Give Peace a Chance
by Deborah Hart
The sun peaks through the dense thicket of trees where I sit, healing my winter-weary soul. I close my eyes and turn my face to this small sliver of warmth, seeking solitude and escape from the daily barrage of war, terrorism, violence, destruction, and social decline that assaults me every morning from the pages of my newspaper and every evening on the nightly news. 
Just a few miles north of San Francisco, John Muir Woods soothes and comforts me, offering a peaceful and mysterious respite from cell phones, laptops, and the chaos of life. I sit quietly on a hardwood bench beside a path trodden by countless hikers who made this journey into the serenity of the primordial forest decades before me. 
Birdsong enchants my ears, insects buzz nearby and soft breezes deliver spicy scents of far-away places as I daydream under the ancient redwood trees, humbled by their towering presence.

A twig snaps and I look up from my reverie to see two elderly gentlemen shuffling slowly toward me, deep in conversation. One is tall and wears a rumpled old suit with a bowtie. The other, bald and slight. I am invisible as they sit down next to me and continue their discussion.
“I have nothing new to say,” the smaller gentleman proclaims softly, his small round glasses glinting in the sun. “The principles of truth and nonviolence are as old as the hills.”

His companion sits back and ponders, stroking his bushy white mustache as he gives his friend’s words their rightful consideration. 
“What you say is true, dear friend,” he says, smiling fondly. “The conflict that exists today is no more than an age-old struggle for power, once again presented to mankind in semi-religious trappings. The difference is that this time the development of weapons of mass destruction have imbued the struggle with a ghostly character.”

I sit, breathless… listening but unbelieving what I am witnessing. I grow terrified that if I make a move, they will leave and continue their discussion elsewhere.

Both men sit silent, each lost in his own thoughts. Finally, the small, dark man speaks.

“Ah, but nonviolence is the greatest force at the disposal of mankind. It is mightier than the mightiest weapon of destruction devised by the ingenuity of man.”
Nodding his shaggy head in delight and eyes twinkling, his companion responds.

“Yes, yes, both parties know and admit that. Indeed, when the quarrel deteriorates into actual war, mankind is doomed. Yet, despite this knowledge, statesmen in responsible positions on both sides continue to employ the well-known technique of seeking to intimidate and demoralize the opponent by marshaling superior military strength. Not one statesman in a position of responsibility has ever dared to pursue the only course that holds out any promise of peace, the course of supra-national security. Since to follow such a course would be tantamount to political suicide.”

My heart pounds as I await the bald man’s response. I steal a look at him, sitting next to me in his white robe, wrapped carelessly over his shoulder and extending to just below his knees. A sense of peace and serenity seem to flow outward from his body and I marvel again at my amazing good fortune to be witness to this exchange.

“Whether humanity will consciously follow the law of love, I do not know,” the small man says. “But the law will work just as the law of gravitation works, whether we accept it or not. The person who discovered the law of love was a far greater scientist than any of our modern scientists.”

“Well said, Mahatma my good friend, well said,” Einstein replies.

The two old men rise, hook arms, and continue down the path. As I watch them go, they turn and smile back at me.

“Remember, my child,” says Gandhi. “Hatred ever kills, love never dies. Such is the vast difference between the two. You must be the change you wish to see in the world.”
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Mahatma Gandhi and Albert Einstein’s lives overlapped 30 years on this earth and yet these two great individuals never met. They were both staunch proponents of peace, each tackling the subject in very different manners—Gandhi with his philosophic message of love; and Einstein with his scientific repulsion of the mechanics of war…specifically the atomic bomb. This story represents a fictional account of a discussion that never took place between the two but uses actual quotes that each spoke or wrote on the topic of war and peace with one exception. In Einstein’s soliloquy, I have replaced the words “atomic bomb” with “weapons of mass destruction.” These words first spoken in the 1940s remain as relevant today as they were 60 years ago. All we are saying is give peace a chance.
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