PEACE MARCH: SYMBOL OF HOPE

According to Norb ("No More Nukes") Drouhard, a participant in ten peace marches since the Great Peace March of 1986, not only is a march a gathering of hope, in unity, but it is also a symbol of that hope ‑‑ a torch for all to see.

The Great Peace Marchers came into Washington D.C. on November 15, 1986, 5,000 strong, rejuvenating a flagging U.S. peace movement at America's free speech front lines. But their effect as perhaps greatest in the myriad small owns it passed through during the nine‑month journey.

Local newspaper stories greeted them; citizens lined the roads, welcomed the walkers into their homes, invited speakers into their children's schools, and prayed with them for global peace.

A dozen or so marches followed that vent. Among the most exciting were the three Soviet‑American International peace Walks.

UNITING FOR PEACE:THE INTERNATIONAL PEACE WALK

On a golden D.C. summer Sunday morning, 200 "Soviets. and 70 Americans" passed through Lafayette ("Peace") Park, D.C., kicking off a labor of love: the 1988 American‑Soviet elk.

Flags and buttons, pins and fliers flew from hand to hand, and Soviet press raced up and down the row of vigil signs interviewing and recording ‑ the air crackling with positive energy ‑ and then with a great whoooshshshsh! the marchers sped on, taking two vigilers with them, leaving the others like wave‑worn rocks on the shores of Pennsylvania Avenue, outside the White House.

********

A year and a half earlier, the Great Peace March had ended its 3,600‑mile trek across country from Los Angeles to D.C. in Peace Park. Immediately two distinct groups were born: Seeds of Peace in the U.S. ... veteran peace marchers who spend the majority of their lives walking and talking about global nuclear disarmament ... and International Peace Walk, Inc., which organized a joint Soviet‑American walk through the USSR during the summer of 1987.

So popular was the event that a two‑stage walk was planned for 1988 ‑ first through the U.S., then back again to the Soviet Union.

Meanwhile, Seeds of Peace staged several follow‑up marches through New England and the South, becoming peace pilgrimage pros. It was logical that they be asked by the organizers of International Peace Walk, Inc. to serve as kitchen and security staff during this summer's walk/bus/flight over America's drought‑razed heartland.

The marchers have developed into a tight‑knit mobile community ‑‑ displaying behavior one might find in any family. Such was the brief squabble that flared a few days before the Soviets arrived for orientation on June 9.

International Peace Walk had arranged an elegant experience for the Soviets, on a budget. Seeds of Peace are wary of elegance and budgets: the Great Peace March had bogged down in Barstow, California, where its bankrupt organizers bailed out, taking kitchen and water truck with them. However, 200 determined walkers continued from Barstow, to Washington, D.C., fortified mainly by beans and rice and kindly neighbors. Despite their lack of funds they managed to feed every homeless, hungry person who came through their camps.

Therefore, Seeds of Peace pilgrims were astounded when they received "instructions" from their International Peace Walk partners to turn away anyone who came to the heavily catered tables without a name tag.

"You're crazy if you think we'll send hungry people away, " the Seeds crew announced, and unanimously threatened to walk off the Walk.

The story has a happy ending. The rule was rescinded. The tables still were open to all when reporters visited the camp on the grounds of a girl's prep school, perched high above the Potomac, at Georgetown University campus. And Seeds were still serving and securing in an atmosphere of detente, hospitality restored, when the "Russians" came through town.

********
Three months later, Norb Drouhard returned to D.C. after completing the second leg of the '88 march, when 200 Americans joined a like number of Soviets walking and bussing through the the Soviet Union.

Comparing 1988 with '87, Norb said, "The 
people were great. Everwhere we went they treated us like royalty. However, there did seem to be an official tightening this year. In 1987, I guess due to the newness of Gorbachev's reforms, we were allowed to pretty much go where we pleased. By this year, though, the officials had decided what glasnost was, and we were required to conform more closely to an approved schedule, particularly in Moscow. "

It was ironic that, while the American peace marchers were being welcomed in the countryside by the Soviet people, American scientists were being toasted at the Soviet test site.

The marchers were not allowed to carry placards in Red Square, so Norb danced through the streets around it, undeterred, wearing a sandwich sign which, in English and Russian, called for an end to all nuclear tests.

"It was great!" he chuckles. "Many more people gathered around than if I'd been in the square!"

Meanwhile, his fellow marchers formed a living peace sign inside the Kremlin walls. And all the while, the cameras clicked, and the papers showed the world that we are not so different after all.

