


held--and, he asserts, rigged--by the AFSC. "To learn to despise the AFSC under these
conditions,” he insists "was to discover the unbtldgeable dividing line between bestia 1ty
and humanity. Every pr.nciple of pagan, oligarchical evil poured out as the ideology of the
AFSC administrators and their *100-percenter’ clagues within the camps.”

Indeed, there were Rany complaints from the COs about having the camps run for the
governaent by AFSC and other religious groups, and the system was eventually changed. But in
the meantime, many of the COs turned to resistance and prison; others volunteered for
noncombatant military service. But as tor La Rouche, CPS not only reinforced his hatred for
the AFSC and its liberal Quakerism; 1t was there that he found an alternative: Marxism., He
took to Communisa avidly, then jettisoned not only his parents’ religiosity but their
pacifism as well, quitting CPS and joining the army. After the war he joined the Socialist
Workers Party and took the nos de guerre "Lyn Marcus.” He kept that alias until 1974, when
my research unearthed his real name and Quaker roots--that s what he threatened me for. A
few years later he shifted his identification from that of a “leftist” to the "right."

Quakers——Still on his Target List

But his political notions do not easily fit into "left" and "right" categories; and
charting thes is not our present task. But this sketch of La Rouche’'s Quaker background may
begin to show some parallels which can help illuminate his otherwise bizarre career. He wrote
recently that “f1] spent my childhood and youth in preparation for the Friends wministry."
The father-son pattern of a discsident prophet rejected by fellow-believers and then returning
to pronounce judgment on them is too evident to miss. For that matter, his self-image as a
lonely vicionary bearing witness against persecution and fanatical opposition is a familiar
one in Quaker annals. This hardly explains all of his career, of course; but in my view it
is an essential piece of the puzzle.

Besides that, the La Rouche-Quaker antagonism is a persistent one. His attacks on the
AFSC quoted earlier came in 1978; &y "KGB Mole” ordeal in 1980, some seven years after I had
written anything about him. More recently, La Rouche has tangled with Friends in Loudoun
County, Virginia, his <current base of operations. Loudoun County has had active Quaker
meetings cince the 1700s. The county, about an hour wecst of Washington, used to be known as a
quiet place; but now its citizens, 1including Friends, are increasingly nervous as they have

seen La Rouche and his followers in action. For example, in a leaflet distributed last fall
in Leesburg, Loudoun’'s main town, La Rouche cited his ancestry to declare, “I am an expert on
Quakerism,” and then denounced Goose Creek Meeting -as part of a "nest of Communist fellow-

travelers.” Later, wmembers of the meeting were called by people who give phony names, then
pumped them for information about certain attenders; such inquiries are very common La Rouche
tactics, a way of getting data to be used i1n other harassment efforts.

Seeking That of God Even In Lyndon La Rouche

To be sure, my sense of the importance of this whole subject 1s strongly colored by ay
experience. And there i1s one further, unexpected chapter of it that deserves mention: one
First Day wmorning a few years ago, when I arrived as usual for worship at Langley Hill
Meeting, there sat Lyndon La Rouche, Sr., on a front bench; I remembered him at once from his
visits to Cambridge more than a decade earlier. He was very pld then;, retired and widowed,
staying with a daughter who lived i1n the area. Attending our meeting apparently became one
of his only outinge. He spoke, wusually briefly, every time he came, wusually quoting
Whittier, and often telling us of his sense that a great war was impending. It was not easy,
given my experiences, to sit with him week after week; and the content of his wmessages
bothered some others. Yet it was evident too that we were ministering to a lonely old man on
the lacst lap of hic life's journey. So I held my peace: and when he died, several Langley
Hill Friends gathered with his daughter at an 1nformal memorial meeting. For me this became
a practical opportunity to meditate on the meaning of Jesus’ advice to love our enemies.

How to apply that advice 'in dealing with the son is not so clear. My experience, and
that of many others, suggecsts that he ic a dangerous man, and a persistent one. Moreover,
recent news reports indicate his group is the object of several fraud investigations. He
seec himcelf as the target of paid accassine, and 15 surrounded by heavily armed bodyguards.
It is not easv to foresee a peaceful--never mind Friendly--conclusion to his story.



