

NEVER AGAIN



The following writing appeared as an invited editorial on page 63 of the
Columbia Daily Tribune, Columbia, MO., Sunday August 5, 1984.

“NEVER AGAIN”: a plea for peace in the nuclear age.
A conscientious objector speaks his mind
By George Mummert
The writer, a doctoral candidate in philosophy at the University of Missouri-Columbia 
is a 1983 graduate of St. Paul School of Theology in Kansas City. He is currently in the 
Metropolitan Correctional Center in Chicago for trespassing on Whiteman Air Force 
Base during an anti-nuclear protest.

Hours before I was arrested, I talked with my two daughters about my decision not to 
cooperate with the conditions of my probation. I asked them if they understood what I 
did and why I did it. One answered, “Yeah, dad. You went across the line at Whiteman 
(Air Force Base in western Missouri) twice within the same year, and you were told not 
to. The judge put you on probation, but you’ve been talking with us the past few months 
about being uncomfortable with continuing to sign your month’s report (probation
 papers). You said you might not be able to sign in the future and that your suspended 
sentence of five months and twenty-nine days would be taken away and you’d have to 
go to jail.”




Then my other daughter said, “You know dad, it’s like Horton Hears A Who. Do you 
know that book by Dr. Seuss? It’s a story about an elephant who sees a flower that 
contains a world of little people who call themselves Whos, and the name of their home 
is Whoville. The Whos see that Horton is going to pick up and blow on their beautiful 
flower so they realize they need to shout as loud as they can so that Horton can hear 
them and not destroy them. Then they found one little Who who was practicing his 
music lessons and who hadn’t shouted.  They got him to join them in shouting that they
 wanted to live. Horton heard them and stopped. That’s what you and your friends are 
trying to do. You’re trying to get everyone in the whole wide world to shout at the same 
time that we want to live so that we don’t die in a nuclear war.”
I fought back the tears, swallowed the lump in my throat, and we eventually shared 
hugs and kisses secure in the knowledge that the memories of our past and the promise 
of our future would be sufficient to sustain our love for each other in the present half-
year in which we are physically separated. 
During the first few weeks in jail, I received many letters that posed the same basic 
question. “Why did you do civil disobedience and not work within the system?” “Why 
couldn’t you sign your probation papers and do the community service?” “Why now?”
For those who do not appreciate Dr. Seuss, I shall attempt a response.

Very simply, there came a point in my life when I knew that I could no longer be “an 
aimless well-behaved spectator.” I knew I had voted, had written letters, had signed 
petitions, had prayed for peace and I had even served the country in alternative service 
as a conscientious objector during the Vietnam War, but I realized that these actions 
were no longer sufficient to express my love for life, my growing pain and sorrow 
concerning the plight of the poor and our inadequate response to that plight, and my 
growing fear of a probable nuclear holocaust. I kept seeing the nuclear spring being 
wound tighter and tighter and felt as if the hot nuclear summer, our nuclear fall, and
 the nuclear winter that scientists discussed could not be far away. 


As my very best friend called it when it when she first felt it passing by a missile silo, I 
had experienced “The Big No.” When she said that, I added, “The Big Know.” We had 
seen too many hungry and homeless people, too many religious people praying for peace 
and paying for war, and too many missile silos. After my “Big Know” in October of 
1981, I knew I could no longer be “well behaved” concerning some of my government’s 
policies. 

For example, I knew I could no longer pay all my federal income taxes because 
some of it would be used to buy weapons of death and to train people to use them and to 
kill in my name even though I refused to use them myself. I realized that even though 
the government did not draft my body for Vietnam, it had drafted my tax dollars. I also 
knew that some more of my tax dollars were buried beneath the green fields of western 
Missouri – poised for flight and no more than thirty minutes away from millions of 
innocent men, women, children and other life forms in the Soviet Union.
Consequently, it was important for me to begin a walk August 6th, 1982 in Kansas City 
at the Federal Internal Revenue Service Collection Center next to the Bendix 
Corporation (a nuclear bomb component manufacturer) complex and to conclude my 
walk three days later at Whiteman, which controls one hundred and fifty Minutemen 
missiles. I walked in remembrance of all war dead, but especially remembered the dead 
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. I heard from deep within me the solemn words that are 
written on the Hiroshima memorial stone – “Never Again.” On the evening of August 
9th I knew I had to cross the artificial boundary in civil disobedience. Again on April 22, 
1983 I knew I had to celebrate Earth Day at Whiteman. With a 
community of faith I celebrated a meal of Shalom – a meal of wholeness – in 
thanksgiving for our beautiful home and for the wondrous gift of life. When the meal 
was over, I went to the boundary with another companion. We knelt and prayed. I then
 bent over and kissed the Earth where I would plant a flower of peace. As rain 
gently blessed our witness, we crossed the boundary in the spirit of boundless love.


Even though those two steps have resulted in my being “secured” by the federal 
government in a “Correctional Center” for one-half year, those steps were “steps of 
freedom” on the way of love. For those two steps I was given a suspended sentence of 
five months and twenty-nine days, two years of probation and one hundred hours of 
community service. I never signed the Conditions of Probation Statement which stated, 
“I will abide by the above conditions.” I believe that if we do not do something soon 
about nuclear weapons, there will no longer be any community to serve. I look upon my 
half-year in prison as a form of community service. One might say it is a “tour of duty” 
or better yet, a “service of love” on behalf of the beloved community.

I knew then that I would probably have to take another “step of freedom” because the 
philosophy of civil disobedience suggests that the proponent be prepared to serve the 
maximum possible sentence. For example, Gandhi told his judges to give him the 
harshest sentence if they believed in their laws of colonialization. Consequently, I knew 
that I could not do community service that the government “approved.” I was already 
serving the community in various ways. 

Ultimately, I realized I could no longer cooperate with a system that is legalizing the 
nuclear destruction of the Earth. The legal system protects the weapons of nuclear 
death with its “No Trespassing” laws and the many barbed-wire fences that attempt to 
keep the U.S. people away – almost like the German people were kept outside the 
concentration camps of a past holocaust. But we will not have the excuse, “We did not 
know what they were doing.” The nuclear superpowers are both guilty of nuclear 
terrorism; the people of the Earth have been held hostage for almost thirty-nine years.

The word “probation” means to test. The government was literally testing my 
faithfulness, and for the months that I cooperated, I felt I was not passing the test. From 
August 1983 through March 1984, I signed eight monthly probation reports. Each time 
I signed, I felt more guilt, but I rationalized it by saying I had commitments to this or 
that and that I had a responsibility to my family. In those eight months, I saw more 
missiles moved into Europe and subs perched closer to the U.S. coast. I also know that 
twenty-four million people starved to death.

Finally, on the day that I signed and mailed my last probation report, I heard the news 
that our government would be conducting another underground nuclear test in Nevada. 
At the appointed hour, I walked outside. I could not literally feel the Earth shake, but as 
I stood there, I heard from deep within, “Never Again.” Thus when I failed to sign my 
report for March, I was arrested. Through the paradox of suffering love, I am 
empowered to express at the same time the death-denying “Big No” and the life-
affirming “Big Yes.”

In the year between the 39th and 40th anniversaries of the atomic bombing, we will once 
again have many chances to choose between life and death. In August, all over the 
world, millions will remember and say, “Never Again.” Some people will again make 
the walk from Kansas City to Whiteman in order to witness with their bodies to their 
hope in a world free of war and hunger. They will also walk in memory of the 200,000 
people who immediately lost their lives in Hiroshima and Nagasaki. One of the 
Hiroshima survivors has written, “That number of dead is hard to imagine. Conceive, 
however, of placing them side by side, giving twenty inches per body, and they would 
stretch sixty miles.” The walk from Kansas City, the scene of “The Day After,” is sixty 
miles. With every step they take , the walkers will be remembering one more nuclear 
victim.

For some their steps will be completed with another “step of freedom” into the world of 
boundless love and out of a world where boundaries separate one from another. In the 
year ahead, we can choose to love the poor or to continue our selfish lifestyles. In 
November, we can choose new direction for our government or continue the present 
one. In April we can choose to say to the IRS “Never Again” or we can continue to pay 
for war.

Many will say, “What about the Soviets?” It is my belief that the United States has a 
moral responsibility to take the leadership in the attempt to defuse the arms race 
because we were the first country to use atomic weapons. Our country must 
demonstrate moral vision and imagination if the cycle of violence is to cease. We need 
more pairing projects and large group visits to each other’s homelands. We need face-
to-face meetings, which are both imaginative and experiential between our 
governments’ leaders. For example, I think it’s a good beginning to be meeting in 
Geneva to discuss peace for space, but I wonder what would happen if our 
representatives met in space to discuss peace.

As another example, I make this proposal. It’s based on the fact that for people 
worldwide, bread is a symbol of life. It is also based on the Soviet custom of presenting 
guests with a loaf of bread and some salt. I propose an experiential meeting called “The 
Bread and Salt Talks.” [For younger readers, SALT (Strategic Arms Limitation Treaty) 
Talks were being held in the 1980s.]

During the upcoming fall, I urge the leaders of both governments, or groups from each 
country if the leaders refuse, to exchange visits and plant some of their native winter 
wheat in each other’s country. Preferably, both leaders would assist each other in 
preparing the soil, and both would assist each other in the planting of the seeds. Then in 
the spring or early summer, if my agrarian advisor is correct, the leaders could meet 
again in each other’s countries to share in the harvest of the wheat. They could then 
proceed to the Northern Pacific’s Bering Strait, where the Soviet island of Ostrov 
Ramanova and the U.S. island of Little Diomede appear to be no more than five or ten 
miles apart.

The leaders of each country could then do on each other’s coast what Gandhi did a half 
century ago – make salt from the common sea. Having made the salt, they could 
proceed to the kitchen of a United Nations ship, which would be positioned between the 
two islands. Then the leaders could blend the wheat from the two countries and bake 
loaves of bread that could symbolize our common humanity and love of life. A joyous 
celebration could then be consummated by toasting the success of the Bread & Salt 
Talks with Soviet vodka and wine from the United States. Imagine what could be said 
while plowing, planting, harvesting, milling, and baking the bread! Picture 
the leaders raising the salt from the sea as Gandhi did! Imagine the new beginning when 
the bread, salt, vodka and wine are shared with each other!

Many will say, “Impossible” or “That’s the most foolish idea I’ve ever hear.” But I say, 
“Bread and Salt can talk.” If the leaders refuse to participate in the Bread & Salt Talks, 
then I say now what someone has said before, “When the people are willing to lead, 
eventually the leaders will follow.” I even know a farmer in Missouri who would allow
some Soviet winter wheat to be planted in his field which holds one of the Minuteman 
missiles.

In conclusion, with some measure of poetic license and with thanks to the spirit of 
Ezekiel (and Dr. Seuss), I offer this vision of decision:
Now it came to pass in the 38th year in the 10th month, as I was among the captives by
 the river of Chicago, that the cosmos was opened up, and I saw a vision of decision.
The way of Love took me up from the Earth, and I heard, “Child of Earth, what do you 
see?” And I saw a beautiful wholeness of blue, brown, green and white. Then I heard, 
“Child of Earth, ye shall now see the choice of death or life for which you and your 
sisters and brothers are responsible. Thou shalt say unto them, ‘Thy time of decision is 
close at hand.’”
Then, behold, I heard a thundering noise, and I saw a city burning, and lo I saw a fiery 
cloud consume the Earth. My tears could not quench the flames. With a broken heart, I 
heard, “Child of Earth, this is one vision of what can be. Now behold, see and hear 
another.”



And lo, I beheld the Earth again in its wholeness and beauty. And I saw two crafts rise 
from opposite sides of the Earth, and they approached each other. And the two became 
one. And I heard the leaders of the two peoples wonder at the beauty of their home 
below.They joyously agreed they could not see any boundaries between the islands on 
the one sea. They knew the Wholeness of the Earth and felt as one in their hearts. 
They knew they were children of the one Earth – the home of care we all share. Then 
they formed a new covenant of peace. And I saw them seal their covenant with bread, 
salt, vodka, and wine. And I heard them say solemnly to one another, “Never Again.” 
And then I heard them joyously shout with all the Children of Earth that they wanted 
to live. And my tears of joy fell upon the Earth, and a bow of colors appeared. And 
behold, I saw a new cosmos and a new Earth.















POSTSCRIPT

The Show Me Peace Walk continued for another ten years. It was nourished by many individual peacemakers and by two organizations – The Kansas City Interfaith Peace Alliance and The Hearthaven Community. Every year twenty to fifty walkers gathered to tread or support the sixty mile peace walk, to remember the victims of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, to nurture each other’s souls, and to gather at the gate of Whiteman Air Force Base saying, “Never Again.”
I’m happy to say that in 1995 the government removed the one hundred and fifty Minutemen II missiles and the fifteen hundred nuclear warheads from the base. I like to think that our constant twenty five year witness and prayers for peace were answered. Unfortunately, WAFB became a home for the B-2 bomber. The Show Me Peace Walk ended with the removal of the missiles, because they were the original reason for the witness.
Only the Spirit knows if a reunion walk is in the future.
[bookmark: _GoBack]In 1989, after much soul searching, I settled with the IRS and paid my back “war taxes” along with added penalty and interest. Hopefully, the government will soon recognize the right of conscientious objectors to not have their taxes be used in ways which contradict their religious beliefs. This may be done by passing The World Peace Tax Fund Bill which has been placed before Congress for more than three decades now. May it be so.
