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260 DIRECT ACTION 

Sunday, June 19, 1983 

"Sixty days?" I could hardly speak the words. "Karina got sixty days in federal 

prison?" 

Moonstone clenched his teeth. "She'll be in jail for the rest of the 

Summer," he said as we talked at the office the day before the Livermore 

blockade. "Alby, too. They both had prior arrests. And several others got thirty 

days for a first offense." 

Backcountry actions at Vandenberg began June 10. AGs went on and off 

the base, some getting busted, some hiding in the backcountry. No one was 

sure who had been arrested, who was still somewhere on the base, and who 

had gone back home. There wasn't even a phone at the camp, so messages had 

to be relayed from a house in Lompoc. All we knew for sure was that about a 

hundred people made it to the camp in the first few days. For an emergency 

action, it wasn't a bad start. 

But unexpectedly, it tapered off. Maybe because of the heavier sentences at 

the March action, maybe because of the logistical strain of a long-distance 

action, and maybe because Livermore had its own emotional pull, Vandenberg 

didn't build momentum. Only about thirty-five people got arrested in the 

week before the missile test. 

Worse yet, the MX test shot landed close enough to its Pacific island target 

that the Defense Department could call it a success. At the LAG office, 

everyone seemed to sag. And for VAC, the launch knocked the wind out of the 

weary network. Meetings evaporated, and information was even harder to get 

than for the March action. 

Moonstone tried to put a good face on it, talking about the need to 

organize solidarity actions in support of Karina and the others in prison. But 

there wasn't really much that could be done. 

Jenny called Moonstone over to her desk, and I turned back to Claudia, 

with whom I was working on a media kit for the next morning's press 

conference. Claudia had remained silent while Moonstone talked about 

Vandenberg. Once he was out of earshot, though, she wasn't slow to offer her 

opinion. "VAC set themselves up for failure, claiming they would stop the 

missile test," Claudia said matter-of-factly. "And now they've got people with 

sixty-day jail sentences. Big surprise. You can't pull off actions of this 

magnitude without a solid organization behind you." 

"Makes me wonder about doing small actions," I said. "With thirty-five 

people, you're left to the mercy of the court. They couldn't get away with this at 

Livermore." 

Claudia shrugged. "Maybe. All we know is that they haven't tried so far." 

Walt came in the door. I stood and greeted him with a warm hug. His eyes 

seemed tired and harried. Walt had represented Karina and Alby at their 

Vandenberg hearing, and he looked like he felt culpable. 
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"Come on," I said, "You couldn't know what was going to happen." 

"No," he said in a low voice. "But I was more cocky than I should have 

been. Most people who got arrested pled not-guilty and risked their luck on a 

later trial, figuring maybe with the missile test over, the courts would go 

lighter. 

"But the five Change of Heart people wound up before a federal 

magistrate who had given people a ten-day jail term for the March action. I 

was the only lawyer there at the time. We assumed they would get a similar 

deal. So they pled no-contest." 

Claudia peered at Walt. "And the magistrate hit them with sixty days?" 

"Well, he asked why we were before his bench on these charges, and I told 

him that we were there to stop the government from building first strike 

nuclear weapons. He didn't like that at all." Walt shook his head slowly. "Next 

thing we knew, it was sixty-day sentences for second-timers." 

"He was probably going to do it anyway," I told him. "How did Karina and 

Alby take it?" 

"They were more angry than anything. But the first-timers who got thirty 

days were stunned, and this woman named Madrigan was really shaken up. 

She started sobbing right there in court." He looked at the ground. "It was 

pretty hard to take." 

I felt for Walt, but I couldn't think of anything to say. I pictured Karina. 

Sixty days in prison. She could be tough when she needed to be. But that sort 

of sentence would wear anyone down. 

Walt and Claudia started talking about the Livermore press conference. I 

went over to Moonstone, who was up by the couches in the front of the office. 

"How come you're free?" I asked Moonstone. "Didn't you get arrested?" I 

asked. 

"Oh, I did," he said. "Twice. We were at camp within two days after the 

alert, and went on the base that night. We got dropped off on a perimeter road 

at dusk, seven of us from Change of Heart. We hiked the whole first night, took 

cover and slept all day, and hiked another night." 

I could picture Moonstone hiking through the backcountry, burrs clinging 

to his tattered jeans and scraggly beard, looking like Old Man Mountain 

himself. 

"Some people were getting exhausted," he said. "Not everyone was ready 

for a week in the backcountry. So we made it to an access road and dropped 

them off. They got spotted by a helicopter and busted right away. 

"That left me and Alina. We hid in some bushes till the cops left. We hiked 

on for another night, using a compass to steer in the general direction of the 

MX site, until we ran into a swamp. We're wondering which way to go, sitting 

there alongside this swamp with our packs. But we were too near an access 

road, and a military policeman in a jeep comes along. Talk about lousy luck!" 

He laughed to himself. "The poor cop, he was so desperate, calling for help on 
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his radio and yelling at us not to move. Finally some more cops showed up and 

busted us." 

"Why did you wait?" I said. 

"Exactly. We should have run away. At best, he could only have captured 

one of us." 

He scratched the back of his neck. "So we went to jail, spent the night, and 

cited out. I went back to camp, and immediately get recruited to be a guide. 

Suddenly I'm the expert! I'd been on the base one time, and made it about 

halfway to the MX site, and now I'm the guide. 

"So I wind up taking Karina and Alby and three others from Change of 

Heart. We hiked two nights, hiding out during the day while the helicopters 

were patrolling, and made it back to the swamp just before dawn of the second 

night. We wanted to keep moving, since it was getting close to the launch date 

and we wanted to get to the MX site. I told people to stay hidden, and went 

crawling along the access road, looking for some safe way around the swamp. 

Well, wouldn't you know it, a police jeep comes along right then! I dive back 

into the bushes where people are hiding. But the jeep stops and points its 

headlights at the bush. 

"They tell us to stay still, that they have dogs. But I can see there are only 

LAG's International Day plans included a rally, a benefit concert, the Livermore blockade, 

and Hands Around the Lab. 
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two cops, and there's seven of us. So this time I say to people, Tm going to 

walk, see you later.' And I take off, back up the hill. I get up a hundred feet, find 

a nice spot, and lie down and listen to them rustling up the other people." 

"The others didn't try to run?" 

"No, running would mean splitting up, and I was the only one who really 

had any clue where we were. No one else wanted to risk it." 

It surprised me to hear that Karina hadn't taken off. If there was anyone I 

thought would have been up for an adventure, it was her. But maybe not alone. 

Moonstone bent over and scratched his leg. "After they busted the others," 

he continued, "They come looking for me. They get close, so I do a little ritual. 

I cast a circle around myself and ask the Goddess for invisibility and 

protection. The cops are cussing and talking real loud about snakes and wild 

boars that are going to get me. 

"Finally they bring up a dog. It immediately trots right over by me, 

sniffing, followed by a cop, not five feet away. I'm not breathing. I try to melt 

into the bushes. Luckily, the Goddess protected me. Also, the dog didn't 

actually have a scent to go by, and it went right on past, sniffing at the ground. 

"They finally gave up and left. I waited there most of the day, and that 

night tried to figure out how to get to the MX site. But it was hopeless. I could 

never find a safe route. I wound up going through a big bed of poison oak, and 

then through a patch of thistles." 

A swell of nausea rose in my stomach. His face was a little splotchy, and I'd 

noticed he was scratching a lot, but I hadn't put it together. I knew poison oak 

wasn't contagious, but I couldn't help edging away from him. "So how did you 

get busted?" I asked in a thin voice. 

"I ended up near the officers' quarters," he said, not seeming to notice my 

revulsion. "I walked past the buildings, looking in the windows, till someone 

saw me and had me arrested. I was so exhausted that I non-cooperated all the 

way." 

"If you got arrested twice in one week," I said, "how did you avoid the 

sentence Karina and Alby got?" 

"They took me to a judge for arraignment, with Daniel and a few others. 

This was after Karina and Alby got sixty days, so we figured we better plead 

not-guilty and take our chances later. It was my second arrest, but I got a 

different judge, and he said he would let me go without bail if I agreed not to 

come back within two months. Between my exhaustion and the poison oak, I 

wasn't in any hurry to return, so I said okay." 

"And Daniel, too?" 

"Yeah, we both wanted to get back up here and do Livermore." 

I laughed in spite of myself. "You're going to get busted with a case of 

poison oak?" 

"I might as well itch in jail as out," he said. "I've been fasting, so I'm not 

feeling it much. And we'll probably only be in for a couple of days, anyway." 
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I reached out and rubbed his shoulder. He stepped forward and gave me a 

long hug, which usually I would have appreciated. But I was still feeling a little 

queasy about the poison oak, and it was hard to return his fervor. 

Moonstone released me from his embrace. "I've got to get going. See you 

in jail." He started away. 

"Yeah," I called after him. "I'll see you there." 

Monday, June 20, 1983 

I had a nagging feeling on the pre-dawn ride out to the Lab, a vague sense of 

going into "enemy territory." I wanted to turn back. But we were already on the 

highway, heading over the Berkeley Hills toward the Livermore Valley. 

Maybe it was the music. Jimi Hendrix was great accompaniment to pinball 

and weed-fueled political discussions. But on a pre-dawn ride to a nuclear 

weapons lab? 

I was riding shotgun with Hank, who was hauling a van-load of signs and 

banners out to the action. 

"Hopefully we can drive 

in pretty close, so we don't 

have to shlep them too 

far," he said. He sneezed 

hard. "Damn, I'm getting 

a cold. Too much work 

and too many meetings. 

I'm running on fumes." 

I looked at Hank and 

nodded. "I'm glad we're 

not getting busted today." 

Hank and I were 

among twenty organizers 

who had decided to delay 

our arrest till Wednesday 

so we could help with 

logistics, media, and jail 

support during the main 

blockade. It was 

important organizing, 

sure. But more than that, 

it meant two more nights 

in my own bed. I figured 

that the first couple of 

days in jail would be the 
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toughest. If I got 

arrested Wednesday, 

with the legal 

settlement already in 

place, I might be 

released the same day. 

Holly was 

planning the same, as 

far as I knew. She and 

Sara had driven out to 

the Lab even earlier to 

be legal observers for a 

women's cluster 

opening the blockade 

at the East Gate. Legal 

observers, being right 

in the middle of the 

action, were always at 

risk of arrest. 

What if she did 

get busted? I'd have 

the apartment to 

myself for a couple of 

days. Get some space 

to myself before going 

to jail. 

It was still dark as Hank eased his van off the exit ramp and rolled through 

the deserted little downtown of Livermore. "I'm surprised there aren't cops 

everywhere," he said. "Wish I had a can of spraypaint." 

I twisted in my seat, picturing us trying to drive a van loaded with protest 

signs up to the Lab. Cops everywhere, ready to bust everyone in sight. And 

we'd be the most conspicuous target. Why hadn't I volunteered to work in the 

office with Claudia and Caroline? 

As we approached the Lab, the first rays of dawn were visible on the 

horizon. I could make out clumps of protesters along the roadside. There were 

hardly any other cars on the road, and Hank was able to drive up to the gravel 

lot at the corner of East and Vasco, about a half-mile from the South Gate. He 

pulled up alongside a row of portajohns. 

Although the police at the intersection weren't trying to stop us, driving 

farther seemed risky. I definitely did not want to get busted. And not just for 

selfish reasons. Jenny and I were doing a last-minute nonviolence prep the next 

day for any new people who wanted to join the Wednesday action. I had 

obligations. 

Local artists offered posters such as this silkscreen in 

support of International Day. 
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Scenes from the 

June 20, 1983 

blockade at 

Livermore Lab. 

Over 1100 people 

were arrested in 

this, the largest of 

two dozen civil 

disobedience 

actions across 

North America and 

Europe as part of 

the International 

Day of Nuclear 

Disarmament. 
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