began to work closely with Ellinor and others not only
in this attempt to improve relations between the two countries but
also in an effort to heal what she describes as the "open and ever-
bleeding wound" of relations then existing between civilians and
the military. "We tried to heal the hates and resentments: on the
one hand the hates clouding the hearts of the relatives of the young
men and women who had been 'disappeared,' and on the other the
lack of willingness to admit errors or a lack of repentance for
excesses on the part of those who had been in power. After a while
we noticed that the wounds were no longer bleeding and appeared
to have closed. We do not know whether in full, but a dignified
way of living together has been reestablished. We know that what
counts is the progress and the change that has been achieved, and
we are convinced that we have to continue sowing seeds of friend
ship, generosity, solidarity, understanding, and honesty."

Antonia has three brothers and values her close and understand

ing relationship with all of them. She is particularly proud of
Dante's work in his six years as foreign minister toward the comple
tion of the Treaty of the Beagle Channel, which, thanks to papal
mediation, brought peace between Argentina and Chile when they
were on the verge of war. "This urge to harmonize interests through
concessions by both contending parties and through dialogue, how
ever straight and severe, has characterized all his national and inter
national policies," both when he served in 1988-89 as president of
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the UN General Assembly and when he served in 1993 as a nego
tiator with Haiti for the UN and the Organization of American
States (OAS).

Antonia and her brother have the same objectives in life,
expressed in their different fields. She says, "We want to soften the
sharp edges, shorten the distances between people, and search for
common ground, improving human relations, substituting peace
for conflict through dialogue and persuasion."

Anna Marcondes Faria, a community leader in the favelas, the
shantytowns, in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, comes from a different back
ground from Antonia and Heyde. But, like the women from
Argentina and Colombia, she stresses the importance of education
in peacemaking. She also shares the conviction of Creators of Peace
that besides disarming combatants, peace also means dealing with
the causes of hunger and poverty and creating a healthy environ
ment.

Some three million people live in Rio's shacks and shanties that
cram every available space around the city, particularly its steep hill
sides. Three hundred thousand new people move in each year. Chil
dren run wild in the streets. Drug traffickers boast a turnover of
$2.3 million a week; sometimes they even have their own uni
formed distributors. They try to influence thefove/a associations
because they know that they have the power and prestige and can
get things done. They want friends in the favelas who can warn
them when the police are coming or help them get out of prison.
Favela life is violent. Yet there are women and men of courage, like
Anna, who, despite the odds against them, have in the last forty
years taken part in what has been described as a do-it-yourself
urbanization and one of the great human development stories of
our time.

Anna was one of six children born and brought up in a
shantytown in the northern part of Rio. Her father was a taxi driver;
her mother sewed at home to bring in money for the family. Her
mother was religious, her father less so. When she was eight, she
was baptized in the Baptist church and, later, was able to get a schol
arship from the church that carried her through her first eight years
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of schooling and enabled her to get training in how to teach reli
gion and how to work with young people.

In her last years at school, Anna met her husband a poor Baptist
boy who worked in a brewery. Her father, ambitious for his daugh
ter because of the education she had received, disapproved of their
marriage. So they were married in a civil ceremony in 1957. Years
later, on their silver wedding anniversary, they would be married in
a church. "But over the years," says Anna, "my father had to admit
that I had a very excellent husband."

In 1959, the couple moved with their daughter to another
favela, Parque Vila Isabel, on a nearby hill. Anna finds the name
"park" a little ironic. At first they lived in a rented garage, but they
had to move because the owner wanted to use it. Then they found
one little room on the side of a house; there was no water, electric

ity, or sewer service, and only a cupboard shoved in front of a door
way provided any privacy. Here five other children, three boys and
two girls, were born.

The first electricity they had was obtained by sharing someone
else's line, which enabled them to have an icebox, a necessity in
Rio's heat. One day after visiting relatives, they came home to find
that their neighbor had disconnected the line and the contents of
the icebox had spoiled. This led to a quarrel and the realization
by Anna that this situation could not go on. "This is how I first
got the conviction," she says, "that I needed to do something not
only for us but for all the little shacks around us to have light."
That was in 1962. When she approached the authorities, she dis
covered that others were beginning to start favela associations in
order to fight for better living conditions. This was encouraged by
the then governor, Carlos Lacerda. She organized her first meeting
in a neighbor's little backyard and founded an association repre
senting the three thousand people who then lived in the favela.

At the time, it was rare for a woman to take such initiative. But

Anna was fully supported by her husband, who was elected the first
president of the association. They had very strict bylaws, she says,
governing how they should operate. "The thought was one for all
and all for one, that we should not abuse or take advantage of our
neighbors. And we began to be very proud of our association." They
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represented three hills—Flagpole Hill, Garden Hill, and the
Banana Garden.

Up until that time, some of those living in the favelas had to
walk as much as thirty minutes to get water or to wash laundry.
Anna and her husband and other elected officials worked hard and

persuaded the authorities to provide water for the three hills, which
meant installing tanks and pumps. No one received any money for
the work that was required. They set up a women's department,
which won a number of victories, including the building of small
roads connecting the existing main road, Rua Armando de Albu
querque, to the hills. This was the first step in getting electricity to
the favela. The women's department organized festivals. Since they
had little money, they would put oil and wicks into aluminum food
tins for illumination. With the money they collected they bought a
loudspeaker so that announcements could be made. They arranged
courses for the women to learn skills.

One of the biggest lacks was a school for the children. At the
time, presidential candidate Marshal Lott promised that he would
build a roof for the first school, which was in an old warehouse. He

did not win, but he kept his promise anyway. Anna became the
school's teacher. She received no pay but was given some bricks so
that she could improve her own shack. Later the government made
elementary education possible in the favelas through radio, and
Anna became the radio teacher. The first part of the construction
of a more substantial school building on the main street at the bot
tom of the three hills came through an appeal launched by a televi
sion station asking viewers to help provide a kindergarten for every
Rio hill.

The association's bylaws required elections every two years, and
Anna and her husband filled many positions. But she came to the
conclusion that she needed to finish her own high school studies
and get a diploma as a teacher. It was difficult, but she did this at
night while continuing to take care of the children during the day.
With her new skills, she became a teacher in a children's hospital,
but in 1970 she resigned from that paid post to set up a kindergar
ten. "The women were often either single mothers or had husbands
who earned very little. They needed to go out to work too, but how
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could they do that if they had their small children at home?
Although I wasn't paid for organizing the kindergartens for our
favelas, I felt that it was the right thing to do. I felt that God wanted
me to do it." The women who had taken the association's courses

helped her, though they too needed to get out to do their hairdress-
ing or dressmaking.

When Anna's kindergarten ran into financial difficulties, one
woman offered to assume financial responsibility for the school and
took it over. But she did not want the volunteer help of the com
munity and charged more than the poorer favelados could afiFord. It
still operates, but the price excludes many.

The association started all over again in 1977 with thirty chil
dren. They were able to feed the children through help from the
state and from mothers who would bring in food. Funding from
different state organizations enabled them to build a two-story
school building in the favela itself. A visiting Rotarian from Los
Angeles was so impressed with their dedication that he persuaded
his club to help build a third story and a roof.

For many years Anna has been running this kindergarten, now
called "The Flappy Duckling." One hundred fifty children are reg
istered. Despite difficulties, she has never had to close the kinder
garten or leave the children without food. Children attend the
day-care center from seven in the morning until five or six in the
evening. They are cared for by young women from favela. There
is a government-aided preschool under the same roof. Anna also
felt the need to lay a sound foundation for the children who go on
to the normal city schools and run the risk of being hooked on
drugs and becoming street kids. In 1992, she started a community
center for youngsters from age seven to seventeen where they can
learn cutting and sewing, cooking and baking, sports, hygiene,
dancing, and typing—many of the things that could provide a
basis for employment. One hundred twenty boys and girls partici
pate and courses are offered in whatever skills the volunteers can
teach.

Over the years, Anna and the other favelados have sometimes
had help from the authorities, sometimes not. "They were years of
hard battles." Looking back, she thinks that she was sometimes too
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Anna Marcondes Faria (second from left) with three teachers at The
Happy Duckling school in 1994. Photograph by the author.

demanding of the young girls who came to help. She has learned,
she says, to think first of the people and then of the material things.
She regrets that her husband and family may have suffered because
of her commitment. There was never the time to make the kind of

home she would have liked. "I always had to go out and try to get
food for the children for the kindergarten, and there was this lack
ing and that lacking, and even today I think I did badly by my
husband." She still feels the insecurity, and tears come to her eyes
as she tells of the struggles. "One of the very hard things, for
example, is that our institution gets a city contract in September
that is valid for a year and provides the teachers with a minimum
salary of eighty to ninety dollars a month. But at the end of the
year, you don't know if it is going to be renewed. It is the same
with the food for the children and the supplies for those we are
trying to train. We are so dependent on different government'
departments and have no real security."
To Anna, the training of young teachers is vital. "It is important

that no selfishness creeps in. It is not just a job but a service to the
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cx)nununity. We want to continue that training of thinking for others."
Houses are being improved, with many of them now being built

of bricks. There is water, except when the pumps fail, and most
houses have electricity, but as yet there are no sewers or drains, just
open canals. The three favelas have grown tenfold over the years,
and there are now, Anna thinks, as many as thirty thousand people
living there. "There is still a great deal to be done in favelas. But
there is nearly always a tremendous spirit of pulling together, of
helping each other, of unity—generally for the good, sometimes
for the bad. I and many others in leadership have to continue to
work and do our best so that this spirit of generosity, of service, of
honesty continues. Step by step the world is opening its heart to
our situation; sometimes the most interested are those furthest

away."
Financial independence for her work is particularly important

to Anna. She would like to create businesses inside the commu

nity—perhaps a bakery or a clothes shop—and use income for the
school. "We waste a lot of time looking for ways to make money
that could be given to the education of our children," she says.

She is determined to provide a proper framework for the chil
dren and have the community follow a democratic and a moral
course. On one occasion, she was offered a well-paid job outside
xia&favela. To the horror of some of her family, she turned it down.
"When you accept a job like that," she says, "you are at the com
mand of the politician who gave it to you. I want the freedom to do
what I feel is right, and I want to work for our children."

The leadership of women, now more common in xkc favelas, is
welcomed. With a few exceptions, they are believed to be less likely
than men to use the favelas for their own political advancement,
and to have a sincere desire to help their communities.

Visitors to Parque Vila Isabel are struck by Anna's serenity and
sense of humor amidst the most trying conditions. As she moves
around, she is constantly stopped by people with problems and
seems to have time for them all. Her own six children have been

very supportive of her and are all involved in community work in
different Rio favelas. Asked how she keeps at peace in her surround
ings, Anna says, without elaboration, "I believe in Jesus."

She believes that women have a very important role in peace-
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making because of their peacemaking activities in the family. Peace
begins with peace with God, she says, and is a quality of life you
can pass on only if you possess it yourself. "When the family has
peace it spreads to the community." She sees her work as helping
children to escape both from the spirit of bitterness and from the
influence of an evil environment. By learning a trade, a child is less
likely to be violent, to be a thief, to go around mugging people.
One of the young men she taught to read and write is now zfavela
leader. "It is a great joy when you see that he has taken the right
road," she says.



12

Homesick

Elephants

To monarch or missionary, to prime minister
or peasant, this Burmese educator displayed

the same humor and directness.

"I QUITE FELL IN LOVE with her," said Mahatma
Gandhi about Burmese educator Daw Nyein Tha, who once vis
ited him at his ashram in Wardha.

At age twenty-one, Ma Mi, as she was affectionately known,
was the youngest headmistress in Burma, now renamed Myanmar
by its present leaders. She went on to become a world citizen,
received in homes large and small, from villagers' huts in Asia to
the palaces of the king of England and the president of India. She
spoke to audiences as varied as members of the League of Nations
at a meeting in Geneva and thirty thousand Americans in the Hol
lywood Bowl. Two things made an encounter with her unforget
table: her profound faith that God could speak to any individual
who was ready to obey, and her skill at communicating simply and
graphically that a change in the world had to start with the way you
lived your own life. Brought up a Christian in a Buddhist land. Ma
Mi constantly moved toward a deeper understanding of herself and
others, discovering that in the practical reality as well as in the ideal,
there is, in the end, no division when faith is lived.

137
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"Go and see Gandhiji." "Give this message to Aung San."
"Resign." "Stay one year." Often the thoughts she got were most
explicit—and were obeyed. Indeed, in the Burmese language, to
listen and to obey are the same—na taung ba. She never limited her
concerns to one issue or one country and, appropriately, her biog
raphy by Marjorie Procter is called The World My Country. The
key, according to Ma Mi, was "accepting the place where God put
me as [if it were] my country, because it belongs to him, and not
keep longing to go back 'home.'"

While making the world her country, however. Ma Mi did not
let her love for her own country and her desire for it to play a diplo
matic role be diminished. In her later years, she sensed the wrong
turn Burma was taking and was saddened when the Burmese mili
tary government refused to reissue her passport. As one who fought
an unrelenting batde for government incormpribility and democracy,
she would have been deeply shocked at the continuing dictatorship in
that great land. But she would have been delighted at the award of
the Nobel Peace Prize to Aung San Suu Kyi, whose family she had
known for years. Today, despite her party winning 392 out of 485
seats in the first multiparty elections in twenty-six years, Suu Kyi
has been kept under house arrest since July 20,1989. Ma Mi would
have been concerned for Suu Kyi's safety and well-being and im
pressed by her conviction that love is the answer to fear and that
the Burmese people should demonstrate the capacity to forgive.

Suu Kyi's father. General Aung San, is revered as the father of
his country. In his daughter's words he "constantly demonstrated
courage—not just the physical sort but the kind that enabled him
to speak the truth, to stand by his word, to accept criticism, to
admit his faults, to correct his mistakes, to respect the opposition,
to parley with the enemy, and to let the people be the judge of his
worthiness as a leader."

General Aung San once told Ma Mi that when he was quite
young he discovered that he was afraid to go to the graveyard at
night. "I cannot have this fear in me," he thought. "It must go."
So, in the middle of the night, he went to the graveyard, and lit a
candle, and when he had returned home, his fear had gone. "Fear is
a very wrong thing," he told Ma Mi.
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When Ma Mi was fourteen years old, her headmistress at the
Morton Lane School in Moulmein told her that if she passed all her
examinations she could one day become the school's headmistress.
Ma Mi prayed, "Lord, if you will let me pass my exams in three
years, I will serve you for the rest of my life." She said later that it
was just the promise of a little girl who wanted to pass an examina
tion, but she kept the promise. In 1921, after obtaining her teach
ing diploma at Judson College, she did, indeed, become the
headmistress of her old school with 650 girls. After ten years there,
a stormy clash developed with students and staff because of her au
thoritarian ways. It was resolved when she faced up to the fact that
the issue was not who was right or wrong but that she had hated the
girls and that her pride and conceit had made it difficult for the
staff to work with her. She apologized to the girls and to the teach
ers and, in doing so, learned a lesson for life. "My whole relation
ship with the girls and the teachers, and the atmosphere in the school,
became different," she said. "Now I knew why Christ put me in this
school—^not just to be headmistress, but to learn to love people."

In 1931, she was invited by the widely respected missionary E.
Stanley Jones, author of the best-selling book. The Christ of the
Indian Road, to join a four-month campaign in India and then to
go to Britain on a mission of fellowship. This mission came out of
a recommendation of the International Missionary Council, meet
ing in Jerusalem in 1928, that "the younger churches in the mis
sion field should be invited to share with the older churches what

they had learned of God through Jesus Christ."
Ma Mi traveled to the principal cities of Britain, spending a

week in each. Ma Mi, a Baptist, was given permission by the arch
bishop of Canterbury, William Temple, to preach in Anglican
churches. She spoke at the London School of Divinity and in her
own denomination's Spurgeon's Tabernacle. She also addressed a
large public meeting in Westminster Hall, chaired by Archbishop
Temple. She was sitting with the other Asians in the front row, and
some twenty bishops sat behind them. After the meeting, she was
asked if she had been fearftxl with twenty bishops behind her. She
replied that, being a Baptist, she had not known that she should be
afraid of a bishop.
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The archbishop, who hosted her in his home, said, "Thank you
for what you gave at the public meeting; you have helped an old sinner
like me." "It wasn't me," she said later. "Every time I spoke I asked
God to tell me just what to say, and that touched the archbishop."
On this visit she was received by King George V and Queen

Mary at Buckingham Palace. At the time, Burma no longer wanted
political separation from India under the British Raj. "What is this
I heard about you?" the king asked her. "I thought you wanted
separation, and what is this now?"

"Your Majesty," she replied, "whether we are politically sepa
rated or not, we should all work together for the Kingdom of God.
And what we are doing here is it."
On this 1932 visit, she also met men and women from the

Oxford Group (the forerunner of MRA, see page 171), a powerful
movement of religious awakening. They introduced her to a fur
ther growth in her faith and to the thought that when people listen,
God speaks, and when they obey, he acts.
On returning to Burma in 1933, she went to teach at the

Women's Bible Training School and traveled with the Burma Gos
pel Team throughout the country and to Malaysia, Singapore, and
Indonesia. Then came an invitation to leave city life and live in the
up-country village of Thamin-in-Gon. It was a test of her commit
ment. She was used to servants and sanitation and a car to get about
in, but she felt that it was right to accept the invitation and went
for a year. She said of her time at Thamin-in-Gon that she had "no
companionship, no mental stimulus, often a meal of rice and an
egg, never knowing where the next rupee was coming from, no
medical knowledge, no training, and the dead weight of ignorance
and inertia all around—but always God. God for companionship,
for information, for courage, for strength." Her love for the villag
ers came to outweigh the discomforts she had to put up with.

One result, according to her biographer, was that "forever after
villages were written on her heart, the villages of Burma, the teem
ing villages of India and of all Asia. She knew that they were the
lifeblood of a country. Although she never again lived for so long as
this in any village, she loved to visit them in Burma and elsewhere"
(p. 32).
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Fresh from her experience in that remote village, Ma Mi
returned to England in 1935 to an Oxford Group assembly, where
she got to know the men and women from Asia and around the
world that she would work with for the rest of her life. They
included the newly appointed Anglican bishop of Rangoon, George
West. In the next months she was in Europe, America, and Asia,
often speaking to large audiences about her experiences. She
became part of a new spirit permeating Burma that was uniting
Baptists and Anglicans, Christians and Buddhists, Karens and Bur-
mans (minority and majority communities), British and Burmese.
On Burmese National Day in 1939, her friend Bishop West

was asked to propose a toast to Burma and she was asked to
respond at a dinner in Rangoon attended by three hundred digni
taries and broadcast to the nation. It was just after the government
had issued a report on widespread bribery and corruption. Bishop
West said, "We can make this national day not only a day of cel
ebration, but the launching of a nationwide campaign against per
sonal and communal selfishness."

Ma Mi replied in her characteristic style: "This is the beginning
of a new era of national unity and freedom. Some of us like to
think our troubles are very complicated. Actually they are very
simple. What is the answer to all this dishonesty? The answer to
dishonesty is—an honest man. I would like to see honesty walking
about on two feet. Gentlemen, may I remind you, you all have two
feet. There is nothing complicated about absolute honesty. It's just
a matter of being absolutely honest in everything with everybody
all the time. Some of us are partly honest with some people some of
the time. We do not want people who are moderately honest, who
reject most of the bribes. Who wants to draw most of his salary? To
eat an egg that is moderately good? To live in a house that keeps
out most of the rain? To travel in a ship that floats most of the
time? I'm talking about honesty not because it is the only quality
we need but because it's basic. We can't build a house on rotten

posts. The trouble with us is that we are an individualistic people.
Look at the word individualistic: five /'s and one u. Look at the

word unity. One u and one i and the u comes first."
As a teacher. Ma Mi had a fund of interesting and simple ways
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of expressing timeless truths that captivated audiences all over the
world. "Why do we need to change?" she would ask. "How many
of us washed our hands this morning? Didn't you wash your hands
ten years ago? Didn't you wash your hands last week? Why, then,
did you wash your hands this morning? Because we use our hands
all the time, we need to wash them all the time, and sometimes
more than once a day. In the same way we need to keep our hearts
clean all the time. Through our eyes, our ears, our minds, things go
into our hearts. Therefore we need to keep our hearts clean, just as
we keep our hands clean, all the time.
"We are like pools of water—clear, sparkling water, and every

one comes to drink from it and goes away refreshed with new life.
Then one little leaf falls—it floats on the top and goes down to the
bottom. And another little leaf falls. And so they come, one after
the other. You look at the pool. The top looks clean and clear . . .
but stir it up and see how all the leaves come up. Would you like to
drink that water now? Why, you wouldn't even wash your clothes
in it. So the only thing to do is to clean the whole thing and put in
fresh water."

Her simple-sounding illustrations were backed by practical
experiences of change in her own life: the reconciliation with her
pupils and staff back at the school where she was the headmistress;
the way she overcame a broken engagement; her determination not
to hate the Karens, the Chinese, or the Japanese. At a meeting with
a group of missionaries where she had spoken on the subject of sin,
one missionary said, "My sins have all been forgiven."

"What sins?" asked Ma Mi.

"Sin in general," the missionary replied.
"I do not know 'sin in general,"' said Ma Mi. "My sins are all

specific."
In 1941, Ma Mi had what she thought was a ridiculous thought:

to go aaid see Mahatma Gandhi. Within days she was at his ashram
at Wardha. At the end of evening prayers, Gandhi greeted her. "You
have come to see me?" he asked.

"Yes, God sent me to you," she replied.
"Have you had any supper?"
"Not yet."
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"Then come along with me."
After he had given her supper, he said, "Now tell me what God

said to you."
"Mr. Gandhi, God told me to tell you to call Asia back to to

him."

"That is a very difficult thing for one man to do," he said. "I
don't know how to do it. Not even India listens to me."

She told him many stories of her travels, and how her traveling
expenses were paid, and how she had found that anyone—^what
ever their race or creed—^woidd listen to a wisdom greater than
their own, that absolute moral standards were a good test of
thoughts to see whether they were really God's guidance.

"I have just had guidance," said Gandhi mischievously.
"What is it?" asked Ma Mi.

"Half of everything you get you give to me!" laughed the
Mahatma.

He asked her how long she could stay.
"Mr. Gandhi, my work is done," she said. "I must go back

tomorrow morning."
"You must come back and stay here' with me as long as pos

sible."

"WTien God sends me back, I shall be most happy to come."
"We all go to bed at 8:30," said Gandhi. "Now, we sleep on the

ground. It is the finest bed in the world. There is room for every
body. Mother Earth. Where would you like to sleep? On the
ground or on a cot?"

"Mr. Gandhi sleeps on the ground. I'll sleep on the ground too."
"No, no, we can easily find you a bed."
"Really, I'd just as soon have the ground," she insisted.
"WTiat was the first standard you told me about?" Gandhi asked.
"Absolute honesty," she replied.
"Now, remembering that standard, which would you rather

have, the ground or the cot?"
"The cot," Ma Mi admitted.

"You see, the difficulty with you," Gandhi said to Ma Mi, "is,
you only know what God tells you. I hear what the devil says too."

The next morning Gandhi told her, "If you ever come to India



All Her Paths Are Peace / 144

I' tfi

Daw Nyein Tha (secondfrom left) with Daw Mya Yee (wife of then
Prime Minister U Nu), Daw Khin Kyi (widow of General Aung
San), and Buddhist monk UNarada outside Rangoon's Aletawaya
Monastery in 1956. Photograph by David Channer.

again, you must come and stay with me." Later he sent her a card
with the words, "I do try to listen to God and obey him with all my
heart."

During World War II, Ma Mi's "adventures in obedience," as
she called them, were put to the test as she and fellow villagers went
through extraordinary privations and had narrow escapes in evad
ing the Japanese after they invaded Burma in 1941. She had the
sense of being preserved to help in the reconstruction of Burma
through the reconstruction of its people. She also felt even before
the war ended that Aung San had a key role to play in an indepen
dent Burma. She and Bishop West and those working with them
believed that he could be a unifying force for the country. "Take
this message to Aung San," was the compelling thought she had.
Before long, they were meeting with him to plan for the country.

In 1946, on the first National Day after the Japanese occupa-
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tion, Ma Mi was invited to broadcast to the nation. She said, "As

Bogyoke [General] Aung San has called us to meet the challenge of
our times, we must all together have the privilege of rising to the
challenge. The call will be—as every right call always is—to sacri
fice. The appeal to self-interest is out-of-date. That appeal has
destroyed cities, created havoc, and ruined a civilization. The call is
to build. We want no Utopia. We want to pioneer in the great
adventure of finding out how to apply at all times, in all circum
stances, the great privilege of democracy, which is also a law of
life—all for each and each for all."

Ma Mi also broadcast on the day the Karen community cel
ebrated its New Year's Day. She spoke forcefully, as a Burman, of
her deep appreciation of the Karen community and of the role it
could play in the country.

At the end of 1946, Aung San told Ma Mi and her friends that
his war career was over and that he would never again take part in
any armed conflict. The country, however, was in turmoil. Strong
passions had been unleashed: in some areas the Communists, in
others the Karens or the government, were in control. But there
was no fighting in the half dozen villages in the Kappali area, where
Ma Mi's friends had helped the Burmese, Karens, and English work
together. This was a time, too, of widely publicized corruption. So
came the thought, "Invite Aung San to Kappali."

The general, who as deputy chairman of the governor's execu
tive council, was already the effective prime minister of Burma, had
heard stories coming out of Kappali, a village peopled by Karens,
Burma's largest minority. They were developing an answer to cor
ruption: If no one gives a bribe, no one can receive a bribe. Enough
villagers had stopped giving bribes that bribery was losing its grip
in the area. Aung San decided to accept the invitation and see for
himself.

It was vacation time, so Ma Mi, who had returned to her school

in Moulmein as superintendent, was able to join the general and
his wife, who had been one of her pupils. "All along the route,
people were waiting for Aung San," said Ma Mi. "They waved and
sang and greeted him. There were about twenty parties dancing
for him. There was a lovely breakfast laid out, and it was like this
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everywhere, one big crowd after another. As we came to the village,
thirty thousand people were waiting. They welcomed him with
more songs and dances and flowers."
A huge pandal (awning) had been constructed under which fif

teen thousand closely packed people could be accommodated on
the mat flooring. A platform had been erected at one end for the
guests of honor. The general took his place, wearing a multicolored
"Karen jacket," a gift of the people of Kappali to their Burmese
leader. The Karen villagers were proud to see their leader—a Bur-
man, whose forebears had fought the Karens—^wearing their tradi
tional jacket.

Before Aung San spoke, headmen from the nearby villages,
where the "revolution of character" had spread, came in a proces
sion. One by one they put their names on what they called a "vil
lage charter." Normally, when a prime minister visited an area, it
was customary to present some sort of a demand—for a new road,
a new school, or a deeper river canal. But this was a promise to
receive no more bribes, to give no more bribes, to administer the
villages justly, and to work with the Burmese.

Marjorie Procter writes in The World My Country:

People came not only to hear General Aung San but also to
tell him about the change that had taken place in their lives,
which affected all that they did. Debts were disappearing,
private feuds, their fear and hatred of the Burmese, their fear
of government officials, especially the police. They were
experimenting with new crops, doing better with old ones,
and it was easier to keep their village paths and bridges in
order. They cooperated better and worked with a will. They
were happier, and they wanted to put all that they had dis
covered at the disposal of other villages, (p. 85)

The Burmese leader had not seen anything like it before. Deeply
moved, he said, "This is what I want for all of Burma." Sadly, he
did not live to see it. On July 19, 1947, gunmen burst into the
government offices in Rangoon where the Burmese leaders were
meeting and started firing. When they stopped, Aung San and
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seven of his cabinet were dead. Aung San's widow, Daw Khin Kyi,
stepped forward, determined that her own loss would not impede
the country's progress. She asked that there be no weeping in her
house. For the sake of the children, she said, there must be no cry
ing or bitterness. "My husband loved them so and planned for
them. What could they grow up to be if they had crying and bitter
ness now."

The bodies of Aung San and his cabinet lay in state in Jubilee
Hall, and every day Daw Khin Kyi visited the hall to see that all
was in order. "I have moved the wreaths around," she said. "There

are too many on his coffin and not enough on the others. I divided
them up evenly. My husband knew how to build a team for the
country, and so he even died with his team." She visited the homes
of the other widows. To them she said, "Why are you crying? Is it
that you want your husbands back to serve you or is it that you can
no longer serve them? If so, I can tell you that I shall continue to
serve my late husband by serving my country and carrying on the
work that he started. I am going to put my name forward for the
legislature. How about you?"

Daw Khin Kyi did so and was elected, becoming minister of
health and later ambassador to India. And it was in India, as a fif-

teen-year-old, that her daughter, Suu Kyi, studied the life of the
Mahatma from whom she derived her nonviolent philosophy.
Ma Mi was able to speak of the work of Aung San at the Caux

conference and later to welcome Daw Khin Kyi there. She met their
two surviving children, Aung San U and Suu Kyi, later in England.
A third child had drowned when he was eight.

At one point. Ma Mi had a hand in settling a long-standing
dispute between Burma and neighboring Thailand. This dispute
went back to 1767, when a Burmese king had invaded Thailand
and burned the cultural and commercial center of Ayudhya. It cen
tered around white elephants, which were highly prized in both
countries as symbols of power and royalty. They also had a reli
gious dimension, as the Gautama Buddha was said to have spent
one of his preexistences as a white elephant, and the hunt for these
prized mammals led to cross-border forays.

In 1954, Ma Mi was in Thailand for a conference. Wherever
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s

"When Ipoint my finger at my neighbor, there are three more
pointing back at me."—Daw Nyein Tha in the early fifties. Photograph
by Guy Woolford.

she went, she noticed that the wars with Burma were recalled in

writings and monuments. She had taught history and had not even
known of these wars; Burmese history had focused on the struggle
with Britain. As she was due to be presented to the Thai prime
minister, she asked God what to say. The thought came to take
him a small seed, such as can be bought in a bazaar. In its hol-
lowed-out interior were three minute white ivory elephants.

"Your air force has been bombing our villages and they've killed
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some of our people," Prime Minister Pibul Songgram said to her.
"I wrote to your prime minister about it and he hasn't answered."
Ma Mi apologized for what her countrymen had done and said

that she was sure it wasn't intentional. Then she knelt before the

prime minister, unwrapped the paper, shook the tiny elephants out
of the seed into the palm of her hand, and held it out to him. "These
little elephants have been away from Thailand for such a long time,
nearly two hundred years," she said. "They were so homesick, they
have gone very thin."

The prime minister laughed. Afterwards he told a journalist
about the gift of elephants from a Burmese woman, and the story
went out on the radio. He also ordered an end to anti-Burmese

broadcasts on the Thai radio.

On her return home. Ma Mi told her own prime minister what
she had heard, and he apologized over the radio for what Burma
had done. In April 1955, the Burmese prime minister visited Thai
land on his way to the Afro-Asian summit in Bandung. At a recep
tion, he apologized publicly to the prime minister and to the people
of Thailand for what Burma had done in the past. Handing over a
check toward the repair of the ruins of Ayudhya and compensation
for the villagers who had suffered in the bombing incident, he said,
"Even though our generation was not responsible for it, we accept
ftill responsibility."

All her life. Ma Mi was frugal and disciplined in the use of
money, and yet she always trusted that God would meet her needs.
On one occasion she presented herself to the American consul to
get a visa for the United States. The consul wanted to know how
she would support herself there. "Do you have fifty dollars?" he asked.

"No, I'm sorry," she said.
"What are you going to do in America then?"
"God will provide."
"Come, come," the consul said, "the streets here are crowded

with people for whom God is not providing."
"I know, but God will provide for me."
"I'd like to have a certificate to that effect," he remarked.

So she told him of all the gifts of money she had received to pay
for her ticket.
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Ma Mi died at Asia Plateau, the conference center in India

established by Mahatma Gandhi's grandson, Rajmohan. There a
room is named in her honor. Irene Laure, who was at Asia Plateau

when she died, called Ma Mi "the best ambassador of Burma any
where in the world."

One of Ma Mi's remarks has now become currency the world
over—a Burmese saying that she always accompanied with expres
sive gestures: "When I point my finger at my neighbor, there are
three more pointing back at me." One of her most expressive visual
demonstrations appears in a film about Mary McCleod Bethune's
life. The Crowning Experience-. "Do you know what causes tension?"
she asked holding up a handkerchief. "Look, when I insist," she
said, pulling on one corner, "and you resist," pulling on the oppo
site corner, "see the tension." "When I want my way and you want
your way, there is tension between us. If I insist strongly enough
and you resist strongly, there is bound to be a break and we grow
further apart.
"Now if I don't insist," she said as she stopped pulling with one

hand, "then you can't resist." And the handkerchief fell loosely.
Then, bringing the corners together, she said, "We can both assist.
When we both get back to God and want only what is right, then
we are united."

When she demonstrated this for Mahatma Gandhi in his mud

hut, he responded, "Yes, it works very well with the handkerchief.
But does it work with people?"

Her lifelong friend Bishop West said, "Ma Nyein Tha's great
ness was that she made it work with people."
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The Other Side
OF THE Coin

An Egyptian doctor seeks common ground
between faiths.

A Jewish refugee from war-torn Europe works
quietly behind the scenes.

On September 13, 1993, leaders of Israel and of the Pal

estine Liberation Organization (PLO) signed a declaration of prin
ciples on interim Palestinian self-government. The handshake
between Prime Minister Yitzhak Rabin and PLO Chairman Yasir

Arafat at the ceremony at the White House in Washington, D.C.,
surprised and inspired the world community. Careful, innovative
work behind the scenes by a few Norwegians had laid the founda
tion for an event that most people in the Middle East—and in the
world at large—never expected to see in their lifetime. The BBC
"Panorama" program said that the "Norwegian channel" had
"proved that goodwill and friendship can change the course of his-

„

tory.

At the White House signing, President Clinton said that the
declaration of principles "charts a course towards reconciliation
between two peoples who have both known the bitterness of exile.
Now both pledge to put old sorrows and antagonisms behind them
and to work for a shared future shaped by the values of the Torah,
the Qur'an, and the Bible." He also said that "a peace of the brave"
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I

Omnia Marzouk at work in a clinic of the British National Health
Service. Photograph by Pauline MacLachlan.

was within reach, despite "those who still prefer the easy habits of
hatred to the hard labor of reconciliation."

The U.S. president said, "Let the skeptics of this peace recall
what once existed among these people. There was a time when the
traffic of ideas and commerce and pilgrims flowed uninterrupted
among the cities of the fertile crescent. In Spain, in the Middle
East, Muslims and Jews once worked together to write brilliant
chapters in the history of literature and science. All this can come
to pass again."
A young Egyptian doctor, Omnia Marzouk, watching the events

on television, felt amazement and hope mixed with concern and
apprehension: "Amazement and hope at the sight of two very
courageous men, Rabin and Arafat, shaking hands. They had
decided to make a complete psychological break from the prevail
ing attitudes of their peoples' long-suffering history. Concern and
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apprehension about the very difficult road ahead from this state
ment of principles to a negotiated and complete settlement. To
build a real and lasting peace, people will have to look back and
find healing from the great pain and anguish of the past. It will be
very painfiU for those concerned and for those of us who care for
people on both sides of the conflict. For that we will need all our
skills as listeners, including confidentiality; we will need to be shock
absorbers and share in the deep pain. We will all need to be chan
nels so that our individual friendships can bring about a change in
individual lives."

Omnia, who now works as a pediatrician in Liverpool, England,
has traveled more than many of her compatriots, but she may be
typical of a younger generation of Arabs faced with the challenges
of a changing world. Her experience also underlines the key premise
of Creators of Peace; that effectiveness begins at a personal level,
with the standards you accept for your life.

Omnia's father was a career diplomat who served as ambassador
in the Seychelles, Kenya, Fiji, New Zealand, and Australia. She has
spent equal amounts of time in Egypt, Australia, and Britain. She
attended primary school in Cairo and then in Canberra, where her
father opened the first Egyptian embassy in 1960. She started at
tending high school in Cairo but spent her last two years in
Canberra, when her father returned as ambassador. She told a meet

ing in Cardiff City Hall in 1991, "I am a Muslim and I am proud
of my Muslim, Egyptian, and Arab cultural traditions, but I am
also lucky to have been greatly enriched by living in the Western
Christian world through my father's career as a diplomat and more
recently through my own work as a doctor in Britain. As a result I
feel called to be a bridge between Islam and the West."

As a child, Omnia remembers the Arab-Israeli war of 1967, with
blackouts, air raids, and the hysterical crying of other schoolchil
dren who had fathers in the army. Her trip out to Australia
occurred during the October 1973 war. All Egyptian ambassadors
who had just been appointed had to leave for their posts immedi
ately in order to present the government's position. Her father and
the family took a roundabout route from Cairo to Tripoli, then to
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Saudi Arabia and Hong Kong. They arrived exhausted twenty-four
hours later in Sydney, where her father had to give an immediate
press conference about the war.

Omnia was sixteen when she experienced her first bomb threat.
Answering the phone in her home in Canberra, she heard someone
shouting insults about the Arabs and saying that "a bomb will go
off-in the house in a few minutes." Her father was away at the time,
so she told her mother. They walked into the garden of the
embassy residence. "I thought I'd better tell the policeman who
guarded the Russian embassy next door. A few minutes later we
just went on with what we had been doing. I remember thinking
how strange that someone wanted to threaten and kill us simply
because we were Arabs."

The press stereotypes of the Muslim world that she encoun
tered—depicting uncultured and wealthy Arabs, unprovoked ter
rorists, and oppressed and uneducated women—did not
correspond to any of the people she knew or her family and friends.
She and her brother, for instance, were treated the same, and the
expectation was that both would combine professional and family
lives. "I had subconsciously begun to believe that to be modern and
live in this century I had to be more Western."

Omnia feels that she was fortunate to attend a family camp for
university students and young working people at Stanwell Tops,
south of Sydney, and to meet young men and women who had a
quality of life and an honesty that challenged her to look more
deeply into her own faith, its culture, and heritage and to begin to
pray regularly, an integral part of Muslim belief. "I began to see
how important a base faith is for day-to-day life," she says. "I saw
more clearly that the knowledge and technological advance that I
wanted to gain from my Western education did not have to be at
the expense of faith and morality. I did not have to become more
Western to be modern; I could choose the progress but still adhere
to my faith. I did not have to go down the road of moral disintegra
tion that I saw around me in the West."

Her journey of faith had been dramatically encouraged by meet
ing Christians in Australia who lived their faith. It seemed natural
to her that in a multifaith world, people of faith should encourage
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one another to live up to the best of their respective faith's teach
ings. As she started at Sydney University in 1976, she made three
decisions: never to drink alcohol; to make friends with people of
both sexes but not to have an exclusive or sexual relationship with
any man; and to help Christians live their faith in the same way
that her new Christian friends had helped her live hers.

She lived in a Methodist college residence that housed men and
women and where alcohol and easy relationships were the norm,
but although fully involved in all aspects of college life, she kept to
her decisions. "I was one of the few students who didn't drink when

I started at the college, but five years later when I left, our numbers
had grown. I was, however, one of the only ones who never had
any drinks spiked by the hardened drinkers." In her last year, she
was nominated by the students to represent them and received a
scholarship for her sporting and academic achievements and con
tributions to college life—the first woman to be so honored since
the college had admitted women ten years earlier.

In 1979, Omnia made her first visit to Caux as one of a delega
tion of Egyptian students who were part of a British-Arab univer
sity exchange program. Arriving late at night, they were offered
supper. As the food was laid on the table, she was told that a special
dish that contained no pork would be ready for her in a moment.
Muslims are forbidden to eat pork. "I remember being bowled over
by the fact that in this huge place with more than four hundred
people attending the conference, someone somewhere had given
thought to such a small detail. It summed up the spirit of care for
people no matter who they were that I felt needed to be multiplied
in the world to make it a better place for everyone."

Omnia points to three areas of common ground among people
of faith on which to build. The first is the fact that all faiths recog
nize the need for absolute moral standards. The second is that in

every faith there is a seeking for divine wisdom, whether the source
is called God, Allah, Yahweh, or the Inner Voice. As do other Mus
lims, Omnia prays five times a day, reciting the opening sura (chap
ter) of the Qur'an, which is like the Lord's prayer for Christians
and includes the phrase "show us the right path." "It means," she
says "that there must be a two-way process—not just praying, but
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also asking God to show us in our day-to-day decisions how faith is
meant to be relevant." The third area of agreement is the concept
that faith is not just a personal matter but something you draw on
to change the things in society that need to be changed.

Omnia regards her decision to make faith central in her life and
to seek God's direction in studies, career, work, where and how she

lives, and what she does with money as a key to effective bridge
building between communities. She expects to take the initiative
and not wait for others, to build a climate of trust with different

peoples within her own local setting, within her own region of the
Middle East, and in the world. She is fortunate, she says, to be part
of the National Health Service, Europe's largest employer, where
people of different backgrounds are working together. Her skills in
language and in building relationships with patients, their families,
and colleagues are an essential part of peace creation. Her two best
friends at her hospital are a Ghanaian Methodist and an Irish
Catholic; the professor who started her on her research work is a
South African Jew; there is a Buddhist technician and a Hindu—
and all these are in just one department. "As you start to build
simple friendships with people you begin to feel free enough to ask
questions about their faith; you begin to acquire facts and blow out
of your mind all the stereotypes that you have accumulated over
the course of your lifetime. This is a great exercise and is the first
step in acquiring facts about another faith."

It would be easy, as foreign doctors, to band together, but
Omnia makes it a point to reach out; she is interested in people as
friends. By answering their questions, she hopes to remove some of
the misunderstandings about Arabs, the Muslim world, and espe
cially the role of women in Islam. "When people ask her questions
during Ramadan (the annual period of daytime fasting) or when
she takes time out at the hospital to do her prayers, she hopes that
her answers help people see a different picture.

During a busy on-call shift during one Ramadan, one of
Omnia's colleagues offered to come in for an hour to allow her to
break the fast. "It meant a great deal to me that she appreciated my
efforts but also respected my decision to observe my faith prac
tices." And when Ramadan comes to an end, Omnia's Ghanaian
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and Irish colleagues and others join her in celebrating. Indeed, each
of them also gives up something while she fasts.

Omnia seems to take the occasional prejudice she encounters
with a certain detachment and considerable grace—whether it is a
prejudice against foreigners or questions about where she did her
training because of her "funny-sounding name." Some of these
prejudices, she feels, reflect a misplaced sense of superiority. "I don't
face as much of this as other foreign doctors," she says. "People are
usually dumbfounded when I start to talk English with an Austra
lian accent!"

She has had what she calls some "rather amusing experiences."
One woman came into the emergency department wanting an
opinion on her children's problems. "When Omnia asked why she
had not gone to her own general practitioner, the woman answered
that he was a "foreign GP." On one occasion, a colleague wanted
to consult with the resident of another specialty team about a child
she had been asked to evaluate. "When the list of available consult

ants turned out to be all seemingly foreign names, she asked
whether there wasn't a nonforeign resident she could speak to. Sud
denly seeing Omnia, she said, "You know I didn't mean anything
against you. I just wanted to talk to someone competent."

In her research work in 1988-90, Omnia was assessing children
in seven hospitals who had a particular type of meningitis and sep-
ticemia (blood infection). Her approach was to recognize that she
was on a steep learning curve and "to listen to everyone, to be pre
pared to learn from anyone, to be totally available, to be ready to be
just an extra pair of hands when needed, and to make suggestions
only when asked." This overcame the natural suspicions of medical
and nursing staff toward so-called outside experts, who have a ten
dency to come in and tell them what to do without appreciating
their unique situation.

Omnia says that the challenge to live one's faith and to be a
bridge builder in the modern world is the same for all. For example,
the challenge to live honestly means that if she goes on a trip while
doing hospital work, she does not claim expenses that are not
related to that work; and she is strict in using the hospital photo
copier only for hospital work. "These are simple decisions that I
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have to make as a Muslim living on the basis of honesty, but some
one who is Christian goes through the same process."

Another challenge she cites is the basis of relationships with
other people. Amidst all the talk of "safe sex," she believes, as a
Muslim, that people should also be told, "no sex until marriage."
She knows that she is up against a strong tide of opinion going the
other way and counts on people of faith to help one another hold
to the highest standards. "People of other faiths who stand up for
their beliefs and practices encourage me to live out my faith."
A further aspect in building bridges, she says, is the ability to

not only understand the facts about someone else's faith but also
live into their fears, hurts, and bitterness, which are a legacy of his
tory and still affect interfaith dialogue today. Her eyes and heart
were opened to this dimension at an interfaith dialogue at Asia Pla
teau in India in 1991.

She went to that dialogue with a mixture of reactions that had
accumulated over the preceding six months. Deep feelings smol
dered in her about the Gulf War. She felt hurt because of the

world's negative reaction or indifference to the Arab world, angry
at the folly of Arab actions, shame at the suffering that Arabs were
inflicting on one another, and overwhelmed by questions she was
asking about her faith. "Did it have to take a war before you did
so?" she thought.

As a doctor she was conscious of the cost in human lives and felt

equally for the 100,000 Iraqis and the fifty coalition soldiers who
had died. She wondered why in the twentieth century we had not
developed better skills in diplomacy and negotiation. "I realized
that it was no longer a question of expressing how I felt but was I
prepared to live differently enough to bring about reconciliation
and healing? Was I prepared to do more to build bridges of under
standing between people?" Omnia realized that to do so she had to
be free of her anger, resentments and fears. She had tried every
thing humanly possible to be free of these feelings and had to pray
for God to free her from them.

Being in India at this time helped her. She faced the fact that
when the Muslim Moghuls had invaded India they had left in their
trail, in the name of Islam, a heritage of hurts and wrong deeds
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that continued to inflame the divisions and conflicts in modern
India. During the Gulf War, too, innocent civilians in Israel and
Saudi Arabia were being subjected to Scud missiles. "As I looked
at all the hurt and resentment, I felt suddenly aware that there are
times in history when we were the people causing hurt to other
people; and that there were also people in the West who felt hurt
and angry about their encounters with the Muslim world. I saw
the other side of the coin. In addition to feeling your own hurts
and those of your own people, you have to identify with the hurts
that have been inflicted by your group on other people. On that
basis we are all equal, and none of us can stand up and say that we
are blame-free."

She told the dialogue, "I feel deeply sorry for those who have
been hurt and have suffered at the hands of Arabs or Muslims for
whatever reason or been hurt by their contact with them. I apolo
gize to those here who have been hurt by such contacts."

Omnia believes that the greatest need in the world as the next
century approaches is for people who are different to learn to work
together. For her, any attempts to bridge the gaps of misunder
standing, misconceptions, and fears must start with simple friend
ships. "If we all stopped talking about the theory," she says, "and
actually lived our faiths, we would be surprised by our ability to
learn from one another and by the extent to which our lives are
enriched by our diversity. At the level of a life lived there is nothing
that divides us." She likes to quote a sura from the Qur'an: "We
[God] ... have made you nations and tribes that ye may know one
another [and be friends]. The noblest of you in the sight of Allah, is
the best in conduct." And another surar. "To God belongs both
East and West. He guides whomsoever he wills into a way that is
straight."

Like the young Egyptian doctor Omnia Marzouk, Berta
Passweg, an older woman from Israel, was watching the ceremony
on the White House lawn when Israeli and Palestinian leaders

shook hands. To her, it was the source of great joy and the fulfill
ment of something she had been praying for and dreaming of for
many years. "Whatever the problems that still exist between the
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Berta Passweg at her desk in 1949 in Tel Aviv, where she was a
social worker for twenty years. Photographfrom the Passweg collection.

Jewish population and the Arab neighbors in and outside our fron
tiers," she says, "my heart remains open for the Arabs, and strong is
my hope for peace and cooperation."

Like many other older Jews, she has lived through the horrors of
this century: the loss of family members, the uprooting from com
munity, the need again and again to overcome a feeling of being
unwelcome. Yet, far from giving any sense of bitterness or frustra
tion over what she has had to undergo, she reflects an optimism
that the future can be different.

Berta was born in Poland in 1911. In 1914, when the Cossack

pogroms began, the family escaped to Vienna. Some time after
ward, they were led to believe that all was quiet and they returned.
But in 1916, as the pogroms restarted, they set off for Vienna again
in cold, wet, drafty cattle cars. This time they stayed.

Berta had dreamed of becoming a teacher, but since she had to
contribute to the family income, she enrolled in a business school.
At age seventeen, she began working as a secretary in an export-
import firm, eventually becoming secretary to the boss, who was
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also Jewish. Sensing the impending danger as Hitler consolidated
his power, the owners transferred part of the enterprise to Egypt,
which was then a British protectorate. Berta's one sister had left
earlier for Palestine.

Following the Anschluss, the German annexation of Austria in
1938, Berta was able to join this Cairo branch, hoping that the
other members of her family would be able to get out too. Her
father had died by then, so the family members who were still in
Austria met to decide what to do. Most agreed that they should try
to escape. One brother managed to live through the war by hiding
out in Austria; another brother disappeared, last seen heading for
Hungary. The sister who was living in Palestine applied to the Brit
ish authorities for a visa for her mother. It did not arrive in time,

and the mother died in Auschwitz. The boss of the company was
also sent to a concentration camp.

With the outbreak of war in 1939, Berta looked for a way to
help the Allied armies. She started taking evening courses on first
aid from the Red Cross. She also gave German lessons. Her old
firm had transferred to the United States, so she had joined an
English export-import company. Then, realizing that she needed a
better-paying job, she applied for and was accepted for the Anglo-
Egyptian censorship. Later she attended the school for social work,
L'Ecole Superieure du Travail Social, in Alexandria. She worked at
the International Bureau for the Protection of Women and Chil

dren and in a hospital. In 1946, just after the war, she got more
practical experience in an institution for difficult boys in
Albisbrunn, Switzerland. For five years she worked at the Social
Center in Alexandria.

During her life in Egypt, Berta laid many of the moral founda
tions of her life. When she was at the English export-import firm,
for instance, she decided that she would no longer use the
company stationery for her private letters, would reimburse the
company for private use of the telephone, and, as she informed her
boss, not say that he was out if he was in but say that he was busy.
Later she saw evidence of her boss's positive reaction when he asked
her to take responsibility for the office in his absence. She also
began to consciously work with people of different communities
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anddifferent faiths and to find the common ground on which they
could unite. She learned to be responsible and not to regard herself
as a refugee.

During the war, a friend in Alexandria said to her, "Berta, you
should pray for Hitler." Her first reaction, as she contemplated the
horrors of Europe and what had happened to her family, was that
her friend was crazy. But her friend said, "I don't mean you to pray
that he succeeds with his evil intentions, but that God changes his
mind."

"It took me some time until I was ready to do it, but finally I
did," she says. "I don't think it had any effect on Hitler, but it
had an effect on me; I felt that all hate and bitterness against the
Germans had just vanished and I could later meet and talk with
Germans without any resentment."

With the postwar changes in the Middle East, particularly the
creation of the Jewish state, life became more difficult for Jews in
Egypt, and in 1951, Berta left for Vienna. A year later, she settled
in Israel, where she began her work with the Social Service Depart
ment of Tel Aviv. In 1972, she retired after twenty years of social
work in Tel Aviv and has continued in her efforts to encourage
people of different backgrounds to work together. She has regu
larly attended the Gaux conference, starting in its first year, 1946.
There she works quietly behind the scenes.

One evening in Gaux in 1993, the great meeting hall was cleared
for a communal prayer in the round. Hundreds gathered in a circle
under the dome of what was once the main hall of the Gaux Palace

Hotel. The younger ones sat on the floor. Children came with bas
kets of flowers. In the center of the room was a small round table

with a large candle, and around it were many small candles. There
was extraordinary variety in the expression of the search for God.

Music ranged from a Bach chorale, "Jesu, Joy of Man's Desir
ing," to a guitar meditation on Aboriginal "deep listening," to a
Swahili hymn. In between were periods of silence. Everyone joined
in singing "TVmazing Grace." Prayers of adoration, confession, and
intercession were offered from different faiths and continents—

some formal centuries-old prayers, some more simple modern
expressions of need. An Indian scholar led a Bhajan, a Muslim
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Palestinian read from the Qur'an, a Thai gave a Buddhist chant.
There were prayers for healing, for people divided by barriers, for
the courage to be faithful, for leaders of different countries, for those
with disabilities; there were spontaneous prayers from the men and
women and children from some fifty countries.

Berta offered the second prayer that night, a prayer in Hebrew
that she says every night: "Hear, oh Israel, the Lord our God is
One. Blessed be thy name for his glorious kingdom for ever and
ever. You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, with all
your soul, and with all your mind. And the words which I com
mand you today shall be in your heart. You shall impress them on
your children and you shall speak of them when you are at home,
when you are on a journey, when you lay down, and when you rise
up. And you shall write them on the doorpost of your house and
your gate."

"Nobody moved, not even the children, there was an indescrib
able atmosphere of holiness," she said. "I felt spellbound." To her
it was a portent of how this center of reconciliation might be used
in the future to bring together people from different sides to fur
ther the peace process in the Middle East. "I never experienced such
an evening before," she says.
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From Vision to

Action

"Agnes, there is something I have never told

you that I think you ought to know. I was one of the committee in
the Mau Mau that chose your father to be a sacrifice and planned
his death."

Stanley Kinga's quiet words over dinner in the Caux dining
room were a shock to Agnes Hofmeyr, a white Kenyan who now
lives in South Africa. She could hardly believe her ears, and she
asked him to repeat them. He did so. Then she said, "Thank God
we have both learned the secret of forgiveness or we could never sit
here."

It took courage on the part of this former leader of the Mau
Mau, an extreme wing of the Kenyan independence movement, to
admit that he had had a part in the death of a much-respected white
settler and on the part of Agnes to accept his words with such grace.
Singled out as a good white man whose death might advance the
prospects of the Mau Mau, her father had been buried alive. For
Agnes, who had been working to improve race relations, it was a
shattering blow. But she had a clear thought, which she believed

165
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came from God: "Have no bitterness or hatred but fight harder
than ever to bring a change of heart to black and white alike." She
obeyed that thought and went even further, facing up to the fact
that whites needed forgiveness for the way they had treated blacks.

For many years, Agnes and her husband, Bremer, worked for
racial unity in South Africa, often in the face of strong criticism
from other whites. They pioneered interracial conferences long be
fore these became normal. So she was ready for that dinner and
could welcome Stanley's next words: "There is something more I
want you to know. Recently I was part of a committee to nominate
candidates to represent KANU [the government party] at the gen
eral election. I got your cousin, Philip Leakey, nominated as the
candidate for an entirely black constituency. He was elected, and
today he is the only white member of our Parliament. In fact, he is
now a junior minister."
A conference session the next day was set to deal with forgive

ness, and it was suggested that the two speak together as evidence
of the unity that can come even between the most divided through
a change of heart. Agnes hesitated; her sister-in-law was at the con
ference. Would she understand? "Of course you must do it," her
sister-in-law said. "This is what the world needs to know—the an

swer to hatred and bitterness."

Forgiveness and the answer to bitterness are a common element
at the heart of the experiences of many of the women in this book.
They have decided to move beyond blame and to deal with Ma
Mi's "three fingers pointing back at me": Irene Laure asking the
Germans for forgiveness for her hatred; Renee Pan reaching out to
the Khmer Rouge, who had murdered her family; Shidzue Kato
apologizing to the Filipinos and Koreans for what Japan had done
in World War II; Alice Wedega willing to give the Australians an
other chance.

Another common element is courage—courage in the face of
death or in the face of ridicule, the courage to buck tradition or
depart from the accepted way, the courage to stand alone: Saidie
Patterson confronting her employer; Abeba Tesfagiorgis standing
unflinching in front of the firing squad; Sushobha Barve choosing
to live in the middle of the Bombay riots. Another woman of
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supreme courage is Irina Ratushinskaya, one of the initiators of the
1994 Creators of Peace session. The Russian poet and author was
sentenced to seven years in a Soviet labor camp, the longest sen
tence for a political crime imposed on any woman since the days of
Stalin. She says, "If you start to hate you can never stop. To hold
on to your personality, to survive, even to keep your common sense,
you have to kill hatred immediately."

The women in this book would, I believe, agree with that per
spective, believing that peacemaking in the world begins with a
quality of peace in one's own life. Harmony between family and
professional commitments was the plea of the Reverend Dr. Ella
Mitchell, one of the first women ordained in the American Baptist
church, when she spoke at the 1991 Creators of Peace session.
"People change best in peaceful communication," she said. She had
quietly moved around and through the traditional barriers set
against women. "I have lived to see far more change with my strat
egy than I have ever seen with shouting matches and acrimonious
encounters."

In many of these women there is also a component of faith and
a sense of the importance of perspective, of taking time to step back
and be quiet. They would surely agree with the Dalai Lama, who
said at Caux, "The world peace we urgently need can be achieved
through mental peace." And they would agree with Mother Teresa,
who was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in 1979 and said that in

order to pray for peace there must first be the ability to listen: "We
must have the courage and the time to listen to the word of God.
As long as we are not able to hear God's voice when he speaks in
the silence of the heart, we will not be able to pray or express our
love in action."

Madame Helene Guisan-Demetriades, one of the Swiss who has

worked to make the continuation of the Caux conferences possible,
spoke there in 1993 and said that the deepest thing she had discov
ered at Caux thirty years earlier was the concept of a daily time of
quiet. In fact, she calls a day without a time of silent reflection "a
day where one is blind." It is not a time of emptying the mind
totally, she says, but rather a place of rich creative thought, an hour
of solitude and peace when one is freed of stress, away from activity
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of all kinds. During such times, we can welcome the thoughts that
would not visit us if we were not withdrawn from the hustle and

bustle of life. To avoid being invaded by all the cares, preoccupa
tions, and problems of the previous day, the cries of our own de
sires, fears, bitterness, and anguish, she recommends "taking the
elevator," which she describes as "opening the Bible or some other
book of wisdom and truth that lifts our spirit and carries us above
our ordinary level of thought."

Dr. Charis Waddy confirms that this approach is a uniting ele
ment between people of different faiths. As a Christian, she has
used her life to do just that. She was the first woman to study Ara
bic at Oxford and wrote her thesis on the Arab side of the Cru

sades. Her books, including The Muslim Mind, have forged respect
for the truths of the Muslim world and made them real for thou

sands of non-Muslims. If communities and nations are to live at

peace, she says, they have to find a way to work with those who
have different cultural, religious, and racial backgrounds and opin
ions. And that begins with individuals finding a source of direction
in their lives. She spoke at a 1977 session at Caux on "The Skills of
Discernment" and outlined the daily discipline that is common to
most of the people described in this book: "The experience of the
inner voice, of the guidance of God, is an area of personal experi
ment in which each individual is privileged to find his or her own
way. No one can hear God's word in their heart for you. My own
experience over the past forty years has been of a very ordinary na
ture. It has centered in the use of that unemotional hour in the

morning when, like it or not, come wind come weather, one has to
get up. No tongues of flame, no flashing lights, no ecstasies: the
cooling and redirection of passion, rather than the rousing of it. I
have lived a normal and in many ways a very ordinary life, with
personally litde of the dramatic or traumatic to report. Perhaps the
normality of the sense of inner direction that has accompanied it is
the notable point.

"Through all the varied conflicts of these years, I can say that
the inner experiences of God's guidance, and the pattern of life it
represents, have made sense. In air raid shelters and food shortages,
in company and in isolation, in professional work and household
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chores, in the humdrum and the hair-raising, the way of life that I
chose when I was twenty-two has proved to be valid. It has never
been easy, but it has worked. In my own experience and that of
others, it has a good record of durability in the harsh tests to which
the turbulence of the twentieth century has put it."

The women in this book have not been content just to take on a
local situation or address only one issue. As they have demonstrated
in their lives, they have been willing to take on the world. Although
for each there was an element of standing alone, for most there was
also the aspect of doing it together with others.

"From Vision to Action" was the theme of a 1994 Caux confer

ence session. Joan Holland, a retired headmistress of a school in
Auckland, New Zealand, envisages women moving together into
areas of crisis and bringing their particular qualities to bear. She
says that women develop a natural creativity within the home and
need to put their imagination and gifts to work on a wider level.
"We share so much of life, we have a gentler quality, some of us.
We're people-centered, no doubt about it. We're more concerned
with individuals than with broader plans. As women we naturally
respond to each other with more heart."

Claire Evans, a Frenchwoman who often translated for Madame

Laure, wrote in her book Freewomam

There is a price to pay in applying radical solutions; it is
change in our nature. We can accept it or refixse it. There are
moments of choice. When a friend offers me a truth about

myself, or an enemy throws one full in my face, when I see
something amiss under the surface in someone else's life, or
begin to feel that things around me are going awry, I have
two options. I can either turn my back on the truth and try
to go on as before, or look straight at the truth and change.
All our human resources of clarity and courage are not
enough, you will say. But who is stopping us from appealing
to divine resources? And if we are bent on competing with
the men, we can always show that we accept change quicker
than they! The road which is opened up by this possibility of
radical change is not a theoretical road, but one which leads
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through the rough and the smooth of our daily lives, (p. 41)

Many of the women in this book have remarkable stories. That
is, of course, why they were told. Behind the scenes are other
women whose stories may be less dramatic but no less costly, and
there are younger women who are starting to make a difference
around them. The Reverend Paige Chargois from Richmond, Vir
ginia, who is coordinating Creators of Peace globally, says, "It gives
me hope to see a cornucopia of women becoming public peace
makers and bold advocates even in some of the most frightful con
ditions in our world's cities, simply following in the footsteps of
their historical mothers."



Appendix

Mountain House, the former Caux Palace Hotel,

was bought in 1946 by a group of Swiss. Their country had been
spared the ravages of World War II, and they wanted to provide a
center where the hurts and hates of that war could be healed. They
were associated with Moral Re-Armament (MRA), a worldwide or
ganization working for change and reconciliation initiated by
American Frank Buchman. (Called the Oxford Group in the
1930s, its best-known spinoff is Alcoholics Anonymous.)

Buchman's first question when he arrived at the opening of the
center was, "Where are the Germans?" This question set in motion
a process that brought together thousands of Germans and French
and helped lay the basis for the new Europe.

The French daily LeMonde (July 20, 1988), wrote that at Caux
"a thousand and one links have been forged in a kind of parallel
diplomacy, apparently unstructured, which counts on the human
heart rather than on the weight of arms to resolve conflicts and
bring the world closer together."

Over the years, Caux has hosted thousands of remarkable

171
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women from every continent. They have found, in its spectacular
setting three thousand feet above Lake Geneva, in its spacious and
restful atmosphere, in its openness to people of all backgrounds,
and in its emphasis on responsibility rather than blame, a place
where their deepest convictions can find expression. As the great
American singer Marian Anderson said, "The inspiring days I spent
at this beautiful and sacred spot will remain a treasured memory. I
never knew that there was a vast army of people of so many races
pledged to put right what is wrong in the world."

The women in this book have found inspiration and support
for their work at Caux.
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