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Introduction

I've had the good fortune to have made a major portion of an international, interfaith
peace pilgrimage, Auschwitz to Hiroshima. Walking nearly 3,000 miles in constant prayer
and
reflection for nine months, we numbered between 25 and over 600 pilgrims. We marked
the 50th anniversary of the end of World War Two—1995.

On a second pilgrimage in the same year, | was also able to walk in the eastern section
of North America, named Turtle Island by many native peoples, to learn from Iroquois peo-
ple how their Great Law of Peace was originated and how it continues to operate.

To convey some of this experience to you, | offer you all of my writings to date
December 1997). These include:

INTRODUCTORY
To Walk, to Witness, to Photograph s 1
Pilgrimage, AMeaning 5
A Pilgrim's Reflection e 7
BALKANS
Split, Croatia e 11
A Dream of Bombardment 15
Teain Mostar s 16
The Suton Family e 17
CAMBODIA
A Letter from a Pilgrim in Cambodia e 21
The Night Before 23
Amputees Don't Meet the King s 26
Crossing Borders s 28
VARIOUS
Trees to Logs to Tissue Paper s 33
The Philippines: Uncovering History e 34
A Story of Asian Toilets e 39
OnTurtlelsland s 42
Quang Comes East 45
CONCLUDING
50 Years Ago, 50 Years from Now: Hiroshima Musing.............cceccue... 55
Howto EndWar 56
Many Voices, Many Ways to Pray s 57
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| also offer a reading list (p. 63). This makes a total of 19 writings, not far along the road
to 95 yet.

| write to gather in my experience, to roll it around in my fingers, feel its texture, maybe
for the first time, to taste it and observe very closely its exact odors, and then to cook it
awhile and serve it. May it nourish and sustain you.

| am grateful for my community’s support and encouragement. I'm working now on
printing the black and white negatives (about 150 rolls) and editing the color slides
(another 50 rolls). I'm offering slide shows, photo displays, and talks. Please contact me if
you'd like to arrange for a presentation. And | helped edit a collective book, Ashes & Light,
while working on one of
my own.

May we all continue strong on our personal and group pilgrimages, each step a bridge,
a prayer, a demonstration of our wish for peace and justice. May we find pilgrimages to
make in our own neighborhoods, visiting sites made sacred by suffering and hope. May
we be awakened to the prospect of a better world, found by ardently searching for a bet-
ter way to be human.

(March 1998)

(Special thanks to Louise Dunlap and Patricia Watson for their editing of my letters
from Cambodia, also to Louise for her assistance in writing my stories. And to Jonathan
Vogel-Borne for his counsel and equipment during the formatting of this writing.

Unless otherwise noted, all photographs are by Skip Schiel.)

What memory repudiates controls the human being. What one does not
remember dictates who one loves or fails to love. What one does not
remember dictates, actually, whether one plays poker, pool, or chess. What
one does not remember contains the key to one’s tantrums or one’s poise.
What one does not remember is the serpent in the garden of one’s dreams.
What one does not remember is the key to one’s performance in the toilet
or in bed. What one does not remember contains the only hope, danger,
trap, inexorability, of love—only love can help you recognize what you do
not remember.

James Baldwin, The Evidence of Things Not Seen

Skip Schiel-9 Sacramento Street-Cambridge Massachusetts 02138
617-441-7756-skipschiel@gmail.com-www.teeksaphoto.org-skipschiel.wordpress.com
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To Walk, To Witness, To Photograph
My Hope to be Part of the 1995 Pilgrimage

(Written several months before the Pilgrimage began)

.we are called upon to deeply reflect on the history of our century and to
strengthen our determination to abolish war and violence within ourselves and
on our planet.

(from the call to the Auschwitz 1994 Convocation which begins the pilgrimage)

Be patterns, be examples in all countries, places, islands, nations, wherever you
come, that your carriage and life may preach among all sorts of people, and to
them; then you will come to walk cheerfully over the world, answering that of
God in every one.

(George Fox, 1656)

Lord Buddha expounded the Law (of Right Living in the Lotus Sutra) to relieve
humanity from being annihilated in the Era of Declined Law. Namu-Myoho-
Renge-Kyo was left as the good medicine to be taken for this purpose. It requires
us to have faith in the virtue of adherence to the principle of Not-to-kill and to act
to protect it. Humanity must return to a spiritual way of life in which the desires
of the individuals give way to trust

(Rev. Gypten Yoshida)

Violence, loss of spirit, and pilgrimage

We live in what Buddhists term The Era of Declined Law, a phase of existence when the
Law by which we might flourish is broken. In this phase we harm the ecology, have little
respect for others, use violence as an acceptable mode of operation, advocate mass mur-
der under the guise of love of country, and profit from making instruments of death. The
Valdez oil spill in Alaska, the Savings and Loan bank scandals, the Los Angeles police
department’s treatment of people of color, the Persian Gulf war, and General Electric’s
designing and manufacturing weaponry are all testimonies to the assertion that we live in
The Era of Declined Law.

Many face this reality and express despair, saying, “What can we do? The problems are
enormous, out of control. | am lost.” And do nothing. Others turn to study. Others to
publishing and public speaking. Others to civil disobedience. There are many helpful
responses to the grievous situation we face. | am particularly drawn to the concept, prac-
tice and photography of pilgrimage.
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The pilgrimage

Beginning at Auschwitz on December 4, 1994, the nearly 10,000 mile trip, much of it
walking, includes Eastern Europe, the Middle East, and Southeast Asia, and concludes with
commemorations in Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August 1995. Organized by the Japanese
Buddhist order that constructs peace pagodas and organizes sacred walks, joined by a
wide array of faith groups, the journey is sparked by our unique historic moment: the 50th
anniversary of the end of World War Il and the nearly completed 20th century.

The pilgrimage visits locations and communities of contemporary violence—the
Balkans, Israel, Jordan, Iraq, India, and Cambodia—as well as sites signal to World War 2
history—the Philippines, Malaysia and Singapore. Because of the relevance to both
Japanese and U.S. war history, walkers will traverse much of Vietnam. Some of the regions
might become future battlegrounds. Hiroshima on August 6, 1995 will be the site of large
commemorations and symposia. Here the pilgrimage ends, fifty years after the dropping
of the first nuclear bomb.

Going to sites made sacred by massive killing, preparing with prayer and reflection,
traveling in a reverential mode, sacrificing comfort and security, searching for well ground-
ed hope, and concluding with the mystery of making and sharing art—all part of pilgrim-
age—fit well with ageless teachings and traditions. By going back—remembering—we
have the opportunity to go forward—to envision and enact a better way of living.

Why I'd like to make the pilgrimage

I'd like to go on this nine month, nearly 10,000 mile-long, pilgrimage—to witness at
the sites of some of the most ferocious violence of this century, to bodily share the fears of
the thousands who suffer terror, to enact the power of sacrifice and prayer, and as a pho-
tographer to interpret and portray the pilgrimage experience.

Leytte Gulf, Bataan, Berlin, Auschwitz, Hiroshima, Nagasaki are all pivot points in my
memory—the world’s memory as well. They are each vivid illustrations of World War Il's
means of settling conflict. Baghdad, Sarajevo, Jerusalem, Phnom Penh, Hanoi are also sites
which are inscribed deeply in our collective contemporary psyche. | feel a great need to
visit these sites, to sense and share the pain there. These visits will prod me to contem-
plate war, to photographically interpret and portray my experiences on the road, and to
foster a new vision—the abolition of war.

I will make a slide show or photographic exhibition about the pilgrimage, its history,
meaning and participants, the communities it travels through, the land and how people
relate politically and socially to the land, and how faith operates in people’s lives, especial-
ly when people are sorely troubled and tested. As a Quaker and photojournalist concerned
about both global violence and the plethora of images of violence, | dedicate my craft to
showing a broad range of emotions and phenomena, hoping to depict struggles for sur-
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vival, the efforts of a variety of indigenous faith groups to work for peace, the processes
and personalities of reconciliation and healing, as well as sources of hope. | will present

the show to schools, churches and other faith communities, and community centers like
libraries. It will be a story of nonviolence in action.

| walk to gather strength and to share it. | walk to gain clarity and to allow myself to be
more perplexed. | walk to be with others and to be in solitude. | walk fearfully and fully
confident that this is a right path for me. | walk sensing the agelessness of pilgrimage and
how deliciously new the idea seems.

A pilgrimage might seem a feeble enterprise in light of the global challenge. It might
be inconsequential, futile, foolish. A pilgrimage is an act of faith, trusting the mystery of
that still small voice inside. | have not have completely planned all the details, nor have |
perfectly articulated the rationale. Making that first step is inchoately forming the hypoth-
esis; the undertaking is a test of truth. Who can measure the effects of visiting holy and
remarkable sites? Who can say what bonds will form between pilgrims and support com-
munities? How know the spread of the news, whether media will accurately present the
story? What guess can we make of the impact?

My hope is to help revitalize our peace movement by demonstrating and depicting an
endeavor meant not only to abstain from violence but build peace—peacemaking, recon-
ciling, healing, all in a sacred manner.

An observation about my trade: photojournalism.

This craft and tender art, as usually practiced, reflects the world’s obsession with war.
From the photographers themselves however talented and humanistically inclined they
might be, to their publishers, sponsors, critics, and funders, all consistently focus on show-
ing conflict, carnage, destruction, catastrophe, with the attendant sorrow, despair, despon-
dency. A large preponderance of images made within the past five years have originated
in South Africa, Ethiopia, the Persian Gulf, Palestine and Israel, Somalia, the Balkans, and
most recently, Rwanda.

How true of the total world experience is the picture presented by this weighting of
imagery? What is left out? How often are conversation, teaching, healing, reconciling, and
tenderness, trust, creation, love shown? Is the world void of these qualities? Are they any
harder to show than the passions of conflict? The history of photojournalism is filled with
examples of a more rounded view of experience. Eugene Smith in his series about the
country doctor, or a southern Black midwife, or Albert Schweitzer is one example of a
much respected photographer delving both deep and wide. Dorothea Lange is another.
Her body of work includes the pain of the depression era as well as the joy of her family.

On this journey, should | be part of it, | am hereby dedicating myself to portraying a
wider range of emotion and experience, both the ravages and the survival, the demoral-
ization and the hope, the shadow and the obverse of the shadow—a form of spirit, an
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ineffable but operating principle in the universe that, when sought, sensed, leagued with,
can propel us into a new

reality, one based on respect and honoring and love. My mission is to bestir others to an
expanded vision.

This great walk is launched to reveal the power of a spiritual civilization over
violence of the civilization of technology. This great walk is a non-violent walk
which does not bear a single sword for self-protection...This great walk is a walk
of sacrifice which offers the pain of flesh. The success of (the walk) shall be evi-
dence to the presence of the Great Spirit, God in Heaven, and the Buddha.
(Rev. Gypten Yoshida, about an earlier walk)
(November 1994)
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Pilgrimage, A Meaning

The word is used frequently. What do we mean by it? Maybe: a walk, a journey, a
return, a visit, a sojourn.

Christians make pilgrimages to the Holy Land. They visit sites of Jesus’ life—where he
was born, taught, died, resurrected. They continue a tradition begun by the mother of
Constantine, Helena, in the fourth century. She popularized the return to the Holy Land.
Many of us know the idea of pilgrimage through Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales. These pil-
grims—distinctive characters all—traveled to a favorite pilgrimage site of the middle ages.
Canterbury was believed to be holy partially because Thomas a Beckett, the archbishop of
Canterbury, was assassinated, canonized and buried there. Miracles occur at Canterbury—
and had long before St. Thomas.

Muslims travel to Mecca. Each hopes to do this at least once during a lifetime. Why
Mecca? Born there, Mohammed received his first revelation on Mt. Hira, near Mecca. He
regained the city after being driven out by forces opposed to Islam. And he died there.
Mecca entered the English vocabulary to mean the holiest of holies, a penultimate pilgrim-
age site.

In our own rapidly concluding century, Dan Berrigan flew the “Night Flight to Hanoi”
and traveled “From Selma to Sharpsville”, each time embedding places and events into a
broader tapestry. The peripatetic woman, Peace Pilgrim, walked across the United States
well into her 80’s. And Dorothy Day titled her column about her journeys and reflections,
“On Pilgrimage”

What then is a pilgrimage? Is it the allegorical course to Jesus and God written about
by Paul Bunyan in Pilgrim’s Progress? Is it the sailing of the Mayflower bringing English
“Pilgrims” to the New World? Is it the fiftieth anniversary commemoration of the Normandy
Invasion? Is it your sojourn to the special spots of your childhood?

Strictly speaking, the word pilgrimage derives from the Latin peregrinus, foreigner, in
turn from peregre, abroad, combining per or through and ager, field, country or land.
Foreign to what, in what way foreign?

What | mean by pilgrimage is a special journey, usually by foot, often to sites designat-
ed as sacred. A journey that is arduous, that might require a sacrifice, yet is filled with a
peculiar radiance of spirit. | might be making penance, or asking a blessing, or wishing to
awaken hope. Prayer is part of my pilgrimage, whether spoken, chanted, sung, or danced. |
expect to be transformed, to return home reborn, having traveled in the foreign land of
my often faulty conceptions. To die to my encrusted old ways, and experience a fresh
vision. That is my idea of pilgrimage, not meant to be the idea of pilgrimage. What is
yours? What is your experience
with pilgrimage?

1995 marks the fiftieth anniversary of the end of World War Two—the liberation of the
death camps, the bombings of cities inhabited mostly by civilians, the surrender of the
vanquished to the conquerors, the beginning of the Cold War. 1995 is also tantalizingly
close to the year 1999, the last year of a century notable by its unparalleled violence. And
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just five years from the year 2000, perhaps a new beginning.

| am participating in the Auschwitz to Hiroshima Interfaith Pilgrimage for Peace and
Life—1995. Organized by the Japanese Buddhists who build peace pagodas and conduct
sacred journeys, the itinerary includes the Balkans, Middle East, and Southeast Asia. Eight
months, roughly 10,000 miles (not all walking), culminating in Hiroshima on August 6,
1995, exactly fifty years after the atomic bombing.

| prepare for the pilgrimage by taking long walks, through zones like ones | might
encounter on the actual walk. | walk till I ache. | walk expecting to fear, and expecting to
surmount fear. | read about issues and areas connected with the pilgrimage, | write and
speak about where | am going and why, | pray for guidance, strength, resolve. | learn that
the pilgrimage | planned to make began long before the physical first step—a great share
of the value of pilgrimage comes in its preparation. And the pilgrimage continues long
after the last organized step. Perhaps through a method like this we can all find ways to
pilgrimage for a healthy world.

What endows sites like death camps and bombed cities with holiness? How can we
visit horror, let it stare at us, and not only survive but experience hope? And with hope, a
resolve to labor and dance for a new vision: a world without war, quelling the violence,
making peace, and bringing into existence a civil world, itself holy and a manifestation of
the divine? Please join with me and the other pilgrims of 1995 and beyond as we together
strive for a better way.

(November 1994)
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A Pilgrim’s Reflection

The Interfaith Pilgrimage for Peace and Life, 1995, organized by Japanese Buddhists,
went from Auschwitz in Poland last December to Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August. Our
route took us through Bosnia, Israel, Irag, India, Cambodia, Vietnam, the Philippines, to
name some—a total of 17 countries, in 9 months, walking nearly 2,000 miles. Our group
numbered between 25 and over 600, and included Buddhists, Christians, Hindus, and oth-
ers on less traditionally defined faith paths.

We sought reconciliation between warring factions, we advocated for peace through
non-violent means, we attempted to heal by remembering historic horrors, we spoke of
our vision of the sanctity of all creation, the unity of all life. We prayed every morning,
offering prayers, songs, messages from various traditions. We prayed constantly while
walking, the Na Mu Myo Ho Ren Ge Kyo chant of the Japanese Buddhist peace pagoda
builders: all creation is sacred. We fasted periodically in places such as the war-ravaged
Bosnian city of Mostar and at the site of over 100,000 civilian deaths in the last hours of
World War Il in Manila.

| personally experienced the power of place—feet and heart planted firmly where
some momentous event had occurred. Auschwitz and Hiroshima and Nagasaki, of course,
are examples of that, but so also is the region south of Brno in the Czech Republic where
many German residents of Czechoslovakia died in the summer of 1945 as they were forced
from their ancestral homes by angry neighbors. And Vietnam! Hanoi, scene of so many
civilian causalities, and the former Demilitarized Zone with its barren plains a result of
defoliation. Less well known but equally moving were the tunnels of Cu Chi near Ho Chi
Minh City, shelter and staging point for resistance fighters, and the beaches near Hue
where many had fled by boat the newly—victorious Communist regime after the war.

| learned more about prayer, about rooting my life in faith, not measuring the wisdom
of decisions by results, and imagining a peaceful and just reality into being by acting—
with others—in such a manner. To be with so many others of different faiths and practices,
observing their methods of prayer, their characters, their explanations, and trying what
fits, all in the context of being and making peace—how could | not learn something from
this?

Balanced against the horrors we experienced—wrecked buildings and lives, grave-
yards, shelling, landmines, tanks and other military vehicles, soldiers—were the people of
peace and reconciliation. We were with the Buddhist monks and nuns of Cambodia who
had organized the fourth annual walk, the Catholic clerics and laity of the Philippines sup-
porting those victimized by the current wave of reckless economic development, and the
Japanese who not only keep alive the memory of the atomic and fire-bombings of their
cities but build from the ashes monuments and stories of peace.

These are some of the ways I've been impacted by this momentous journey. May we all
find pilgrimages of our own to make, some as near as our neighborhood. May we all expe-
rience the refreshment and rejuvenation of spirit that follows after we've actively remem-
bered violence. May we discover hope and strength to continue our own journeys toward
peace, justice, and reconciliation. Each step a bridge, each step a healing, each step help-
ing make peace.

(October 1995)
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BALKANS
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Split, Croatia

| saw Olga as we left the ferry from Rejeca to Split. She'd volunteered to host some of
us pilgrims in her home. | was immediately attracted by something shining in her counte-
nance, also something long-suffering. No question in my mind about who of the ten or so
potential hosts I'd ask to share hospitality with.

Robert, | said, time to move! Robert was my buddy in the Balkans—we looked out for
each other, helped each other survive what might be war conditions, the winter, the
mountains, made sure neither was left behind if one became ill or wounded or lost.
Robert, totally blind, committed to the entire walk, Auschwitz to Hiroshima.

We had arrived in the early morning in Split, ferrying along the Adriatic coast all night. |
watched the glimmering lights of Italy on the port side, the relatively dark shore of Croatia
on the starboard. Although the season was winter—January 1995—and we'd just walked
nearly three weeks through Poland, Czech Republic and Austria marking the 50th anniver-
sary of World War II's end, through cold, snow , rain, ice, fog and smog, we were now
thrilled by a balmy clime. Lettuce was about ready for harvesting, wild flowers were in
bloom, we could sit for hours without jackets sipping cappuccino fifty feet from the
Adriatic Sea. Not a bad life for pilgrims on their way to Bosnia.

Olga was short, blond, curvaceous, reminding me of Lynn, my former wife. Olga looked
sturdy. | thought she might be pugnacious, hardened by the conditions of war. In Split we
were a mere twenty miles from the front, the border of Bosnia and Croatia. Active fighting
was that close, even though Split itself, the ancient city founded by Romans, had experi-
enced only one brief attack, leaving no casualties and virtually no damage. Unlike its
neighbor, Dubrovnik, under siege for months. and clearly not Sarejevo, where the rate of
dying had reached over 1,000 deaths monthly, certainly not Mostar with its blown up
bridges, Split seemed an idyl. Earlier, World War Il had visited the same region, contribut-
ing to a 500 hundred year period of strife, peace, and changing national orientation,
cycling, endlessly cycling.

Besides Robert and |, three other pilgrims—Richard from England and the two
Germans, Castoen and Amien—raised hands for Olga’s hospitality. The five of us piled into
her small car for the short drive to her home. She seemed excited, greeted us in English,
said the homestays had been coordinated by her religious community, Si Baba, along with
the Franciscan monastery. She was eager to tell us about Si Baba, the relatively new reli-
gion based in India combining all the major faith traditions, if we wanted to hear. She said
she wished to listen to some of our stories. | was intrigued and very attracted by some-
thing mysteriously vivacious in her, despite the context of war.

Croatia and its adjoining region, Slovenia, had been the first units of the former
Yugoslavia to secede from the nation. War ensued. The full weight of the former
Yugoslavian army was arrayed against these seceding sectors, now recognized by many
foreign governments as separate nations. Despite the lack of physical damage in Split, we
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were to learn of the deeper and more enduring damage to psyches, the internal wreckage
so difficult to notice or to heal.

Olga, a radiologist serving on the front, introduced us to her husband, Toni, owner of a
small import-export business, and their ten year old son, Marjan, an avid soccer player.
Marjan was shy about trying out the English he'd been learning in school. We were to rest
four days in Split, before setting off for our walk along the coast, through Makarska, Omis,
up over the mountains through Vgorac and Medugorje, crossing into Bosnia and then into
what had been the cultural center of southern Bosnia-Hercegovina, Mostar. This was to be
a respite from the arduousness of our previous month: Auschwitz to Vienna by foot, and
then Zagreb, the capital of Croatia and what faced us in Bosnia. | looked forward to home-
cooked Croatian food and a bed rather than a floor. Perhaps also an uncrowded bath, and
a leisurely squat on the toilet.

Their home was small, an apartment in a large block of similar units, four rooms,
including the kitchen-dining room. One room was Olga and Toni’s, one Marjan’s, leaving
one for us. This was not quite large enough for four men and a woman, so Marjan gave us
his room, and shared his parent’s.

A stream of visitors appeared: Thomas, a young partner in Toni’s business, very hand-
some and fit, but looking haggard, distraught. | suspected an illness at his core that he
couldn’t cover with the many glasses of wine he drank while with us; Stevo, Olga’s cousin,
a physical education teacher in a local high school, robust, affable, generous, very spright-
ly and outward, with a boyish spirit; and another young man who leaned dangerously far
back on his chair while swilling wine.

Over the days, stories emerged. Toni—his income had been reduced from a yearly
profit of $40,000 three years ago, before the war started, to about one tenth that last year.
His low income notwithstanding, Toni treated us to coffee, snacks, postcards, and taxi
rides. His generosity was boundless. Thomas—formerly a soldier, now loose, wandering,
even though partnered in business with Toni. Stevo—his mother Serbian, his father
Ukranian, born and educated in Croatia, just as we were visiting Split, gained his Croatian
citizenship. It had been delayed because of his suspect origins. This frustration despite
serving in the Croatian navy, despite instituting a sports training program for the military
and despite his founding and coaching the judo teams for youth which won highest inter-
national honors. Olga—her Serbian parents lived in Bosnia. Last year her father killed him-
self, despairing of the war, and now, because of the conflict separating regions and
destroying intercommunication, Olga can not speak with or write to her mother. Her
mother has chosen to remain in Bosnia near her husband’s grave.

And Marjan—a boy who witnesses all this suffering. not the physical destruction of war
when the fighting is nearby, but the devastating effects of living with hatred, division,
removal, disappearance, torture, and killing. What will he become? When his seed sprouts,
what will his flower be?

Marjan skillfully and with gusto played soccer with Castoen. Proudly he showed us his
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school books. He spoke English with us in a solemn tone, not fully sure of himself, and also
perhaps mildly distrustful of us. Who were we to wander in, wander through, and soon be
gone, perhaps never to be in touch again? As heartbreaking as these quick junctions and
disjunctions can be to us adult pilgrims—one of the most painful parts of pilgrimage for
me—how much more painful might this phenomenon be for a child, especially onein a
war situation? His grandfather had just killed himself, friends of his family were dying or
leaving, alcohol pervaded some lives. The guns could not be heard at the distance of
twenty miles, but the insidious psychic destruction of war permeated Split, Croatia and the
Balkans. War decimates the spirit.

With the war as backdrop, Zagreb had been exhilarating for us. Partly because we were
among the first in the last four years to go between various religious communities—
Muslim, Catholic, Jewish, Eastern Orthodox Christian. Partly because we'd been part of a
packed church celebrating an interfaith service in the pilgrimage’s honor. A retired Eastern
Orthodox priest, Father Nakovitch, spoke, as did the abbot of the Zagreb Jesuit monastery,
one of our hosts. Father Nakovitch told us, When we kill, we inherit the unrepented sins of
our victims. We sung prayers from Judaism, led by Jews, chanted the Buddhist syllables of
our pilgrimage, Namu Myoho Renge Kyo, to the beat of Japanese drums, heard a sung Sufi
prayer and joined in, Ishkela Maba Lela (“the lover, the beloved, god, all one”), and saw a
Native American ceremony honoring the four directions. No one of the Islamic faith
appeared that evening, but we had earlier visited a mosque and heard from the mufti
(priest).

Now, in Split, Olga invited all of us to a Sai Baba service. Sai Baba is humble, exuberant,
accepting—and syncretic. It combines elements from the Hindu, Christian, Buddhist, and
Muslim paths. Its appeal has burgeoned among Croatians, as has participating by others in
the Catholic church. Toni attends the Catholic church. Marjan participates in both commu-
nities. In Lipik, a small war-ravaged village near Zagreb, Dr. Topic earlier had explained, We
are experiencing a spiritual renaissance. In some cases, the war opens the heart; while in
others, war closes the heart. Trying to find a nonviolent way out of the conflict and to
abandon the instinct for revenge, we are seeking the eternal.

The cafes were loaded with youth sipping coffee or alcoholic drinks. This presaged
what we were to see in Mostar. A byproduct of war is boredom. Little music or cinema or
theater or visual art, education curtailed, sports limited, all attention goes to the fighting.

500 years ago, the area had been settled by the Romans. In a place called Salonae,
place of the sun, about ten miles from Split, the Roman city of thousands thrived for 1200
years, to 700 of the present era (PE.). It was eventually destroyed by Huns and Mongols.
Stevo took Marianne and me to walk through the amphitheater which once held 12,000
people watching the gladiators. Diocletian, a Roman emperor living about 295 P.E., had
built his retirement palace in what is now Split. The palace is now an arcade, or would be if
not for the war. 1,000 years after the birth of Christ, Christians erected a church inside the
palace complex, the first Christian church in the region. At the moment of church con-
struction, Islam was just 200 years old, struggling with Christians for hegemony. This con-
flict continues to the present moment.
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War nearby yet the presence of the soft Adriatic light. It bathes us in its warm glow. We
sit for long moments basking in it. We climb the hills of Split, or stroll along the waterfront,
never far from the light. All beings are rendered internally lit, or their inner lights are
sparked alive by this Mediterranean light. | revel in it, my Quaker heritage of the light with-
in assumes new meaning, | find myself photographing in an inspired manner.

Finally, after four days in Split, we leave for Mostar. And return to Split two weeks later
on our way to Budapest where we hope to gain Serbian visas, roundabout because of the
war. On our second Split visit we tell stories to Olga, Toni and Marjan, thank them again for
nourishing us on our way to Bosnia and now Serbia. Olga had helped heal Claude who
was suffering from intense stomach pain. Toni sent us off with bundles of food for the long
bus ride to Zagreb. | waved goodbye to Marjan, not sure of his future, he the harbinger of
the next generation.

(January 1997)
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A Dream of Bombardment

Night. The Studenski Dom in Mostar where fifty of us pilgrims reside compactly in one
space, lying sleeping bag to sleeping bag asleep. A strong wind blows relentlessly for the
past two days. This is the famed Bora from the north of Bosnia Hercegovina, blowing over
Sarajevo, then Mostar, to Dubrovnic, along the Adriatic Sea.

| dream that rockets and mortars and artillery are falling on us. The shells whistle in,
explode, flash and boom. Windows rattle, the building shakes. | startle, sit ramrod straight
up, sweating, shaking, expecting my fellows to be beginning our flight. | conclude, seeing
nothing stirring, either | am the first to awaken, and have the onerous task of rousing the
others, or | am the last, my peers have left without me.

If the first, no problem, we are pilgrims, nomads, homeless and jobless, awakening
early for morning prayer, quickly packing into our backpacks, and calmly walking out into
the morning light. If the second, no problem, | am resourceful enough to locate the pil-
grims’trail and join them down the road.

Slowly, as if in a fog that gradually burns off with the rising sun, the whistling shells
become the wind whistling through leaking windows, the rattling and shaking is merely
the Bora trying to disturb our sleep, the flashing lights are the headlights of cars. | am safe,
| can return to sleep. And | have just been given a gift—the smell of war, the taste of fear.

(February 1996)
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Tea in Mostar

The day is cold and windy. We had been sitting all day on the west Mostar side of the
bridge, in the former parking lot of a former shopping complex. Croatians now lived on
the west side, Muslims on the east, a byproduct of the war. We are in the midst of the
wreckage. Fasting and praying, we are an odd sight—disheveled, wrapped in blankets and
sleeping bags, beating drums, nodding and smiling at the occasional passerby, and chant-
ing Namu Myoho Renge Kyo into the north wind.

This is our second fast and prayer day in Mostar. The day before we'd been on the
opposite side of the bridge, in a town square, surrounded by 40 or so people. Some
smiled, gawked, and wept. Twice people threw from our altar the crucifix someone had
offered, angered by this symbol of the ravaging Christian Serbian and Croatian powers.
The kids—more curious, less vindictive—tried our drums and learned the chant.

Hours pass, masses of chill Bosnia-Hercegovian air pass, a few drivers pass, one soldier
photographs us. Unlike the day before in east Mostar, no one greets us (other than police),
nor weeps with us, nor try our drums, nor ask to learn the chant, nor pour tea. | feet
ignored, forsaken, alone, cold. The admonition, you are called to be faithful not effective,
seems faded, irrelevant. | doubt about my role, our presence, the power of prayer.

Next: four people appear. They bring us tea—the Angels of Tea. A woman, short, stur-
dy, smiling, radiant; a man, agile, muscular, a stubble of beard on his square movie-star
face; another man, soft-skinned, sharp-nosed, beaming eyes; and a third, a teenager, with
a quizzical countenance. They look related to each other, a family perhaps? Who are they?
Why are they here? Of all the 50,000 or so people living in west Mostar, how did they learn
of us, what do they think of our vigil?

They pour a cupful of tea for me, then another, and a third, doing this for all who
wished. They pour from small insulated containers, having a seemingly endless supply of
hot sweet fruit tea, an Eastern European staple. They do not offer food, evidencing knowl-
edge of our fast. They appear from the cloud-strewn sky, hover, descend, and alight. Then
they sweet away, as mysterious to me as a flock of robins landing in my New England
home in the winter. They are gone, we are present, and remain till darkness. We offer the
fast and prayer, they offer tea—for peace and life, 1995.

(December 1995)
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The Suton Family

As | was walking to our residence after a long day exploring the city, | had no idea a
chance meeting with several pilgrims in a cafe would result in my meeting the Suton fami-
ly. A few pilgrims had met the two young men of the family, Zoren and Sardan, earlier.
They'd visited our early morning interfaith prayer service. Pieces of story about the family
floated through our community. Zoren a former soldier fighting in Mostar, was now a city
policeman. His father, Boris, currently an officer in the Bosna Herceg army, was home on
leave.

When | and three pilgrims arrive at their apartment block, all is dark. The electricity had
again inexplicably disappeared. Zoren leads us up with a flashlight. This could be a movie
theater, Zoren the usher, cheerily showing us to our seats, but warning us, the movie will
frighten you.

In the third floor apartment, candles flicker and kerosene lamps burn steadily in the
darkness. The room is small and warm, a long sofa on one side, a few chairs elsewhere,
and the compact kitchen off to one side. As my eyes adapt to the light | see the faces of
the Suton family—the same people who had brought us tea while we fasted and prayed
on Mostar’s west side.

We talk of that day, the cold, the wind, the isolation we experienced, and how glad-
dened we were when the family appeared with tea. Marija and her husband now bring us
tea and cookies. Sorry, she says, dinner has to wait until the we get electricity again. She
sells sundries in one of many small stalls dotting the Mostar streets,. Boris, her husband,
periodically steps onto the porch to smoke a cigarette. He commands 120 men in his duty
area north of the city. He soldiers one day in every three, home for the remaining two.
Their two sons, Zoren and Srdan, live at home. Srdan, 15 years old, is a student at the elec-
trical polytechnical school. Zoren, older by five years, fought in the local war, now guards
abandoned buildings as part of his policeman’s duties in the city.

When the war struck Mostar in 1991 they fled to Zagreb to live with friends. Two
months later they returned to Mostar. Why, we asked, with the destruction and fear here?
They replied, It is our home, we could not stay away. Before the war, Boris assembled air-
planes at the local Boeing factory. Srdan would like to be just like his father, employed as
machinist or electrician in a factory. Zoren once aspired to become a doctor, but now is
unsure of his path. Will the war flame up again? None could answer. It sleeps like a mon-
ster with one eye open, infecting all in its presence with its power.

Monica had warned me that neither Boris nor Zoren liked talking about their war
experiences. So | do not ask questions. Instead, | offer a recent dream about being under
bombardment “Yes,” they exclaim, “that is exactly how it was, the whistling shells, the flash-
es of light, the rattling windows and shaking buildings, that feeling of horror and helpless-
ness, twenty four hours a day.”

They speak of both the smell of war and their hatred for the extreme nationalist Serbs
and Muslims whom they hold responsible for the ravaging of Mostar. Zoren’s woman
friend, a Muslim, was forced with other Muslims from her residence in west Mostar to the
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east sector. They have not seen each other. Despite my not to raise painful memories,
Zoren and Boris, son and father, step nearer and nearer that black hole of suffering and
despair. They are drawn by the powerful magnet of memory. Step too near and you fall in,
never to climb out. Feel the overwhelming power of fear and hatred. The desire to kill.

Then we sing. They sing us Croatian love songs, we sing them North and South
American songs of struggle and solidarity. All of us together sing—or chant—our prayer
for peace: Namu Myoho Renge Kyo. And laughed and laughed, and hugged. They offered
me a bath, my first in weeks, and pleaded with us to remain overnight. “You are here with
us for such a short time, let’s make the most of it."

(February 1996)
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A Letter from a Pilgrim in Cambodia

..13 days into a 24 day walk across Cambodia, probably now past the active war zone.
Little sign of mines (except for the mine awareness display our organizers install at every
lunch and overnight stop), no more shelling sounds, yet a continuing government army
presence...

We rise as early as 3, leaving by 4, or as late as 6, to walk in the relatively cool hours.
Dawn walking is among my most preferred, the light slowly seeping into the sky. We pass
many people kneeling at roadside in candlelight, incense-heavy, awaiting the water bless-
ing. Then a long break for lunch (after breakfast around 7), to rest 3 or so hours during the
most intense heat (up to 115 degrees F) Another 2—4 hours walk to reach the next wat (a
temple complex), a meal, and within one hour, night has surrounded us as we finish our
laundry and shower (water from a small bucket poured over head and body) This is the
routine...

...Last night at our wat | sought the quiet and darkness of the road (many people gath-
er to greet and watch us—not much solitude). The sun had almost set, the sky was gray
with many shades, the air cool,. The country seemed at peace. | felt joy. Five young men
joined me, out of the darkness, one speaking very broken English. Flashing through my
brain was, “This is an abduction by the Khmer Rouge, they’ve got their foreigner, I'm
bound for deep in the jungle, perhaps never to be heard from again.” He said, “Can we
speak English, my friends here want to speak to you. | will translate.” His English was not
too good. He says, “I love America!” And | ask why? He looks dumfounded. | repeat the
question and from the other side of the darkness comes, “Because people have lots of
things. Because of freedom.” This man, slightly older, tells me he is the supervisor of the
other fellows on a road repair crew. We'd noticed the sharp transition from pocked gravel
to fairly smooth asphalt. These six young men are responsible for incrementally extending
the blacktop. They work when the government sends money, otherwise not. They stop
during the rain, which is becoming more frequent. (monsoon’s on the way.)... As simply as |
can, | try to explain: “Yes, many have much, and many more have little. Yes, there is free-
dom—to speak—but you might never be heard. And skin color—yours, for example (he
was very dark as most Cambodians are)—might keep you from getting a job as a road
building engineer even though you are qualified. They insisted, “We love America. We'd
like to live there”

Stories, and impressions and dreams concatenate. Many images: young orange-robed
monks joking and smiling, aging white-clothed nuns walking in silence, their sandals or
thongs shuffling through the gravel, more white-attired figures. These, the “precept-takers,’
men and women who undergo the suffering—and joy—of the dhammayietra...

And now, on a rest day near Phnom Penh, four of us guys ensconced in the AFSC resi-
dence and office, enjoying the shade, the shower, the quiet, the solitude.

We have just left Phnom Penh—so recently fully depopulated and now a screaming
city of some 2 million. Motor bikes, cars, and a few trucks and buses and all with regularly
used horns, jam the roads. | can hardly hear the drums and chanting. The rivers Toule Sap
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and Mekong (Phnom Penh is sited at the confluence of these rivers) provide a respite with
a wide long palm tree-lined park. Now we walk parallel to the Mekong for awhile on our
way to Vietnam.

The monsoons are due soon. We've had a few brief heavy showers, usually in midafter-
noon. often with lightning and thunder, always dramatic and bold. Being outside continu-
ously, | note the evolution: clear sky, slight haze, maybe some soft cirrus, then the thunder-
heads form from the cumulus. More and more ‘til the sky is peppered with them and crash,
dump, drench! Later a slight cooling, much humidity, a clear sky...

We eat well, always food prepared in large quantities by communities local to the wat,
or collected as gifts along the road. Always white rice, sometimes as gruel, or as sticky
sweet banana-flavored rice, always salty dried fish, sometimes boiled fish (very delicious),
a spinach-like green regularly served, along with about five other greens, sweet potatoes,
a crushed roasted peanut garnish. And for confections, a sweet purple gelatinous material,
crackers spread with fluffy white sweet sauce, and fruit. Mangoes are just past season. Lots
of bananas and fruits I've never had. Like one all prickly and pale blue outside with a soft
mushy pear-flavored interior, then a nut.

Many pilgrims (westerners) are sick, the usual problem is diarrhea, sometimes with
fever. Some maybe with typhoid. In some cases hospitalization is needed. Some have food
poisoning. Some are extremely fatigued, just sag into inertia. Heat is a major factor, of
course as is the strenuous exercise. Temperatures up to 115 F but averaging a high of 95.
Distance is between 14 & 28 Km. 2 rest days in 24 days.

The monks spray water on the waiting people using branches they dip into buckets
provided by the greeters. I've seen shock, then joy and gratitude, in the faces of those
blessed. They could be bullet-sprayed, not water-blessed. And the jasmine petals we drop
on the children could be bombs. The line is narrow for Khmer people since they are so
often visited by war.

Today we crossed the Mekong River at a town heavily bombed by the US in the early
‘70s. The area we enter to the Vietnam border was carpet-bombed then. | look for craters.
And hope to keep track in my mind of this history—to deepen my prayer and reflection
and to help us all experience compassion.

| shall enclose for you a lotus petal. They are in season. Vast ponds of lotus float before
us.

I'm very glad to have been part of Dhammayietra but the long walking, threats from
military, iliness, heat and humidity, insects and general noise and tumult of the wats try
my soul. Plus our group is scattered...far different than what we were in Europe. But we
completed the walk and | feel we've made a slight contribution to bringing peace to a
much hurt land and people.

(May 1995, edited by Louise Dunlap and Patricia Watson, reprinted from Peacework,
July-August 1995)
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The Night Before

| returned to the pilgrimage specifically to walk across Cambodia. This is where a
peace-maker ought to be, | believed—in a zone of conflict, possibly helping through
prayer and presence. | hadn't face the reality of that belief until landing in Thailand, one
week before we were scheduled to enter Cambodia. On the first evening back, | heard a
presentation from Yeshua, one of the organizers of the Dhammayietra, Walk of Truth. His
presentation was grim and concentrated on fear—our first remembered fears, an occasion
when we surmounted our fears. Doubt crept into my otherwise confident demeanor.

Later we were asked to find a buddy with whom we'd share responsibility for survival.
We were informed that equipment such as cameras and tape players or recorders were
likely to be stolen by insurgent troops. That we should not carry anything olive green or
camouflage-colored since this might draw fire. To divest of most of our gear because the
trucks available were small and few, we might have to carry our equipment part of the
way. And we were required to fill out an emergency and death form: who to contact, who
would pay for medical and evacuation expenses, what to do with the corpse?

Some talked of avoiding the first week of the three, meeting the walk later at Phnom
Penh, after the walkers had spanned the zone of tension. | thought this might be a good
idea for me. Why risk the peace and justice and photo work | could do later in my life by
subjecting myself to artillery and rifle fire and mines?

Last year's Dhammayietra had been caught in a crossfire between Khmer and govern-
ment troops. One monk and one nun were killed, a score or so were injured, and most of
the westerners had been abducted by the Khmer Rouge. Happily, due largely to the cool
and humorous head of one of the organizers, Liz Bernstein, and her Khmer fluency, they
were unexpectedly released unharmed, losing only their gear. Most abductees never
return.

People spoke of our chant, Na mu myo ho ren ge kyo, along with the drum, as being
our protection. And of fully embraced nonviolence as our only weapon. And monks such
as Brothers Sasamori and Marukami as seasoned and trustable leaders. The western orga-
nizers, Liz, Bob, and Kevin were conflict-tested. The Cambodian leadership, Maha
Ghosananda and Venerable Nhem Kim Teng, were wise and experienced. The pilgrimage
had been in tense areas before—notably Croatia and Bosnia-Herzegovina and the Middle
East—but never with such active fighting. The Vietnam vets among us spoke of us under-
going a form of combat training as preparation.

Of the fifty or so pilgrims in Thailand, about twenty decided not to enter Cambodia,
but to find other venues for their peacemaking, and another ten chose to meet the walk-
ers after the first week. | reminded myself that from the beginning of learning about this
pilgrimage I'd assumed I'd go to Cambodia. I'd found money to return to the pilgrimage
partly by saying to people, “Cambodia, I'll be there.”

How could | not go?

Two nights before we were to cross the border, | had resolved my uncertainty, decided
I'd walk all the way through Cambodia, from the Thai border on the west to the Vietnam
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border on the east, 650 km, and include in my itinerary the region from Poi Pet to
Battambang, an area of some strength for the Khmer Rouge, and one of the most heavily
mined places on earth. 200-300 people monthly are injured and an unknown number are
killed. We were warned to never walk off the road, even to crap.

| slept soundly that night, believing I'd made the right decision. | felt relieved and
uplifted, proud of my courage.

The next evening, our last in Thailand, we had a long outdoor meeting by candlelight,
in the center of a Buddhist temple complex, the pilgrims and organizers sitting in a large
circle, talking candidly of their fears and hopes. We called such a meeting a “process meet-
ing’, where people are encouraged to speak from their hearts. Some were exuberantly
committed, some half-heartedly willing to go, some confused and leaning toward not
going, some certainly not going. | was silent, thinking I'd both decided and spoken
enough privately.

That night | didnt sleep at all. | was once again riddled with uncertainty, confusion,
fear. | was certain only that I'd be injured or killed if | walked through Cambodia. | felt
trapped by my publicly declared aim to walk across Cambodia and by my fear. I'd forgot-
ten pilgrim Dan’s words in the circle: last year,admittedly, some were killed and some
injured, but most were not, most
survived.

All night | observed the flight of the moon, and the whizzing of mosquitoes. | noticed
nuances of the nighttime sky for the first time in my life. | charted the emerging dawn,
how the light changed color and brightness so gradually, the increasing number of bird
calls, how the insects shifted their sounds. | listened to and studied the varieties of snores.
| heard animals shuffling about, sometimes farting. I'd occasionally drift into a light,
dreamy consciousness and could visualize my community and friends horrified by my
efforts to make peace in a war-ravaged land. Some were berating me for my choice to
walk, some for my choice not to walk, some applauded my decision, either one—all simul-
taneously.

Finally, after this mixed agony and revelation, | slid into a deep and surprising calm
state, a well-centered place.

Next morning, as much from a combination of drowsiness and excitement as from con-
viction, | felt ready to walk. | had a good buddy, Robert, who, though blind, was strong and
brave and tested. We'd buddied through Bosnia. | had been selected as a photographer,
the only one with permission to carry camera equipment. The other photographers had
either chosen or been requested not to enter the country. | had filled out my emergency
and death form, not sure at first who to write in as recipient of my body, torn between my
former wife and my current quasi-partner. Or maybe my sister would be the most appro-
priate. | could visualize one of them receiving my remains.

Most of the pilgrims, regardless of their decision, journeyed to the border. | sent a hur-
ried fax to my sister in Alaska, trying to soften the language, but saying, | am clear about
pilgrimaging here but feel some fear. As if it were a baby. | hold it and nurture it and pray
that it—the fear—will transform into something positive.
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Through the streets of the Thai border town, Ban Aranyaprathet, | whooshed by pedi-
cab to find a fax machine, while other pilgrims stocked up on toilet paper and sweets.
Hilarious, | thought, as our last step before our possible demise.

At the border, the not-going pilgrims gave the going ones a rousing sendoff. Corrine
gave each of us a tiny card, picked at random, with a picture of an angel and one word on
it , a predictive word of what role we'd play. Mine: Communicate. We stepped across the
border, drums in hands, chanted Na mu... together and set off, joining the 600 or so
Cambodian Buddhist monks and nuns and others on their fourth annual Dhammayietra.

As one pilgrim put his belief:

Peace begins with me. Not through somebody else! As a person believing in
nonviolence, | must do the peaceful act. What | do will have an influence on
others too. First my family, then friends, then on to a wider circle. Our walk, in
itself, will not bring peace. But our actions as individuals will, through our
friends, families and acquaintances. Through all our efforts peace will be com-
ing very soon.

(September 1995)
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Amputees Don't Meet the King

Why not? Hard to answer, since King Sihanouk—"the king who reigns but does not
rule”—agrees that landmine manufacture and use should be banned, in Cambodia, uni-
versally. Despite his declaration, | observed the following, one rainy day in May in Phnom
Penh.

The fourth annual Dhammayietra (Walk for Peace and Reconciliation) had arrived in
the capital city. We excitedly anticipated our audience with King Sihanouk. We waited as
the red carpet was rolled out, the canopies put in place, the lecterns and sound system
installed. Media people took their places. Rain fell, a storm—this is the beginning of the
rainy season. Rain at last!

Monks and nuns, lay people, and international walkers lined up, in the rain, opposite
the speaker platform. We numbered over 600 persons by this point, our journey nearly
halfway across the country, west to east, on a walk to bring rival factions together in nego-
tiations. Inspirer of the walk and about to speak for us is Maha Ghosananda, the Supreme
Buddhist Patriarch in Cambodia, a regal man in his early 70’s, gallant and smiling as he
strides along whipping water into the faces of roadside people asking for the water bless-
ing. Patiently waiting, he purses his lips in a disarmingly benign manner, and himself
appears the epitome of the sovereign.

What brought us here was a common concern for the Cambodian people, who have
suffered from poverty, corruption, environmental depredation, foreign interference, and
the three decades-long war. Both government and Khmer Rouge personnel have illegally
cut trees, largely to finance their wars. Periodic floods—partly exacerbated by the defor-
estation—and droughts have decreased the rice crop. The nation has no sewage treat-
ment plant, even in the capital, with its over two million inhabitants. The government is
corrupt. In this century, first the French, next the Japanese, then the American, and most
recently, the Vietnamese governments have either occupied, bombed, or destabilized the
country.

As a young man standing between crutches on one leg said as we passed, Last year |
had hoped to see the Dhammayietra but | was sent to the jungle to fight. | lost my leg
there to a mine. Now, he said, looking down at his bandaged stump, | am able to see my
first Dhammayietra.

The King admits the problems of landmines, poverty, and deforestation as he speaks to
us. Maha Ghosananda replies with his timeless message:

The Cambodian people have suffered deeply. From suffering comes compas-
sion, from compassion, a peaceful heart, which makes a peaceful person. A
peaceful person creates a peaceful family, that family a peaceful community,
the community a nation, finally the world, and the universe. Peace begins in
one’s own heart.

A major share of that suffering has been borne by civilians, often farmers, often chil-
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dren. Landmines! More per hectare than anywhere else on the globe. Injuring 200-300
persons monthly, and, because of reporting difficulty, an untold number of deaths. Non-
governmental organizations (NGO’s) and peoples’ organizations have rallied in a campaign
to ban the production and use of landmines worldwide. Our peace pilgrimage includes
displays and lectures about landmines, also a postcard campaign.

A major incentive for me traveling to Cambodia is the photographic work of the
Boston-based, Bill Burke. He’s published several books concentrating on victims of land-
mines in Cambodia. Amputees, the blind, the disfigured. With statistics about widows, chil-
dren, elderly, the relative costs of planting a mine ($3—30) versus removing the mine
(§300—1000), the numbers of mines in other countries like Afghanistan, Mozambique,
Angola, Irag and former Yugoslavia, and the recent rapid increase in landmine use.

I've vowed to include amputees in my photo