CHAPTER 13

Green Warriors,
Green Lobbyists

My young men shall never work. Men who work cannot dream, and wisdom comes
in dreams,
You ask me to plow the ground. Shall I take a knife and tear my mother’s
breast? Then when I die she will not take me to her bosom to rest.
You ask me to dig for stone. Shall I dig under her skin for bones? Then when I
die I cannot enter her body to be born again.
You ask me to cut grass and make hay and sell it, and be rich like white men.
But how dare I cut off my mother’s hair?
—5Smohalla, Nez Perce, 1877, in Jerome Rothenberg (ed.),
Technicians of the Sacred, Anchor, Garden City, NY, 1969, p. 361.

I tell thee that those living things,
To whom the fragile blade of grass,
That springeth in the morn
And perisheth ere noon,
Is an unbounded world;
I tell thee that those view-less beings,
Whose mansion is the smallest particle
Of the impassive atmosphere,
[t]hink, feel and live like Man.
Percy Bysshe Shelley, Queen Mab, f. 11 444-445, lines 226-234.

The landscape at the southern edge of Chicago is a large dismal plain, crossed by pol-
luted canals and expressways. The suburbs here are not communities of beautiful
houses and elegant malls; they are suburbs of ramshackle frame houses, dingy malls
with boarded-up stores, and convenience stores fortified with locks and window bars.
Unkempt scrub woods and small lakes are dotted across the open spaces; there are fish
in the lakes, but no one eats the strange creatures that have infected tumors and two
heads. This is a landscape of abandoned mills, toxic pools, and landfills that hold all of
Chicago’s growing mounds of trash. The smell of decay mingles with the sweet, heavy,
nauseating stench of a paint factory; to live here means always to breathe in these
smells. In the middle of this plain, Chicago meets its poorest suburbs, communities that
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