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w~ich all evil and sin and disobedience in all ages and all cultures 
~Ill ~e overcome .... Obviously, the Christian peace testimony 
IS an mescapable corollary and expression of love without limits . . . 
tho~e. called to live peaceable revolution and fight the Lamb's War 
envision a new humanity, new heavens, a new earth, which they 
see already coming to birth."10 

In 1667, Robert Barclay, a young Scot, joined Friends, "not by 
strength of argwnents . . . for when I came into the silent assem
blies of God's people, I felt a secret power among them, which 
touched my heart." Yet it wasn't until 1968, when D. Elton True
blood, Professor at Large at Earlham College, published Robert 
Ba1'clay after a lifetime of research that a full-length interpretation 
of this scholar's works appeared. 

"As .iro~, sharpe~eth iron," Barclay wrote of the Meeting for 
Worship, the seemg of one another, when both are inwardly 
gathered unto the life, giveth occasion for. the life secretly to rise, 
~nd pass from vessel to vessel. And as many candles lighted, and put 
m one place do greatly augment the light, and make it more to shine 
forth, so when many are gathered together into the same life, there 
is more of the glory of God, and his power appears to the refresh
ment of each individual."11 

41 Quaker Hospitality 

The Friends Meetinghouse in Cambridge, Massachusetts, stands 
between Craigie House, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow's Brattle 
Street home, and the Charles River. Of warm rose brick with 
white trim and a slate roof, overhung by trees, the Meetinghouse 
hovers close to the earth. Inside, there is nothing to divert the 
eye except the view through the clear windows of a wide lawn, 
oaks and sycamores. There is no altar and since Cambridge Friends 
do not have a pastor, no lectern. The traditional Quaker benches 
are ranged around a fireplace. 

At the end of the hour of worship on First-day (Sunday), Eighth 
Month (August) 11, 1g68, there was none of the handshaking with 
which Friends customarily break Meeting.1 Instead, a Harvard pro
fessor, acting as Clerk, introduced to the assembled Friends and 
attenders Frederick Rutan, who was, the Clerk explained, absent 
from the army without leave because he could not, in conscience, 
go to Vietnam. 

Frederick-he preferred to be called Eric-was sitting on one of 
the front benches beside a tall, white-haired Friend with handsome 
features and outdoor coloring-a beautiful woman, as Quakers say, 
although they are not referring to externals but to the spirit shin
ing through a face. In this Friend, inward and outward beauty 
were uncommonly joined. 

Eric stood up to acknowledge the introduction. He was tall, lik
able-looking. His army crew cut had hardly grown out enough to 
alarm anyone. When he sat down again, he glanced at the tiny, 
unruffled girl on his other side. His mother was in the row behind. A 
widow, she had come alone to this strange place to see her fugitive 
son. 

Meeting had not been broken, the Clerk explained, because 
Friends intended to continue worshiping in support of this objector 
to war as long as he remained among them. Then the Clerk read 
a statement authorized by the Monthly Meeting: "We who oppose 
all war are associating ourselves with certain young men who have 
refused to comply with the draft or to fight in Vietnam. We are 
citizens of this country whose just laws and democratic way of life 
we are deeply committed to preserving. Even such laws as seem 
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to us harmful and unjust are normally observed by us, even while 
we seek to bring about their repeal by lawful and democratic 
means." The Clerk glanced toward the door, as if expecting the 
police to burst in. "Our objective," he read on, "in extending our 
hospitality and support to these men who face arrest and prosecu
tion, is to convey to them a measure of encouragement. For though 
many of them do not fully share our beliefs and ideals, we are 
satisfied that their disobedience is motivated by genuine principles 
and ideals which command our respect." 

Nodding at Eric, the Clerk indicated that this was the moment 
for his statement. The Meetinghouse was crowded right up to the 
last bench, but the intensity of the silence as Eric stood fumbling 
with his papers was almost audible. 

"My name is Frederick Newman Rutan," he read, "age twenty
two. I have been in the Army for ten months. My present rank is 
Specialist Fourth Class. But I have been AWOL since June ninth 
at which time I was supposed to report to Oakland Army Base to 
be transported to Vietnam." He spoke harshly of the army and 
what it demanded. "Therefore, it is a happy moment for me," he 
said, looking far from happy, "to accept sanctuary in order to take 
a stand against the war." 

For ten months, he had been under military discipline. For two, 
he had been hiding, no one knew where, and sick. Suddenly, he 
was standing before a couple of hundred sympathetic people, de
claring views he had long been obliged to suppress. At the same 
time, he was presenting himself for arrest. Bewildered, obviously 
not accustomed to speaking in public, he still communicated deep 
sincerity. He had, he said, attended Eastern Nazarene College in 
Wollaston, Massachusetts, his home town. At the end of a year, 
he dropped out. "I just wanted some time to put my life in order 
and find myself." He was immediately drafted. "I was very confused 
and bitter. I definitely wanted to avoid the possibility of having to 
kill." He thought he could do this by enlisting. When he got into 
the army, a soldier who had been in Vietnam told him about the 
killing of children, which he had witnessed. Eric decided to apply 
for CO classification. "I wili be taken back to the Army," he con
cluded bitterly. "I want all to see that the Army cannot stifle free 
and opposing attitudes just because it represents an imposing and 
oppressive authority and makes it damn difficult and sacrificial to 
try and buck it." 
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When Eric sat down, the Friend beside him Hashed a quick, 
reassuring smile his way. 

Reflecting on what he had said about the killing of children in 
Vietnam, a number of people recalled the article that had recently 
appeared in Look, "To Make Children Whole Again," which de
scribed the Quaker Rehabilitation Center in Quang Ngai. Heart
rending pictures told the story of children whose arms an~ legs 
had been blown off by artillery shells and land mines. An onental 
madonna-like face, sorrowful, patient, bore the caption, "Who dares 
say what thoughts are in the mind of a 12-year-old girl as she 
watches her own artificial leg being made?" 

A young man had got to his feet and was explaining that he 
was a divinity student; that he spoke for the New England Resist
ance, the group to which Eric had appealed while he was in hiding 
and which had asked Cambridge Meeting to help him. Other Re
sisters, mostly men and women in their twenties, sat near Eric, 
also encountering Quaker worship for the first time. Their spokes
man communicated their determination to oppose the war by 
combining "moral opposition with physical obstruction," a tactic 
repugnant to Friends. "So, as we say," the divinity student con
cluded, expressing disappointment, "we do our thing and the 
Quakers do theirs." 

The Resisters had wanted to chain themselves to Eric so the 
police would have to arrest them, too, but the Quakers didn't want 
a chain in their Meetinghouse. They had been refusing military 
service for over three hundred years, always trying to accept the 
consequences with grace. They hoped the Resisters wouldn't stage 
any physical obstruction when the police arrived. Two or three had 
threatened ... and Eric-what would he do? He'd told someone 
he intended to go limp. 

A Friends Meetinghouse is not a sanctuary. In Quaker eyes, no 
place is holy, only the aspiration which may be experienced in it. 
Eric was, therefore, not being offered sanctuary-asylum-but 
hospitality-a meal and spiritual support. Friends didn't intend 
tointerfere with his arrest which, they assumed, would take place 
as soon as his whereabouts were made known. They'd called a 
press conference in the Friends Center across the way. The Clerk 
and overseers-those Friends appointed by the Monthly Meeting to 
be responsible for the right ordering of this witness-left, taking 
Eric with them. It was dinnertime, but the rest settled back into 
silence. 
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A porte-cochere connects the Meetinghouse with the Friends 
Center. Under the eaves of its gable roof, children of the First
day School have carved in handsome block letters words which 
no one can fail to read in passing: Walk cheerfully over the world, 
answering that of God in every one. George Fox sent this message 
to Friends from prison about the time that Mary Fisher and 
Ann Austin and the Speedwell voyagers landed on the other side 
of the Charles River. 

Reporters from the Boston papers were waiting in the Friends 
Center. The clerk handed them the statements that had just been 
read. By this act, Cambridge Friends announced Eric's presence 
among them. He stood on the lawn to be photographed. In the 
Center kitchen, some of the women of the Meeting were preparing 
dinner for him, his mother, his girl, Janet, his companions from the 
Resistance and the Quaker overseers. 

As the reporters sped out of Longfellow Park with their scoop, 
Friends braced themselves for the arrival of the police. Three 
Friends stood at the end of the driveway-one to receive the officers, 
the other two to carry the news of their arrival to the Center and 
the Meetinghouse. It was beautiful weather. After standing ex
pectantly for an hour at the point where the driveway meets Long
fellow Park, the first watch thought they could use chairs. 

Word quickly got around Harvard Square. In no time, the 
Meetinghouse lawn swarmed with types very different from those 
ordinarily seen there on First-day. Mini-miniskirts, which were still 
a shock, abundant hair, bare feet, guitars-never had Longfellow 
Park witnessed anything like this. The young Friends thought it 
was great, but some of the weighty ones were appalled by the 
appearance of the prexnises. 

Longfellow Park is one of Cambridge's finest residential sections. 
Apart from the Friends Meetinghouse and the Mormon Church 
at the other end, it is composed of stately homes, whose owners 
aren't necessarily in accord with the views of Friends even while 
they respect their uprightness and altruism. Not all the neighbors
perhaps none-would understand why Friends felt called to extend 
hospitality to an AWOL soldier right at their front doors. Someone 
from the Meeting went around to explain. Someone else picked 
up the candy wrappers and Coke cans that already speckled the 
lawn. 

Most of the young people who suddenly arrived didn't know 
what a Quaker was. Ordinarily, they wouldn't have been caught 
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dead in a place of worship. They came because this was where the 
action was and they opposed the draft and the war. They claimed, 
as Friends do, that the state does not have authority over their 
consciences, but few of them would have relegated that authority, 
as Friends do, to God. 

The Friends who had continued to worship finally went home 
or over to the Center to eat. Others, having finished lunch, returned 
to the Meetinghouse. Suddenly they were struck motionless under 
the porte-cochere, their hearts pounding, as a police siren coming 
down Brattle Street shrieked. But it grew fainter, rushing toward 
the Square. Relieved, they went in. 

All afternoon they pondered their responsibility for the mass of 
seeking,_ disturbed young people who had suddenly come here. 
The seeking seemed soul-sized. 

"If a boy is asked to die for a cause in which he does not 
believe," someone said presently, groping for words, "it is alto
gether necessary for him to find a cause in which he does believe 
enough to die for it. ·whatever else Eric's statement reveals, he 
didn't know how to live as well as not know how to die." The 
Friend paused, looking out through the tall windows at the ancient 
oaks and sycamores and the mass of young people beneath them. 
"How much discipline are we putting ourselves under? Or do we 
suppose discipline is only for those who are trained to kill? Is 
the Meeting disciplined enough to speak to Eric's condition? Will 
he leave us healed of his confusion, prepared better to live or 
die?" 

From time to time, throughout the bright afternoon, little groups 
of those seeking young people quietly entered and sat down near 
Eric, betraying in the way they carried themselves their feeling 
that, because it was short, this time together was precious. 

Not all of them were solemn. On the far comer of the lawn under 
an. oak tree, a little group sat, singing to guitars. The young 
Fnends taught their visitors a Quaker song: 

Stand in the light, wherever you may be! In your old leather 
breeches and shaggy, shaggy locks 

You're walking in the glory of the light, George Fox. 

"If we give you a pistol, will you fight for the Lord?" 
"You can't kill the devil with a gun or a sword." 
"Will you swear on the Bible?" "I will not" said he 
"For the truth is as holy as the Book to ~e." ' 
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"Stand in the light," the women in the Center kitchen echoed, 
joining in the refrain, while they stirred spaghetti and meatballs, 
"stand in the light, wherever you may bel" 

The police didn't come. At dusk, the Meetinghouse lights were 
turned on. Toward midnight, Friends went home and returned 
with cots, which they put up in the First-day School for the men 
of the Resistance who wanted to stay near Eric. Janet was given the 
guestroom in the Center. Eric's mother went home. 

The Meetinghouse consists of one big room. Friends didn't know 
where to put Eric. The basement! Besides the furnace, its dim 
recesses contain the American Friends Service Committee's clothing 
room. There, on weekdays, Friends and their friends volunteer to 
sort, clean, mend and pack clothing donated for relief, not a 
hundred yards from Craigie House where, in the winter of 1775, 
Rhode Island Quakers pleaded with General Washington for per
mission to distribute clothing to the needy behind the lines. 

So Friends bedded Eric down between the bales of castoffs and 
the sewing machines. Alongside the button boxes, he stretched out 
on a cot, waiting for the authorities to come and get him. 

The Friend at the end of the driveway was spending the ten to 
midnight watch meditating under the street lamp. Suppose the 
officers came now-what would he do? He had no idea. It was a 
test he wasn't prepared for. When his relief arrived, he realized 
that he wouldn't have to confront the police. He was free to go 
home! But he still wondered-what would he have said? He was 
forced to come to grips with questions he'd never asked himself 
before. 

At daybreak one of the overseers who had participated in the 
nightlong worship hurried home to Lincoln to milk her cow. Then 
she rushed back to Longfellow Park. Three sleepy Friends sat at the 
end of the driveway. So the police hadn't come! The Friends were 
poring over the morning paper. There was Eric, looking grave, 
with the Meetinghouse in the background. "Cambridge Quakers 
Shelter AWOL Soldier" was the caption. 

People began arriving from all over Boston and the suburbs. 
They had heard the news on the radio or TV. They wanted to add 
their weight to the witness. Protestant ministers, rabbis, nuns in 
their new, short habits filled the Meetinghouse benches. Others 
came who didn't go for religion. To their surprise, they felt easy 
here. The place made no demands. There were no symbols to rebel 
against; no words to repeat which they might not believe. There 
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was only the healing silence, interrupted from time to time by 
people who felt deeply moved-ordinary, searching people, like 
themselves-telling simply what lay on their hearts. The passionate 
longing for peace that hung over the countryside had found a focus. 
The ache all these people brought with them, remembering some
one in Vietnam or the doom that threatened their children, re-
ceived a promise of surcease. 

A church historian from Oxford looked at Eric sitting there, 
surrounded by Friends, waiting for doom to catch up with him. 
Wherefore, the Englishman recalled, seeing we also are compassed 
about with so great a cloud of tcitnesses, let us lay aside every 

weight ... 
That morning, the women who provided breakfast had asked 

themselves whether they should plan on lunch. Now they left the 
Meetinghouse to go over to the Center and prepare supper. Over
seers came in after work, and those who had been there all day 
went home. All night long, Friends sat in the Meetinghouse, some
times two or three, sometimes only one. The coffee urn on the 
library table in the Center was kept filled. But it wasn't slumber 
proof. At dawn, a very tall Friend was discovered stretched under 
the table, his hat over his eyes, dead to the world. 

Eric came up from the clothing room and sat in the Meeting
house, restless, constantly glancing toward the door. Then it was 
night again, then day, then night. The police didn't come. Time 
seemed to blur into eternity. A cricket, stuck in the hot air register, 
chirped against the silence. Friends spoke of George Fox's counsel, 
Know one another in that which is eternal. Never had there been 
such luxury of time to meditate, to examine one's self, one's real 
motives. Friends who had trouble all their lives "centering down" 
for an hour on First-day found themselves reveling in this great, 
long, continuous Meeting. They brought their children to let th0m 
see that real Meeting isn't Sunday clothes and rushing so as not to 
be late. Couples dropped in for half an hour around midnight to 
worship together. Meeting was always there, waiting to be tuned 
in on. 

Friends had a great deal to think about-Eric, all the Eries in the 
world who had to put their lives in order before they'd barely 
begun them, who were trying to find their relation to their fellow 
men, to create something better than the status quo without being 
destroyed in the process. Friends thought, too, about the risks they 
Were taking. Going to jail didn't just belong to the quaint Quaker 
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past, like bonnets and thee and thy; it was very much part of now. 
The Charles Street jail, which one passed going from Harvard 
Square into Boston, looked like a huge Lion's Den. There was a 
great deal to think about. 

The Resisters were searching just as diligently. "If I weren't at 
bottom an agnostic," one of them declared, breaking the silence, 
"I would say God moves in strange ways, or at least that history 
does. Our involvement in Vietnam has led thousands of young 
men's minds, like a catalyst. We really dropped out of America. 
We were really close to being walking dead people. We saw no 
American dream worth striving for. But finally, the impotence of 
being an individual in technocracy melted before the choice, 'Will 
I go?' or Will I not go?' We moved from the limbo of alienation 
into some kind of rebirth. We could say 'no' and by saying 'no' be 
true to ourselves." 

A girl with long, blond hair that Covered her face, who lived 
up on Brattle Street, had stopped in for a few minutes on her way 
to the beach. Listening, she changed her mind. She'd stay. What 
fun would it be, working on her suntan, when people her age-

"1 must live in the present," the Resister was saying, "and the 
present as my future, not allowing myself to dwell on what may 
come in harassment or prison or whatever. I have no choice but 
to be me and. find fulfillment in that realization." 

The fellow sat down. The girl with the blond hair shivered. Then 
the silence enfolded her. 

Each day that passed made the inevitable conclusion harder 
for Friends to face. They were growing very fond of Eric and 
Janet. Even the barefoot companions no longer seemed incongruous. 
Someone with that rare Quaker combination of humor and religious 
insight spoke of the Burning Bush and God's command to Moses, 
"Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the place whereon thou 
standest is holy ground." 

Friends' responsibility for Eric wouldn't end with his arrest. If 
possible, they'd visit him in the stockade, help him appeal for CO 
classification, attend his court-martial, testify to his sincerity. 

Those who held Meeting in the wee hours of the morning brought 
their toothbrushes so they could go straight to work, just as in the 
seventeenth century when Quaker worship was unlawful, Friends 
took their nightcaps with them to Meeting because they knew 
that by bedtime they'd be in jail. 
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On the tenth morning, a Radcliffe girl came running across the 
lawn. "The Russians have invaded Czechoslovakia!" she shouted. 

The enormity of this new assault on man's freedom seemed 
beyond anyone's power to grasp in the summer sunshine. Friends 
instinctively resorted to the silence. Some recalled the many efforts 
to communicate to the Russians the Quaker belief in the sacredness 
of every individual. 
. In Czechoslovakia, this morning, Friends wouldn't be allowed to 
sit quietly, upholding a young man's right to refuse what the govern
ment decreed. In Czechoslovakia, they'd simply be mowed down by 
tanks. Even worship would be denied them. To be a Christian or 
a Jew under the Soviets was more of a hardship than Americans 
could understand. 

Friends remembered that the testimony they were making here 
against war was only part of the Quaker Peace Testimony. The 
other was to change their country's outlook, peaceably but radically, 
so that war on people would be replaced by war on want and 
injustice-The Lamb's War. It began with overcoming evil in one's 
self. To protest was futile without simultaneously furnishing creative 
solutions. This might prove "damn sacrificial," as Eric put it, but 
for Americans it was permissible and, for Friends, it was mandatory. 
Because they were allowed to pray .~Give us this day our daily 
bread," they were obliged to answer that prayer. 

At mealtimes, more and more strangers seemed to be turning up. 
They weren't all there to worship or to express their solidarity. 
Friends knew that, in some instances, they were being used. "But 
if someone's hungry," the Friend who was spending her vacation 
from the Harvard Library cooking in the Center kitchen argued, 
"what difference does it make?" 

While it was true that some people were dropping in to get a 
:tneal for free that they could easily have paid for, others-also 
strangers, many of them-arrived laden with food. It wasn't for 
Friends to pass judgment on the motives of those who came. 

As they sat down at the long tables which had been put up in the 
Center parlor and bowed their heads before the meal, Friends 
thought of Jesus washing the feet of his disciples, of his saying, 
"Ye are my friends if ye do whatsoever I command you." They 
were to wait on each other, not judge; to share their meals, not 
only with the starving Biafrans but also with sufferers in Nigeria. 
. · One would have thought, sitting down to dinner in the Center 
parlor; that this was one Ion~, hilarious house party. An unac-
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countable joy seemecl to pervade the "community of conscience" 
as it became ever more tightly knit. There was fun, there was a lot 
of joking. The conversation could be heated, too, as when the 
Resisters expressed their anger over the way the hippies had been 
treated when they were arrested on the Cambridge Common. 

"This is Fascism!" one fellow exclaimed. 
The Friend clearing the dishes stood still. He had escaped from 

the Nazis in his youth. ''I've lived under Fascism," he said, waving 
a plate in his emotion, "and this," he declared with authority, trying 
to keep his voice calm, "is not Fascism." 

As the number of meals increased, garbage disposal became an 
acute problem. The city of Cambridge would only collect so much. 
Amused by the odd dilemma which their religious conviction had 
unexpectedly led to, Friends carried bulging cans home under 
cover of night and brought empty ones back in the morning. 

Aft~r two weeks-day and night-th,e Resisters and young Friends 
were JUSt about talked out, sung out and, as Friends often say of 
~hems~lves after .~eeting for Business that has dragged on too long, 
meetmged out. They wanted to do something. So they took 

Janet's scooter apart. All that second Saturday, they worked on 
the scooter in the yard behind the Center, tuning it up, polishing, 
putting it back together. 

Cambridge can be pretty hot in the summertime. As Friends 
entered the third week of their effort on Eric's behalf, the strain 
began to be felt. To sit in the Meetinghouse for ten minutes was 
to be fighting sleep. Some of the Overseers went on vacation. 
There were fewer hands to do the work and more mouths to 
feed. 

A Unitarian dropped in at the Meetinghouse one afternoon. Her 
son, Chris, was applying for Conscientious Objector status, she 
told the Overseer, perhaps feeling she must explain why she had 
come. She was not used to sitting still with no minister to direct 
her thoughts. But she settled down on a back bench. There were 
only a few people. She studied their faces, their clothes; she 
thought up a grocery list, counted the squares of the paneling 
along the wall, struggled to stay awake. 

She must have dozed off, for suddenly she was alone in the 
Meetinghouse, except for the cricket. Startled, she sat upright. There 
was no one else to keep the Meeting going. She was needed here 
to hold Meeting with the cricket, to keep the light from going out. 
Tomorrow, she said to herself, not knowin~ why, because she had 
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an appointment to have her hair done, but her son, Chris-Tomorrow 
afternoon, she'd return. 

When tomorrow afternoon arrived, she wasn't needed. 
At eleven o'clock that morning of Eighth Month zg, a Friend 

in his early thirties, an engineering professor at M.I.T., was sitting 
calmly at the end of the driveway with two teen-agers. An un
marked car drove into Longfellow Park and stopped five feet away. 

The Feds! the Friend said to himself. What made him think so? 
He couldn't figure it, but he knew. What was he going to say? 
Panic gripped him. He hadn't prepared a speech. He simply had 
to trust that he would respond in the right way. 

Two men in plain clothes jumped out of the car, Hashing badges. 
They were policemen, all right, a lieutenant and a sergeant. They 
looked prepared for trouble. Was Frederick Rutan here? 

The messengers sped to the Meetinghouse and Center with the 
news. 

The Friend stood up, trying to walk cheerfully toward the officers, 
trying to answer not the badges on their shirts but "that of God" 
in their hearts. "Yes," he heard himself saying . . 

The lieutenant waved a paper at him. It was a warrant for 
Eric's arrest. 

"He's in the Meetinghouse," the Friend said, trying to make 
his voice sound the way it would have if he were directing any 
other stranger, only he knew it didn't. 'Til take you in. But we've 
been holding a Meeting for Worship here for the past eighteen 
days and nights. Won't you give us five minutes to finish it up?" 

The lieutenant looked embarrassed, as if rocks or bottles were 
a greeting he knew how to respond to, but this-

At the door of the Meetinghouse, the lieutenant and sergeant 
didn't look up. They were searching for Eric. They didn't read 
the words carved by the children under the eaves of the porte
cochere. 

'Won't you come in," the Friend asked, "and join us?" 
So it came about that two police officers entered the Friends 

Meetinghouse and sat down on a back bench, joining in the living 
silence. 

At the front of the room, near the fireplace, Eric was sitting 
just where he'd sat on the first morning, with Janet on one side of 
him and the beautiful woman on the other. 

No one in the hushed room gave any sign that the police officers 
were different from all the others who'd come here to worship for 
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the past two and a half weeks. The silence continued, unbroken by 
their entrance, a deep, prayerful silence, pulsing with concern for 
Eric and all his contemporaries, those who were fighting and those 
who couldn't. 

Would he force the police to use force? Would he go limp? 
It could only have been -a minute later but it seemed forever 

before the Executive Secretary of the Meeting rose and spoke 
quietly of Friends' willingness to suffer rather than to kill anyone, 
since to kill a person was to kill part of God. This Friend had 
devoted his whole life to communicating this belief. His touching 
simplicity must have reached the two visitors on the back bench 
for they didn't move. When he sat down, the silence became an 
overwhelming urgency. Time was running out. 

The Friend beside Eric stood up and spoke of the loving natt,re 
of God and the brotherhood of all people-black and yellow and 
red and white. Everyone who took part in this religious witness 
had shared something significant, she thought. They had somehow 
been faithful. 

"It is from such waiting on the spirit that the wisdom and 
strength we need must come," she said. Then she settled on the 
bench again, leaving unuttered the question that was in every 
Friend's mind: Had they spoken to Eric's condition? Was he leaving 
after all this time with them, healed of his confusion, prepared 
better to live or die? They hadn't let the Resistance "do thefr 
thing" in this confrontation. Had Friends done theirs? 

Eric turned to the beautiful woman. "Do they have a warrant?" 
he whispered. 

She nodded. 
The lieutenant caught her eye. His raised eyebrow seemed to 

ask, "Is it okay now?" 
Sadly, slowly, the Friend nodded again. 
The two officers got to their feet and marched up the aisle. They 

presented Eric with the warrant. They didn't Jay hands on him. 
He glanced at the warrant. Janet reached out and touched his arm. 
Eric stood up. With a quick backward look at Janet, he faced 
the door and walked out with the officers. 

For another quarter of an hour, silence enfolded the company 
in the Meetinghouse. Then Friends shook hands. 

42 Who Shall Live? 

At the beginning of 1969, within a space of four days, President 
Courtney C. Smith of Swarthmore College departed this life 
tragically, and President Richard M. Nixon of the United States 
was inaugurated, declaring to the nation that elected him, "Our 
destiny lies not in the stars but in ea1th itself, in our own hands."1 

On January 16, President Smith walked up the stairs of the 
building in which, for over a week, protesting Black students had 
occupied the Admissions office. His strength had been spent in 
dealing with the disruption. On the stairs, he suffered a heart at
tack and died soon afterward. 

Out on the chilly campus, other students responded to the news 
by sitting down together under the bare elms, expressing their 
giief in the silence which, at this Quaker college, denoted the 
highest reverence. They had loved and believed in their President. 

When he came to Swarthmore fifteen years earlier, there were 
virtually no Black students. Under his leadership, they had been 
admitted in a larger proportion than to most other colleges. But 
Courtney Smith had also concentrated on a variety of college prob
lems while to the Black students, all that seemed important was get
ting their brothers and sisters in. Their "non-negotiable demands," 
whe~ they seized the office, were for a larger number of Blacks to be 
admitted, regardless of academic standing, and Black administra
tors who would be subject to the Black students' approval. 
. ''We felt," Clinton Etheridge, Chairman of the Swarthmore Afro

. American Students Society, told Life magazine, "Swarthmore could 
,;~ in the vanguard of both social and academic excellence. Swarth-

... could play a role in cultivating black brainpower. And not 
. .lowering standards. Look, you can always get a good rap 

· · . But there are a lot of agile black minds going to waste 
there for lack of a little college support." 

criticized white liberals. "They automatically think they under
the racial scene, but they don't. White men like Courtney

good guy-are molding your mind from above, making all 
from a life style that isn't yours ... we're moving toward 

..v-.. ~•·•-- what's the point in adopting the integrationist ethic?" 
p.w:atism was a concept Friends could not assent to in 1g6g. 


