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LIBERTY LITERARY WORKS 
(Liberty’s small publishing company)
**”BOOKS IN PRINT: Liberty has reprinted two books about non-violent conflict resolution by other Quaker women: “SAFE PASSAGE ON CITY STREETS”, by Dorothy T. Samuel, and “VICTORIES WITHOUT VIOLENCE”, by Anna Ruth Fry.  Discussions of one or both are possible**“THE ROCK” A 35-minute video written & produced by Liberty based on the true story of a little girl and a bully, “It comes with a Manual for Discussion of Bullying, & is suitable for workshops or classes. 

**“ THE DREAM OF DIXIE’S DINER ” A fantasy of joyous personal & group transformation written by Liberty, inspired by, but going way beyond a true experience of civil rights leader Bayard Rustin, convincing a restaurant owner to serve him.   Options for producing this as a video are being explored, possibly in cooperation with a local school or organization. . Meanwhile, Liberty offers a Dixie workshop/discussion for groups 
******************************************************************************** ********************
LIBERTY’S HOMESICK FOR HARMONY” DISCUSSIONS
Presentations, Workshops, Discussions,, Books & Videos With 

Examples Of Positive Change: (Successes Of Non-Violent Action, 

Of Overcoming the “Us Vs. Them” Sickness  & Finding Common Ground )
HOMESICK FOR HARMONY  (Hints on Help in Healing Hate) Principles And Examples Of 

Success In Overcoming Bias & Division, the “Us Vs. Them” That Plagues Our Human Society 
http://quakerworks.net/LibertyPages/homesick.htm 
BUILDING BRIDGES OVER BIAS THROUGH BOOKS   Facilitated discussion of true stories of transforming fear, anger & false ideas between groups and how they can assist in the quest for interfaith, interracial & international harmony.    http://quakerworks.net/LibertyPages/bridges.htm 
THE ROLE OF TRANSFORMATIVE STORYTELLING
(True or Imagined) IN TEACHING PEACEFUL THINKING 
A positive approach, providing all kinds of stories of successful transformation

away from "Us vs. Them" to "Us Together", affirming the possibility of such. http://quakerworks.net/LibertyPages/transformative.htm
CURIOUS & CREATIVE CONCEPTS FOR CHANGE   Instead of the usual negative approach 

to conflicts & problems by “anti” or “protest” actions, this calls on us to learn about ways 

that create change by positive means. http://quakerworks.net/LibertyPages/curious.htm 
************************************************* **********************************************************
TOXICS INFORMATION PROJECT (TIP)
Liberty is currently the director of TIP, and husband Paul is webmaster.  TIP educates people

on the health effects of toxic chemicals in everyday life & products, & healthier options.

Check it out at: www.toxicsinfo.org.   Especially consider receiving our brief, once a month

TIP TALKS NEWSLETTER. Just contact us at: TIP@toxicsinfo.org to sign up.
EXAMPLE OF ONE TIP WORKSHOP
MYSTERY, MISINFORMATION & MISCHIEF MAKERS AT THE MARKET
What can we do about protecting ourselves, our planet & food supply, from GMOs,

 Pesticides & Factory Farming?  Learn more at: toxicsinfo.org/TIPS_house.htm
“HOMESICK FOR HARMONY”
(By Liberty Goodwin ©2018)
PREFACE:  IMAGES OF HOME
We are born with it, all of us that walk the earth in human form. With a yearning, 

a longing, something inside us that says, "I want, I need, I crave.....something.  I am incomplete... ."Something is missing, and with our first cry we felt the pining 

for it....There is an emptiness inside of us that needs must be filled....For all our earthly days, most of us are on a quest for that elusive something - and we give it various names as we seek: happiness, love, peace, money, success, power...   For me, some time back, my visualization of that which we needs find took musical form.
Anyone who has ever sung with one or more other persons has experienced it - the sense of unity, of a joint happening that brings sweet pleasure.  Its enjoyment depends on the ability of each person to sing each note in a way that will combine with the others in a way that does not jar, that does not result in dissonance.  And when they succeed in this, one might compare the result symbolically to the image of peace - of a state of being in which we are not at odds, where we do not war with each other, but rest easy each in our place.
But my own inner longing tells me that what is wanted, what is possible is more than peace.  And, in my musical metaphor, I find the most perfect expression of that something more... It happens in the moment that, rather than merely singing the same notes, notes that rise sweetly together, adding power and beauty to each other, a new note is heard.  A note is sung different from the others, but not dissonant.  No, it is a note that, with its own special quality and essence, adds something to the whole that brings us to a whole level of joy and fulfillment.  It blends with the others with a kind of unity, but retains its own individuality.  And it is exquisite, to those that have ear to hear.
Whatever technical explanations there are of harmony in music, what it is and how to do it, are beside the point here.  For, I am suggesting that harmony, the bringing to the musical table of a variety of different tones that come together in a rich and consonant whole, is the perfect metaphor for the ideal condition of humankind.
It is more than mere peace, the absence of discord, that we seek.  It is even beyond love, though love is a part of it, and love is one of the powers that can bring it about.  For, as we've all found to our dismay, we can love and still have problems, conflicts - even sometimes brought about by the imperfection of that human emotion.  

Harmony is the joy of singing our own song, freely and honestly, and finding ourselves singing beside and with others who, singing the melody that they in turn were born to sing and delight in, blend their voices with ours in a sublime chorus that feels absolutely right.
\
It is this metaphor that I came to when I chose the title of this book.  For I believe that we were created for this - to find our way to the harmony of souls and lives and gifts that alone will finally fill the emptiness and still the yearning we live with - to feel complete.  To feel we are finally home - the place where we are meant to be and need to be.  It is not, moreover, a static place, an ending.  It is a place that is safe, is loving, is joyous, and a place where we can continue to express all the songs we have in us, together with each other - creating new harmonies - in a sense, a heavenly choir on earth.
Images of home abound - and move us, often to tears.  Consider the power of Martin Luther King's "I have a dream" speech. It brings us in imagination to that place he speaks of, where black and white together will join hands in love.  Interestingly, he includes here a musical reference - to the old Negro spiritual that cries "Free at last, free at last." Not only does this relate to the feeling of bondage, of frustration and unhappiness and hurtfulness we all live with, but it gives us a musical image of home.
This is no coincidence.  Think how people working together, playing together, marching together, are moved to song.  Think how the mother sings her child a lullaby to "lull" him or her to rest. Think of the poignancy of Judy Garland's singing of "Over the Rainbow", and of the song, "Somewhere", in West Side Story". Music is an instinctive part of our life's journey, and one that has power to both evoke images of home and to bring us closer to that place of rightness and joy.
This book, which started in my mind as a book of stories in the mode of "Victories Without Violence", by A. Ruth Fry, has taken on a life of its own.  I'm not sure of its journey, of the roads it will travel, of all the places it will visit. It seems to want to explore the ways in which people have encountered their dissonance with others and moved together toward the harmony for which we are made.  Some of the stories here are "true", that is, they actually happened in the earth realm.  Others are the product of imagination, whether in song, story, television show or movie.  Some show people merely avoiding violence, others depict amazing transformations of distressing situations and/or angry people. All present images of reaching toward home.
It is my fervent prayer that I may follow faithfully the spirit that calls me 

to this work, and that it may give some small assistance on their journeys 
to those on the long road home.  
PART ONE:  THE SPIRITUAL JOURNEY OF FRIEND LIBERTY GOODWIN
(The Lord Works in Mysterious Ways)
(A Bio & Outline for Presentation/Discussion)  © 2019 Liberty Goodwin
Background:  Grew up in NYC with Catholic father & Jewish mother.  Both parents were civil servants, so I was exposed to folks of all nationalities, races, religions.  Diversity was a normal part of my life.  (Also, I chose to go to a Presbyterian Sunday School).  In my early teens, living in lower Manhattan, I often wandered into Greenwich Village and hung out in gay bars there.  (For friendly & safe companionship).
Theater & Racism:  My other early activities included being an aspiring actress, including some time at the High School of Performing Arts and some summer theater activity.  At one time while I was in summer stock near Nyack, NY, my best friend came to me distraught and crying because she had wed a “colored” man and her mother was in a rage about it – harassing her to annual the marriage.  I simply asked her, “Do you love him?” and encouraged her to follow her heart.
Seeking :  After marrying my own second husband, I felt a call to find a spiritual home for myself & my children.  In November of 1968, I decided to check out the Unitarians (because they were said to be "liberal") and Quakers (because they were "different").  I then attended Meeting for Worship in the historic Friends Meeting House in Flushing, N.Y. (Queens).
Finding:  Upon entering the room, I knew I was home.  There was a peaceful hush there beyond anything I had ever felt.  Later, in discussion time before Meeting, I learned about the traditions & principles of Quakers, and claimed them as in tune with my own inner truth.  I never made it to the Unitarians, except as an occasional visitor.  My development as a Friend continued as we moved in 1971 to Connecticut, where I started attending Wilton Monthly Meeting.  I began greater involvement with the life of the Meeting by serving on committees such as First Day School, Hospitality, Peace Concerns.
Fullness & Widening:  On Easter Sunday, 1973, I was moved in Meeting for Worship to clarity about becoming a member of Wilton Meeting, and completed that process in August, 1973.  I began exploring the wider world of Friends, through weekends at the Powell House retreat & conference center, attending New York Yearly Meeting Sessions at Silver Bay, and becoming active in peace and social concerns.  I also began attending the annual Friends General Conference.  
AVP (Alternatives to Violence Project:  Sometime during this period, while in the New York area, I completed training as an AVP facilitator, and continued for a number of years to help lead such workshops in a variety of prisons, as well as two widely different school settings.
Peace, Etc.  From the early to late 1970s, I served on the Peace & Social Action Program Steering Committee of NYYM.  During that time, I founded and served as clerk of the Nuclear Energy Subcommittee, later know as Energy Concerns.  We were able to present and pass a Minute on Nuclear Energy at NYYM via successful negotiation with Friends of differing views to reach consensus.  In Wilton, after founding an organization called United Citizens Against Nukes (UCAN), I went with an affinity group of mostly Meeting members to Seabrook, New Hampshire as part of the Clamshell demonstration against the nuclear plant there. In 1976, I became organizer of the Continental Walk for Disarmament & Social Justice for the area between Bridgeport and Greenwich, in Connecticut.  It was on this walk that I first met Paul Klinkman, who was walking from Boston to Washington. (Later anti-nuclear activities include organizing buses to Washington in the protest following Three Mile Island.
Employment:  In 1979, chatted with a man at an event in CT who turned out to be John Aristotle Phillips Wound up working for him as Research Associate for his organization, FUSE (Fund for Secure Energy), Our purpose was to do research on and provide public education in conservation and alternative energy sources.  I explored all kinds of printed sources and did interviewing of a variety of inventors and scientists.  I also testified at hearings, debated a nuclear industry representative at a local High School, spoke to groups & answered phone queries about energy.
Politics:  Later that year, John Phillips ran for Congress in the 4th District in Connecticut, & I went with him as campaign researcher.  I studied issues, wrote position papers, helped formulate John's stances on issues, & answered questions about them.  I also did active campaigning, speaking to groups and organizing a phone bank.  After John won the primary but lost the November, 1980, election, I continued active in Connecticut politics.  I served as a representative to the State Democratic Convention, & spent the 1981 legislative session as lobbyist for the Connecticut Women's Political Caucus.
Transformation:  In March of 1982, after a series of serious personal upheavals, including injury in an automobile accident, I spent a weekend at Powell House that transformed my life.  I turned myself over fully to God's care and direction, and was rewarded with a beautiful experience of Love and Presence (while in the shower) that I feel was a truly new beginning in my spiritual journey.
Seminary:  As a direct result of this experience, I went to Indiana to study at the Earlham School of Religion in Richmond, Indiana.. (Note:  Prodded by sneaky move by God – being moved out of my CT dwelling - & his provision of traveling income via Circle-A-Word puzzle magazine proofreading.  Under the influence of Miriam Burke and other fine teachers and Friends, I deepened my prayer life and my understanding of theology, psychology and ministry.  However, I struggled to formulate an appropriate Ministry Project, and complete my degree.  I attempted to develop a peace ministry in Wilmington Yearly Meeting in Ohio, but could not shape it to meet school requirements.
Pilgrimage:  In 1983-84, I moved to more active and less academic spiritual activity, I spent 6 months leading a support group at Friends of the Battered in Richmond.  At the same time, I continued taking classes at E.S.R. and helped organize and run a pot-luck community dinner for the poor at a different church each month.  In Spring of 1984, I set out on a journey to seek understanding of the psychology of violence.  I intended to do this at Battered Women's Shelters mainly.  However, as I traveled, I was led to all sorts of places and people that increased my knowledge and enhanced what turned out to be an 18-month-long pilgrimage.
I spoke with psychologists, correctional authorities, people working with batterers, violent sexual offenders in a Connecticut prison.  I walked in the 20th Anniversary March from Selma to Montgomery, Alabama, in company of many who had originally marched with Martin Luther King.  I met with people in the Southwest who were part of the Sanctuary Movement, attended the sentencing of two such in Texas, and the pre-trial hearing of others in Arizona.
I visited the prison in Texas where illegal immigrants were kept, and the Casa Romero in Brownsville where they were given shelter.  I received all kinds of information, from sources such as a psychologist who did work with torturers and a man who ministered to Klu Klux Klan members.  I circled the country twice, traveling in a little Mazda, and with no address but E.S.R., which forwarded my mail to General Delivery.  I picked up hitchhikers and learned from them.  I stayed with Friends, in monasteries, a couple of times by the side of the road.  I was continually sustained by the support and presence of God.
Publishing:  I finally halted my wanderings, in 1986.  I inherited an apartment in Florida, and moved there.  Though I had thought of writing about my journey, I was instead led to publishing a book by another -- "Victories Without Violence" by A. Ruth Fry, an English Friend.  I had discovered it at the Peace House Library at Wilmington College in Ohio, and later met someone who could help me make it available again. \

 I also began doing workshops using the book as a springboard for discussion, at Monthly and Yearly Meetings and at FGC.  On request, I wrote a series of articles based on the concept for a local college paper.
Seminary Again:  Searching for guidance on next moves, I returned to E.S.R. in 1988, and pursued studies in Pastoral Counseling.  I again tried a Ministry Project - in the Addictions Unit at the State Hospital, but though I finished out the year there and learned much, the placement did not work for filling school requirements.  
Publishing Again:  I was able, at the end of my E.S.R. time in 1991, to publish another book, this one by Dorothy T. Samuel, formerly of Baltimore Yearly Meeting, "Safe Passage on City Streets".  I continued to distribute and share stories from both books.
Video Production:  In 1992, I moved back to Florida, this time to Sarasota, where my son Dan was a graduate film student.  I then wrote three stories and screenplays inspired by my books and experiences, and attempted to produce them with film student help.  One, "The Rock", based on the true experience of a Quaker girl and a bully, completed shooting in video format.  Dan later edited it for me for use as a basis for discussion in schools and churches.  I continue to offer it as a DVD packaged with a Manual for Discussion of Bullying.
Future WAVE (Working for Alternatives to Violence in Entertainment:  I spent Spring of 1993 in Santa Fe, New Mexico, working as Research Director for an organization devoted to nurturing the use of non-violent alternatives in the media.  I especially had some success developing a Police Resource Group to advise the film industry.  However, funding ran out.
Spiritual Companionship At Last: In 1993 at FGC in Oklahoma, I was given the gift I had prayed for over many years.  Paul and I, formerly friends and conference buddies, became a couple.  I finally had a companion who fully shared my Quaker identity and commitment to living in the Spirit and working for peace.  This happened through an amazing series of events planned by a very clever God –culminating in my journey to Providence, RI with Paul, my loving soul & life-mate, and now husband.  
Projects During Mid 1990s:  I was still involved with my original Yearly Meeting, NYYM, along with Paul, as part of a task group promoting the use of music there, including music-based worship-sharing.  

I worked with Providence Meeting's Peace Committee doing outreach about the Death Penalty concern.  Paul and I, who have both taken Therapeutic Touch and John Calvi's "Healing Life's Wounds" workshop, were also pursuing opportunities to do Energy Healing.  We coordinated a Healing Center at Friends General Conference (FGC), and were facilitating an Energy Healers' Support Group that met once a month at Providence Meeting.  I was an initiator and co-owner/administrator of Quaker-K, a list on the Internet that started up to give Quaker kids a chance to share with each other electronically (a spinoff from Quaker-L).  I was working on a book called "Vaccine vs. Violence" as co-editor with another Friend, offering 500 suggestions to parents on helping kids deal with a violent world.  
On the Back Burner:  My friend's book had a publisher interested, so put off work on a book of my own called "Homesick for Harmony" and the proposed radio show based on that, to include music, stories and interviews of people making a positive difference in the world.
2019 UPDATE:  I have moved on to focus on leading workshops/interest groups/discussions, which offer examples of the positive transformation of conflict, division, hate & hurt – of the “Us vs. Them” disease that sickens the human species.  The presentations include one called “Homesick for Harmony”, another based on the “Rock” bullying video & manual, and others titled “Building Bridges Over Bias Through Books”, “The Role Of Transformative Storytelling (True Or Imagined) In Teaching Peaceful Thinking” and “Curious & Creative Concepts for Change”.  I’m hoping to offer these, which I have led at various Quaker conferences & Meetings, at other churches – & maybe schools.  I am currently seeking also to develop my story, “The Dream of Dixie’s Diner” (a fantasy of transformation inspired by a Bayard Rustin experience during the Civil Rights era) as a video & manual for discussion similar to the “Rock” bullying video package.  I’m also working to display my transformative materials on the Quakerworks website shared with my wonderful husband/partner, Paul Klinkman (Fellow Quaker and prolific solar inventor).
**************************************************************************************************************
PART TWO – LIBERTY LITERARY WORKS
VICTORIES WITHOUT VIOLENCE
By Anna Ruth Fry, Republished by Liberty Literary

# 62:  A Negro Practices Direct Action, P. 77-78

(A True Story About Civil Rights Leader Bayard Rustin that inspired the 

transformative ”Dream of Dixies Diner” fantasy by Liberty Goodwin)
The following account of a triumph for courageous non-violence is given by Bayard Rustin, then traveling on behalf of the International Fellowship of Reconciliation. (Probably in  the late 1940s)
Between speaking engagements in a Midwestern college town I went into a small restaurant to buy a hamburger and a glass of milk.  I had not been sitting in the restaurant long before I noticed that I was being systematically ignored.  After waiting about ten minutes I decided that the conflict had to be faced. I moved to one corner, stood directly before a waitress so that she could not overlook me, and said, “I would like to have a hamburger.”  
“I’m sorry,” she replied, “but we can’t serve . . . er, er you, er . . . coloured people here.”  
“Who’s responsible for this?” I asked. She made her reply in two gestures—the first indicating a rather buxom woman standing in the rear; and the second, a finger to the lip, an obvious appeal for me not to involve her in any way.  I walked directly to the woman standing near the coffee urn in the rear of the restaurant. “I would like to know why it is impossible for me to be served here?” I asked. 
“Well... well, er . . . “she stuttered, “it’s . . . er . . . it’s because we don’t do that in this town.   They don’t serve coloured people in any of the restaurants.”
 “Why? “I asked. 
“It’s because they’re dirty,” she said, “and they won’t work, and because if I served them every​body would walk out, and then what would happen to my business?”
I took from my pocket a report compiled by the local F.O.R.  Together we thought through many of the facts which explained the juvenile delinquency, unemployment, boisterousness, and other conditions and qualities allegedly peculiar to Negroes.  One by one we eliminated all of the problems which would interfere with my being served, except the economic one.  “Have you ever served Negroes?” I asked. 
“No,” she replied warily. 
“Then why do you believe that doing so would offend your customers?”  I then appealed to her to make an experiment in the extension of democracy.  After some hesitation she agreed to the following terms: that I would sit conspicuously in the front of the restaurant for ten minutes, during which time I would not eat my hamburger, and we would count the number of people who left on my account or who, being about to enter, retreated.  If we saw one such person I would leave myself.  Or if we did not I was to be served.
I waited fifteen minutes. Then she approached me, picked up the cold hamburger, placed a hot one before me, and said simply, “What will you have to drink with it?”  I have been given to understand by Negroes and whites in the local situation that Mrs. Duffy continues to serve Negroes without embarrassment or conflict, which is indeed a courageous thing in the circumstances.
: “THE DREAM OF DIXIE’S DINER”
(A fantasy of transformation inspired by a true experience

of Civil Rights leader Bayard Rustin))

A story by Liberty Goodwin, ©1992, Liberty Goodwin
Once upon a time, in a place out of time, or beyond time, or anyway not in any recognizable time, there was a place called “Dixie’s Diner”. Now, although Dixie’s Diner existed very much in the world of the imagination, that cluttered collage of disembodied ideas, fantasies, odd feelings and eccentric images, it was unlike anything you’ve read about in a fairy tale. That’s because Dixie’s Diner was drab, ordinary, uninteresting, and depressing.  No one would really want to go there, or to imagine it, really, just for fun.
But in dreams, we go to places we would never think of visiting by conscious choice, and in dreams everything can and does change magically and dramatically, sometimes in an instant. And you are now entering the Dream of Dixie’s Diner. Whose dream?  Perhaps that’s for you to say.
It started, as I’ve indicated, as a very dull sort of dream.  Not pleasant, not meaningful.  Not even carrying with it the eerie excitement and fright of a nightmare.  Mainly, it had the personality of its owner, and Dixie Dugan was a woman dedicated to the proposition that the best thing that could happen to her was nothing.
She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, though she did not do anything to enhance her attractiveness. Entering her early thirties, she had been appealing enough to attract not merely one, but two husbands.  However, the first marriage expired from ennui, the second died a grisly and painful death brought on by the spouse’s battering, betrayal, and abandonment.  Dixie had never been a particularly forceful or joyous person, but after this latest experience, she retreated firmly from the world of relationship and human interaction.
She concentrated, instead, on keeping her Diner as a haven of sameness and predictability.  Left her by a more energetic and venturesome set of parents, lost in a car crash, it was her home, her work, her refuge.  Living in a tiny room upstairs, and ordering food to be delivered, she was able to survive without ever venturing into the disordered, threateningly unpredictable and uncontrollable outside world.
Nor would she allow that world to intrude upon her treasured space. Customers of odd or unfamiliar character were not welcomed at Dixie’s Diner. Those of strange races, nationalities, religions, appearance, behavior - in short, anyone Dixie did not feel comfortable with, were discouraged from entering, refused service, in some way turned away, unfed. And the list of those who did not meet her requirements was long, even exhaustive.
Living in an ephemeral world where Civil Rights Laws could not interfere with her quiet dictatorship, Dixie, with satisfaction and relief, if not enthusiasm, simply avoided contact with anyone that she felt might disturb her hard-earned equilibrium.
On the occasion of our story’s beginning, Dixie was just closing the diner for the night. Her regular customers had arrived and departed at their usual times.  Carefully, Dixie went from window to window checking the locks, then fastened the multiple locks on both doors. With a last look at her now-secured territory, she headed up the stairs.
In her little room, deliberately kept simple and utilitarian, she sat for a moment on the bed, trying to compose herself for sleep.  It was at this time of day, alone and without work to occupy her, that she found it hardest not to become depressed by the emotional poverty of her life.  She got up, as usual, and turned on the radio, set to her usual station. Soft, undistinctive “elevator” music soothed her as she started getting ready for bed. She tried, as always, to hum with it as she went into the bathroom to undress and brush her teeth. But, since her pitch was uncertain and her voice likewise, she, as always, abandoned the humming pretty quickly.
Coming out of the bathroom in an incongruously pretty and feminine nightgown, she was caught again by the strains of the music and began to move to it in a few awkward dance steps vaguely recalled from her past life. Then, feeling self—conscious and uncomfortable, she subsided, got into bed and turned out the light. She listened to the music until, finally, she became drowsy enough to drop off to sleep.
In the morning, her brisk, businesslike self, she greeted her breakfast regulars:  Two chatty little old ladies and three blue-collar workers.  The former pecked at some toast and drank coffee, the latter wolfed down hearty fare such as bacon, eggs, potatoes as well.  A friendly young high-school dropout named Sue waited on tables, while a gruff veteran called Kurt was the fry cook.
The days followed one another in swift and repetitive succession.  At lunch, the same chatty old ladies were supplemented by two conservative-looking business people - a man and a woman, who ate at their separate tables and never looked at one another.  Afternoons found the perennial ladies sipping coffee and indulging in cake, along with a teen-aged couple completely involved in each other, but managing to put away several sodas or malts while exchanging their amorous communications.
The blue-collar workers, again hungry despite several large sandwiches consumed from their lunch boxes, would be back again for an early dinner immediately after their shift.  Then, as they headed for Curly’s Tavern down the way for their evening relaxation, a quiet family of mother, father and two children would arrive for their restaurant dinner of the week.  Though it seems certain that this was a once-a-week event, and that there must have been a different family each night, they looked exactly alike that Dixie was never quite sure.  It mattered little - they ordered the same things and tipped the same tip, whoever they might be.
So it went — until the afternoon when, washing the window as the place was temporarily empty, Dixie saw a stranger peering through it at her.  Instinctively, she raised her apron in a shooing motion, saying, “Go away, go away!” although it was doubtful if they could hear her.
They disappeared, but Dixie did not continue her window washing.  “No need to have it so clean that just anybody can look in,” she mumbled, half to herself and half to her staff.  She sat and began to read her newspaper.  The latter provided the only regular excitement in Dixie’s life.  It was exactly the level of stimulation she wanted.  TV or movies were too realistic, too absorbing, too frightening.  But, reading about all the terrible things going on outside was just scary enough to be titillating, but contained enough by the printed word to be quite tolerable.  The only real effect of the newspaper was to confirm Dixie in her determination to keep that messy, dangerous outside world in its place  - away from her Diner.
Though there had been strangers attempting to eat at Dixie’s before, this was the first time in ages that any had appeared there.  The word had apparently gotten around that they were not welcome.  Today, however, seemed to be Dixie’s bad day - she looked up and saw, with horror, two punk rockers open the door partway and peek through it.  She rose, putting aside the newspaper, and started toward the door to eject them, but they laughed and ran away before she could reach them.
Now, a seeming nightmare began.  When Dixie started to sit back down, she felt transfixed on the spot. And faces began to appear and disappear, at the windows, the doors.  Voices called to her from invisible beings, giving orders first for foods from her usual menu, but then, appallingly, for exotic things such as sweetbreads and squid and tamales and borscht.  Caught up for a moment in the horror of it, she at first could not respond.  Then, propelled by the urgency of her own fear, she shouted, “No! No!”  And she pointed like a charging general at the signs which were the only adornment of the restaurant - “We reserve the right to refuse service to anyone”, “Proper attire required at all times”, “No special orders.”  Desperately, she read each of them aloud in a firm voice.  Then she said, trembling but passionate, “YOU ARE NOT WELCOME HERE!”  Instantly, the voices ceased, and all was eerily quiet.
She turned shakily to Kurt and Sue, to find them both looking stunned, mouths agape.  “Did you hear that?” she gasped.  Kurt shut his mouth and began scrubbing his grill, while Sue ran to the door and peeked out.
“I didn’t hear nothin”’ Kurt stubbornly insisted.  “And you didn’t hear nothin’ either.  Don’t go gettin’ funny on us, now, Dix.”
“Wow! Cool!” said Sue, as she gave up looking outside and returned to her stool by the counter.  “That was really weird!  Think it’ll happen again, Dixie?”
“I think,” Dixie said carefully, “that you’d better get to your salts and peppers, so we’ll be ready for dinner.”
“The salts and peppers are full, like always, and our dinner people won’t be here for hours,” grumbled Sue, but slowly went to check them anyway.
Before she could reach even a single table, the door opened.  The three turned nervously to look, but it was only the regular ladies, ready for their afternoon coffee and dessert.  Sue waited on them attentively, the place relaxing into its usual stupor.
It was only a few minutes later that another stranger brought the Diner to attention, by not merely opening the door, but walking right in.  This one was a conservatively—dressed gentleman, but he had a round, flat, black cap upon his head.  Dixie eyed him uneasily, then came to the point. “What’s that you’re wearing on your head?” she asked bluntly.
“That,” said the man, “is a yamulke.  I am a conservative Jew, and it is our custom to wear one.”
“Dixie hesitated, torn between the comforting word “conservative” and the image of the odd looking thing on his head.  As she debated with herself, Kurt took the situation in had.  “Sorry, buddy,” he said firmly, “We’re closed.  We ain’t serving dinner for at least another hour.  These ladies,” he went on with a nod to the regulars, “are the owner’s aunts.”
“Yes, of course,” said the man sadly and meaningfully.  “I see. I should have known.  Well, then - Shalom.”  And he walked out the door.
“Ya gotta be firm with these people, Dix!” said Kurt. You could see right away he don’t fit in.  No point in shilly-shallying about it.”
“I know,” agreed Dixie.  “But he seemed like such a nice, quiet man, decently dressed and all.”
“Except for the hat, Dix.  You can’t ignore the hat.”
“Yeah.  You’re right. I must be a little tired out today, can’t think straight.  That thing with the voices really got to me too.  Made me really nervous.”
“I don’t see what all the fuss is about!” said Sue.  “What was the guy gonna do but eat, pay and leave?  We could use a few more customers  - more money in the till for you, more tips for me. This place is so slow and sleepy it’s like being underwater.  Same few faces every day.”
“Well,” said Dixie strongly. “That’s just the way I like it.  Sure, I’d like to make a little more money,” she admitted.  “But you can’t be too careful today about who you let in your place. You can’t tell what some of those weirdos wandering around might do.  It’s safer to stick with the folks we know.”
But this was apparently not Dixie’s day.  No sooner were those words out of her mouth, but a woman dressed in a decidedly unconservative way walked into the Diner and sat down at a table. When she asked for a menu in an accent which was like none any of them had ever heard, Sue started to happily get one for her. 
 But Dixie, exchanging one glance with Kurt, didn’t hesitate this time.  Moving quickly to the woman, she said,  “I’m sorry, you’ll have to go somewhere else.  We only serve local people here, and you are clearly not from this area.”
The woman looked slightly bewildered.  “I was born three blocks from this place,” she said in her peculiar way of speaking.  “My family has lived here for many years.”
“Never mind that,” said Dixie irritably.  “She pointed to the signs on the wall.  “Out you go!”  And she briskly propelled the woman out the door.
Alas, there was still no peace for Dixie - this time the punk rocker who had peeked in earlier was heard outside the door.  “Go ahead,” he whispered, “I dare you!”  And two long-haired hippie types came sailing through the door.  Sue regarded them with delight, and one of them winked at her. Dixie, feeling very worn, looked imploringly at Kurt.
He responded immediately.  “Where do you think you’re going?” he asked.  “You can’t eat here.” and came after them.  For a few minutes they scattered and had Kurt chasing them around tables as they laughingly avoided him.  Then, making absurd faces as they went, they backed out the door and were gone.
As they left, Dixie broke into tears.  “I can’t take it,” she sobbed.  “Why won’t they leave me alone?”
“Hey, come on, you’re getting yourself all upset over nothing!” said Sue.  “It’s not like somebody robbed you or beat you up or anything.”

“Yeah?” said Kurt. “Well, maybe that’s because we don’t give nobody the chance.  You’re too young to know just how bad things can get, kid.”
“Well,” said Sue, “I almost wish it would get bad.  It might be better than being bored, bored, bored.”  And she flounced across the room to refill the ladies’ coffee.  The latter, who had been watching all the goings on with fascination, began giving her their respective opinions about everything, in detail.
Dixie rose, and slowly headed back into the kitchen.  “Come on, Kurt,’ she said.  “Let’s see about what we’re going to make for dinner tonight.
“You know what we’re going to make tonight, Dix.  Same as we make every night,” he groused.
“Don’t you give me a hard time, too, Kurt,” she replied, as they went out together.  “I’m too beat to argue, right now.”
After they left, the gossipy ladies went on muttering to each other in whispers.  Then, just as Sue had detached herself from them, gotten herself a soda and sat down at the counter, the front door slowly opened, and the whispering suddenly stopped.  Absolute silence fell.
He was young, well—dressed, - and of the race known variously as “Black”, “Colored,” “African—American” or “Negro”, depending on which era you happened to live in.  He had been standing with quiet dignity at the door.  Now he moved easily to a table, and sat down.  The hush in the restaurant continued, as he looked toward Sue and waited patiently to be served.
Sue felt mesmerized, but with a glance at the kitchen reminded herself that she really had no choice in the situation. But she really couldn’t bring herself to confront the man directly.  So she suddenly became very busy, finding chores to do all around the room to occupy herself, but avoiding that one corner where the stranger sat.  It was a help to her in this that the lovebirds came in just then, and she was able to spend some time bringing them their sodas.  
But time went by, and still the man sat there, not moving, but gradually comprehending what was going on.
Finally, a gasp from the ladies alerted Sue, and she turned to find that the man had gotten up and walked over so as to look her directly in the eye.  “I would like to have a hamburger,” he said in deep, gentle tones and impeccable diction.
“I’m sorry,” said Sue, sadly and sincerely.  “But we can’t serve.. .er, er. . .you, er.. .coloured people here.”
“Who’s responsible for this?” he asked.  Sue replied with a gesture toward Dixie, who had just come back in from the kitchen, and was standing toward the rear of the restaurant, by the coffee urn.
He walked directly to Dixie.  “I would like to know why it is impossible for me to be served here,” he said. 
Somehow, her earlier assurance had left her.  As he gazed at her, she found herself stuttering.  “Well...well, er... It’s ..er.. .it’s because we don’t do that around her.  They don’t serve colored people in any of the restaurants.”
His look didn’t falter. “Why?” he insisted.
She found herself feeling more and more embarrassed as she tried to remember the answers to his question.  “It’s because they’re dirty,” she began, looking uneasily at his immaculate appearance, “and they won’t work, and they’re loud, and commit crimes, and because if I served them everybody would walk out, and then what would happen to my business.”
He maintained a peaceful demeanor through this statement, then asked quietly, “What is your name, ma’am?
Off guard and confused, she responded. “Dixie Dugan.”
He extended his hand and, helplessly, she found herself somehow taking it.  “I am Benjamin Rowles, and I am here for a speaking engagement at the local college.  It just so happens that my subject involves some of the misconceptions about members of my race that you have just mentioned.  Why don’t we just sit down and go over some of my data together in the interest of clarification?”  And, before she knew it, Dixie found herself sitting and poring over statistics and reports that she could barely understand.  But Mr. Rowles explained everything to her carefully, and before long, she found that all her arguments had been quietly dismissed and disproven.
All, that is, but one.  The economic question about her business.  “Have you ever served Negroes?” asked Mr. Rowles.
“No,” she replied warily.
“Then, why do you believe that doing so would offend your customers?  Let’s try a little experiment” her proposed.  “You set a hamburger in front of me, and I will sit conspicuously in the front of the restaurant for ten minutes, during which time I will not eat my hamburger, and we will count the number of people who leave on my account or who, being about to enter, turn away.  If we see one such person, I will leave myself.  Or, if we do not, I will be served.”
“Why should I do this?” she said hesitantly, looking automatically toward the grill area, but finding Kurt still absent.
“Why?  Perhaps in the interest of democracy, of truth, of putting bugaboos to rest for your own peace of mind.  Or, maybe the question should be, why not?  If I am wrong, I will go quietly and immediately.  If I am not, you have gained a customer.”
It was as though something inside her could not resist his gentle, reasonable argument, in fact something inside her echoed his statement, “Why not?”  Not quite knowing why, she agreed to his terms.  Setting the hamburger before him, to the utter astonishment of Sue and the ladies, she stood in a rear corner unobtrusively and settled in to wait.  The ladies started to babble, then ran out of steam and sat in silence.  Breathlessly awaiting new developments, they were, at any rate, obviously not about to go anywhere.  The teen lovers remained oblivious to everything, and for several minutes no one moved.
Then, with a bang, the door opened and the three blue collar regulars came charging in. They stopped suddenly, and looked accusingly at Dixie.  Then one of them shouted, “Dixie Dugan, whatever has gotten into you?  Here it is our regular time, and no sign of Kurt ready to get some chow on the grill!  You’d just better get that man and get him moving, or you’ll have real trouble on your hands!  We’re hungry, woman!”  
And with this last remark, they all sat down at their usual table, and banged on it.  “At least sling us some coffee, Sue girl, and stop gawking.!”  And Sue hurriedly went to serve them, while Dixie went into the kitchen and could be heard calling for Kurt.
And still Mr. Rowles sat quietly, the hamburger getting cold in front of him.
Then, like a cold breeze, the presence of Kurt could be felt, as he loomed in the doorway from the kitchen and sighted the man with the hamburger before him.  But as he started forward instinctively, Dixie took his arm and pulled him into the kitchen after her.
“Let it be,” she found herself saying.

“Are you crazy?” he shouted. “We can’t serve one of them!”
“Why? Why, Kurt?  What if we’ve been wrong?  What if all the things we’ve imagined would happen just aren’t real?  He seems — I don’t know.  It just doesn’t seem to make sense to be afraid of him.
“Well, does it make sense to kiss your business goodbye because he seems like a nice man?
“If anybody objects to his being here, he’s agreed to leave.  Kurt, I want to know!” Dixie looked at him earnestly.
“Well, I do know, and I’m not going to let you act like a nut!  I”m throwing that guy out right now!”  He made a move toward the door.
Something snapped in Dixie.  “Who is the owner of this place?” she said sharply, blocking Kurt’s way.  “I don’t like your talking to me like that.  That man out there treats me with more respect than you do!”
Just then, Sue hurried into the kitchen.  “If you’re so worried about the customers, you’d better get to it and feed those three regulars.  They’re getting hungrier and madder by the minute. Here’s the order, Kurt.”  The two women stared the big man down, and, with a growl, he turned to his cooking, mumbling something about, “Let it go, for now, but you’ll see...”
As the women turned toward the dining room, Dixie turned back for a minute, saying, “First let’s have a hamburger with everything, Kurt.  On the double.”  Again their eyes locked, and again Kurt grumpily looked away, throwing the burger on the grill.
“Good going, Dixie!” said Sue as they re-entered the dining room together.
“Maybe,” Dixie replied.  She was feeling rather mixed up.  It felt good to put Kurt in his place. There was also a sense of anticipation, of new life, in the doing of something she’d been afraid to do for so long.  This new customer was undoubtedly the most interesting person she’d served in ages.
On the other hand, she had to keep putting down the familiar fear, the foreboding of some imminent, unnamed disaster.  Risk was something Dixie had not taken since her ill-fated second marriage.  The results of the latter were not encouraging.  And yet - at least she didn’t feel numb, and bored and hopeless.  Perhaps... She reserved judgment for now.
When the hamburger was ready, Dixie herself took it and walked over to Mr. Rowles’ table. Silently, she removed the cold one and placed its just-cooked replacement before him.  Then she looked at him steadily and asked, “What would you like to drink, Sir?”
He smiled at her, a smile of such warmth and happiness that it seemed to radiate throughout the room, only stopping at the kitchen door, beyond which Kurt still lurked gloomily.  The ladies and the blue collar group both felt it, without knowing exactly what it was.  The only reason the lovebirds didn’t notice was because they had felt that way all along.  It seemed as though the very light in the place got lighter, the dreariness significantly dispelled, and an atmosphere of harmony and peace stole through the Diner.
“I’d like a cup of coffee, thank you,” said Mr. Rowles.
“Right away, Sir.”  And Dixie herself felt that smile singing through her as she hurried away, struggling with the layers of anxiety and denial.
As though on cue, a young woman with a small child appeared at the door.  Sue immediately showed her to a table and gave her a menu.  Going to get her a glass of water, she whispered to Dixie, “She looks normal, doesn’t she.  Why not?”
And Dixie, fresh from her first taste of freedom, could not think of a single objection. She just nodded helplessly. All seemed to be all right. She went over to her new customer and started talking to her, admiring the child.  Then, she inquired, “Do you and your husband live around here?”
“Oh, I’m not married,” said the woman.
Dixie blanched, then, looking again at the child’s happy face, caught herself.  “Well, do you and Jenny live nearby?” she said.  The conversation went on.
When Sue looked at her curiously upon her return to the back of the room, Dixie just sighed.  “The little girl is adorable,” she said defensively.  “She’s not to blame for anything, and I just couldn’t do anything to hurt her.”  Sue just smiled and went about her work.
Now, it seemed as though, magically, the small opening in Dixie’s Diner had mushroomed. Within minutes, the hippies returned.  Said Sue pleadingly, “They just like to dress funny, Dixie. They’re good kids. I know them from school.”  And Dixie shrugged and gave way.
When the Jewish man and the foreign - sounding woman returned, together with another darkly attractive lady, it was Dixie herself who showed them to a table.  By this time, the place was so busy that Kurt was too occupied with his cooking to say anything about the way things were going.  In fact, Dixie’s new worry, expressed to Sue, was, “How in the world are we going to take care of all these people?”
Immediately, a slim, pleasant-looking young man entered, seemingly of Hispanic or American Indian background, or both.  He brought with him an aura of joyousness that raised the atmosphere in the Diner another notch.  

“Buenos dias!” he said.  “I am Juan Hidalgo.  I can cook, wait tables, work the register, wash dishes... Tell me what I can do to help you, and I will do it for you.”

Stunned, Dixie didn’t know what to say, till Sue told her, “Dixie, we’re backed up like crazy in the kitchen.  If he can cook, let him!”  At the same moment, two tables started calling for service. 
Rushed & frayed, Dixie just motioned to the man - “There’s the kitchen - if you can cook, go for it.”
“Senora,” he said happily, “You are going to be surprised and delighted.  Cooking - cooking is my gift!”  And he quickly went into the kitchen where Kurt, working frantically, at first barely noticed him as he started helping immediately.
However, as soon as the rush subsided, Kurt became aware of the man busily working beside him.  “What are you?” he demanded suspiciously.  “Chink, Mexican, Indian, what?”
“I am,” said the smiling Juan, unfazed, “the son of a full-blooded Spaniard and the daughter of a Seminole chief.  What about you?  What are you?”  He looked politely interested as he posed the latter inquiry to Kurt.
“I’m an American, that’s what!  And either you’re out of here or I am, bud!” Kurt shouted angrily.
Dixie’s voice from the door caught his attention, and he turned to look at her.  “I think it’s time for you to go, Kurt,” she said quietly, but with conviction.  “I think it’s time.”
Kurt started to splutter something, but then just looked in disgust at her, at Juan, and, opening the door, at the crowd in the dining room.  With a snort of disgust, he removed his apron and strode to the outer door.  “Hey, I wouldn’t wanna work here any more,” he said as he left, slamming the door behind him.
“In the pause that followed, Dixie pondered this development.  Then she said softly, “Oh, dear.  Now we’re short one cook again!”
“Don’t worry, bubula, plenty of people can cook.  Show me the kitchen and I’ll make you food like you never tasted!  Chicken soup with matzo balls, kishke, meatballs...”
“This,” said the Jewish man, “is my wife Goldy, and she is the best cook in the world.”
“Well, maybe not in the world,” said the foreign-looking woman sitting with them.  “Let me in that kitchen, and you’ll taste food that will make you cry, it will be so delicious.”
Dixie flung out her arms in a gesture of release and acceptance.  “Go!” she cried.  “Both of you!  Go!  Cook!  Why not?”  She led the two of them to the kitchen and introduced them to Juan. Then, leaving the three of them talking excitedly, she returned to the dining room.
Now a rush of events seemed to have started.  Every time Dixie turned around, there was another strange person before her offering their talents to her emporium.  First, a young woman carrying a stack of artwork proposed to display them on the walls, “On consignment only — won’t cost you a dime and it will bring in customers, give the place some class!”
As she began her decorating efforts, another young woman appeared.  This one brandished a violin.  “Please, give me a chance!” she pleaded.  “Let me try playing during the dinner hour and see how your customers like it!”  And soon the sweet strains of the instrument floated across the room.
Meanwhile, someone in gardening clothes appeared and began setting a couple of potted plants in strategic places.  And the three in the kitchen took turns putting up new signs for items such as tamales, borscht, and kishke, reminiscent of Dixie’s earlier nightmare experience.  But now, she found herself rejoicing in the changes.
And then, suddenly, the lights went out.  Everyone gasped, but they came on again a second later - and the group gasped again.  In the middle of the room stood a darkly handsome young man dressed in some sort of Russian-looking costume.  From somewhere came the sound of Balkan folk music, and he quickly launched himself into a lively solo dance that left everyone breathless just watching.  He twirled, kneeled, kicked, turned - it was spectacular.  As he finally spun to a stop, the room broke into hearty applause.
Then, silence fell as he turned gallantly toward Dixie, walked up to her and extended his hand.  He drew her reluctant figure to the open space, and gently assumed a social dancing position. Then, softly, the violin began playing a lilting and delicate waltz, and the man gently guided Dixie into its steps.  Slowly at first, then faster and more joyously, they danced, till finally a few other couples joined in.
As the waltz came to an end, all paused, unsure what to do next. But, as the light of sunset began to fill the room, and the sense of transformation became overwhelming in the Diner, one of the hippies leaped onto a table.  “Let’s jam!” he cried. And instruments appeared out of nowhere, and people played on spoons, beat on tables and joined in, as an exuberant rock tune came bursting out.
And now, the Dream of Dixie’s Diner, fully colored and alive with singing and dancing and exotic people and foods and art and plants, reached its height. One by one, the people, starting with the hippies, then Dixie and her partner, Sue and the customers, began to ROCK! The three cooks came out of the kitchen and joined in. And finally, as though the spirit of it could no longer contain itself, they poured through the doors of the Diner out into the street, and danced merrily on into the sunset.
Did they live happily ever after? Truthfully, I don’t know. But, then again, “WHY NOT?”
TWO ACTIVITIES THAT CAN BE INCLUDED IN WORKSHOPS

 ON THE DIXIE’S DINER STORY/WORKSHOP,

 OR OTHER DISCUSSIONS OF OVERCOMING US vs. THEM.
“THE DREAM OF DIXIE’S DINER”
(AN “OUT OF THE BOX” GAME OF TRANSFORMATIONAL ENCOUNTERS)
Busting Bogus Barriers, Building Beautiful Bonds

Changing a world of division to one of harmony – one encounter at a time.

Play by brainstorming, writing telling or acting.

Imagine or improvise people coming together with hugs, not hate.

Go beyond bias and barriers to common ground.

Tell your own story of change or imagine one.

Choose a story from materials provided & explore, explain or expand on it.

Redefine the dynamic by imagining yourself in the other guy’s role.
POSSIBLE SCENARIOS TO IMPROVISE
**STUCK IN AN ELEVATOR AT MIDNIGHT – NO CELL PHONE SERVICE

**LOST IN THE WOODS  **ON A DESERT ISLAND  **LOCKED IN A JAIL CELL
POSSIBLE CHARACTERS:  Gay Dancer and Fundamentalist Preacher, 

KKK Wife and African American Female College Professor,

Rabbi and Al Quaeda Recruit or Tea Party Member and Occupy Activist
QUERIES:  What are the possible common concerns and ideas of the differing people.

*******************************************************************************************************************
FROM THE ALTERNATIVES TO VIOLENCE PROJECT
THE “LET’S GO SWIMMING” GAME
The group is asked to divide up by self-selecting one of three categories:

“PLUNGER”, “WADER” or “TESTER”.
Then, each group discusses how to describe themselves and the other two groups.

A sharing session ensues, during which everyone discovers how they have managed to categorize their group in positive ways & put down the others!  This is especially interesting and educational because before the exercise, nobody even thought of themselves in this way.  
Now, the “Plungers” think they are brave and daring, 

the Waders are stodgy and the Testers wimps.  

Testers think themselves as wise and cautious, 

while  the “Plungers”& Waders are foolhardy and precipitous.  

The Waders believe they are steadfast and forward moving.
ALTERNATIVE OR FOLLOW-UP:  HAVE THE PARTICIPANTS

SPEAK OF THE POSTITIVE ASPECTS OF THE OTHER GROUP
******************************************************************************
CONTACT:  Liberty Goodwin, 401-351-9193, or E-Mail: friendliberty@quakerworks.net, If interested in possible use of this story or its script version for discussion, performance, school or workshop (& improvisation) opportunities.  NOTE:  Liberty is now considering  creating a video of the story, then offering it as a DVD & Manual for Discussion package.

(She has previously done this with “The Rock” her  story about bullying).

******************************************************************************************
“VICTORIES WITHOUT VIOLENCE”
PREFACE TO THE AMERICAN EDITION
There was a little city with few men in it, and a great king came against and besieged it, building great siegeworks against it.  But their was found in it a poor wise man, & he by his wisdom delivered the city.  Yet no one remembered that poor man.  Ecclesiastes 9-14-15.
We live by certain assumptions about human behavior that appear logical and self-evident.

We assume, for example, that physical force “works”, if we’ve got enough of it, for our own protection.  So, many people buy guns for their homes, and we stockpile large numbers of weapons for national defense.
Yet statistics show that people with guns in their homes are far more likely to be injured or killed than those without them.  And our billions of dollars of military hardware not only haven’t made us feel secure, but in numerous confrontations (such as hostage situations), we have been helpless to protect our citizens abroad.  Even when violence succeeds in the short term, it tends to have side effects and long-term results that promote further conflict.
The true stories in this volume give evidence that there are patterns of human behavior, repeating over, that defy the conventional wisdom about the nature of power.  They challenge our assumptions about the outcome of confrontations between people of unequal strength, revealing that oftenthe “stronger”  does not prevail.
Though this book was first published many years ago, it is in no sense dated.  Ruth Fry’s introduction is a concise gem that rings as true and wise today as the day it was written.  Moreover, the reappearance of similar events during so many different times and places suggests that they may reveal universal truths.  Ruth Fry revised the book and added new stories for more than a decade.  In the course of over a year’s recent research on the psychology of violence, I myself have learned of many comparable stories.
As I read these accounts, I am struck by the innate ability of people to surmount at times the challenger of conflict and violence – and to use the rarely recognized human potential for overcoming violence without using it.  We are shown here that there are forms of power that we have been ignoring or downgrading for centuries, that physical force is not the last word in human affairs.
Some may perceive this power as psychological, others as spiritual.  It is not necessary to agree on its origin to recognize that some sort of nonviolent energy was functioning through these individuals.  We can see that there are ways to respond to violence that not only may halt the attack – but may even transform the hostility in the situation so as to replace an enemy with a friend.
In bringing out this first American edition, it is the publisher’s goal to make available again a valuable source of historical & psychological data about human behavior in conflictual situations.

We hope it contributes to the already growing interest and energy being devoted to finding different ways to deal with ancient problems – ways that are more effective, less violent and destructive, and that have positive results that endure.
In further pursuit of this goal, I invite comments and questions about the book or the subjects of violence and conflict resolution.  I am especially interested in additional stories of similar nature.

(Not necessarily as dramatic!)  My research goes on with the hope of promoting greater understanding and use for these alternatives – through speaking and writing, and leading discussions in a variety of forums.
Jennifer Liberty Goodwin, Liberty Literary Works
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A story, video, and manual for 

discussion of bullying.
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SYNOPSIS
Based on a true experience.  “The Rock” is a video adapted by Liberty Goodwin from her short story of the same name.  The opening scene takes place on a Thursday morning.  Clay, a somber—faced boy of 13, is seen on a little beach which is his favorite retreat, throwing a rock into the water.  He wades out to retrieve it, and puts it in his pocket.  Leaving, he emerges from the beach path and walks in front of Jessica, a nine—year old girl, riding her bike to school, who barely avoids hitting him.  He stands and gives her a dirty look, then stalks off.
In the next several scenes, we learn of both the characters’ home lives.  Jessica is nurtured by two warm and loving parents, who take an interest in what she does, read stories to her at bedtime, and encourage her study of the violin.  Clay’s mother is a woman who has been through much stress, is struggling to keep her second marriage going, and withdraws from dealing with Clay’s problems because of her inability to cope.  Clay’s stepfather is unable to relate to Clay.  There is little interaction between the three, and Clay spends much of his time alone in his room.
Friday afternoon, in the schoolyard, we see Clay being teased by some other boys about his lack of athletic ability and difficulty keeping up with schoolwork.  They leave, but Clay returns to practice throwing a basketball.  Jessica and her friend Jennifer, leaving orchestra practice, are giggling together as they walk by, and Clay thinks they are laughing at his awkwardness.  He chucks the ball at Jessica, suggesting she see if she can do better – and she makes a basket.  He goes off in disgust.  At home, his mother complains about the loud music on his radio, and he retreats to his beach.  There, Jessica comes upon him, having decided to explore the beach path.  He chases her off with a war whoop.
Monday afternoon, knowing that Clay has been kept after school.  Jessica and two friends decide to go to the little beach and play with a beach ball.  But Clay follows them, grabs the ball, teases them and throws the ball into the bushes.  Retrieving it, Jessica discovers a shell mosaic, and the girls speculate on whether Clay was the one who made it. 
Clay arrives home and fights with his mother, who refuses to go to school to meet with his teacher.  Jessica, very curious about Clay, is outside listening, and Clay sees her there.  When she goes home, she wonders about Clay with her mother.  Later, she plays her violin for her father, who then reads her a bedtime story.  Clay, now curious about her, is lurking outside, and, feeling jealous and resentful, takes her bike and hides it.
During the next few days – Tuesday to Thursday – Clay harasses Jessica, who is now walking because of her missing bicycle, on her way to and from school.  He mimics her violin playing, dogs her footsteps, kicks rocks and cans past her, pops out at her and stares at her.
By Thursday afternoon, Jessica, very upset, comes home crying to her mother for help.  Her mother, realizing she is only frightened, not hurt, tries to help her understand Clay’s behavior and find a way to deal with it herself.  Later, she and Jessica’s father discuss the situation, with the mother urging that they encourage Jessica’s independence.  Later, however, we see a dark figure hovering worriedly at the door to Jessica’s room.  It is her mother, and, finding Jessica still awake, she sings her a lullaby to soothe them both.
The same evening, Clay, in his room, listens to his mother and stepfather arguing about him.  He slips out and watches from the yard as their fight continues.  When his stepfather presses to have Clay sent away to school, and his mother agrees, Clay runs off to his beach.  Leaning against a tree, he falls asleep.
Friday morning, Clay wakens and goes to wait for Jessica.  She talks to her father about her fears as she leaves the house, but he is as uncertain as she about what can be done.  At least, since her bike has been found, she no longer has to go on foot to school.  Nevertheless, Clay intercepts her on her way.  He shows her the rock, jeeringly suggesting she try to catch it.  She speeds off.  Clay returns to the beach and spends the day in an orgy of building in the sand.
After school, Jessica works up her courage in a talk with her friend Jennifer.  She rides determinedly past where Clay is waiting for her, and impulsively sticks out her tongue at him.  Infuriated, he throws the rock at her.  Stunned that he actually did that, she gets off her bike, walks up to him and confronts him.  Looking him in the eye, she challenges him as to whether trying to hurt a little girl is what he really wants to do, whether this is really the kind of person he wants to be.
Clay breaks down in confusion and embarrassment, and flees to the beach.  He throws himself down, sobbing.  Jessica has picked up the rock, and started toward home, but can’t resist coming down the beach path to see if he is there.  She sees him crying, and realizes that, as her mother had said, his bullying was really a facade to cover up his own weakness.
********************************************************************
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ADDITIONAL RESOURCES RELATING TO BULLYING AND CONFLICT RESOLUTION

REQUEST:  If anyone who reads this knows of someone else who has had an experience of handling a bully successfully, I would like to hear about it.    Please contact me at libertyliterary@quakerworks.net
 BULLYPROOF

A 10-step violence prevention program built around a play and puppet show.   

Contact:  Arthur Kanegis & Molly Post 

Future WAVE, Inc.  (Working for 

Alternatives to Violence in Entertainment) 

PMB LM–014, PO Box 189003, 

Coronado, CA 92178–9003

E–Mail:  arthur@bullyproof.org 

Web Site:  www.bullyproof.org 
CHILDREN’S CREATIVE RESPONSE

TO CONFLICT (CCRC)
Contact: Priscilla Prutzman, Director

523 North Broadway, Box 271, Nyack, NY 10960

(914) 353–1796, E–Mail: prisjudcrc@aol.com  

Web Site:  www.planet-rockland.org/conflict
WORDS CAN HEAL

Media & Educational Campaign
156 West 56th Street Suite 1201.

New York, NY 10019: Tel. 212–713–0300, 

Email: info@wordscanheal.org 

Web Site:  www.wordscanheal.org




SUGGESTED QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION\\\\

ABOUT “THE ROCK”
Why did Clay run away?   How was Jessica able to confront him?  Would you rather be Clay or Jessica?

What should Clay’s parents have done with him?  Do you agree with what Jessica’s Mom told her?

What else could Jessica or her parents have done?    Would that have worked?

Does anybody in the video remind you of someone you know?
ABOUT BULLYING
Have you ever been bullied?  Have you ever teased someone?          What was the result?

What thoughts/feelings go through a bully’s head?               Are bullies tough or cowardly?

 Do bullies often get bullied themselves by others?    Do you think bullies are born mean?   

 If not, how do they get that way?   Do they feel good about themselves/about bullying?

   Do you know anybody who doesn’t get bullied despite  being small or weak?    Why not?

               Did you or anyone you know ever get a bully to stop?    How?

                 Does threatening someone usually cause them to back down?

Does it sometimes make things worse?  Are there times when the smartest thing is to run away?

Ever try “time–outs” when in a conflict?    Does that help?  What could adults do that would help?

What could other kids do that would help?
THE REAL STORY BEHIND THE ROCK

[image: image3.jpg]


In the early 1980s, I made a kind of pilgrimage around the U.S.A., trying to learn about the psychology of violence and non–violence.  While in Utah, I stayed with a Quaker family who told me about the experience of their daughter, Maia, being harassed by a bully at the age of six.  The boy, about eleven years old, threw rocks at Maia as she was coming home from school.  After much discussion with her parents, the little girl, with amazing courage, confronted the boy.  She walked directly up to him, saying, “Okay, here I am!  If you really want to hit me, you’ve got a good shot at me!  Is that what you really want?”  And the boy ran away.

I am most grateful to Maia’s parents, Mike and Kerry Travers, for their cooperation in the making of this video.  Their daughter’s story gives the weight of reality to the belief of folks like me that non–violent responses can actually work in conflict situations.  Special thanks go to Maia herself, for being a remarkable young person who stood up for herself and set an inspiring example for others, and for her gift of some of the music used in this production.  As the credits show, several violin and piano pieces were performed by Maia.  Gratefully, Liberty Goodwin, Writer/Producer, “The Rock
COMMENTS FROM LIBERTY G::   One of the main things I've focused on in my research is stories of people's experiences coming through violence or conflict safely without being violent themselves.  I have analyzed these stories to try to figure out what caused the successful outcomes.  Frankly, at first I was astonished and skeptical about some of them – muggers running from little old ladies, or giving money to a turban–clad Sikh instead of robbing him?  A six–year–old girl confronting a big 11–year–old boy and getting him to stop throwing rocks at her?  The latter experience, which I heard about from the girl’s family in Utah while staying with them, is the basis of, and inspiration for, “The Rock”.  As I continued my research, and found the same types of behavior reported by people in widely different circumstances and places, my disbelief ebbed away.   I identified a few principles that turned up over and over again, and summarized them in an outline for a book I'm working on, called Homesick for Harmony.
In any case, like the man dangling from the cliff, any problem situation requires the courage to take action, and a willingness to try something different.  I once volunteered in a mental hospital addictive services unit where they had a sign: "Insanity is doing the same thing and expecting to get a different result."  Our culture of violence has not gotten us good results.

To some extent, what we read, watch, sing and hear helps mold our world views, our concepts of the way things are and what is possible.  Unfortunately, there's a preponderance of voices in the various media telling you why you should be afraid, angry, in despair – and violent.  Yet, if one seeks, there are numerous impressive examples to be found of desirable behavior in relationship to human conflict.  What I want to share with you, through some of these positive models, is hope – a hope based on reality, and knowledge that can help that hope bear fruit in all our lives, in more peaceful homes, communities and world.

 “The Rock” is a resource for those who want to help kids to deal more effectively with their feelings, the difficulties in their lives, with bullies and with conflict.  Though details of the video are fictional, it is a fact that in the real world a younger, smaller, weaker girl did confront a bigger boy who was bullying her and caused him to stop.  And that she did it by using the courage, the surprise, and the appeal to his inner humanity that is described above and depicted in the video.  My desire is to continue the quest for better understanding of how that can happen.  It is in that spirit that I have provided these materials as a catalyst for discussion.

**

*************************************************************
STORIES ABOUT HANDLING BULLIES
***************************************************************
FEED YOUR ENEMY
A schoolboy named John was the constant target of a local bully named “Bob”, who especially liked to jab him from behind in class.  He and his family considered walking away–it didn't work because the bully felt he had "won" and continued the attacks.  They considered fighting back–discarding it not only for reasons of principle, but also because the son hated the thought of getting beaten up.   Finally, John’s seven–year–old brother mentioned an old teaching:  "Feed your enemies."  This idea seemed ludicrous at first, but they became more excited about it as they discussed what it could mean.  In the end, the "victim" decided to bring a bag of jelly beans to school. The next time Bob started to annoy him, John pulled out the candy and dropped it on Bob’s desk.  This so surprised the bully that he stopped the attack, took the jelly beans and didn’t jab John for the rest of the day.  Eventually, he and John became friends, with the whole family contributing to teaching the former bully something about how to get along in the world. 
*PARENTS CAN LEARN, TOO
When Josh, our second born, attended fourth and fifth grades we had constant problems with one particular family with two boys. These two brothers, one in his grade and one in sixth, beat on him and teased him non–stop.  Since Josh was a mile from school, it was difficult for him to avoid these boys.  The older one had already been in the local jail for juvenile delinquents a couple times.  The principal's answer was to let Josh leave 15 minutes early for a head start (that fellow, thankfully, is no longer there).  One day Josh called from a local phone – he'd been thrown into the river by a group headed by these brothers.
We tried the following:  we left a note with their father to come to our house, with the boys, (or we would contact the police about the incident.)  They all three came.  The father wanted to hold his sons so that Josh could hit them, thus teaching them their lesson, or he would whip them good with his belt right then & there.  Dennis and I explained our faith and our peace testimony, that as Quakers we didn't feel either of these were options, that we felt there was good in every person.  We also explained that Josh too was a part of God, and had a right to walk home without being picked on.  Two hours later, after much talking, they left.  Josh no longer had any problems.  In fact, while they didn't necessarily become friends, Josh did occasionally walk home with the younger brother, and no one bothered him when the older brother was around.
THE GREAT AIRPLANE WAR CO–OP
(Copyright, Jan. 1995, Liberty Goodwin)
It was a Quaker Conference.  Should have been peaceful and loving – but in the 2nd graders’ activity group, a solid, dark haired boy, whom we will pseudonym Bill, was expressing absolute fury in terms that did not fit anyone's pacifist framework.  Another kid had, for reasons not explained, taken Bill’s newly–made paper airplane, ripped it up and thrown it in the trash.  Now Bill, between darts at the second boy, who we'll call Pete, was proclaiming all the extremely violent things he intended to do to him.  He expressed hate, anger, and the desire to do unto Pete as the latter had done to the airplane.
Coming into the situation, I was, as a longtime advocate/student of non–violent alternatives, a little intimidated.  Could I really practice what I'd been preaching for so long?  I plunged in, and started by encouraging Bill to continue to express how he was feeling, but detaching the feeling, and Bill, from any actual physical manifestation of it.  I assured him that it was natural to be angry at what had been done, and just listened for a while as he vented his hostility.  When he had calmed somewhat, I turned to Pete, asked him why he had trashed the airplane.  He didn't really know.  I asked him to think about how he would feel if someone did that to his airplane, and tuned in to some sympathetic and apologetic feelings from him.  
Finally, I asked if he might try to make it up to Bill by making Bill another airplane.  He said he didn't know how to make one.  At this point, to my surprise and delight, Bill intervened with the suggestion that he could show Pete how to do it.  They then proceeded to go off and work on a replacement plane – actually, Bill was doing it and explaining it to Pete.    Later, the two of them could be seen playing happily together with the airplane Bill had made.  They got along fine the rest of the morning – and had no more hostile confrontations for the rest of the week.    This whole incident was amazing and wonderful to me, because I have rarely seen a kid as angry and bent on violence as Bill was – and the turnaround to friendship was breathtaking.    My conclusion is that there really are techniques that can work to achieve reconciliation and forgiveness in many situations.  They include listening, affirming feelings, not trying to initiate sweetness and light too soon, not trying to force a solution, using questions to connect antagonists with each other's thoughts and feelings, and seeking a win–win solution, possibly involving restitution of some sort by the offender.
PRINCIPLES OF NON–VIOLENT RESPONSE:

1.  SURPRISE/CREATIVITY: The first step in change – the potential victim does something unexpected, forcing the aggressor to stop a minute and think about it.  Result: Window of Opportunity.

2.  COURAGE:  Great courage is needed to approach an adversary without weapon or threat.  Sometimes it impresses the other enough to transform the situation all by itself.  

3.  HOPE/SEEKING THE GOOD: The realization that a measure of good lies hidden in the other empowers one to reach out to him.  His potential to respond offers the possibility of change for the better.

4.  YOU GET WHAT YOU GIVE: The same words can bring an opposite reaction if said in different ways.  Peacefulness and respect are contagious.

5.  WORKING FOR A WIN–WIN SOLUTION: Using sensitivity, active listening, understanding, clearness, honesty, openness, caring, and sometimes firmness to reach a mutually acceptable resolution to the conflict.

6.  TRANSFORMING LOVE:  The greatest power for change in any human being is real, accepting, unselfish love.  It can touch the other in a miraculous way, bringing harmony in its wake.

Obviously, not all of these will happen in every situation  Carrying out numbers 5 & 6 are quite difficult.  However, even just #1, which I call the “Surprise Effect”, can often be enough to provide a remarkable shift of events.

THIS TIME THE LAUGH WAS WITH, NOT AT, CARLOTTA
Carlotta was game.  But she was getting sick of being laughed at.  The fact that her seat was up front made her an easy target for spitballs that sometimes really hurt.  Not her skin so much as her feelings.  Because her high school was one of the first to be integrated in this part of the South and because she was the only Negro in the class, she understood that history was being made here.  How she would respond to the challenge was therefore important.  
So far, whenever one of those juicy missiles, generally with a bit of metal inside, smashed into her cheek or forehead, she had managed to keep control of her temper.  Of course, her heart would beat faster.  But by a sheer act of will she had been able to conceal this from her white classmates.  The trouble was, seeing her react as she was trying so hard to do with all this self control, they might be coming down with the idea that she didn't have feelings the way they did.  
At the training group in one of the churches Carlotta told about her problem, explaining that, although she was determined not to strike back, it was getting her down so much that sometimes as she was wiping off her face after one of these assaults and the class would laugh uproariously, she just wanted to crawl out of the room and never come back.  
Fortunately, Jim Lawson was her coach.  He was older and he had gone through ordeals tougher than hers, meeting the insults with intelligence as well as courage.  He himself was curious as to what would happen if Carlotta, next time a spitball came her way, made an original, dynamic reply, instead of the usual tense and too negative one.  He made a surprising suggestion.
She liked it so much that she rehearsed the possible steps again and again in her mind.  Within a few days the chance came to test it out.  The spitball missed her.  Picking it up from the floor, she took it back to the obviously guilty person.  With all the charm she could muster, she laid the spitball down in front of him and smiled, saying, "This is yours, isn't it?" To her surprise she was able to walk back to her seat without looking in the least embarrassed.  The class howled with laughter.  Not at Carlotta, however
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