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“Certain human cultures have been waging war against the 
Earth for millennia. I chose to fi ght on the side of bears, moun-
tain lions, skunks, bats, saguaros, cliff rose and all things wild. 
I am just the most recent casualty in that war. But tonight I 
have made a jail break—I am returning home, to the Earth, to 
the place of my origins.”

—BILL RODGERS, “AVALON,” DECEMBER 21, 2005, FROM A NOTE FOUND IN 
HIS JAIL CELL AFTER BEING INDICTED ON CHARGES RELATED TO THE VAIL ARSON.

Many friends and fellow activ-
ists have fallen in the struggle for the 
Earth, for their land-base and for the 
liberation of animals. In the last three 
decades we’ve seen casualties through-
out the world.

Last year was a sad milestone for 
Earth First!, as it saw the passing of 
both Arne Naess (January 12, 2009), 
the Norwegian philosopher activist 
who introduced the world to the con-
cept of deep ecology in his seminal lec-
ture, and Bill Devall (June 26, 2009), 
environmental activist and teacher, 
who brought deep ecology to Earth 
First!.

The following list is far from exhaus-
tive—for example, we only list nine of 
the 50,000 Nigerians killed on behalf of 
Shell and other industrial interests in 
the country; we list none from China or 
India. Still, we feel that it is important 
to remember the names and stories of 
some who have lost their lives while 
reaching for the common goal of eco-
logical justice and wild liberty, recog-
nizing that they represent the countless 
unnamed victims and martyrs. We also 
honor the people who have infl uenced 
and inspired our movement who’ve re-
turned to the Earth through various cir-
cumstances.

Some that we have lost to the 
struggle or that have returned to the 
Earth include: David “Gypsy” Chain, 
Vikki Moore, Barry Horne, Jo, Beth 
“Horehound”  O’Brien, Raven, Robert 
“Naya” Bryan, Standing Deer Wilson, 
Craig “Thunder” Beneville, John Za-
elit, Bill Turk, Tom Worby, Karl Von 
Notten, Carol Kratz, Tim Lengerich, 
Mark Blecher, “Walkin’ Jim” Stoltz, 
Matthew Haun, Bugis, Sequoia, Greg 
Shin Do Bechle, Tony Merten, Carlo 
Giuliani, Isa Bryant, Mike Hill, Jill 
Phipps, Jessiah, $eth, Huang Hai 
Lee, Rachel Corrie, MaVynee Betsch, 
Kirsten Brydum, Sali Eiler, Tom Hurn-
dall, Andy Harrop, Sicknote, Sera, Fes-
ter, Poet, Captain, Lil’ Mikey… May 
all your spirits live on, forever wild.

The next issue of the Journal will 
feature stories of several individuals 
listed above.

Francisco “Chico” Mendes, 1988
Brazilian ecologist and environmental activist who worked 

in defense of the Amazon rain forests, shot to death near his 
home in Xapuri.
Leroy Jackson, October 1993

Diné (Navajo) activist engaged in campaigns to end logging in 
the ponderosa pine forests of the Chuska Mountains, found mur-
dered by poison atop the Brazos Cliffs near Chama, New Mexico.
The Ogoni Nine, November 1995

Ken Saro-Wiwa, Saturday Dobee, Nordu Eawo, Daniel 
Gbooko, Paul Levera, Felix Nuate, Baribor Bera, Barinem Kio-
bel and John Kpuine; hanged by the military dictatorship of 
Nigeria for struggling against the destruction of Ogoni land by 
the Shell oil company.
Carlos Roberto Flores, June 2001

Honduran environmental activist, shot to death by guards 
of hydroelectric company Energisa, which was building a dam 
in the Sierra de Agalta National Park.
Bartolomeu Morais da Silva, July 2002

Brazilian farmer who led the struggle against illegal logging, 
land fraud and destructive large-scale infrastructure projects; 
found with his legs broken, shot to death.
Carlos Arturo Reyes, July 2003

Honduran anti-logging activist shot after Amnesty Interna-
tional found a death list with his name on it. 
Dorothy Mae Stang, February 2005

US-born activist, environmentalist and nun, murdered in the 
city of Anapu in the Amazon Basin of Brazil. She had a 30-year 
history of organizing in the region, receiving numerous death 
threats from loggers and large landowners. 
Valmir Mota de Oliveira, October 2007

Shot and killed during a protest at a Syngenta farm in the 
southern Brazilian state of Parana. According to the Landless 
Rural Workers’ Movement (MST), the farm illegally produced ge-
netically modifi ed crops within a protected environmental zone 
close to the internationally acclaimed Iguacu water falls.
Stanislav Markelov, Anastasia Baburova 
January  2009

Markelov was a lawyer for environmental, anti-fascist, labor 
and Chechen activists. He and Baburova, an activist and jour-
nalist, were assassinated in Moscow by a neo-Nazi affi liate.
Eliezer “Boy” Billanes, March 2009

Filipino anti-mining environmentalist in the Mindanao region 
shot dead confronting the multinational mining corporation 
Xstrata. Others who were killed recently for the anti-mining 
cause in the Phillipines include Fernando Sarmiento, Armin 
Marin, Ricardo Ganad, Gensun Agustin and Samson Rivera.
Ramiro Rivera, Dora Alicia Recinos Sorto, December  2009

Members of the Cabanas Environment Committee, organiz-
ing against mining by Pacifi c Rim corporation in El Salvador. Ri-
vera was shot dead while under 24-hour police surveillance. Prior 
to his murder he survived being shot eight times in the month of 
August. Recinos Sorto was pregnant at the time of her murder.
Desidario Camangyan, June 2010

Anti-logging activist, journalist and radio host in the Philip-
pine province of Davao Oriental, gunned down while hosting 
an amateur singing contest. His wife and child were in the 
audience. 

Murdered in Defense of Mother Earth 
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The following is an excerpt from an article written by Starhawk 
following the killing of Earth First! activist Brad Will.

This year I’m calling the Dead. So I’ve been thinking a lot 
about death, and singing the song we will use to sing the 
Dead over into a place of renewal. Just before bed, I check 
my email, and I learn that a young man has died, shot to 
death in Oaxaca where he has gone to cover the teachers’ 
strike and the people’s insurrection for Indymedia. His name 
is Brad Will. I stare at his picture, trying to remember if I 
know him from all the demonstrations and mobilizations 
and meetings we have undoubtedly been at together.

In Miami, my friend Andy reminds me: After a wild rit-
ual collaboration between the Pagan cluster and the black 
bloc, a young man stepped forward with a guitar and be-
gan singing Desert Rat’s song about Seattle, “When the 
Tear Gas Fills the Sky.” That was Brad—alive, singing, defi -
ant. ‘I will wash the pepper from your face, and go with 
you to jail, And if you don’t make it through this fi ght, I 
swear I’ll tell your tale…’”

I didn’t know him well, but I know so many like him…. 
Filing stories at midnight on electronic networks set up 
by young geniuses with duct tape and component parts 
in dusty, Third World towns, eating cold pasta out of old 
yogurt tops and sleeping on fl oors. Hitching rides into war 
zones and crossing borders. 

And now another one of the tribe is dead, shot down 
in Oaxaca where a fi ve-month teachers’ strike became a 
full-blown insurrection, the kind that radicals dream of, 

with streets full of barricades and ordinary people rising 
up against a rigged election and a corrupt, dictatorial gov-
ernor…. Brad Will was there, with camera and computer, 
to be a set of eyes.

We Pagans have no dogma, no offi cial Book of the Dead to 
outline the soul’s journey. If we share any belief in common, 
it is simply this: that death is part of a cycle that includes re-
generation and renewal. That just as the falling leaves decay to 
fertilize the roots of trees, each death feeds some rebirth.

Death transforms us. The tribe of world-changers has its 
list of martyrs and the much longer list of names in some 
other language—Spanish, indigenous, Arabic and so many 
others—who die every day. 

We Pagans don’t like to glorify martyrs, but we know 
that “sacrifi ce” means “to make sacred.” In an instant, 
that ordinary comrade you remember singing at the fi re 
or arguing at the meeting, someone you might have been 
charmed or irritated by or attracted to, or not, someone 
who showed no mark of doom or prescience of what was 
to come, becomes uplifted into another realm, part sym-
bol, part victim, locus of our deepest love and rage.

Yet we, the living, have some choice in how we respond 
to death, and what transformation we undergo…. Grief 
can open the heart to courage and compassion; rage can 
move us to action. Out of loss comes regeneration: a ter-
rible beauty is born.

A death like Brad’s calls us all to deeper levels of cour-
age, to be eyes that refuse to shut in the face of oppres-
sion, voices that sing out for justice, hands that build a 
transformed world.

The following is from an interview with Joan Norman print-
ed in Z Magazine, June 2005; reprinted in the Earth First! 
Journal, Beltane, May-June 2005. Norman was killed shortly 
after, on July 23, in a head-on car crash on Highway 99 near 
Cave Junction. She had spent her last months defending the Sis-
kiyou National Forest from the Biscuit logging operations. She 
was arrested more than 100 times in her life for standing up 
against injustice. She protested for equal rights in the South in 
the 1960s and joined the Vietnam War protests. She stood up 
against nuclear testing in Nevada, the School of the Americas 
in Georgia and the World Trade Organization in 1999.

I am not afraid. I am 75 years old. Do you know what this 
culture has in store for me, an old woman? They will wait for 
me to be sick at the end of my life and then strap me to feed-
ing tubes, pump deadly drugs into me, put me on a machine 
to make my lungs go up and down and wait for me to die. I 
am not bound to go out that way. No, I would rather go out 
in a blaze, defending the world I love. I will be on the front-
lines someday, and my soul will know the time to go, and I 
will just leave. I will make that decision. Knowing this, I am 
not afraid. I am more afraid that my grandchildren will think 
I did not try hard enough to leave them a legacy of peace and 
a world worth living in.

Last Monday, they came and removed me from the 
bridge I was blocking by carrying me in my chair to the 
edge of the sheriff’s vehicle. They put me down there and 
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thought I would stay put. Then the offi cers went off to 
arrest someone else. I got up and moved my chair back 
to my space, my sovereign space. An offi cer yelled, “Hey, 
you are not supposed to do that! Get back over where I put 
you.” I just laughed. People have been trying to get me to 
be where they put me all my life. I have a right to stand up 
against evil, and I will.

This fi ght to save the forests came to me through my 
grandson. I was not much of an outdoors person. I had 
never had a chance to live near and explore a truly wild 
place. My grandson lived on the edge of a forest. He spent 
from early in the morning to nightfall exploring it.

He said “Grandma, it’s so beautiful and amazing in the 
forest, you have to come with me so I can show you.” So I 
went with him. It was hard for my old bones and joints. I 
had to try to go up these steep paths and over logs on the 
trail, but I did. And what he showed me was just so amazing. 
We should all go into the forest with young children. They 
see it as it is meant to be seen, with the innocence of a be-
ing still connected to the Earth. They see it the way humans 
lived it for thousands of years. I can only say that you cannot 
read about nature and wild places, you have to go there. And 
once you do, no threat of jail will keep you from preserving 
them. We need to stand up and protect these places. This is 
why, at this time of my life, after all I have tried to defend, I 
am a forest defender.

   “Tell Them To Come With Fire in Their Bellies”   “Tell Them To Come With Fire in Their Bellies”
“One day the fi re grew in my belly. The fi re is the work we came to do in this life. When we are domesticated, the fi re is dimin-

ished and sometimes put out. We forget our soul urge.” —JOAN NORMAN
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