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For thefirst time in North America, - + growth. The driving force behind our.

tunnels.are, being used in-a direct |
action campaign. The tunnels sit six
feet underground at Fall Creek, a
pocket . of , old-growth , forest in

Oregon’s Cascadianwilderness, This
subterranean lockdown is-our Jatest @

‘tool.of resistance. Underground was.
the only placewhere the Vietname
found protection fror traf

,,,,,,,

campsinside tunnels, They had live, -
music and even performed surgery .

«cessitated. .English.,and, Australian
forest, activists finally caught onto .
the usefulness of tunnels in_ their
nonylolent struggles. ... . oo
~-I'vebeen living herein a S00-year-
old Douglas fir for almost three weeks
now. I'm 200-feet up in theexquisite

andbreezyupper.canopy where stars
E Whﬁavéh{ at.nigh'gand?l
' breezes rock me gently. all day. Red

seven month-old forest defense cam- -
paign at Fall Creek. It's named after |
-the warrior chief of the Oglala Da-
kota Sioux who repeatedly expelled
‘the US Cavalry from his homelands.  ~
Red Cloud did not recognize the au-
thority of the government. Broken
treaties.and government lies ‘were.
familiar. Western expansion was re-
sponsible for the massacre of his

i : ) L
Cloud Thunder is the:name.of,-the-i["ants- already feel,

“people and the destruction of the
;wildlands and game that the tribes
, Were dependent on for survival, .
. « Today, only islands of old-growth
- habitatremain in the area surrounding
- Fall Creek. We are fighting for these

remaining patches oflpw-glgvagqn_éld

' ithas: i 2 2. +Vice," states an activist, know as
strategy, butithasa long history.as a ates, s -

13n; ancisnt Doy
in them.as wartime conditions ne- .~ T EEY

‘glared in’ frustration

insurrectionisfightingtokeep Cascadia \

" alive and to hold it as a place of esis- |

£ a b AT e "‘i § ‘."3 &
‘tance against the insanity.of the Forest |
! Service and industrial forestry. “They

e e—

should be called:the timber baror ser-

‘il.mliic..k of O

“ tannot putyourself above G

to do better than nature b

manage nature.”

ranghornduringa particularly .,
intense siege where he realized it di%a%
notwant him tobeangry with thefeds. |
“The tree wanted me_to project love

not anger—kind of like Gandhi-but:ts. |

| with a mohawk,” he says with alaugh.

My personal experience in
Fanghorn is that the coursing energy

of the wise, old tree'seemingly 'in- by
fuses and amplifies what its inhabit- o
already feel, Tt was like sticking -
your finger in alight socket. “Bringit "
on! We are ready to rockl” roared at- (j
[he tinylittle feds 200-feet belowwho, *
1.In frustration at the distant .
bodies raging in atree far above them. '
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, "Through thefe eyes of the hawk
@ Lookin' down on the rock You can see far, see near
See true, see clear See what's really happenin' here
@ What's really happenin' here? Red tail hawk in the top
»f the tree What do you see? Tell me, what do you see?
Jo you have a message for me? Do you have a message for me?
ihen you look over the land do you see The heavy hand of
Eum%ﬁity gone crazy? Humanity stark-raving crazy Redtail Hawk
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! thg;pees either. It feels good not to be |

k . Warrior comrades made of an- |

"‘*archy and fearless beauty stood to~ -

‘ \gether, ﬂames leaping from .our eyes..

| We were not t made for the slave c;,ha.msl
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On June 10, 1868, Chief Red Cloud sent a message to the governmenj
peace commission that read, "We are on the mountains looking downy
on the soldiers and forts. When we see the soldlers moving away ¥
and the forts abandoned, we will come down and talk." The Dakotag‘
then burned the abandoned army posts to the ground before going é.
Fort Laramie. This was the first time in the history of the U.S.
Government‘thaf a peace treaty was negotlated that conceded
‘everything demanded and reauired nothing.
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The wind runs through the ancient trees ard stirs the
underbrush which floats aruond me like a phantom. Flylng
pieces of time gone by sprial about my head whispering in
my ears,

Across from me sits the Venus di Milo, Red Cloud Thunder's
affectionate name for a living stump, My first encounter with
the Venus I barely noticed her, so overwhelmed I was wijh the
grandmother trees and wildlife, Sincethen though, it has been
her that haunted my dreams; gnarled, twisted, but alive,
Tonight I lay beside her, listening, both of us deep in though
, sap covered, b

The noise of whispers through the silence is louder than
anyone can imagine and i1 sit up in ny sleeping bag and stare
into the indlgo night, The stars stare back, mlillions of years |
old and each of them completely unconcerned with my small 1
exsistance, |

As a child, some one once told me that when thewind sounds
as 1t does tonight it is the sound of the earth talking storié;
to it's creatures, I think about this, about my ancestors,
some of the trees out here are so old that they could have W
told our ancestors stories about thelr grandparents, '
I know that my ancestors spirits are probably hiding in the
trees, peering out from behind ferns and oregon grape, but {
they won't manifest, not tonight, Maybe they too are to :
caught up in the earth stories, i

I sat for a while and listened to the wind song, There 1s a
restlessness to the sound, a saddness and a strenghh,

- Freeing 'myself from my sleeping bag, I pulled on my shoes, |

I had decided to walk up to base camp to see what everyone
else thought of this crazy opema that was whistling about
us,

Trance-like, I stumbled up tocamp over fallen logs, moss
and 700 year old roots, For the second time that night I
began to ponder just how small my twenty-something years of
exsistance were to this world, Lost in my thoughts 1t was
only when I got to camp that I realized that it mas completely
silent., In the morning no one had heard it. No one,

Since then I have heard similar tales, Onegirl who had awoke
everyone in hamp to see if some one had been singing, but of
corse no one had and no one had heard the songs,

It is not always full of songs and winds at the Vanus, One
morning I aaoke to complete silence, a small chipmunk sitting
on my pack staring back at me, The Venus looks different in
silence., Another camper told me a story about this silence,

He woke up to the same silence, incredible and looked at the
Venus, )

" Hear that?" she sald to him, " ¥YOU're going to hear that

a lot."
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