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Dear Tom: Understand from Dan that you're on the

road this summer but hopefully this'll catch up with you
in some hobo camp somewhere, hot soup cooking over open
fire under tin roof near dump with rain drumming like
buffalo stampede,

The War Resisters League wants you to do intro for
their forthcoming Gandhi book/calendar. They proposed
that I send the enclosed letter; rather than paraphrase
it I just enclose, You know the WRL ahd you know

how splendid they are, It's amazing, in the light

of their past differences with the religious community
(they broke off deeades ago from FOR) that now they ask
a Catholic monk priest, no less, to do this fpr them,

Hope you can, It will be a fine project and it would
be good to dee your words at the front of it,

Write if the rain stops long enough for you to get to
a post box, Even just to say yes or no or to ask questions.
\
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PS We're now living in Egst Harlem, Linda working at

Emmaus, me back at 5 Beekman Street., Spent some time

at Zen Mountain Center, Tassajara, California, If you

can possibly get there, go, can't speak highly enough of

that important week, the sun pouring into that remote

white granite gourge, us hidden in trees and lion colored

grass, leaping naked from waterfalls into pools at cliff's bottom,



