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“World Friendship Center is based upon the belief
that an individual can and must do something to
create peace, and a faith that there is an ultimate
power of truth and love that can help each of us to
develop a center of peace within ourselves which
will be highly contagious.” —Barbara Reynolds
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Intfroduction:
Making Visible the Dream of Peace

by Beth A. Bentley and Edward A. Dougherty,
World Friendship Center’s resident volunteer directors 1993-1995

Remembering the terrible birth of the Nuclear Age, people around the world turn to
Nagasaki and Hiroshima. And so in June of 1995, World Friendship Center (WFC) invited
participation in the historic Fiftieth Memorial by hosting ““A Celebration of Hope,” a series of
exhibits, symposia, and public performances.

The inspiration for this arts festival came from the writings of Barbara Reynolds, Barbara
founded World Friendship Center in 1965 to educate people about the effects of nuclear
weapons by relaying witnesses’ experience and to foster peace within each person, the essential
foundation for wortd peace. In 1982, she wrote about her vision of a Center of Hope in
Hiroshima which would highlight the strength of the human spirit, where the work of
peacemakers and people who have experienced the terrars of history could be displayed. She
wrote that “the possibilities are endless, calling upon our imagination and creativity to make
visible the dream of peace and the potential of the individual to make a contribution.”

A Celebration of Hope was an attempt to make real her dream if only for a brief time.
Children and adults from all over the world sent works and featured artists came to Hiroshima.
Connecting cémmunities in this way begins to create bonds across boundaries of nations,
cultures and language,

The festival’s themne comes from Chiyo Takeuchi who was in her thirties when she was
exposed to the atomic bomb. She tells about a man in the post-war ruins who leamed that his
former teacher was sick, so he begged sweet potatoes—he himself bad nothing. He asked
Chiyo to give ithem to his teacher, and this confirmed in her a basic goodness in people. She
summed up saying, “Out of the mud blooms the lotus,"which became our thematic image of
hope. '

Recalling Barbara Reynolds, Chiyo wrote: “Once I met her and began talking, I found
myself being of the same opinion with Barbara whose belief was in human love based on
friendship. Only, what I believed in was the spirit of kinship where all human beings are
brothers and sisters with Heaven as our Father and Earth our Mother. What we had in common
was love of humanity, and I thought T could work for world peace together with this person.”

All of the artists 1nvited to Hiroshima gcho this love of humanity in their statements which
follow. Their words and their work encourage us to step beyond the obstacles which divide us
and the despair within us to seek understanding of our human kinship. May the visual and
poetic images created for this festival be only a starting point from which each of us is inspired
to create hope in our daily lives tinough our relationships in families, communities,
governments and beyond.
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David Horan is « teacher of photography at the high school and university fevel and has
exhibited his images in the US, Spain, and the Czech Republic. He's been awarded grants
Jrom the Sasakawa Foundation, and has won the Kodak Professional Imaging Grant; an
{nternational Studies Research Grant allowed him to visit Japan in 1994, [n addition, since
1991 Mr. Horan has been Hazardous Waste Director for the Memphis State University
Department of Art, bringing together his creation of images and rvecognition of the Earth as a
sacred place. _

Places that Soothe the Soul |

To visit Hiroshima and Nagasaki today, fifty years after the devastating events of August 6
and August 9, 1945, one is hard pressed to imagine the cataclysm that fell on these two cities.
What one does experience is, at once, overwhelming sadness and the intense promise of hope.
It 15 a sadness born of the realization that these were the cities where tens of thousands died in a
matter of seconds, or suffered the harrors of radiation effects for days, weeks, or years. And
yet there 1s a hope made manifest in the peace organizations that have made their homes here,
the unquestioning hospitality of the people one meets, and the sheer physical beauty of these
two cities. : _

For me, this experience occurred during the summer of 1994. This was my second trip to
Japan, the first having been eight years earlier. But this was the first titne that I had been able to
visit the sites of our first and last experiments with nuclear war. I had traveled from my home
in Memphis on 4 journey of both artistic and philosophic pursuits. [ had come to Japan to
photograph Buddhist ternples and Shinto shrines; places sacred to the Japanese, to me, and 1o
human culture: and as sacred 2s any temple, shrine, or cathedral, the Peace Parks of Hiroshima
and Nagasaki. My plan was to trave] around the country searching for places that soothe the
soul, places that connect us with our collecuve past, preseng, and future. But I was unprepared
for the intense emotional and psychological confrontations that [ experienced during the time |
spent in Hiroshima and Nagasaki. These were not confrontations with meye human mortality,
but rather confrontations with our social and cultiral past, with destruction of unbelievable
dimensicens that shadow our present and our future, and what we call our cultural identity.

The photographs [ am presenting in the “Out of the Mud Blooms the Loms” Exbibit are a
selection of the images [ made in 1994, They are a reflection of the beauty I have always found
in Japan, and of places where I find peace. They are also, in the greatest sense, my way of
atoning for what I believe are the sins of my fathers. This festival is not really about what
happened fifty years ago. It is not about being Japanese or American or any other socio-cultural
identity. These arc only mirrors we hold up to ourselves. This festival 15 about being Human. It
is a call (o the future, to our children and to ourselves, since it is we who control the destiny of
our planet. I call through my art that there should be no more Hiroshimas, no more Nagasakis,
no more Chernobyls, Hold these places sacred. Remember these images, these visual
documents of places of hope. Let them remind you that there is hope for our fragile human
existence. We can learn from our mistakes and rise above the mire of our stupidity. Let this
festival reconfirm your sense of hope, your desire for peace, and your place in the family of

humanity.
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Jokn Bradley is the editor of Atomic Ghost: Poets Respond to the Nuclear Age, an anthology
of poems from many nations publisked in February of 1995. Mr. Bradley has published four
collections of his own poetry before this anthology. He currently teaches at Northern Iilinois
University and is recognized as both a fine teacher and poer. '

Cleansing Our Hands

_ AsIsitdown this morning, thinking about a statement of hope and peace to be read in
Hiroshima, I can’t let go of the front page photograph of today’s Chicage Tribune: a fireman
cradling a child, no more than one year old, head smeared the same red as the fireman’s helmet.
He looks into that child’s face as if he could find there the answers to all our questions, our
fears, our secret hopes. : :

“No lack of possible suspect groups,” reads one headline. “l’s terifyingly easy for just
about anybody to make one, says another headline underneath the bold print of two words that
whisper of three dates in 1945—July 16, August 6, and August 9—"The Bomb.” I think of a
poern I read just two days ago at a bookstore here in DeKalb. 1 was part of a group of five
readers, presenting work from Atomic Ghost. Poets Respond to the Nuclear Age. The lines,
referring to a father holding his skeeping child as they cross the street, are incredibly simple and
moving and wise: “We are not going to be able/to live in this world,” Naomi Shihab Nye writes
in her poem, “Shoulders,” “if we’re not willing to do what he’s doing/with one another.”

Another item in today’s paper, as if more evidence is needed to confirm the truth of
“Shoulders.” In the Yokohama subway, unidentifiable fumes caused more than 300 people to
be hospitalized. In a photograph, an older woman, who is sitting or kneeling on a sidewalk,
holds her face in disbelief. Acts of terror. That is how anger, frustration, fear, hatred, the need
for power now are expressed and resolved. Every onc is now enemy. Potential victim. No one
is safe, no one completely innocent, no one not part of the way out. -

“We must/cleanse/our filthy hands,” writes Kurihara Sadako in her poem, “When We Say
‘Hiroshima.””’ I wash my hands after I read the newspaper. I wash miy hands after [ take out
the trash, after I go to the bathroom, after I come home from classes, after I purnp gas, after |
break bread for birds. In the morning after making love the night before, I wash my hands. If I
have chopped garlic, 1 wash my hands, but I can still smell the garlic for the rest of the day,
and sometimes even into the next. _ -

Here's a simple list of cities and towns across the U.S.—Portland, Oregon. East Palo Alto,
California. Fresno, California. Pasadena, California. Riverside, California. Santa Ana,
California. Boise, Idaho. Omaha, Nebraska. Kansas City, Missouri. Fort Worth, Texas.
Rochester, New York. Detroit, Michigan. Dayton, Ohio. Cincinnati, Ohio. Steubenville, Ohio.
New York City, Wilmington, Delaware. Miamit, Florida. These are the locations where bomb
threats were received on the Wednesday, right after the bombing of the Federal Building in
Oklahoma City. One act of terror can cause that many 10 want to lmmitate it, to share in its awful
glow. Can one act of peace, of hope, of love not have just as many waves and ripples?

“My true religion,” says the Dalai Lama, “is kindness.” How much I need to hear that
today. I want to repeat it like an incantation. I want to tell it to everyone [ meet, and ask that
they tell it to one person they love, one person they happen to meet today. To repeat this every
day for the rest of their lives. How much we need kindness. How much kindness in one act of
kindness. _ _

The bombing in Oklahoma city will eventually recede into studies, reports, history books.
Just like the bombings of Hireshima and Nagasaki, it will become distant, safely removed from
everyday worries about job, families, squirrels wintering in the attic, But as we approach the

twenty-first century, I think it is safe to say that we cannot forget, cannot disremember, cannot -

ignore, cannot allow ourselves to be immersed in our daily tasks, those sacred rituals that grant
us both irritation and relief. If we are to survive, if we are to pass on a living planet to our
children, we must rededicate ourselves to kindness. We must realize our every breath 1s an act
of beauty, of defiance, of hope. “Peace is every step,” says Thich Nhat Hanh. “Shall we
continue our journey?” - -

April 20, 1995
DeKalb, Hlinois (USA)
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Paul Quayle has lived in Hiroshima on and off since the late 1980s. Part of the year, he and
his spouse travel to India for volunteer activity. Currently, his photographs are distributed
worldwide by Orion Press. His images have been published in Asahi Camera, Hiroshima
Signpost, Far East Traveler, and other publications. He's exhibited both in Hiroshima and his
native England.

On Photojournalism

“To me it seems a dreadful thing to have a soul controlled by geography.”
—(eorge Santayana

Photojournalists are so good at reporting all the negatives that the audience senses all is
hopeless, yet I have the deepest respect for photographers recording refugees and war zones,
It’s very important that the world sees such images. These photographers play an important
role as they continue to disturb those of us who live safe lives. Often the photographer is
blamed for bringing horrific images to our breakfast tables, and a compassion fatigue results.
Nevertheless, one shouldn’t blame the imessenger if one doesn’t like the message. If you can’t
stand the horror, end the horror, .

The media these days is very much influenced by satellite TV like CNN which can bring
news instantly into living rooms around the world. Because of a lack of space or time, the
media concentrates on news issues often war-related or showing a violeni theme. There isn’t
space/time for deeper reporting or for highlighting mare positive aspects of a nation. The
viewer gets snippets of news with little understanding of deeper issues —added to which the
reporting is very “visual” which can accentuate preconceived opinions. Consequently, I usually
try to show a balance of positive and negative images when I do a story,

Although I don’t shoot photos at war zones, I have seen the consequences of war, here in
Hiroshima and elsewhere in Asia. On onc occasion in Phnom Penh, Cambodia I spent an
afternoon at the Tuol Sleng Museum which was originally a high school taken over by Pol
Pot’s security forces and turned into a prison and torture center known das 5-21. The Khimer
Rouge were meticulous in keeping recerds of their barbarism. Each prisoner who passed
through S-21 was photographed, sometimes before and afier being tortured. The museum
displays rooms covered from floor to ceiling with photagraphs of men, women, children—
17,000 artiess images made from bureaucratic files. Only seven prisoners survived; the rest
were bludgeoned to death to save bullets at the “killing fields™ 15 kilometers outside the city.
This museum is one of the most depressing places on this planet. However, the reason I relate
this story is that after exiting the museum, feeling very depressed, I came across some semi-
naked kids playing. I tock some photos of them. Their laughter and smiles gave me hope.

Children are the future, They have so much to teach adults. That’s why I spend so much
time photographing children. Like the innocent kids outside S-21, I wasn’t in Cambodia when
Pol Pot was committing genocide, neither was [ in Hiroshima in 1945. Still, I have a
responsibility to inform people that war is evil and all forms of violence are wrong. L have a
responsibility to inform others that the macho image of war is a myth. I have a responsibility to
inform others that children are far more likely to be killed in war than soldiers.

Pick up any national news magazine; the photos inside may be horrific but may not tell the
whele truth. Cameras can lie. But the most terrible response is to feel no horror. Nuclear
weapons, other weapons of mass destruction, and even handguns are not corpatible with
humanity. Individuals may feel powerless to eliminate such weapons, but it isn’t the weapons
that are dangerous per se. It is the hatred and anger that would condone the use of such
hardware that is dangerous. Individuals do have contro! over such emotions. I have faith that
we as people will learn we are truly interconnected. We will celebrate our diversity, but at the
same time realize we are one planet. This awakening will take place at a citizen level supported
by spiritual leaders, not necessarily political leaders. Compassion and love are the only choices
if humanity is going to continue. The future of our planet is in our hands and the power of non-
violence, justice, and truth will eventually overcome weapons of destruction.

“We must leamn to live together as brothers or perish together as fools.”
—Martin Luther King, Ir.
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Christina Blanchard-Horan has worked as a teacher, journalist, and photographer. In
1993, she was awarded the International Travel Award from the International Studies
Department of Memphis State University allowing her to do photographic research in Sierrd
Leone, West Africa. In 1994, she joined a collaborative exhibit in Memphis and in Prague,
Czech Republic.

Life in a West African Country

The differences in culture are often the very elements that separate us, yet the differences
are the very things that make us the same. Humans need to find meaning, to adjust and adapt
and we all dream and we all hope. We are all the same in this respect.

I am a photographer and anthropologist who went to Sierra Leone to decument Sierra
Leonean differences and similarities to Western culiure. What I found was an often ironic
image that combined the two, Western and African cultures, Through the adaptation to colonial
governments these people in many cases adopted certain elements which they find particularly
important. .

My primary focus in this work is in the field of medicine as it relates to daily life and health.
1 found that the medical community starts in the village where it is not uncomimon for a midwife
or traditional herbalist to treat illness. 1 found that the doctors who practice in this country
understand that patients often put more faith in the herbalist than in the person who practices
Westernized medicine. I learned that morbidity is high. I was told that the hospital was known
as “a place to die.”

But, there is hope. Through aid from organizations such as UNICEF, morbidity and
mortality are being reduced. More philanthropic activity within the communities are aiding the
restoration of the only hospital. And universities are interested in sending medical interns o
Freetown to learn about the culture and practices of Sierra Leone. Through working together
with international health organizations, philanthropists, community volunteers and universities,
Sierra Leone will be a place to go to live.

I had some very unique experiences! A group of Traditicnal Birth Attendants sang
to me the songs they had learned during an intense traming progrant geared to reach the rural
population. 1 went to 4 benefit in support of breast feeding which featured a play about breast
feeding. [ went to a Secret Society dance which I was allowed to tape and photograph. 1 saw
the Guma Valley Dam, where the water supply is generated. While there, [ went through a
tunnel under the dam and under the lake, where I was lucky ail I lost was my lens cap. |
learned to bargain at the black market. I went to a refugee camp, where Sierra Leoneans are
migrating to escape the civil war spilling into south Sierra Leone from Liberia. I wimessed my
first cesarean section in a third world country. I saw fishing families of Juba pull in the first big
catch of the season. I traveled through Makeni in the center of Sierra Leone to a rural village,
where I stayed with a family of modest income. I danced with the children who celebrated my
visit. I watched my host make bed sheets for me and then iron them with the drum sticks from
the Mande secret society drums. I hiked the hills of Tumba town. I drank palm wine with the
poor and the wealthy. [ was treated graciously by all. _

I have seen how the process of photographic documentation can influence both the subject
and the photographer. Through the documentation of the lives of others, my own life has been
enriched and enlightened.

SO



{i

AERY FIEIEKICBEREWOAAOHFTES S, TOMMIAANT, TES
Lise YVELFAABMO L 97 9F 7 IAZAY VML, TORRBELTESE
Dofr, FOWH., RFRY LIREARTLBERT, FEERR2 04, FROKMEL
TH S, BETYEZELATE R, ARE  BEBAK, PETAES, LE=H
B, TARATH.

A AT DD

bELOBKE L TEREEYTHREREBRH>R 197 9F8ADTY IHAZRY DI
3. RLTENSN/ANHSEERDBELAZBESLELE. HDIMS L 6FELINDEH
ARXLZHELTNET, ERELEUFOEMNIAIETIROAT VA, KK
HALT7 w5 —OMCAEEBR DA%, Fr R TT-Eng2asmdfi it b.
2ZICE. ZhETHS T ORI, RESAEVHOMIEDEToRTY
F L, TATEEOLII, BERNZOMEEREC TN TWRALED, TIH
A EORBIZERBME AN, BOBRERTHTTERLR>ED, $5I5T
NERBAL L TR TORTLE, (ZOFEO L 28HVHEERT IH 28 VIZRBK
LABKBBSOKSHSYENE, ) 2E0Rad,. MAOFLEMLUZEIDICEREE
2D A2 DBEBEGHICMBEbETHEILEDEL. '

CORNSSHETHENET /vy s b, T-IbEET, BRALEITE LRSS
TE ey F—ELEITTEELE. L L. G0 THES T OEOE RO
THEREEZETHEAXDEERLLSHRLTWELR,

(FRAERZLLEWE CohoDEFTWEAO—RELTWEEELEEGX 5N
ZECORSBHOELEY, bz LOBUGAS— MIRTY 7 AZAS PRSI
BANTHERA. JEER, NEAFCTBUEELWROTY 7 VERF v >0, A
BRELETEEEEMCL TG TELN, LESELEWASARITEN EHLBE
BUELE.

4 HRICHVY >, BASTREREIIR 0 TWAERA 0 AN LEDLHL & XN
TWET, ZOHEENSIRAMRA, THEBILEDTHANRKTHL I EEELD
DINPLSBHALER LRIV E B> TWET



Etsuke Omiya has pursued photography as a hobby for 20 years while working us a teacher.
Traveling ro Afghanistan in 1979, just before the Soviet invasion changed her view of the
world and the piciures she took of it. Realizing the fate of people whose portraits she' d taken
heightened her awareness of war and peace issues. Ms. Omiya displayed photos in the
Hiroshima Prefectural Arts Exhibition, the Chugoku Photographers Association Exhibition, the
Hiroshima Nika Exhibition, and she won the Nihon Camera Award.

Recording Hope

fransiated by Michiko Yamane

Traveling to Afghanistan in Aungust 1979, when I started taking pictures as a hobby,
brought me an unforgeitable shock, anger, and sorrow. Almost 16 years have passed since
then. : _
Vast fields and mountains are studded with green oases. Several times a day, people throw
themselves on the ground to worship Allah. The women walk covered up by veils, A different
culture and styles of living that I had never experienced before were presented there in front of
me like a hallucination, .

We crossed over mountains in a bus protected by tanks. Sometimes we were pinned down
at an Afghanistan base for half a day. Sometimes we couldn’t cross a bridge because it had
been bombed and destroyed. My trip was in the middle of the civil war, In Decernber that year,
the Soviet Army invaded Afghanistan and started all-out war. I involuntarily took a lot of
pictures of people who were remaining calm as if they were ignoring the time and the sound of
war.

Since then and to this day, I've kept pressing the shutter button at whatever interested me,
without technique or theme. But I recognized that I was recording the figures of people living
cheerfully in their climate and circumstances. [ really appreciate being given the opportunity to
show some of my pictures at this Celebration of Hope.

There 1s no peace yet in Afghanistan where my photography started. Many years later, [
feel powerless and helpless because I cannot do anything facing countless Afghan refugee
camps in Pakistan and many children with sad eyes. I hear there are more than 40 wars in the
world, like Rwanda and Bosnia. I would like to continue recording hope wishing that wars will
disappear from the earth and that a bright future lies ahead of our children.
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Makoio Yoshino is a highly regarded artist and art teacher. Born in Saijyo-cho, Hiba-gun in
1933, he was repatriated from a Manchurian sestlement in 1946. He graduated from Musashine
University of Fine Avts in 1957, His paintings touch on a wide range of war issues such as the
A-Bomb at Hiroshima, the Japanese invasion of Asia and the Pucific region, the Battle of
Okinawa, Auschwirz, the Vietmam War and the Gulf War. In addition, he's exhibited paintings
with themes of environmental pollution and Japanese Peace Keeping Operations (PKQ) in
Cambodia.

What | Want to Express Thrbugh the Arts

translated by Michike Yamane

During the Asia-Pacific War, I was an elementary school student. I believed that *“giving up
my life is a virtue” because we were given a militaristic education.

When I recall the pictures I painted in those days, they were the scenes of killing the
enemies, of the victory of Japanese army (in actuality they were being defeated), or of dignified
soldiers fighting against enemies for Japan and the Emperor. One could say, we were forced to
draw war pictures.

I feel art was completely polluted by the government or state authority.

Even now I suffer from agony as both assailant and victim. it’s unendurable painful.

So now I can’t run away from social evils which poison and spoil our lives and hearts.

My painting accuses social evils using black, sometimes changing into leaden color or gray
or bone-white. It is not simply the color of silence or resignation. It is proof of respect for life
and a message of seeking for peace.
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Claudia Bernardi was born in Bueno Aives but left in 1979 after earning her MFA from the
Neational Institute of Fine Arts in 1977. Since that time, she has exhibited widely in the United
States, El Salvador, Argentina, Toa’»}wa, and many other places. For ten years, Ms. Bernardi has
accompanied the Argentine Forensic Anthropology Team to exhume mass graves in Argenting,
El Satvador, and Guatemala. In addition to her owir artwork, Ms. Bernardi teaches art to orhe.v
refugees from Central and South America.

The Persistence of Hope

T have given you, O Adam, no fixed abode and no visage of your own, nor
any special gifts, in order that whatever place or aspect of talent you
yourself will have desired, you may have and possess them wholly in
accord with your desire and your own decision, Other species are confined
to a prescribed nature, under laws of my making. No limiis have been
imposed upon you, however; you determine your nature by your own free
will, in the hands of which I have placed you. I have placed you at the
world’s very center, that you may the better behold from this point whatever
is in the world. And I have made you neither celestial nor terrestrial, neither
mortal nor immortal, so that, like a free and able gculptor and painter of
yourself, you may mold yourselt wholly in the form of your cheice.

—-Pico della Mirandola, On Human Dignity

I'was 18 years old when I first heard this passage read by a professor of History of Culture
at the School of Fine Arts. It was 1973. A wave of deep emotion made me recognize those
words as truthful. I believed in the capacity of the self to transtorm, grow, and choose wisely.
As a young artist, the metaphor of a sculptor or painter cr eating the image of the self seemed



appropriate and clear. I rusted life. I felt like an alchemist at work, exploring and recognizing
truth from untruth. :

It was 1973. My philosophical understandings were about to be shaken by the history to
come. It was the time of dramatic political changes in Argentina. A military dictatorship ended
and the arrival of the exiled ex-president was followed by the arrival of a long-expected
democracy. The ex-president became president and he was considered “a savior.” The savior
died in 1974 leaving the country divided and impoverished, in a state of anarchy. Early in
1976, another military dictatorship took power. This time “the Junta” would not spare any
effort in “reconstructing” the country. Their methods were effeciive. The result of this effort is
a long list of names called today under the euphemism of desaparedidos. Thousands of
Argentine citizens were amputated from their personal histories.

It was during those 11 years that I became aware of another kind of unpleasant twuth: maybe
it was not possible to choose freely. Maybe it was conceivable that someone would kill me for
having read the wrong book, for befriending the wrong person, for having said a wrong word,
for having thought differently. I lost clarity to identify truth from untruth, goodness from
terror. I no longer understood the meaning of words such as citizen, country, or home. Home,
for many Argentines, became not a shelter but the place to escape from. The departures started.
Thousands of Argentines became exiled, they left their familiar territory, they leamed new
tongues, found new jobs, and made alternative families. Weé. all have borrowed faces, bodies,
and histories to reconstruct what is left of ourselves. We are not from here nor do we belong in
our homelands anymore. We struggle to find the self that Pico della Mirandola so trustingly
identifies. :

Art, as a way of life, has served me to find a center. I lost homes, relationships, objects.
Art, however, has travelled with me. Acknowledging that art ts within me provides the closest
link to that fervent belief I had when I was 18. 1 believe in art as a way to reconstruct the self.

My father had a book of beautiful images of suns and moons, lions, and angels, serpents,
and Death. It was a book of alchemy. It kept my curiosity and imagination alive while I was
growing up. My father spoke of concepts I did not fully understand. I recall mostly his voice
and endless patience, while showing me the images. It was a time of calm and affection. I was
intrigued by double-headed people eating the sun, lions conversing with skeletons, and
containers of bright colors on fire, My father spoke of **a hidden reality of the highest order
which constitutes the underlying essence of all wath,” and “the triumph over all obstacles and
the property of transmuting base metal into gold.” Alchemists called this process “The Great
Work,” the quest for the “Stone of the Philosophers.”

My parents died when my sister and I were tcenagers. A different kind of quest started. As
adolescents we lived alone in Argentina under military repression. We were left with the big
challenge of keeping ourselves out of danger as well as the greater task of finding: Where was
the truth we needed to believe in?

Our lives have taken unusual passages. My sister and I have found ourselves searching for
remains of people unknown to us while they were alive. We are alert to the steries the human
remains will tell, even after death. The exhumation at El Mozote, El Salvador, was difficult.
Demanding. In the Convent House, a small building protected by time and adobe walls, the
rernains told a story of violence. It was hard not to saccumb 10 hopelessness. Nothing was
harder than finding tiny garments, toys, little objects that ance belonged to the children of El
Mozote killed in the convent. Hew could we wansform anything of what we were seeing into
something positive? It was all tao horrendous. And yet Rufina Amaya Mirquez, the only
survivor and solitary witness of El Mozote; Don Pedro Chicas and Doiia Rosa Chicas,
survivors of the massacre of La Joya; David Morales; and hundreds of other people I met in El
Salvador gave me inspiration to believe in what my father tried to teach me over thirty years
ago: Dignity triumphs over all obstacles.

This exhibition reconstructs the alchemical process of transforming painful memories of
anonymous human remains into the poetry of resistance and the persistence of hope.
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Mr. Fujita put into practice a Mobile Art Class called, “Let's Draw Pictures Now!” which
met 14 times in 12 places—elementary schools, kindergarten, meeting rooms in banks, and
parks—in Nishinomiya and Kobe city from the end of February to April, 1995 following the
Great Hanshin Earthquake which decimated Kobe and surrounding areas on Jamuary 17, 1995.
About 800 children participated. o

Children’s Smiling Faces Show Life's Brightness

transtated by WFC' s Wednesday morning advanced conversation class

“When will you come back?” asked one child when class was altmost over, a question
children often posed to us. Frequently, we were at a loss because we knew we’d probably not
see these children again, Our goal was to have as many children as possible join in and draw,
so our class was mobile. The promoters of this program (3 painters and I) and others who took
part in these classes as volunteers tried not to teach how to draw, but talked with the children so
they could discover what they most wanted to draw. Every time we held one of these classes,
we asked ourselves, “Do they—I mean the people of Kobe— really need this kind of activity?”

That child’s question (“When will you come back?”) raised a concern in us that one visit
wasn’t sufficient. The deeper the relationship with each child, the harder it was to leave the
classes, which were supposed to be held only once. Leaving these children caused great
emotional strain—a fatigue much different from the physical fatigue of moving from one place
to another on unusable roads and broken railways. Yet, in spite all of the strains, we said to
ourselves, “We're doing what we can.”

We had to be satisfied with knowing that all the children had a good time. Once more, we
must be satisfied that we did the best we could, just like all the other relief workers and
volunteer groups who ave continuing to do the best they can with what they have,

Under the severe conditions left by the earthquake, people encouraged each other in daily
life. I could feel not merely the simpie charity of the rich giving to the poor, but I sensed a
realization of truly cooperative living, even if it was temporary. And in seeing the children’s
cheerful smiles, I found myself relieved. The earthquake claimed many lives, which is a big
price 1o pay, but it also gave us the opportunity to realize that humans need each other to heal.

afe fa

0o i $f

[Kenichi Higashino, volunteer with Mr. Fujita, added this description of a child’s
drawing. ]

One child [ met drew a pictore of a “'car.”’ The car has a dresser, a table, and a cockpit. It is
elevated on three strong pillars, and it has two jacks to Lift it when the earth starts moving. Asif
that weren't enough, the “car’” has a power shovel and a cockpit so the rubble can be cleaned
up. He wrote, - :

“My house was leveled to the ground.

My mom and sister died.

I was crushed under the house for a while.” - a

The picture showed his feeling very well. This year, this boy will be in the fust grade.
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Formally ingugurared on Pandit Nehru's birthday (November 14} in 1969 in a tiny room with
only 13 children on its roll, Hobby Centre of Baroda, India, today has grown into an
institution with active membership of more than 300 children. Ar Hobby Centre, children try
their hand at a variety of creative art aetivities. Children are free to experiment with form,
content, medivum and stvle of expression. “On the Wings of the White Angels: Children Strive
Jor World Peace,” a collection of children's paintings, was submitted to owr Celebration of
Hope by Kanti Rana with a fervent appeal for peace to all the citizens of the world.

Appedls for Everlasting World Peace

by Kanti Rana

We have inherited a beautiful planet with nature’s endowments, enriched by the inventions
and creative efforts of our ancestors. Qur concern is to ensure that when we pass it on to
children. the world is greater and better than it was transmitted to us. We all desire that our
children develop, thrive, and lead a happy world wmorrow. How can it be possible if the
world 1s besieged by bloodshed, hatred, cruelty and destruction? If we want the creative talents
of our young people to find the optimum expression for the common good, we have to provide
them a conducive environment.

Today, milliens of children die due to wars and millions of them are crippled and orphaned.

Revenge und violence constantly surround them. Separatist forces are at work to cast their ugly
influence on the young minds. In such a chaotic situation, the prime task ahead of us is to plant
positive ideas and thoughts in the young minds, to channel their abundant energy and creativity
in peaceful directions. After all, ideas shape the world, Children have a natural capacity to love.
Their innocence is not bound by caste, creed, religion or dogmas. Let us see that these pure
hearts are not contaminated by adult greed and hatred.

When children come to the Hobby Centre, they always want to share how they feel about
the world, home, school, town— the entire environment that we aduits have shaped and witl
pass on to them, Participating tn their discussions, [ sec that the growing unrest, violence and
torture ail around the world affect children deeply. It was one such evening of spontancous
mteraction which gave shape to this collection of paintings.

“I do not like to watch TV news anymore. 1t’s full of shootings and kitllings—nothing
else,” lamented Priya, a 12-year old.

“Did you see the photograph of war orphans in today’s newspapers?” asked 13-year old
Manisha and closed her eyes tightly to shut out the horrors of that image.

“Why can’t people live in peace? There are so many good things to enjoy, so much work to
do,” cried out Amit, and Ashish supperted him immediately, “Yes! Adults should stop these
wars at least for the sake of us children. They should listen to us.”

At this point 1 intervened and said, “Perhaps you're right. Why don’t you ask adults to
listen to you?" , ' '

“HA! HA! Adults listening to children! Have you lost your senses?” Ankit ridiculed the
idea, and he was right in a way. The very first sentence that he learned in school was, “Finger
on your 1ips.”

It was at this juncture that an idea struck us. “How about if you put down your ideas and
feelings on paper? If you can’t talk, you can always paint. We will exhibit your paintings and
that way you can share your thoughts with adults as well as children.”

“Sounds like a good idea, but . . " said Chinar a little skeptically. A free discussion
followed with children pouring out their hatred against war and strong desire for a peaceful
world.

“We want peace and we will work together for it,” proclaimed Ainita, and everyone agreed.
The themes for the paintings were worked out and children set themselves to paint. Their
language is of colours and shapes, forms and symbols and they appeal for peace on behalf of
atl the children.

You are listening. Aren't you?
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Hope has two lovely daughters,
anger and courage:

anger so that what must not be
will not be,

and courage 5o that

what must be

will be.
—Saint Augustine, 4th century
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