Diana’s Column

Rev. Diana Jordan Allende

Back in early spring, Juan
and | watched the trees be-
hind our house regain their
leaves. Since it had been late
October when we moved in,

we were fascinated in March
to note that almost daily a new shade
of green appeared in a different area of
the woods. — seemed as if someone were
painting in the leaves, a few at a time,
across a wide canvass. Now, of course, all
of the trees are fully ‘dressed,” and it’s
hard to remember winter’s bare branches
and spring’s modest beginnings. Adense,
leafy canopy has also started to take shape
across Highway 154, the road | take to the
house from the interstate.

I like the coolness and the patterns of
shadow and light as | drive along, al-
though lately this stretch of highway has
brought other thoughts to mind. It can be
a lonely length of highway, and the re-
search | did on Viola Liuzzo and the time
| spent with peacewalker Kim Leverton
have made me particularly aware of that
fact. How would it feel to be pursued
there by another car after dark? How
would it feel to walk the road alone dur-
ing the day and seek out a place in the
woods to pitch a tent at night? My en-
chantment with the countryside, with the
interplay of light and leaf and shade, dips
a degree or two as | think about the cour-
age and commitment of these two
women.

Some of you met Kim as she traveled
through Auburn on her walk from her
home in Louisiana to Washington, D.C.
She is taking a petition to President Bush,
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asking that resources equal to those spent
on war be dedicated to the pursuit of
peace. She also plans to create a peace col-
lage of items she collects from others that
represent peace. She walks 12-15 miles a
day and shares her journey by updating
her web page in each town where there is
a public library. She usually spends the
night in her tent in whatever wooded area
is available. Like the legendary Peace Pil-
grim who crisscrossed the country with
her message of peace for almost 30 years,
Kim felt that she had to respond in a per-
sonal and meaningful way to the effects
of the War on Terrorism in the wake of
September 11™. In order to follow her con-
science, Kim gave up her job and entrusted
the care of her two teenaged daughters to
a good friend. Six weeks into the walk,
Kim readily admits that it’s a hard thing
to do, and when she speaks of her daugh-
ters, tears form at the corners of her eyes.

Kim Leverton, like Viola Liuzzo, is re-
sponding to an inner imperative—also
called the prophetic imperative and even
the voice of God by some. As UU minister
Ray Manker describes it, this is an ethical
awareness that something is wrong, and
that one has a duty to do something about
it, without necessarily fully knowing or
understanding just what. This social con-
sciousness, says Manker, is weak in some,
strong in others, and demanding in a few.
Yielding to the prophetic imperative can
be dangerous, and often so simply because
the prophet is perceived as dangerous
him- or herself. Kim’s experience seems to
bear witness to this fact. Many people, she
says, seem afraid of her and her ideas.

What is it, do you suppose, that is so
troubling? Surely not the idea of peace it-
self. Surely most people want peace on
earth even if they don’t believe it possible.
Part of Kim’s mission is to remind people
that we are capable of change, that once
upon a time the abolition of slavery
seemed impossible. Or guaranteeing the
rights of women. Or reducing the nuclear
weapon stockpile to one-tenth of its
former size. Many things are possible if
we have the vision to declare them so and
the courage to act and make them so. |
have to wonder if some don’t shun Kim
for fear of the example she sets—the ex-
ample of faith enough and hope enough
and love enough to walk across the South
with a message of peace. In many ways
she challenges us in our comfort zones,
but she also invites us both to share in her
mission and to open ourselves beyond
those comfort zones by welcoming her
and hearing what she has to say. It’s not
that often that we get to share a meal with
or provide a bed for or simply talk to
someone who is responding, wholeheart-
edly, to the demanding voice of social con-
science. When we do, it can shake up our
perception of things—highways, for ex-
ample, or the availability of water, or the
comfort of our own beds. It takes all of us
to create an atmosphere that allows for
change to take place. Kim and those like
her can’tdo italone. But they can certainly
inspire and challenge us to listen for and
gauge the strength of our own inner im-
peratives. And to respond with grace and
courage in kind.

Love,
Diana
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We can envision what an inviting
nursery would be like—some cribs and a
rocking chair in the small room (Diana’s
former office) in the RE Building, some
play pens and toys in the room next to
that, childcare provided by parents, or a
qualified sitter. We could have a commit-
tee of parents to paint and decorate our
new UU Nursery.

At the most recent Board Meeting we
decided to begin addressing this concern

with a poll of the members and friends to
determine the need for a nursery. Your in-
put would be helpful in these areas:

1. Would you use a nursery during the
service?

2. What are the ages of your children?

3. What would our nursery/play area
need for you to be comfortable having
your children there during the
service?

MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM

There will be forms with these ques-
tions in the Order of Service for the next
several Sundays. Please fill one out and
place in the Board Suggestion Box at the
coffee table.

— Terry Rodriguez, President =



(2/0 ) Quoth the Raven

Another month, and a buggy one at that. Enough to try
the patience of an organic gardener. Something is eating my
beet tops, my dad’s favorite spinach. But it doesn’t eat much,
so | wash the greens and cook them and forget about the
ragged holes chewed in them. The culprit is small and yel-
low, spotted. | have forgotten its name.

For reasons | do not know, | have been remarkably free of
slugs this year. (Knock on wood) We’ve been using a bait
against them that seems benign in the rest of the environ-
ment, an iron phosphate that they go nuts for, but I am dis-
turbed that the bait is 99% “inert ingredients,” i.e., they don’t
tell you what it is. Slugs are usually legion here. | imagine
they are lying in wait.

Environmental magazines keep piling up around me.
Even in retirement | haven’t time to read them all. “Blue
Planet” is a quarterly put out by the Ocean Conservancy. Like
so many of these mags, it has good articles and lots of infor-
mation, much of it not happy. For example, Wakulla Springs,
our once-beautiful neighbor in northern Florida, has been
attacked by hydrilla, an invader from Africa brought in to
adorn fish tanks. Escaped, it becomes a ferocious enemy of
native aquatic plants. It smothers the water surface and shades
out the bottom growers. It is another water hyacinth, per-
haps. We’re all familiar with the invaders introduced by our
highway depart-ments: Japanese honeysuckle, for one, and
kudzu for another. Today the scotch thistle is pushing on our
native yellow and purple thistles. And highway departments
are bringing in crown vetch. | have not yet learned to fear the
vetch, but some people do.

The Nature Conservancy puts out a good magazine. My
copy is just in, but mislaid. A new to me “practical” journal
called The Green Guide arrived here. Like many other sources
it warns of carpet and plastic effluvia, pesticides on every-
thing, estrogen mimics in our food, etc., etc. Environmental
Defense has lots of usable advice, and so does the Union of
Concerned Scientists.

I was horrified to read in a recent American Scientist, |
think it was, that the frogs of Yosemite have been decimated
and crippled by what appears to be drift of pesticides from
the farming areas of California. Multiple legs, heads, hope-
less deformities.

May is the month of Rachel Carson’s birthday. In 1961
she was already saying: “We stand now where two roads di-
verge. But unlike the roads in Robert Frost’s familiar poem,
they are not equally fair. The road we have long been travel-
ing is deceptively easy, a smooth superhighway on which we
progress with great speed, but at its end lies disaster. The
other fork...offers our last, our only chance to reach a desti-
nation that assures the preservation of our earth... Atruly ex-
traordinary variety of alternatives to the chemical control of
insects is available...”

May we listen before it is utterly too late.

— Chip Busch

Kim Leverton walks for
peace. Kim arrived in
Auburn late Thursday.
On Saturday she
walked to Opelika for
a total of 437.72 miles
from her home. Then
on Sunday she got a
chance to hang out
with the PLDC to fill up
on drum energy and
food. Late Sunday Kim
boarded the bus to go
tend to her mother’s
health, which has
declined since Kim
began her walk. Kim
plans to continue her
walk from Opelika to
D.C. soon.

www.geocities.com/peacewalkerkim/
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