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round the world more than a million booklets called “Steps Toward Inner Peace”

are inspiring people in amazingly diverse places. The booklet contains the

succinct and practical advice of an extraordinary woman, Peace Pilgrim, who

walked penniless across the United States six and a half times to awaken the world

to our common humanity and spiritual potential. Her language was so practical,
the timeless truths spoken so vibrantly and lived fully with her own spiritual commitment, that
people from all religions and walks of life are profoundly moved.

In Africa, a young woman, her family devastated with AIDS, turns the smudged pages of “Steps”
looking for hope; in India, a recent medical school graduate reads and ponders; in Finland, a
grandfather long struggling with alcohol abuse takes in the practical advice; in Brazil, a Peace
Corps member, eager yet full of trepidation, keeps the booklet in a back pocket to help center
him; in a prison in Tennessee, a man sighs and turns the pages for the 10th time, reflecting on his
life and hoping for a better future; in Japan, a descendant of Hiroshima survivors reads and is
galvanized to work for a better world; and in a cramped apartment in Chicago’s inner city, a
despairing single mother turns to it for inspiration.

“Steps Toward Inner Peace,” published in 26 languages by the non-profit Friends Of Peace
Pilgrim, is sent free to anyone who asks. It passes from hand to hand as people share its timeless
wisdom of life. A larger book of Peace Pilgrim’s life, translated into 13 languages, is also given
freely to anyone who asks. The books move around the world with the grace of inter-continental
migratory butterflies, blessing and giving hope and awaking us to our common humanity.

This remarkable woman, Peace Pilgrim, walked, spoke and wrote, spreading her message of
peace. When she was gone Ann Trueblood Rush and her husband John devoted their retirement
years to continue spreading her message to the world.

A Heritage of Peace

born to the Truebloods in a lovely middle-class home in Kansas City, Mo., the middle of

I \ar from battle during the era of World War I, on January 30, 1917, Ann was the last baby
the nation. It was a time of war, but with her would be born a lifelong mission for peace.

Ann is proud of a long Quaker heritage on both sides of her family.
Her father, Alva Trueblood, met her mother, Mary Reese, in the
Quaker community of Whittier, California. Alva was the cousin of
Elton Trueblood, one of the most eloquent and best known Quaker
leaders and writers of the 20th century. After they married, Alva
took his bride from idyllic Southern California to Pittsburgh, then
one of the most polluted industrial cities in America. Mary would
always maintain her love of California. They later moved to
Kansas City, Mo., where they raised their family. Ann’s father was
the chief loan officer for Massachusetts Mutual Life Insurance
Company, a name Ann remembers rolling off her tongue with awe
and pride as a small girl.




Ann also was proud that her mother was 1/16th Cherokee Indian. Especially in her later years,
Ann’s high cheekbones, broad brow and warm-hued bronze skin gave her the look of a Native
American elder, and she delighted in that fact. Her voice was soft, low and honeyed, yet when
excited it revealed a fiery commitment, joy and iron resolve. She got right to the point,
especially in letting people know how they could serve the cause of Peace Pilgrim’s work. In
meeting someone from another country, she would urge them to translate the pamphlet and give
it away at home. Many of them did. Any visitor to the Friends of Peace Pilgrim Center was
always graciously assured they couldn’t possibly leave without taking books for themselves and
anyone who might need it. You simply couldn’t tell Ann “No.”

A Pampered Childhood

nn’s full-given name was Anna Laura
ATrueblood, “a big mouthful for a child,”

she declared. She was the youngest of
four children and devoted to her mother. She
admired and felt close to her oldest sister,
Martha, who was 10 years older. Then there was
sister, Esther, and her brother, Henry, three
years older than Ann. She recalls her mother
calling for the children by running their names
together: “Martha-Esther-Henry-Anna Laura,”
her voice rising in volume and an octave on
“Laura.” Though her mother and father adhered
to the basic values of their Quaker faith, they
did not live the simple life; they enjoyed the
material advantages that went with his career.

Their home in Kansas City was in the well-to-do section of town. Next to the mansion of a
millionaire, the Trueblood home was impressive also, three stories high with some 20 rooms.
Great green lawns and beautiful elm trees lined the streets in the neighborhood. Ann
remembered, “across the street was a wonderful park with
beautiful trees and rolling lawns down to the tennis courts.”
In winter she, her friends and siblings skied and sledded on
the banks. She remembers Mac, the handyman and
gardener, who lived in the basement quarters of the house
~and worked for the family many years. And there was
Nellie, the black part-time servant and housekeeper, who
was also with them for many years. Ann had two
neighborhood chums, Sonny Boy and Molly, and she

9 joyfully remembers playing hide and seek and other
SN - childhood games with them.

Because there was no Quaker community in Kansas City,
the family attended a Methodist church, which was “pretty



good about peace too,” Ann said. She attended Sunday school
regularly. Her public school education made no particular
impression; she didn’t have strong feelings about it one way or
another. Vacations were often to visit relatives. Ann
remembers visiting Elton Trueblood’s family in Iowa once.
Most of the family sojourns were to California, however, to
her mother’s mother in Whittier. Ann enjoyed a warm
relationship with her grandmother.

Ann’s mother, Mary, had been raised on a farm and was a
wonderful cook. By the time she was 13, she was a skilled
baker of bread and Ann always enjoyed the many treats her
mother made for the family. Life was full and comfortable;
the holidays festive with stacks of presents under a great
Christmas tree. There were big Thanksgiving feasts served on
lovely china. The family always had at least one dog and a
cat. One time, she remembered, “Our wonderful bull terrier
had babies, Buttons, Spuddy and Remus. Sometimes my
brother’s friends would come over to get him up in the
morning and throw off his covers and there were all the
puppies in bed with him.” Ann would always have cats and
dogs for her children as well. Her brother, Henry, would often
tease Ann as she hung around wide-eyed and listening to whatever he and his buddies were up
to. They would often come in and pretend to pay her elaborate obeisance by bowing and
chanting, “Sees all, hears all, knows nothing.”

a= = Ann can’t remember a time when she could not swim. She loved the

. water. Her father golfed at Ivanhoe Country Club and took the
children swimming there in a lovely small lake. It was heaven for
Ann. As a woman in her 70s, Ann went with the Friends of Peace
Pilgrim group on wilderness canoe retreats down Utah’s Green
River, a tributary of the Colorado River. Ann cheerfully camped,
slept under the stars and canoed. When they stopped for the night,
she would say, “Now I’m going to float,” and slip into the river to
bob so blissfully that concerned companions needed to retrieve here
before she floated too far downstream. “I loved swimming,” she said,
“and I taught my little children and grand children to swim at a
young age.”

Ann was proud of all her athletic skills, excelling in field hockey and

basketball as a young girl and receiving awards in school. In the
winter she loved to ice skate, cutting a lovely figure as she gracefully glided over the frozen
water. Ann often told how at 60 she won a 10-kilometer running race; at 70 she and husband
John hiked to the bottom of the Grand Canyon and back, and at 80 she was swimming a half a
mile. (John would then brag that at 80 he too had won a foot race... then he would add, with a
twinkle, that he was the only contestant over 80.)



As a young girl of 8 or 9, Ann remembers going for a drive and for the first time, going through
the black section of Kansas City. She was shocked at the living conditions she witnessed there,
and even more dismayed that their family maid, Nellie, whose big lap and loving arms had held
her many times, had to live in such a place. The experience would live deep in her soul and
influence her whole life.

Growing Up

fter graduating from high school, Ann attended the
University of Kansas City for about six months.

The university did not hold great interest for her,
and at her parents’ suggestion she rode with a family friend
to New York to visit her sister Martha who was working in
Radio City Music Hall. It was a glamorous place, home to
the world-famous precision dancers, the Rockettes. Ann’s
sister was the hostess in a great skyscraper.

A tall, long-legged, willowy brunette with an elegant figure,
beautiful smile and clear, brown eyes, Ann stood out in any
setting. During lunch one day, a talent scout sent her a
message to come to his office to see about being an actress.
When he learned that she had no experience, he suggested
she join “The Little Theater Movement” at home. It was
also in New York that she was encouraged to take up
modeling, which she did upon returning to Kansas City,
working as a clothing model for local department stores. “It wasn’t like now,” she said, “when
they just slink around...in our time we really strutted around!” (When her modeling was

' " mentioned in later years, John would always mischievously add

, 4 . | that she was “a clothes model.”)

Ann did get acting experience in a local theater production,
playing the voluptuous maid who captured the male lead’s

| attention. But later, when attending the University of Michigan
in Ann Arbor, she longed for more serious dramatic roles. Her
great uncle was the founder of the university’s speech and
drama department and that influenced her choice of major. At
Ann Arbor, she landed a role as Lady Macbeth and relished the
power and drama of the scene where she cried, “Out, damn’d
spot!”

Here at the university she had a major spiritual experience. She
was just turning 21 and attended a church meeting where
Reverend Henry Hitcrane was the speaker. His charismatic
presentation was spellbinding. She went back to talk after talk,
. deeply moved by his pacifist idealism.



Then one day, walking across the campus resplendent with graceful trees, she felt as though she
was walking in the treetops. A feeling of love for all creation flooded her soul, leaving her in an
altered state. She described a cosmic consciousness pervading her being and a realization of the
connectedness of all things. Later, standing by Niagara Falls, she felt such an empathy with the
plunging waters that she was tempted to stand under the powerful veils of misting water, as
Native Americans had done in the past.

In her college classes Ann had blossomed, realizing the breadth of world literature and
philosophy. She eagerly read Dostoevsky, Tolstoy and thrilled to the poetry of Robert
Browning. She was deeply moved by the great dramas, music, poetry and all the arts. A
romantic idealist, Ann had also watched the movie of Jane Eyre’s Wuthering Heights a couple of
times. She was fascinated with the characters. In her eighth decade she told us dreamily, “I still
remember the young girl (the inseparable companion of the handsome male lead, Heathclitf)
declaring her oneness with him in saying, “I am Heathcliff.”

Quickened and inspired by Reverend Hitcrane and his messages of pacifism, she now longed to
serve the poor and resolved to make that her mission. Her courses — literature, drama and poetry
—no longer held her interest and she dropped out of college, returning home without notice to her
family. She describes climbing up the rose trellis to the second story window of her mother’s
bedroom to awaken her and try to relate her newfound discoveries of awareness to her puzzled
parents. She found it was, “most difficult to convey.” Her parents were no doubt concerned that
their dreamy, idealistic youngest daughter was not focusing on practical life or a college career.
But Ann’s lifelong mission to bring peace was starting to take root.

Beautiful Music

Maurice McDonald. With a soul open and receptive from her recent spiritual experiences,

she was transported by his beautiful playing. The strains of Beethoven, Chopin and
Strauss lifted her further into the spiritual realms. “I fell for him,” she explained, “because his
beautiful concerts profoundly affected me.” Ann was mesmerized and blinded to the complex
individual who lay behind the talent. Her parents, especially her mother, were dubious about the
suitability of the young man for their willful daughter. But Ann was unmoved by their concerns.
She and Maurice went to the Justice of the Peace and were married; not telling anyone until
afterwards. She hoped and dreamed of a life together that would be a fulfillment of his beautiful
music.

F I Yhen one evening at a friend’s house, she was enchanted by a brilliant young pianist named

The reality was a struggle to make a living and two children who came in quick succession. A
son, Heathcliff, was born on October 12, 1940. He was a beautiful child who inherited musical
talents from his father. Heath was a gifted lad with a flashing grin who loved the violin,
practicing many hours a day. He also had a beautiful voice. His sister, Pamela, was born 17
months later, March 3, 1942, three months after the attack on Pearl Harbor. Like her mother
before her, Pamela entered life during a World War. Pamela came like a ray of sunshine to Ann.
She was a slender, beautiful blond child, with an open, innocent gaze and wonder for nature. A
teacher said, “She tripped lightly on the earth.” She and Ann had an exceptionally close



relationship.

But burdened with a young family and
hindered in developing his career, Maurice
felt increasingly trapped. Wartime
restrictions on transportation limited his
opportunity for travel and concerts. He
tried to give music lessons but it was not
enough to sustain the family. His explosive
temper erupted and he focused his anger on

é Ann, slapping and hitting her. At first, Ann

. was stunned. She tried to rationalize that

’ Beethoven too experienced furies and rode
tumultuous waves of high-tempered genius.
Laboring to live her pacifist beliefs, she tried to reconcile and forgive. Fortunately, common
sense and basic maternal instincts prevailed, and she and Maurice were divorced soon after
Pamela’s birth. Sadly, Maurice could not raise his parenting skills to the magnificent crescendos
of his music, and he disappeared from their lives. Ann saved a recording of his piano playing,
hoping the children could hear their father’s musical genius, but somewhere along the way, the
recording disappeared as well.

With nowhere else to go, Ann moved in with her parents and took stock. Being a divorcee held a
stigma in those days, even victims of violence. But Ann was not dismayed. With her spiritual
awakening, Ann had moved beyond keeping up appearances for the sake of public opinion. With
her mother and family to help care for the children, she felt she had to bring in an income. She
took a job in a wartime aircraft factory, one of many women taking formerly men’s jobs to help
build the war machine. As one of many “Rosie the Riveters,” she worked on bombers being
rushed to the war. Her job was an ironic one. She riveted the bomb bay doors through which the
great rumbling planes released their deadly bombs. This job later haunted her, giving her even
more impetus to work for peace.

During this time she went to hear a speech by A.J. Muste, an internationally known spokesman
for world peace who was the chief missionary for the Church Peace Mission from 1950-1961.
He was later president of the U.S. Fellowship of Reconciliation. He talked about disarmament,
which Ann said, “sounded a little strange in those days.”

When Ann was 26, her father died, following surgery for prostate cancer. Now there was nothing
to keep them in the Midwest. Her mother longed for California and Ann was amenable. So they
sold the home and headed west, a first of many trips in her life, which would take her family
from Canada to Alabama, from California to New England. Ann said with pride that she drove
all the way, with the two small children and their grandmother. With every desert vista, the whir
of the tires passing lonely towns and fence posts lining Route 66, the prayer on her lips was
constant: “May I find a man who will be a good father for my children.” It was ever-present in
her heart and on her mind. Fifty years later one could witness the answer to the prayer as her son,
Heath, affectionately called the husband she had found, “Dad” and looked to him with obvious
respect and admiration.



Ann’s uncle found a house for
them and they settled into life in
Whittier, in those days a beautiful
suburb of Los Angeles, with clear
skies, vast fields of orange poppies,
the scent of orange blossoms in the
air, and a short drive from Ann’s
beloved ocean.

Seaside Inspiration

any years later she decided someone should write about Peace Pilgrim for peace
magazines, and she took on the task. John left her in a small trailer at an oceanside

campground with a writing pad, Peace Pilgrim newsletters and only watermelon to eat
for a five-day cleansing fast. Walking, meditating and reading Peace’s newsletters as she wrote
draft after draft, Ann could not make the incredible woman come alive to her satisfaction. Peace
seemed either too exaggerated to believe or too understated. Ann came home from the seaside
retreat resolved that Peace Pilgrim’s message would need to be told in Peace’s own words. Ann
concluded that no one could write the story as well as she had already done. It was a realization
that would serve well during the hallowed months following Peace’s death; five close friends
collaborated to do just that...arrange Peace’s words into the amazing book that circled the globe
with a cosmic message of universal peace.

Meeting Her Life’s Companion

most young people of the time were swinging to fox

trots, jazz and the Charleston, John and Ann both
managed to find one of the few places where folk dances were
held. John was putting in his civilian public service at a camp
nearby during his two years as a conscientious objector. He’d
come to the dance with friends from his camp.

ﬁ nn met John Rush at a YMCA dance in Whittier. While

He stood in the dance hall that night like a young Jimmy Stewart,
with a country guy stance, feet apart, and swath of curly brown
hair over his brow, mouth slightly ajar over a stubborn lower lip
and chin, and a mischievous twinkle in his big, guileless blue
eyes. Ann, though uncommonly beautiful, had given up the
cosmetic trappings most women then adopted for allure —
plucked eyebrows, high heels, silk stockings, curled hair and
carefully applied makeup. John walked Ann back to her house




after the dance that evening. In telling the story, Ann allowed that she did tell him on that first
meeting that she was a divorcee, but did not mention that she had two children. She said, “But I
had been praying and praying for a man who would be a good father to my children!” (John
smiled as she told this and remarked, “And I thought I had free will!”’) John soon was a regular
part of her life.

Here is John’s description of their first meeting: “It was the custom for each boy at the end of the
dance to take a girl to her home. I asked a girl but she already had a date. I saw Ann nearby so |
asked her. This was one of the most important decisions I ever made. It was the start of a long
relationship that continues today, 60 years later. We sat on the front porch talking, sharing and
exploring ideas with each other and found we had much in common. This exchange gave me an
insight into her character. She told me how she had been inspired in college to devote her life to
service. She had wanted to help the Farm Workers in their struggle for justice and had not been
able to fulfill this desire. The next morning at the Sunday school in the Quaker Church we
agreed on most of the issues considered. There seemed to be a flow of spiritual union between
us.”

A Simple Start

June 11, 1917. He was the youngest of five children with two older sisters and two older

brothers: Glen, Orwin, Marjorie and Myrtle. The family descended from a long line of
Quakers who adhered to the simple life. They were grass-roots, no-nonsense Americans and bore
life with perseverance, wit and faith. The Rush family had its origins in England and the
Benjamin Rush who signed the Declaration of Independence was said to be a distant cousin.
John’s great-great grandfather Rush owned 108 slaves, which he freed in order to become a
Quaker. (The Quakers abolished slavery within their ranks one hundred years before the Civil
War).

John Miles Rush was born in the middle of the country on a farm near Depew, Oklahoma, on

John’s father was a stalwart believer who staked rental homes as
collateral for the building of a Friend’s church — and lost his
properties. Recovering with a small farm, he had the land
drilled for oil and they hit natural gas instead. The royalties
were a godsend to help sustain the family, because he was killed
in a car accident when John was only 8. John alternated school
years between living on the farm and in town in Wichita where
the family rented a house. John enjoyed farm life as a young
child, and when he was older, as a senior in high school and
through college, he enjoyed working in the public library. He
graduated from Friends University in Wichita, as had all his
older siblings — both boys and girls — not a common thing for
those years. It was a tribute to their work ethic and his widowed
mother’s commitment to education. He graduated in business
and economics and went to Washington, D.C., working at the
Census Bureau and becoming a section chief. He was one of
several bright young college graduates who were hired after




excelling on government tests. John and two others started a Young Friends group, which met
every Sunday evening at the Florida Avenue Friends Meeting House to discuss issues of the day,
listen to guest speakers and enjoy social interaction. They were 20 to 30 young Friends who were
very concerned about the possibility of war and who became conscientious objectors when
America entered World War II.

Because he refused to take up arms out of principal, John was sent to a conscientious objectors’
camp in California, where he did work that was being neglected because of the war. As an
adamant pacifist, he would not consider joining the military, even the medical corps, because he
believed that would still serve the “killing machine.”

John was hardworking, stubborn, principled, kind and often

. skeptical. But he wasn’t cynical and later in life, he had a song
or joke for every occasion. Ann couldn’t have made a better
choice for a husband.

John said his family was shocked that he was considering a

relationship with a divorcee — one with two small children to

boot — hardly a suitable match for a nice Quaker boy. They felt

he had been “taken in” by her beauty and charms. “I was taken

by her glamour,” he admitted, even though he met her as a

“natural” beauty after she had stopped using makeup. In an act

of understanding, typical of Ann’s openness and concern for

: others, she wrote a letter to his relatives, explaining that she

| ®. 9 could understand why they would be worried. Then she

' } o described how much she admired John. (Later in life, 86-year-

; i‘) N old John quipped: “I wish I could find the letter that said so
many good things about me. I’d like to read again what a fine

fellow [ am!”). In time Ann won his relatives over.

Ann describes one evening kneeling by her bed, praying and wondering about marrying John.
As she was thinking of him with intense concentration, she turned to her 5-year-old son who had
just come in. He put his hand on her shoulder and said, “Mom, you look like John!” That was
certainly a sign. Neither John nor Ann later remembered him making a formal proposal. “We
just knew,” they said.

It is a Quaker custom to send a community member to counsel a couple before marriage to see if
they are prepared for the responsibility. A Quaker friend who met with Ann and John expressed
concern that John had no job and virtually no assets aside from his aging car. Ann and John
were also concerned, but not deterred.

They were married at the Orange Grove Friends Meeting House in Pasadena, California, on June
24, 1945, with 5-year-old Heath and 3-year-old Pamela sitting beside them. The wedding was
one of Heath’s happiest early memories — “Our wedding” he called it, though he was mad when
they didn’t take him on the honeymoon. Even though Ann’s mother knew Quaker customs of
prolonged silence during worship, she became impatient with the long quiet during the



ceremony, and with Ann’s sister Martha stood up to congratulate the couple. Other attendees
persuaded them to wait a little longer. Thus began the union that lasted more than half a century.
On their anniversary 60 years later, John still remembered the pledge that resonated so deeply:

“In the presence of God and before these,

our friends, I take thee, Anna Laura Trueblood,
to be my beloved wife, promising, with divine
assistance, to be unto thee a loving and faithful
husband as long as we both shall live.”

John’s black Model A Ford was their honeymoon chariot. It was not new; the last Model A
came off the assembly line in 1932. John had bought it from a man who was helping Japanese
people liquidate their assets after they were sent to internment camps at the outbreak of war with
Japan. Ann, in a rare moment of embarrassment, perhaps for her mother’s reputation in the town,
asked John to park the car down the street from their house during their courtship. An interesting
request from a woman whose daughter Erica would later say never had any clothes except those
given her or bought from Goodwill. Years later, neither John nor Ann remembered what she
wore on the wedding day; obviously clothing was not a primary factor in their joy.

On the honeymoon — a few days in a cabin in the mountains above Pasadena — Ann remembers
that they took numerous books on child rearing. John adopted the children soon after. The filing
fees were $50 each — a large sum in those days — and when John told Heath, the boy was
impressed at his great value.

After the honeymoon, they packed and left California to
join a Quaker community in Fairhope, Alabama, on the
Gulf of Mexico. Not only did they want to try life in the
warm south, but John was a firm believer in the wisdom of
newly married couples moving away from relatives in the
first year. So the old Model A and a Model T trailer were
packed for the first of many cross-country adventures.

Ann described herself as “an excellent organizer” and
packed the trailer so the food (in those pre-ice chest days)
was easily accessible in drawers in the back. Bedding was
always piled in the car so someone could sleep. Ann joked
that they lived up to “Okie” stereotypes while crossing the
country. Heath remembers the adventures, including awakening one morning to find several
inches of rainwater in the tent. Heath remembered rolling into a gas station running on fumes;
John, remarking drolly, “That’s living on faith.”

A wheel bearing on their Model T trailer burned out in Needles, California, and there were no
Model T bearings in the small desert town. There they were, stranded with two small children.
What to do? John decided to go up and down the streets searching for a wrecked Model T in
someone’s backyard. He found a woman who said her father, who lived near the Colorado
River, had some wrecked Model Ts. John removed a bearing with a borrowed wrench and took
it to a mechanic in town. Soon they were on their way again.

-10 -



In Fairhope, Ann taught school part time and John worked as a bookkeeper for a small oil
company. Heath and Pam remembered long shallow reaches of the bay, warm water and being
stung by jellyfish. Because Ann’s time was taken by her school job, they hired a maid to help
with family chores. Ann invited the maid, a black woman, to sit down for lunch one day. The
woman was taken aback and said respectfully but in no uncertain terms, “It isn’t proper.” Ann
responded, “It’s all right to eat together in California.” Ann and John knew about segregation,
but were shocked by facing it in person — the White’s Only signs, the substandard facilities for
blacks, the barring of their presence in restaurants. Ann especially was concerned that her
children not grow up around a culture of white supremacy and wanted to leave. They decided to
move to Tracy, California, to be near some other friends.

The Tracy Years

San Joaquin Valley, to be subdivided among the members. The soil was rich, water for

irrigation was available and each family grew beautiful gardens. The members had made
a conscious decision to live “on the wrong side of the tracks,” as Ann would say. It was an
interracial community with black, Latino and white families.

F I Yhe community they joined had bought 80 acres near Tracy, east of San Francisco in the

Until they could build, they rented a house from a Mexican American family. A few months later
daughter Erica was born. She was a beautiful child, gentle yet strong, with big lovely eyes and a
look of openness and questing trust that was still a part of her bearing when she was in her 50s.

After about a year, the Rushes built a house on their land. They hired a friend named Clarence, a
contractor who lived nearby, to build the house. Clarence and his wife were a cheerful couple
with warm and friendly ways. They had three daughters and 10-year-old Pamela was
inseparable with the girls. John helped with the building while working as a railroad bookkeeper
and for the Bureau of Reclamation (“I was always good at arithmetic,” he said). They moved into
their home before it was completed; it was still unfinished when they moved on.

John planted a big garden. “He was always a great gardener,” Ann said. He said that the soil in
Tracy was the best he ever worked — topsoil six feet deep, a rich heavy soil that held water in the
best way for plants. They always had great produce and Ann spent many hours in the hot
kitchen canning fruits and vegetables. In addition to their own gardens, the families would go to
the commercial fields after harvest time to salvage leftover tomatoes, almonds and apricots from

During these years, Ann was active in Quaker
meetings and formed a close friendship with a
blind black woman named Katie from the
Tracy Quaker Meeting. She and Katie left
their families for a week in 1950, traveling by
bus to Washington, D.C., to protest the
development of the hydrogen bomb. Here
Ann again met A.J. Muste, the disarmament
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speaker she had heard years before, and they shared a week of praying and fasting and sit-ins at
the then-new Pentagon building. They returned home fulfilled that they had done what they
could. Ann was 34 years old.

After nearly five years in Tracy, the Rushes started planning to go to Canada with other mostly
Quaker families. The Cold War between the United States and the Soviet Union was intense and
McCarthyism was rampant. A friend, John Stevenson, was asked to swear a loyalty oath to get a
job driving a school bus. He refused. John Rush was investigated by the FBI for signing a
petition for peace. Witch hunts for communists were in full swing nationally. Increasingly, the
Rushes found the government policies intolerable, only further galvanizing their determination to
leave the militaristic and materialistic society.

Heath and Gashy
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Declaration for a New Life

he Quaker families — Ann and John, Robert and Ruth Boyd and John and Helen
Stevenson — wrote a “Manifesto” of their reasons to seek community in British Columbia.
It said in part:

“We three families are interested in finding a place where
we can work and live as

a group which has characteristics similar to those of a
group of brothers who decide to farm together.

“We believe an intimate group based on worshipful sharing
and the search for truth can more directly achieve the
relationships able to supplant the decaying of our society...

“We think that a moral evolution has not kept pace with

technological evolution.
- To us it appears that Russia and the U. S. are entering a

period of Dark Ages, that they will likely engulf the rest of
the world in their death throes. But we are not long-run pessimists. We believe that out of the
impending chaos will come new light of love and trust, sown by the seeds of martyrs and by
children who fortunately always come into the world ‘trailing clouds of glory’ ....we are moving
away from grass-roots control of our society to increasing authoritarianism and militarism...this
same lopsided culture has wrenched material things away from their necessary relationship to
religion and art...men in Russia are slaves