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    Here comes the future and you can’t run from it If you’ve got a blacklist I want to be on it—Billy Bragg

  


  
    


    CHAPTER ONE


    Blacklisted


    June 3, 2007 For a few seconds at a time, today feels like any other day, maybe even like a vacation, and Daniel McGowan forgets what he knows will happen tomorrow. The wind blows west through Oregon’s Willamette National Forest, rustling the dense lower patchwork of vine maple, dogwood and red alder. The rodlike Douglas firs pay no attention to the breeze as they reach over two hundred feet to the sun, just as they have for three hundred, four hundred, five hundred years. If he breathes deeply enough, McGowan might smell tansy in the wind, or perhaps it’s camphor; so many wild things have grown over each other and into each other for so long it’s hard to tell which. If he breathes deeper still, he might taste the white water of Fall Creek before seeing or hearing it. He breathes in, pulls the wind and creek and forest deep into his lungs, and slowly releases them. Then McGowan remembers that at nine o’clock on Monday morning he’ll be wearing his best suit, the black one with three buttons, and he’ll be sitting quietly with his hands folded in his lap, staring blankly ahead, while a U.S. District Court judge sentences him to prison as a terrorist.


    He steals a few more seconds and fights off thoughts of tomorrow. He tries to forget that his statement to the court needs another practice reading, that his press release needs editing, and that his dad, his sister and his wife, Jenny Synan, will be sitting on rigid pews in the front row of the courtroom, silently crying. Right now McGowan has paused on the trail to Fall Creek, with his nose three inches away from a stegosaurus of an ant walking along a smooth moist stone. He yells to his wife, standing right behind him. “Jenny, check this out!” He is crouching, hands on his knees, mouth open and smiling, tongue poking out the left side. “My niece Lily would be so excited,” he says. “Lily loves bugs.”


    This is one Daniel McGowan, Daniel the Uncle. The Daniel who knows everything Lily loves and doesn’t love, all of her favorite stories and favorite jokes and who says, in one excited breath, “Did I tell you what Lily did the other day seriously she is so goddamn adorable I can’t even tell you.” There may be a thousand more Daniels. How many depends on who you ask. Federal prosecutors say there are Djenni, Dylan Kay, Jamie Moran, Sorrel, Rabid: the aliases he used during his underground life when he destroyed genetically engineered crops and helped commit two arsons as part of the Earth Liberation Front. McGowan earned one of the names after hiking near this same creek years ago, when a friend showed him the edible, heart-shaped leaves of the sorrel herb. McGowan ate the plant by the handful. “It gave me the shits,” he says. His mouth is now full of the green foliage, and as he follows the trail he periodically reaches for more, having either forgotten the past or made a concerted effort not to remember.


    At least two more Daniels walk through the forest this afternoon, Today’s Daniel and Tomorrow’s Daniel. Like the others, they curse like sailors, the sons of an Irish New York City cop from Queens. Today’s Daniel takes center stage, cracking jokes and performing for his small audience, a handful of somber friends. Most of all he tries desperately to make his wife smile. As if bracing for her husband’s terrorism sentencing were not difficult enough, Synan has had sneezing fits, watery eyes and shortness of breath since stepping off the plane yesterday. Burr-ragweed, mugwort, vetch, fireweed, smotherweed, knotweed, smartweed, barnyard grass, cock’s-spur grass, false rye grass, quaking grass, panic grass. They may not all be here in the forest right now, but they are somewhere in the wind, finding their way to Synan’s nose. Brooklyn has less-than-pristine air, full of taxicab exhaust and godknowswhatelse, but at least concrete doesn’t make you sneeze. Not as much, at least. On their first date, back in New York, McGowan brought Synan a bouquet of allergy medicine. “This is nature, Jenny, na-a-a-ture,” he says to her now, grinning. Synan looks too exhausted to laugh, but he persists. “Jenny! Jenny!” he shouts, pointing to the trees behind her. “Watch out for pygmies!” She rolls her red eyes.


    Today’s Daniel must also remember the two-man camera crew that has followed him for six months, trying to film every fundraiser, happy hour and family gathering for a documentary about his case. Their clock is ticking. Once McGowan reports to prison they will have limited opportunities to tape him, even fewer if he reports to a maximum-security facility. McGowan does not want their only footage to be of Defeated Daniel. What message would that send to the FBI? What message would that send to the movement?


    McGowan wears a wireless microphone that peeks out of the top of his black T-shirt. The battery pack hooks onto his black shorts, cut well below his knees. He approaches the water. He keeps his game face on, giving the filmmakers the sound bites, monologues and close-ups they need, but never letting them too close. If the mood feels too heavy, he redirects the conversation. He pulls a six-pack of microbrewed beer from a nook made by two rocks in the creek, where friends had placed it to chill. He hoists it triumphantly. “Look, we caught some wild beer!” Sometime in the same act, different scene, McGowan pauses briefly and turns back to the camera crew. “I think we’re getting some interference. Do you want me to ask the river to be quiet? Want me to unplug that shit?”


    Tomorrow’s Daniel is always nearby, though, and now he takes a seat on the river rock. He rails against activist groups like the Rainforest Action Network and Ruckus Society, groups he has volunteered with for years, groups that refused to speak out against the government labeling him a terrorist. McGowan and his attorneys volunteered to write a letter to the court if only the groups would lend their name and credibility. But these national organizations didn’t want to publicly support a saboteur. That’s understandable, McGowan says, but can’t they at least say destroying genetically engineered crops is not the same as flying planes into buildings?


    McGowan’s friends try to fight off tomorrow. Talk of creeks and water prompts someone to ask if McGowan has ever been to the nude beach off the McKenzie River. “I really love nudie rock,” he says. “You throw yourself in and man you just go shooting down this whitewater and you pop up and it’s totally amazing.” Someone in the group has jumped into the water, and McGowan’s friends coax him. Jump! JUMP! Someone says this may be his last opportunity to swim in fresh water for six to eight years. “Maybe you should just throw yourself in,” Synan says, “and see where it takes you.”


    While his friends pop open another round of beers and begin to speculate about what prison life will entail, McGowan breaks away from the group and meanders along the cold creek, letting his skin feel the damp moss. He is between worlds. Having stepped out of the forest, but not yet touched the water, he walks softly, balances carefully, step by step along the edge. A few more steps and he pauses on a large riparian stone. It has been carved into a gentle parabola not by drastic action but by steady, patient pressure. McGowan sits, then folds his arms across his knees as he pulls them to his chest; he turns and stares upstream. Enough sunlight falls through holes in the old-growth forest canopy to make the creek shimmer like broken glass. He could listen to water all day, he has said before. He listens. Listens to the tone, pitch, melody and rhythm of the current. A song playing far too softly to penetrate thick walls of concrete and steel and remorse to reach McGowan, sitting alone, in a prison cell.


    He returns to the group, now in the midst of yet another conversation about prison life, prison location, prison sentences, prison behavior and prison food. McGowan’s attorneys will request that he report to the Federal Correctional Institution in Fort Dix, New Jersey. It’s a low-security facility—not the usual stop for a convicted terrorist, but McGowan has no violent history and thinks the Bureau of Prisons will grant his request. At Fort Dix, Synan and his family could make the hour-and-a-half trip south to visit. After McGowan’s sentencing, though, paperwork and protocol could last five or six weeks before prison. His friends worry that instead of spending those weeks free, with Synan, he’ll have to report to the Metropolitan Detention Center—“The Abu Ghraib of Brooklyn.” Arab men rounded up after 9/11 have accused the guards of beating them, violating them during body cavity searches, parading them naked before female guards and calling them “Muslim bastards.” The government later deported the detainees, but admitted they were not terrorists.


    As the forest darkens, McGowan announces to the camera that he has decided on his sentencing statement. “I am sorry, Your Honor,” he’ll say. “I have an overacting part of the brain where bad-assness is located.” He gets a few laughs, but gray dusk approaches, followed by darkness, making it harder and harder to forget tomorrow.


    On the way back to Eugene, Oregon, the group stops at a gas station for snacks. A small sign that reads “Solar Power” hangs near pumps that, upon closer inspection, contain reservoirs for fuel connoisseurs: various microbrews of gasoline and bioethanol crafted to reduce emissions and, through domestic production, perhaps reduce unsavory wars for oil. The roof is a dense thatch of greens, yellows, oranges, purples and blues, an organic insulating layer of local flowers that keeps the store cooler in warm times and warmer in cool times. The flowers sink roots into what they must think is Oregon soil, only at some point to meet a rubber water barrier, and underneath that, steel or aluminum or wood, and underneath that, a convenience store gone green.


    In similar areas—not quite suburban, not quite rural—gas stations often sell hunks of deer jerky, fresh cured and sitting in a tray on the counter. Coolers along the wall contain Lone Star, the national beer of Texas, and Bud or Miller Lite. Shelves hold toilet paper, more jerky, and motor oil. Behind the counter, nudie magazines and, if you ask the clerk, probably some shotgun shells. This gas station outside of Eugene sells vegan donuts and brownies, sitting in a wicker basket on the counter. Coolers along the wall contain fresh, local, organic greens and cheeses. Shelves hold 100 percent recycled toilet paper, more vegan brownies and peppermint toothpaste not tested on animals. Behind the counter, a full-service espresso bar, and the beans are all organic, fair trade, shade-grown.


    “Soy latte?”


    “Please,” Synan says.


    The barista eyes the group, including the two filmmakers who walk in to shoot McGowan perusing organic tortilla chips and salsa. Synan sees an opportunity and tells the woman about her husband’s case. The barista says she thinks she heard about that somewhere, and didn’t it involve torching some Hummers? Well, Synan says, some things like that have certainly happened, but not in McGowan’s case. Oh, the barista says, she really hates those jerks in their Hummers. Synan doesn’t miss a beat, urging her to visit SupportDaniel.org and to attend the hearing tomorrow. McGowan will need all the support he can get.


    Five years earlier It’s nine in the morning. My girlfriend, Kamber, sleeps on the futon, exhausted from a night shift as a sous-chef at the Chicago Diner, a local vegetarian restaurant. Her hands perch on her chest. They always ache from hours of chopping carrots, potatoes and hunks of faux meat. I put on my shoes and say goodbye to the dogs, Mindy and Peter. Mindy is part chihuahua, part dachshund, with one ear pointed and one ear floppy. She’s short and sturdy, maybe a bit chubby. Peter looks like a compressed greyhound. He has a runner’s legs, sinewy and taut, which I envy. He has a way with the ladies, which I also envy. He always cries when I leave. Just as I place my hand on the doorknob, someone knocks three times.


    I turn the knob without looking through the peephole. It must be the landlord. Again. He’s gotten into the habit of arriving unannounced with prospective tenants. He says he likes showing our apartment, one of the freshly renovated studios in the seventy-something-year-old building in Lincoln Park, because it’s so “clean” and “uncluttered” (meaning we can’t afford more than the futon). I think he also likes the way Mindy rolls on her back for him. Even though I’m still groggy, I’m prepared to tear into him, in hushed breaths so not to wake Kamber, and say that if he wants to interrupt us at all hours we need a rent reduction, and not fifty dollars or some nonsense like that. Before I open the door, though, I know it’s not Steve the Landlord. The dogs are barking. Mindy and Peter are snarling, and they never snarl, they never growl. I open the door anyway.


    God and Darwin work together sometimes, scheming a kind of divine natural selection, predetermining certain people for certain occupations. This is not to say that a seven-foot-two man cannot rise beyond a basketball stereotype or that boys named Devendra must become hippie poet laureates wearing beaded vests and braided beards. It just seems natural. And these guys, with their manicured goatees, navy blue suits, broad shoulders, hard jawlines, wholesome haircuts and eyes looking for a fight—these guys are just naturally FBI agents. I don’t even need to see the badges.


    I say I’m in a hurry and have to get ready for work, and then I start to close the door, as if they’re kids selling third-tier magazines for an alleged school basketball team. The good cop—or I’ll call him the good cop, only because he looks less eager to kick my ass—puts his left palm on the gray steel door. I can either come downstairs, he says, or they can visit me at work, the Chicago Tribune.


    The dogs bark. Panic. I’m not afraid of them, but I am afraid of a spectacle in the newsroom. I say okay. I gently close the door, hoping that Kamber, a few feet away, might sleep through all of this, hoping that, if I’m quiet enough, I can tiptoe my way out of my apartment and out of my skin. I roll up my right pant leg so it won’t catch in my bike chain and I pick up my road bike. What’s going on, Kamber says. It’s the FBI, I say matter-of-factly, just as if it had been Steve the Landlord.


    We cram into the freight elevator, Good Cop, Bad Cop, my bicycle and me. I don’t know what to do with my eyes. I look at Good Cop and he looks at my bike, peering over his slightly bulging midriff and down at the hubs, bending to see the crank arms and the rear derailleur. He seems like the kind of guy I cross paths with downtown who climbs out of his SUV, with pleated khakis and blue polo, and says something like, “How far do you ride?” And no matter what I reply, three miles or thirty miles, he says, “Oh, that’s not bad at all.” The elevator grinds to a halt, the latticework steel door creaks open, and we walk through the dark hallway to the alley. It is a gloriously sunny Chicago summer day, but the sunlight cannot overcome the condominium towers of steel and glass, cannot swim through the cracks in the walls, and so I step into an alley shrouded in gray.


    In college, I had learned about government programs like COINTELPRO and the tactics the FBI had used to harass and intimidate political activists. False names, phone taps, bugs, infiltration. I had learned from books, from professors and from Law & Order episodes that if approached by the FBI, for any reason, you should never talk. Nothing good can come of it. They are not trying to be your friends, they are not trying to help you. You should simply say, “I don’t have anything to say to you. You may contact my lawyer.”


    Both Good Cop and Bad Cop had heard that line before.


    “Look, we just want to talk to you,” Good Cop says. “We want you to help us out. We can make all this go away.”


    I laugh. He becomes angry. I open my mouth, even though I know I shouldn’t.


    Working long hours on the metro desk at the Chicago Tribune, covering shooting after shooting, interposed only by obituaries and more death, turned me into the reporter I had never wanted to become. For months I had felt detached, apathetic and cynical. About a month before the visit from the FBI, I wrote in my journal: “I’m tired of writing meaningless stories, I’m tired of going to sleep at night feeling like I left the world the same way I saw it in the morning.” I was haunted by one afternoon at another newspaper, the Arlington Morning News, when I was eighteen. At a sleepover, after his pals had tired of roughhousing, playing games and watching television, a twelve-year-old boy decided to show his buddies his father’s gun. It was fired. A best friend was killed.


    My editor had told me not to come back without the story. It was a poor, North Texas suburban neighborhood, predominantly Mexican immigrants, the kind of place where most folks use pay phones as their home phones. I knocked on doors, found a translator, and interviewed the boy’s sobbing mother and glass-eyed friends. One of his friends, who had not even the first soft sprouts of facial hair, stopped me as I walked to my car. He said that that morning, when he stood near the police tape and watched the spectacle, a butterfly landed on his shoulder, slowly raising and lowering and raising its wings, refusing to fly away from the flashing blue-and-whites and punctuating wails. He said his friend had become that butterfly. Didn’t I think so? Of course, I said. Couldn’t I please put that in my story?


    When I returned to the newsroom, I told my editor I had enough for an article. She told me to have fifteen column inches in an hour. After I turned and walked to my desk, I heard her yell to the night editor. “Scratch that. Potter got something. Bump back that other piece and make room for this one. You can slug it ‘deadkid.’” Dead kid. Two words that could quickly identify the story in editorial meetings while distancing reporters and editors from any emotional attachment to the boy, any sense of responsibility to his family, and any memory beyond a solid clip on page one.


    I had told myself I would never become that kind of reporter. I would not put up that wall, even if, like one copy editor I will never forget, it meant keeping a fifth of Jack Daniels in the file cabinet, even if, like another reporter I knew, it meant snorting cocaine in the bathroom stall. Even if the grief slowly burned away at my stomach lining and my heart.


    After only a few months into my stint at the Tribune, I had already built a spectacular wall of emotional detachment. It felt as if it were made of broken bottles and concrete chunks, sharp and gray. I would never survive this beat, I thought, unless I found some way to keep a toehold on my humanity. I did not have the gumption for Jack Daniels or cocaine. Instead, a friend, whom I had met at a journalism conference, offered me the email addresses of a few local animal advocacy groups.


    I had gone vegetarian in 1998 and vegan six months later. At the University of Texas, I had worked with a few activist groups to campaign against the economic sanctions on Iraq, serve free vegetarian food on campus, and organize a film and lecture series on journalism issues. I did not think it would be appropriate to take a leadership role in any organization while working at the Tribune. Newspapers sometimes frown upon their reporters moonlighting with advocacy groups, unless it’s something no one would publicly oppose, like promoting the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.’s birthday or feeding Sally Struthers’s children. But one month prior to the FBI agents knocking on my door, I’d decided to spend an afternoon leafleting.


    Kamber and I met six local activists at the A-Zone, or Autonomous Zone, which was part independent bookstore and part rabble-rouser gathering place. It offered titles on topics including the Zapatistas, herbal medicine and bicycle repair. From there we caravanned to Lake Forest, a suburb north of Chicago and the home of a corporate executive with Marsh Inc., an insurance company for an animal testing lab called Huntingdon Life Sciences. I had learned about Huntingdon while working on a story at the Texas Observer. My story mentioned a group called Stop Huntingdon Animal Cruelty, or SHAC, that pressured corporations to sever ties with the lab after multiple undercover investigations exposed animal welfare violations.


    The goal of that Sunday afternoon was simply to pass out leaflets in the neighborhood of the Marsh insurance executive. We split up in pairs and hung fliers on brass and brushed-steel doorknobs. The front of the fliers featured one of two photographs, either a monkey or a beagle puppy in a cage. On the back was a short history of the lab and its abuses, and a request that readers urge their neighbor to cease doing business with Huntingdon. The fliers made no suggestion of violence or property destruction, and they made no threats. They spelled out what went on in the lab, how Marsh was connected, and why readers should ask their neighbor to take action.


    After about twenty minutes, we had not made much progress. The heavy wooden front doors sat confidently at the end of long, immaculate walkways that looked as if they’d never been trod. This was the type of neighborhood where people pulled their Mercedes or BMW straight into the garage. When we finally reached the executive’s cul-de-sac, a security guard stood outside videotaping. Not to be outdone, one of the leafletters—the youngest in the group, at about sixteen—pulled out a camera of his own and began filming the security guard filming him. Later, the guard, Al Cancel, wrote a voluntary statement for the police saying that activists “were now begining [sic] to sarround [sic] me causeing [sic] me to back away so they could not get behind me. Then the one I attempted to speak with directed the other seven in milatary [sic] fashion to film me....” The young activist’s video footage showed the security guard on the phone telling police, “They’re not doing anything. They’re passing out leaflets. You should get over here though.”


    Squad cars arrived. Police questioned us. More squad cars arrived. The police sat us on the grass, like parents who were about to discipline bickering children but must first decide who did what to whom. They confiscated the leaflets. One cop with aviator sunglasses looked at a leaflet, tilted his head down and peered at us over the gold rim of his sunglasses. The Mercedes, BMW and Lexus SUVs driving by slowed down to a crawl and rubbernecked at the young group surrounded by police. One woman with big hair, a silver sedan and a low-cut tank top lowered her window and leaned out. “Officer! Officer!” She flapped a leaflet at him. “I thought you might need this,” she said. “As evidence.”


    “Thanks, ma’am. We have the situation under control.”


    A few of the detainees peppered the cops with questions. Why were we being detained? What did we do wrong? If we were putting up fliers for a landscaping service, would we have been stopped? One cop said that this executive’s house had been vandalized months before. He said we might have been the ones who did it.


    Everyone laughed. I sat cross-legged, picking at the ground between my legs, and I could not help but laugh, too. Why would anyone vandalize someone’s home and then return to pass out leaflets?


    The cops walked over to Al the Security Guard and talked for a few minutes. When they came back, they said we were being arrested. They would not say what the charge was, and they wouldn’t tell us what we had done wrong. We were handcuffed, divided into squad cars, and taken to the police station. Most of the group was in good spirits, because we all assumed the bogus charges would just get thrown out in court. At the station, the officers took mug shots and asked if we had tattoos.


    Kim Berardi, wearing a sleeveless shirt exposing a tattoo of a sunflower, with curls of wind twisting around the stem and around her biceps, looked at the officer and, straight-faced, said no. “I draw these on every day,” Kim said. “They’re washable.” The cops and the kids all laughed. Kim looked at me. “Oh man,” she said, “Will looks totally pissed. What, are you going to lose your big shot job for leafleting?”


    After the FBI agents follow me out of the apartment building and into the alley, Bad Cop starts needling. You were leafleting on a campaign where people have been breaking windows and harassing people, he says. “Just look at the people you were arrested with.” He reads names. “Kim Berardi, she has a criminal record taller than she is.”


    Maybe, I think. She’s the shortest woman I know.


    “We just want your help,” he says. “We need your help finding out more about these people. You could help us.”


    I should just walk away, I think. There is no reason to be standing here. Nothing good can come of it. He says I have two days to decide. He gives me a scrap of paper with his phone number written on it underneath his name, Chris.


    “If we don’t hear from you by the first trial date in Lake Forest,” he says, “I’ll put you on the domestic terrorist list.”


    Walk away, walk away, walk... wait, what? My face feels expressionless, but my eyes must show fear.


    “Now I have your attention, huh?”


    I can’t bite my tongue. Put me on a terrorist list for leafleting? Later, in my journal, I will write as much as I can remember from what he says. “Look,” Chris says, “After 9/11 we have a lot more authority now to get things done and get down to business. We can make your life very difficult for you. You work at newspapers? I can make it so you never work at a newspaper again. And Kamber, her scholarships? Say goodbye to them. I can place one call and have all those taken away. Those scholarship committees don’t want terrorists as recipients.”


    I have a Fulbright application pending, and Kamber is preparing for a PhD program in psychology.


    Good Cop speaks up. “I can tell you’re a good guy,” he says. “You have a lot going for you.” He says he can tell by the way I dress, where I live. He says he knows my dad cosigned on the apartment, and the FBI knows where he works. “I know you wouldn’t have gotten the job at the Tribune if you didn’t have a lot of promise. You don’t want this to mess up your life, kid. We need your help.”


    I want to walk away, but I am so goddamn angry now I can’t. People who write letters, who leaflet, aren’t the same people who break the law. “I thought you guys would have figured that out.” I crumple his phone number in front of him and toss it in a nearby dumpster. I straddle my bike.


    As I pedal off, just before I leave the shadows and reach the sunlight, Chris says: “Have a good day at work at the Metro desk. Say hello to your editor, Susan Keaton. And tell Kamber we’ll come see her later.”


    After I arrive at Tribune Tower, after I report to my editor and settle at my desk with a story assignment—more murder on the South Side—I come undone. My left hand shakes. Strangling the phone so my fingers stop twitching, hunching to look as if I’m interviewing, whispering so colleagues can’t hear, I call Kamber. I tell her to deadbolt the door while staying on the phone, to walk past any FBI agents on the way to work, and to think about telling her coworkers in case cops show up asking questions. Don’t worry, she says, the guys in the kitchen all hate la policía. I scan the newsroom. Do they already know? They know. Right? That Fed, the one who probably manicures his pornstar goatee every morning while listening to Rush Limbaugh, might already be flashing his badge downstairs; his pal, the one who looks like he bought some kind of shrink-wrapped FBI starter kit, with too-short slacks, bad tie, worse haircut, might show up any minute.


    He doesn’t. But as days go by, I keep thinking that he will. I become the undead. I should be calling sources, I should be writing. I have deadlines looming, but all I can think about is how I am on a domestic terrorist list. I’m convinced my professional life is over. Even worse, I’m convinced these FBI agents will somehow pass the word on to my parents, who will be so disappointed in me, and to my little sister, who’ll stop looking up to me. These thoughts burrow somewhere deep in my brain and, no matter how irrational they sound, I begin to see them as truth.


    Will the FBI agents make sure I don’t receive my Fulbright grant? I want to follow up on a series I wrote for the Arlington Morning News about a peace program that brings teens from Northern Ireland to live with host families in the United States. I won a national award from the Society of Professional Journalists for the series, and a slew of professors, editors and teens wrote letters supporting a follow-up project. If I am denied the grant, will it be because of intense competition, or because I’m now on a blacklist? If Kamber is denied full funding for her PhD program, will it be because of budget cuts, or because of an anonymous phone call? If I am denied newspaper jobs I’ve applied for in Washington, D.C., will it be because of my qualifications, or because I’m now a “terrorist”? Day after day, I go to work, crank out an assignment, come home and sit quietly with the dogs. I don’t talk to Kamber, and when I do I snap or scream at her.


    During the car ride home from the first, preliminary court date in Lake Forest, Kamber mentions the FBI visit. One of the defendants, Mike Everson, turns to me while driving, and for a few painful moments he does not even speak. He isn’t surprised that this has happened, he says, but he doesn’t understand why I wouldn’t have mentioned such news to the rest of the defendants. I want to explain how I’ve been consumed by my own fears, but I am barely able to mumble, “Sorry, I know I should have said something.” He looks at me with what feels like distrust and contempt.


    I am a coward. The history nerd in me cannot help but think about all the times when the government has targeted political activists. I think about the deportation of Emma Goldman, the murder of the Haymarket martyrs, the bombing of the MOVE home, the attacks on the American Indian Movement and the relentless spying and harassment of Dr. King. I have always hoped, as we all do after reading stories like this, that if I were ever put in a similar position I would not flinch. Instead I feel ashamed, not of something I have said or something I have done—I never consider, even for a moment, becoming an informant—but ashamed that any of this has affected me. Here I sit, a twenty-two-year-old white heterosexual American male, the most privileged of the privileged, turned inside out because of a class C misdemeanor and a knock on the door. Here I sit. Afraid.


    I do not know it right now, but this experience will mark the beginning of both a personal and a political journey. After the initial fear subsides, I will become obsessed with finding out why I would be targeted as a terrorist for doing nothing more than leafleting. It will lead me to a New Jersey courthouse where activists stand accused of animal enterprise terrorism, to Congress where I’ll testify against eco-terrorism legislation, and to a green gas station outside Eugene with Daniel McGowan. I will realize that, although I cannot undo this arrest and I cannot negotiate with those FBI agents, I can choose my role in the script before me.


    But today I do not know any of this. Today I only know fear.


    With thoughts of Shiner Bock and skinny-dipping in Barton Springs, we decide to move back to Austin. The leafleting case is, as the other defendants suspected it would be, dismissed. Kamber and I pack up our few belongings and prepare for the journey home. I have dreaded moving day, not because of any attachment to Chicago—I’ve grown to loathe this town—but because I don’t want to walk downstairs, through the marble lobby with its Corinthian columns and Victorian couches, and enter Steve the Landlord’s office to turn in our keys. He knows. He must know.


    The building is old but secure. The FBI agents did not have to kick down any doors when they visited. They flashed badges and were escorted inside. They probably told Steve that Kamber and I were suspected terrorists, and that this was a national security matter that needed urgent attention. Perhaps they showed him my photo, film noir style. Would he even buzz me into his office? Would he ask me to slide the keys under the door, to keep me at a safe distance? Would he refuse to return my security deposit, because there was a “no terrorist” clause in the fine print of the lease?


    I open his door and walk up to his desk as he speaks with a couple of prospective tenants. I try to silently slip the keys across the desk, but they jangle like jailer’s keys and the sound of metal on wood echoes up into the vaulted ceiling. I turn, exhale and walk away. He calls after me when I’m almost to the doorway. Here it comes, I think.


    “Hey Will,” he says. I turn to face him. “Give ’em hell.”

  


  
    


    CHAPTER TWO


    War at Home


    May 26, 2004 Attorney General John Ashcroft and FBI Director Robert Mueller are holding a press conference at the J. Edgar Hoover building in Washington, D.C. Mueller stands at Ashcroft’s right side, hands behind his back. “Credible intelligence from multiple sources indicates that Al Qaeda plans to attempt an attack on the United States in the next few months,” Ashcroft says slowly, laboriously. “This disturbing intelligence indicates Al Qaeda’s specific intention to hit the United States hard.”


    The announcement is shocking because it confirms unspoken fears. Two months ago, as thousands of people commuted into Madrid just three days before the general elections, ten bombs full of nails and scraps of metal exploded on Spain’s train system and killed one hundred and ninety-one people. Nearly eighteen hundred were injured. The Spanish Judiciary said the terrorist cell that coordinated the attack was inspired by Al Qaeda, but distinct from it. It was the worst attack in Spain since Basque separatists bombed a supermarket in 1987, and the worst attack in Europe since Libyan terrorists bombed Pan American Flight 103 near Lockerbie, Scotland in 1988.


    After the Madrid bombings, Spanish cops gave the FBI digital images of fingerprints found on plastic bags containing detonator caps. The FBI announced that the prints belonged to Brandon Mayfield, an attorney from Oregon. Agents held him for two weeks without charge. In the press and in the courts, he was smeared as a terrorist. Two days ago, the government quietly admitted they got the wrong guy. Ashcroft and Mueller don’t mention this, for there is already a new enemy of the hour.


    Ashcroft steps away from the podium to gesture to mug shots on easels. The photos and text look like WANTED posters from a post office. These seven are in their late twenties or early thirties, six men and one woman. They are armed and dangerous. “The face of Al Qaeda may be changing,” Ashcroft says.


    His sound bite probably seems benign to the reporters in the room who have no idea what else the government has planned for the War on Terrorism today.


    Stop Huntingdon Animal Cruelty was born in a riot. On April 24th, 1997, World Day for Laboratory Animals, protest organizers arrived at Consort Beagle Breeders near Hereford in England. They had campaigned for a year to close the breeder, which housed about eight hundred dogs—beagles sought for invasive experiments because of their small size, docile temperament and loving nature. The dogs would be sold to laboratories like Huntingdon. The organizers expected a few dozen activists, maybe a hundred. More than five hundred showed up.


    The activists used this moment of surprise to swarm the facility. Police in riot gear kept most at bay, but somehow a few activists slipped inside the dog sheds. Muscles tensed. Did they make it? Were they arrested? Should everyone go back to chanting and holding signs? Moments later, two activists in masks appeared on the roof, cradling a beagle. They yelled to the crowd for help.


    Riot cops were overwhelmed as people climbed over, and tore down, the razor-wire fence. More police arrived and swarmed the fields like locusts: reserves had been waiting inside the building, and others had been waiting in vans lining the streets. Dr. King once said, “A riot is at bottom the language of the unheard.” One could argue that for too long the activists in this crowd—from students to “raging grannies”—had not been heard. Their leafleting, letter-writing, marching and protesting had earned some victories, yes, but not enough. Perhaps they felt they needed a new voice, a new language.


    Police clubbed the protesters. They sprayed CS gas, a “crowd control” substance that burns tear ducts and mucus membranes and was famously used by Saddam Hussein against the Kurds. The clubs and gas knocked some protesters to their knees, but the sight of the masked activists with the dog had galvanized the crowd. They kept pushing. After an hour of the beating and pepper-spraying, the masked activists climbed onto an adjacent building and managed to lower the dog to a group of about forty people. Then they immediately ran back to the kennels for another. When word spread through the crowd, the fences came crashing down.


    People rolled clothes into bundles under their arms as decoys. Hundreds of police surrounded the crowd, and a helicopter circled the grounds as activists scattered like buckshot across the field toward their cars. Martin Balluch, an animal rights activist from Austria, found himself with a group of about ten protesters all running through the field with the dog, not a fake-bundle-of-jackets dog but the real thing. Police stopped the group and the activists could not escape.


    Balluch was in good shape from “sabbing,” or hunt sabotage—chasing hunters, and often being chased, through fields and woods with bullhorns and other distractions to scare the animals away. Someone distracted a police officer, and Balluch grabbed the dog and ran. “But a police car spotted me and set a police dog loose on me, who came and bit me and was clinging on to me till police caught up,” Balluch said in an interview with The Abolitionist. “Some activists came, and we all held on to the dog and built a huge heap of bodies, by then surrounded by ever more coppers. When they were many more than us, they started to attack and arrest one by one, till I was left alone with the dog.”


    Balluch refused to hand over the dog, so police loaded him, beagle and all, into a squad car and hauled them to the police station. Eventually, police took the beagle away by force. They sent the dog back to the breeder, and most likely it ended up in a laboratory. “But it was also a powerful experience,” Balluch said. “To realize that we are strong enough to break through police cordons with hundreds of riot cops, if need be, to liberate one beagle dog.”


    Three months later—after this riot and after daily protests, all-night vigils, national marches and three covert raids freeing twenty-six beagles—the kennels closed. About two hundred beagles were placed in new homes instead of in laboratory cages.


    Activists wasted no time. They picked a new target, Hill Grove farm near Witney, Oxfordshire, and created Save the Hill Grove Cats. Hill Grove sold kittens as young as ten days old to laboratories around the world. About ten thousand cats lived in windowless sheds on the farm. After just eighteen months of campaigning and a groundswell of public opposition, the farm owners acquiesced. About eight hundred cats were placed in new homes, and the only breeder of cats for animal testing in the United Kingdom was closed. Next came Shamrock Farm, Europe’s largest supplier of primates to laboratories like Huntingdon. Shamrock was more fortress than farm, with sixteen-foot razor-wire faces, CCTV cameras and trip wires to keep animal rights activists away. Save the Shamrock Monkeys lasted fifteen months, until the lab closed in 2000.


    This is how it would work, the activists reasoned: one at a time, brick by brick, wall by wall, until the entire animal testing industry collapsed. They would build off the momentum of Consort, Hill Grove and Shamrock, applying a similar model of relentless protesting and unwavering support for both legal and illegal tactics, both bullhorns and black masks. For their next move, activists decided on a bigger, bolder target, and they formed Stop Huntingdon Animal Cruelty.


    Huntingdon Life Sciences had become notorious in the animal rights movement. Five undercover investigations by animal rights groups, journalists and whistleblowers since 1981 had exposed repeated animal welfare violations. Employees had been videotaped punching beagle puppies and dissecting live monkeys. During her six-month investigation of Huntingdon’s New Jersey lab in 1996, Michelle Rokke of PETA recorded abuses on video and in her diary. In one entry she wrote, “I saw him pick a dog up off the floor by his front leg and toss him in a cage.... When he tried to close the cage door one of the dogs tried to get out. He repeatedly slammed the cage door on the dog’s head (a total of four slams) before finally getting the door closed.” Huntingdon kills between 71,000 and 180,000 animals annually to test household cleaners, cosmetics, pharmaceuticals, pesticides and food ingredients for companies like Procter & Gamble and Colgate Palmolive.


    Huntingdon was significantly larger than previous targets. Its razor-wire fences would be taller, its media campaigns and lawsuits more fierce. The campaign might take eighteen months, it might take years. That’s fine, organizers thought. Huntingdon would buckle just the same.


    As Ashcroft and Mueller warn that all law enforcement must be kept “operating around the clock” to keep Americans safe, FBI agents are working on another terrorism case. While the government warns the country about seven armed and dangerous twentysomething Al Qaeda terrorists, FBI agents storm the homes of seven unarmed twentysomething animal rights activists.


    It’s about six in the morning when two dozen FBI agents surround a suburban home in Pinole, California. Pinole is a commuter town, four square miles of cute homes and big box stores. More politely, it’s a “bedroom community” about thirty minutes up I-80 from San Francisco. Less politely, it’s dull. It’s the kind of town that makes good fodder for frustrated teenagers forming punk rock bands; Billie Joe Armstrong and Michael Dirnt of the band Green Day went to Pinole Valley High School. As the first wave of commuters sip their travel mugs of coffee, turn on NPR and head into traffic, a helicopter circles the house. Then FBI agents, many wearing bulletproof vests, with guns drawn, pound on the front door and threaten to break it down.


    Could it be a mistake? The three activists who live here—Jake Conroy, Kevin Kjonaas and Lauren Gazzola—could pass as college students. They seem nice. They always keep to themselves: no parties, no loud music. Every day they walk the dogs, a beagle named Willy and a golden-retriever-looking mix named Buddy, and that is about all the neighbors have noticed. As a helicopter circles the block, as cops in riot gear surround the house, the dogs bark.


    Inside the house, Lauren Gazzola, twenty-six, is in her pajamas. Not necessarily because of the early hour, but because she’s always in her pajamas. The campaign to close Huntingdon Life Sciences has consumed her life, and the lives of Kjonaas, Conroy and many others. Their house has been ground zero for Stop Huntingdon Animal Cruelty USA, or SHAC. Here they research investors, design fliers, organize protests, print newsletters and publish the website that will be used against them in court.


    There’s not much point in getting dressed every day, Gazzola often says, when you’re just going to sit in front of your computer for eighteen hours, go to bed for a few, then do it all over again. When she’s not working day and night on the campaign, she studies for her law school entrance exam. Besides, working on a grassroots animal rights campaign for the last five years has drained her bank account and the accounts of Kjonaas and Conroy too. There is no money for clothes. There is no money for food. The home has been donated, which is good because there is no money for rent.


    The incessant, successful campaigning has earned the group quite a few enemies.


    Just one week ago, the Senate Judiciary Committee held a hearing called “Animal Rights: Activism vs. Criminality.” John E. Lewis, deputy assistant director of counterterrorism for the FBI, testified about the growing threat of underground groups like the Animal Liberation Front (ALF) and Earth Liberation Front (ELF), which have committed more than 1,100 crimes and caused $110 million in damage. Most of the hearing was not about the ALF or ELF, though, it was about SHAC. Witnesses testified about the group’s successes and law enforcement’s failures. In an ominous statement of what would come in the next few years, Lewis and others argued that terrorism laws must be radically expanded to include the aboveground campaigns of groups like SHAC.


    “The FBI’s investigation of animal rights extremists and eco-terrorism matters,” Lewis said, “is our highest domestic terrorism investigation priority.”


    Being named the government’s top domestic terrorism priority was unsettling, but Gazzola and the others kept organizing. The hearing was just more political posturing, they thought. They were determined not to let it scare them. Gazzola had dealt with the FBI before. They all had. Their homes had been raided, their books, papers and computers taken. They had fought back criminal charges for years, sometimes representing themselves in court, and through it all they had continued undeterred.


    But this time—with the helicopters, the guns, the multiple federal agencies—this time feels different.


    Ashcroft offers the podium to Mueller, the head of the FBI. Mueller gestures to the mug shots and explains why each individual is a potential terrorist threat.


    Adam Gadahn attended training camps in Afghanistan and is a translator for Al Qaeda leaders.


    Amer El-Maati “is believed to have discussed hijacking a plane in Canada and flying it into a building in the United States.”


    Fazul Abdullah Mohammed and Ahmed Khalfan Ghailani both participated in the bombings of U.S. embassies in East Africa in 1998. Two car bombs, detonated simultaneously in Tanzania and Kenya, killed two hundred people and injured more than five thousand. The bombings put Al Qaeda on the map, and put Osama bin Laden on the FBI’s ten most wanted list. They are fugitives, he says, and they have the skill to kill again.


    Abderraouf Jdey was reportedly selected by Al Qaeda for training to fly more planes into more buildings and kill many more people.


    Adnan Shukrijumah could be the ringleader. He has been scouting sites in the United States for a second attack, and he has been in communication with senior Al Qaeda operatives overseas.


    Aafia Siddiqui, the lone woman, who has a doctorate in neurological science and has studied at MIT and Brandeis University, is an Al Qaeda “operative and facilitator.” She is not linked to any specific terrorist plots, but she is wanted for questioning.


    “Now, in reissuing these ‘be on the lookouts for,’ also known as BOLOs in trade, we want to emphasize the need for vigilance against our terrorist enemies,” Mueller says. “Particularly Al Qaeda.”


    If Ashcroft and Mueller were holding a press conference about the animal rights “terrorists,” sharing similar dossiers with reporters, it might look something like this:


    Josh Harper is an independent filmmaker. His videos have included footage of activists releasing animals from laboratories and fur farms.


    Darius Fullmer has volunteered for a variety of animal rights organizations. He now works as a paramedic.


    Andy Stepanian started the first recycle-a-bicycle program in Long Island and helps distribute donated and “dumpster-dived” food to homeless people with Food Not Bombs.


    John McGee... well, the government doesn’t know much about John McGee. The other six arrestees don’t know much about him, either. They’ve never heard of him, and they think they know everyone who has worked on the campaign. His charges will later be dropped.


    Jake Conroy, from the Pinole house, is a graphic designer and an expert on website design and (admittedly) bad zombie movies.


    Kevin Kjonaas could be the ringleader. He has been scouting corporations tied to animal testing and has been in communication with animal rights advocates overseas.


    Lauren Gazzola, the lone woman, who graduated magna cum laude from New York University, is an aspiring law student. She wants to study Constitutional law.


    Ashcroft and Mueller offer few details about the seven Al Qaeda operatives and their plans. Ashcroft says terrorists might find summer events—like the Democratic National Convention in Boston, the Republican National Convention in New York City, and the G-8 Summit in Georgia—“especially attractive.” Mueller says he has no reason to believe the Al Qaeda suspects are working together. In short: they may or may not be in the country, they may or may not be working together, they may or may not have any plans for a terrorist attack and if they do, it may or may not be in the United States.


    The conventions and G-8 Summit will come and go without a terrorist attack, but in a few years those three events will take on a special significance for the activists arrested today, and for the broader animal rights and environmental movements. Activists will learn that the FBI had paid a student, known only as “Anna,” to wear dirty clothes, dye her hair and infiltrate the protest scene. Her journey will start at the G-8 summit. It will include befriending and manipulating young environmental activists, supplying them with bomb-making recipes and bomb-making supplies, funding their travel, and prodding them into action. It will end with Eric McDavid, who grew close to “Anna” and developed romantic feelings for her, sentenced to twenty years in prison as a terrorist. Activists will also learn that a lead organizer of the lawful protests against the Republican National Convention was Daniel McGowan. One of the key figures from the underground had stepped from the shadows into the spotlight. He had taken another name, another life, and while FBI agents were trying to piece together McGowan’s past with the clandestine ELF, he was being quoted about the protests in Rolling Stone and the New York Times.


    The reporters are frustrated at the vagueness of Ashcroft’s information. “There are inevitably skeptics who say you’re overdoing it or you’re scaring people or you’re just protecting your behind, or what have you,” one reporter says to him. “Do you worry about those?”


    “No,” Ashcroft says.


    “You can’t overdo it, in other words.”


    “Well, no. I just don’t think my job is to worry about what skeptics say.”


    The timing of this terrorism warning, leading up to the November presidential elections, seems fishy. If these seven Al Qaeda terrorists warrant a press conference, one reporter asks, why not also raise the threat level? Ashcroft will not answer, deferring the question to Secretary of Homeland Security Tom Ridge.


    Ridge, meanwhile, makes the rounds on news programs and says there is no reason to raise the threat level. “We need Americans to just go about living their lives,” he says on CBS’s Early Show.


    “America’s job is to enjoy living in this great country,” he says on CNN, “and go out and have some fun.”


    A few days after the SHAC arrests and Al Qaeda press conference, I call Josh Harper, one of the arrestees. We’ve been friends for about three years, ever since we met when he was on a speaking tour that included Houston and Dallas; a student group I volunteered with in college, Students Against Cruelty to Animals, brought him to Austin for an informal event. I helped organize another speaking event for him in 2002, about the increasing militancy in the animal rights movement and his experience as an independent filmmaker.


    Harper coproduced the “Breaking Free” video series about the ALF, and he was involved in the first sabotage of a whale hunt in U.S. waters. He and codefendant Jake Conroy steered small, inflatable boats to place themselves between the whalers, some armed with shotguns, and the whales. Harper threw marine signal flares in front of the whalers to disrupt the killing. For that, and for his involvement in the campaign to close Huntingdon, he has been labeled by people like Rush Limbaugh a “domestic terrorist.”


    Harper often has a shaved head and wears thick Buddy Holly glasses. On his left forearm is a tattoo of a cartoon bunny demurely holding a monkey wrench the size of its body behind its back, a tongue-in-cheek reference to his support for “monkey wrenching,” or economic sabotage, in the name of animal rights and the environment. The bunny could be Harper: quiet, unassuming, self-deprecating, but unable to keep a low profile.


    When I last saw him, in Seattle, we spent an afternoon playing Tony Hawk Pro Skater on Play Station. My virtual skating skills rival the awkwardness of my real-world skating skills, and Harper would take breaks from trash talking to show me an old seven-inch punk record or tell a story about a matriarchal tribe in Africa. He has a way of making those topical jumps seem natural. As he speaks he draws connections between seemingly disparate news stories, a reflection of his background with diverse social movements. His mother worked at a factory, and when he was thirteen he joined her in a hunger strike in solidarity with farm workers. He soon began protesting neo-Nazi recruiting events and from there became interested in animal rights. He has an autistic sister, and he says that one day he recognized that the way in which people justified their disrespectful behavior toward her—a difference in her cognitive capacity—was how people justified their behavior toward animals.


    Today, on the phone, Harper brushes aside the arrest, saying the charges will probably be dropped in court, eventually, like all the others. The more important news, he says, is that when the FBI agents raided his Seattle apartment, they took note of his movie collection. Bloodsport, Lion Heart, Double Impact, Universal Soldier, Hard Target, Time Cop, Nowhere to Run, Kickboxer, Death Warrant. There might have been more. “Whoa,” Harper recalls one FBI agent saying. “That’s a lot of Van Damme.”


    I laugh, but I’m embarrassed. I joke that Harper should have used it as a bonding moment, an opportunity to use Jean-Claude Van Damme, “The Muscles from Brussels,” to open critical lines of communication between FBI agents and animal rights activists. But I’m ashamed that, even though Harper had his home raided and could spend much of his adult life in prison as a terrorist, he seems to be facing all of this with better spirits, and more courage, than I have.


    I am scared. For Harper, Conroy, Fullmer, Stepanian, McGee, Kjonaas and Gazzola. And for myself. I’m too embarrassed to admit such a thing to Harper, but when I learned about the arrests I first worried about the defendants and then quickly, selfishly, worried about myself. I had been arrested leafleting on this same campaign, and those FBI agents from Chicago had threatened to put me on a terrorist list because of it. After returning to Texas, I had moved to Washington, D.C., to cover Congress at the Chronicle of Higher Education, then freelanced full time and finally ended up ghostwriting opinion columns for public figures at the American Civil Liberties Union. Sitting in my office at the ACLU, surrounded by piles of documents about the Patriot Act, sneak-and-peek searches, illegal wiretapping and all manner of national security sins, I could feel the fear trying to claw its way up my spine and back into my mind. Were more arrests coming? Would FBI agents show up at the ACLU? Would they finally make good on the threats?


    Harper is one of the few people I could talk to about this, but now is not the time. Despite the action-movie style FBI home raids and arrests, he’s in good spirits. Right now, nobody knows the scope of the investigation. Nobody knows that more than a hundred FBI agents were involved in the case, or that more government wiretaps were used for this case than any other domestic terrorism investigation.


    Harper tells me he’s relieved that he and the other defendants were released on a personal-recognizance bond pending trial, but he worries about the impression he made in court. He jokes that the courtroom artist’s sketch makes him look slack-jawed and mentally handicapped. Plus, he says, he stood before the judge wearing a T-shirt with a photo of four American Indians with guns. The surrounding text read, “Homeland Security: Fighting Terrorism Since 1492.”


    In the background I hear the buzz of a sitcom laugh track. His voice softens as if he’s talking to himself. “I don’t want to be associated with terrorism,” Harper says to me. “I fucking hate that when you run my name in a search engine I’m associated with Timothy McVeigh.”


    I read him the headline from the Department of Justice news release, expecting him to poke fun at the government’s public relations efforts. “Militant Animal Rights Group, Seven Members Indicted for National Campaign to Terrorize Company and Its Employees.” He doesn’t laugh.


    I hesitate. I want to press him with questions, and I also want to console him in whatever way I can. It’s a tension I’ve felt throughout my career, a tension only exacerbated by our friendship, and a tension that I sense will become even more strained and taut in months to come. I try to walk some invisible line between reporter and friend. I tell him about the statement by U.S. Attorney Christopher J. Christie: “This is not activism. This is a group of lawless thugs attacking innocent men, women and children.”


    The indictment does not mention anything like this, and it does not mention mailing anthrax-laced letters, strapping bombs to chests, hijacking airplanes, or anything resembling terrorism. I ask Harper to explain what the government alleges that he actually did. He says he still doesn’t know. All he knows is that this is an unprecedented use of a terrorism law that attorneys know little about.


    The last thing Harper says to me—just before he’s interrupted by a phone call from his girlfriend—is that he received an email from his grandmother. She asked him if he is a terrorist.


    June 1, 2005 One year after the roundup of the SHAC activists, it’s a muggy Wednesday in June and I’m heading up from D.C. to New Jersey—the home of Huntingdon—for their trial. I’m reporting on the case for Legal Affairs, but I’m also attending to show support for the defendants. I am dreading my entry into the courtroom and the moment when I will have to decide, in a simple yet significant gesture, if I’ll sit in the press section, with the other reporters, or on the benches with friends and family of the defendants. The humidity is suffocating and a storm hangs in the air, ready to pour. As the train crosses the Delaware River, I don’t hear any announcement from the conductor to let passengers know we’ve arrived in Trenton. A neon sign speaks for itself.


    “TRENTON MAKES, THE WORLD TAKES” runs in neon letters across the Lower Trenton Toll Supported Bridge, which spans the river. The letters average nine and half feet tall by six and a half feet wide, and weigh about three hundred pounds each. The phrase’s glass tubing can be finicky. Sometimes an E or an A will burn out. Sometimes an entire word. But today the neon is lit up, and Trenton shines. The only thing separating the gray Delaware River from the gray horizon of office buildings and the flat gray sky is a neon sign glowing red.


    The city has maintained that proclamation since 1911, when the Chamber of Commerce held a contest for a slogan that would remind the thousands of passengers on the Pennsylvania Railroad’s Main Line that Trenton was the center of the manufacturing industry. Steel. Pottery. Plaster. Anvils. Mattresses. Bricks. Rubber. Linoleum. Trenton made more tires than any other city. Trenton made the steel rope that held up massive suspension bridges, and Trenton made the world’s largest bathtub for the massive President William Howard Taft. A man named S. Roy Heath won that contest, and $25, for “The World Takes, Trenton Makes.” However, the slogan needed some editing. Who could put the world before Trenton?


    Trenton made, but over the years the world stopped taking. During the sixties, seventies and eighties, Trenton’s manufacturing base eroded. In 1924, about one out of every two jobs in the county came from manufacturing. Now it is about one out of every twenty-five. Some manufacturing plants still hum. But the economic backbone of Trenton is now the state government and the pharmaceutical industry. Trenton now depends on making laws and drugs.


    I arrive more than two hours early for court, and I’m not the first. Outside the federal courthouse, the defendants and about forty supporters line the street with banners and bullhorns. A dozen police officers surround the demonstrators with tear-gas guns, rifles and a dog at the ready.


    The protesters are mostly young women. They don’t look terribly threatening, with their court clothes from thrift stores and signs made by hand. The cops say they know better. “This group has a history,” one tells me. “We want to be prepared.” He holds a pepper-spray cannon so large he needs both hands.


    To the people walking past the demonstration, it may appear to be a disproportionately heavy-handed response. To the pharmaceutical industry, the threat is real. Pfizer, Wyeth, Johnson & Johnson, Merck, Sandoz, GlaxoSmithKline, Chiron, Covance, and 245 other pharmaceutical and cosmetic companies call New Jersey home, according to a directory maintained by Rutgers University. They are the heavy hitters in “the medicine chest of the nation,” as former Governor Christine Whitman called her state.


    “What automobiles are to Michigan and oil [is] to Texas, the pharmaceutical and medical device industry is to New Jersey,” said William H. Tremayne, president of the Health Care Institute of New Jersey, an industry group. Some state leaders fear the nation’s medicine chest going the way of Motor City. The pharmaceutical job market is shrinking by 3 or 4 percent in New Jersey, while it increases by forty percent or more elsewhere. Nevada and Pennsylvania, among other states, are trying to siphon off some of New Jersey’s financial flow. CEO Magazine’s “Best and Worst State Report” for 2005 will rank New Jersey’s economy near rock bottom at forty-sixth. Business leaders feel the state must act swiftly to secure its position as the pharmaceutical capital of the world. The neon writing is on the wall.


    Here, in New Jersey, is a new front in the War on Terrorism. This is where Huntingdon Life Sciences is based. This is where animal rights activists launched a historic campaign that rattled the industry to its core. And here, in Trenton, is where six of those activists will stand trial, on terrorism charges, for attempting to shut down a lab that’s crucial to one of the last things New Jersey makes.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER THREE


    The Green Menace


    1983–Present The French film Les Amants tells the story of Jeanne Tournier, the bourgeois wife of a newspaper owner who, dissatisfied with her life, frequently visits Paris to see her polo-playing lover. On the way back from a rendezvous, her car breaks down and she catches a ride with a charming young archaeologist named Bernard. Through a Shakespearean chain of events, Jeanne finds herself with her husband, her lover and this new man, all staying in the same country house, eating at the same dinner table. Ultimately the heroine turns her back on her husband and her polo-playing lover and embraces Bernard in some of the most controversial love scenes in the history of cinema. After a screening at the Heights Art Theatre in Cleveland Heights, Ohio, on November 13, 1959, local police raided the theater, confiscated the film and arrested the theater owner. He was convicted on two counts of possessing and exhibiting an obscene film, but fought the case up to the Supreme Court and won. In a concurring opinion for the six-to-two decision, Justice Potter Stewart famously said of obscenity: “I shall not today attempt further to define the kinds of material I understand to be embraced within that shorthand description; and perhaps I could never succeed in intelligibly doing so. But I know it when I see it....”


    The film intrigued France yet appalled Ohio not because two different versions of it were shown, but because different worldviews shaped how it was perceived. American audiences found the sex scenes obscene in part because they had not seen anything like them. More important, the scenes challenged widely held cultural and political views about the appropriate role of women. Jeanne Tournier was no June Cleaver: she was a married woman who embraced her sexuality even if it meant needing a lover and another man in addition to her husband. By contemporary standards, both in the United States and France, the sex scenes would not raise an eyebrow and neither would the film’s plot. Social values vary between cultures and evolve over time, and as values change so do definitions of art and obscenity.


    In my search for a standard definition of terrorism I found myself feeling much like Justice Stewart. Between the poles of “I know what terrorism is when I see it”—9/11 is terrorism, the Oklahoma City bombing is terrorism—and “I know what is not terrorism when I see it”—bank robbery is not terrorism, drug dealing is not terrorism—is a large swath of gray.


    Although Justice Stewart has been applauded for his candor, subsequent courts have, nevertheless, continued in the quest for a definition of obscenity. Too much hinges on the word to leave it undefined, and thus defined by the whims of those in power. With the word terrorism, much more is at stake. If defined too narrowly, the word has no flexibility, and thus no function, in confronting the evolving threats posed by terrorist groups. If defined too broadly, the word is a political hammer against the enemy of the hour. Is it possible to intelligibly define terrorism in a way that values both freedom and security? And can this shorthand description ever be independent of the eyes of those perceiving it?


    In their seminal work, Political Terrorism: A Research Guide, first published in 1984, Alex Schmid and Albert Jongman identified 109 definitions of terrorism. They divided them into twenty-two categories, dissected them, studied the pieces, created tables about common elements, and spent more than one hundred pages discussing their meanings. Even after completing this volume, then revising it, the authors said they still had not found an adequate definition. Another expert in the field, Walter Laqueur, has all but given up similar attempts. “Ten years of debates on typologies and definitions,” he says, “have not enhanced our knowledge of the subject to a significant degree.”


    They are not alone. The United Nations has struggled for decades and still has no single, clear definition of terrorism. The U.S. State Department acknowledges that no definition has gained universal acceptance. Even within the U.S. government, different agencies have their own definitions.


    The State Department says “‘terrorism’ means premeditated, politically motivated violence perpetrated against noncombatant targets by subnational groups or clandestine agents, usually intended to influence an audience.” It’s one of the most widely accepted definitions, but it is far from ubiquitous. The Department of Homeland Security also includes attacks on infrastructure. The FBI’s definition is even broader, defining terrorism as “the unlawful use of force or violence against persons or property to intimidate or coerce a Government, the civilian population, or any segment thereof, in furtherance of political or social objectives.” And in 2001, the Patriot Act ushered in a sweeping new definition of terrorism, one that encompassed any activities “dangerous to human life” if they are intended to “influence the policy of a government by intimidation or coercion.” That language is so vague that civil disobedience fits the criteria.


    If that’s not confusing enough, definitions of terrorism also vary state by state. Since September 11, 2001, states have clamored to join the War on Terrorism. Ohio turned a slew of crimes into terrorism if intended to “affect the conduct of any government.” Illinois and Louisiana included “substantial damage” to livestock in their definitions. Some states opted to decline written terrorism guidelines altogether, leaving the issue to law enforcement’s discretion. “There is no one definition we use,” a Maine Department of Public Safety spokesman told the Oakland Tribune. “I think you know it when you see it....”


    If definitions of terrorism lack continuity between countries, within countries, and even between agencies within the federal government, it is unlikely that any definition offered here will satisfy everyone. It certainly would be easiest to leave the term undefined—President George W. Bush used the word thirty-three times in his address to both chambers of Congress after 9/11, and never once defined it—an omission implying that the true meaning is obvious, that no meaning exists other than the one used in that moment and in that context. However, leaving the term undefined cedes far too much power to whoever is speaking, whether the speaker is the president of the United States or a journalist writing a book on eco-terrorism.


    To speak honestly about terrorism, we must define it. And in the absence of a widely accepted definition, we must at least have a shared understanding, a skeleton of ideas to give the word form and help us move forward. Although there is no universal definition, common elements consistently appear in state, federal and international uses of the term by people from a variety of backgrounds and political ideologies. By identifying these shared principles, rather than limiting the discussion to the definition provided by one agency or government among many, we can look at the concept more holistically and truthfully. To that end, we discover that most definitions of terrorism share the following three principles:


    1) Terrorism is associated with the unlawful use of violence, or threats of violence, by non-state agents.


    2) Terrorism is intended to instill widespread fear in a civilian population beyond those targeted.


    3) Terrorism is used to force a change in government policy.


    The first principle—that terrorism is associated with the unlawful use of violence, or threats of violence, by non-state agents—seems straightforward. Terrorism, perhaps above all else, is associated with violence.


    But what is violence? Is it force? Harm? Must that harm be physical? What about psychological and emotional distress? Can humans be violent toward objects that feel no pain and have no thoughts?


    The most critical explanations of a concept generally come not from its supporters but from its detractors, so to define violence I turned to those who have dedicated their lives to opposing it. Foremost among them is Gene Sharp. His three-volume work The Politics of Nonviolent Action remains one of the defining texts in the field.


    Sharp plots a spectrum of activities that are possible in any struggle for social change. At one extreme is “nonviolent resistance and direct action,” or the type of conduct most often associated with Gandhi and Dr. King. His list of 178 nonviolent methods includes guerrilla theater, sit-ins and strikes along with more confrontational actions like overloading administrative systems and taunting public officials. Property destruction is not included in this list, but neither is it included in the other extreme of political dissent—violence. Sharp defines violence as “physical violence against persons to inflict injury or death... not as a term of moral or political opinion.”


    Acts of sabotage reside somewhere in the middle of this spectrum of resistance, excluded from definitions of violence and of nonviolence but not free from them. Sabotage is not violence, Sharp makes clear, but it is more closely related to violent than nonviolent action.


    There are certainly instances in which property destruction alone can, in fact, be violent and even terroristic. Steve Vanderheiden, a professor of philosophy and political science at the University of Minnesota, makes a compelling case for expanding conceptualizations of terrorism to include attacks on well-chosen inanimate objects that result in violence against people. “Destruction of a basic human need like shelter or sources of potable water amounts to an indirect physical attack upon persons (insofar as it places persons at serious risk of illness or death by deprivation),” he wrote. The power of such attacks is that they could make people not just fear for their property—or fear economic hardship and instability, which is frequently a consequence of property destruction—but fear for their very lives.


    In distinguishing sabotage from violence, my intention is not to downplay the severity of property crimes. It is to say, though, that definitions of terrorism—both in policy and in public opinion—are inherently tied to violence, and violence—both in the history of the word, and in the minds of most people—is associated with physical violence against human beings, not inanimate objects. To conflate the two is to disregard what must be a truism of humanity, that lives are immeasurably more valuable than property, their destruction infinitely more costly.


    “I am aware that there are many who wince at a distinction between property and persons—who hold both sacrosanct,” wrote Dr. King. “My views are not so rigid. A life is sacred. Property is intended to serve life, and no matter how much we surround it with rights and respect, it has no personal being. It is part of the earth man walks on; it is not man.”


    The latter part of the first principle is that regardless of the definition of violence, it is never terrorism if committed by the government. By using qualifying words like “non-state,” “clandestine” and “nonmilitary,” all governments define themselves out of the debate and establish a monopoly on violence. In The City of God, St. Augustine describes Alexander the Great questioning a captured pirate, asking him how he dares to “molest the sea.” “How dare you molest the whole world?” the pirate replies. “Because I do it with a little ship only, I am called a thief; you, doing it with a great navy, are called an emperor.”


    An unspoken tenet of any terrorism definition is that it does not apply to the systemic violence of people in positions of power against the powerless. It only applies when the flow of violence is redirected upstream, against government. A bomb detonated by a guerrilla, killing dozens of civilians, is an act of terrorism. A bomb dropped by a military airplane, killing tens of thousands, is foreign policy.


    The second principle is that terrorism is intended to instill widespread fear in a civilian population beyond those targeted. Terrorists do not aim for military outposts, as in so-called legitimate warfare. They aim for surrogate targets, innocent people, through which they can leverage the weight of fear on countless more. As Michael Walzer wrote in his landmark text Just and Unjust Wars, terrorism “breaks across moral limits beyond which no further limitation seems possible.”


    For example: An Al Qaeda cell sends a suicide bomber into an open-air market. The bomber detonates the device in the middle of the market, killing himself and twenty civilians. The purpose of the bombing is not to punish those in the market, nor is it to stop shoppers from carrying out their plans. The intention is to select a highly visible, symbolic target in order to send a message to a much wider audience.


    The power of this violence is the fear it creates, and that fear is dependent on the perceived randomness of the attack. It makes everyday people afraid that they, too, could become victims. The shrapnel of fear can reach further than any bomb. It sends a chill through the rest of society, and this fear, if part of a continued campaign of terror, can destabilize political institutions.


    The third principle is that terrorism is used to force a change in government policy. This gets to the heart of the inherently political nature of terrorism definitions. It separates crimes committed out of avarice and revenge from those committed because of political ideals.


    Some have argued that terrorism is not limited to crimes targeting government conduct, and that all crimes motivated by politics are terroristic. I have drawn from more conservative positions for a few reasons. Discussion of terrorism is consistently shaped by military targets versus nonmilitary targets, state agents versus non-state agents, government conduct versus antigovernment conduct. Government is always central to the debate.


    More important, we must keep in mind the impact of a terrorist attack. Random violence is used to instill widespread fear, and that fear is leveraged to push the terrorists’ agenda. The question, then, is who would be moved by this leverage? Would it be private individuals and organizations? Or would it be the government, which is responsible for public safety? Terrorist attacks are about influencing government conduct because it is the government that must respond to protect the public and ease fears.


    By making this argument I am, of course, falling into a trap created by any terrorism definition. Rather than focus solely on whether a crime was committed, and who committed it, classifying the crime as terrorism also requires that we decipher its intent.


    If an anti-abortion activist murders an abortion doctor, is the intent to stop the actions of that specific doctor or to instill fear in the entire medical community? At what point do crimes like this become a campaign of terrorism?


    Similar questions are at the heart of the campaign against animal rights and environmental activists, and the way the courts answer them will push the limits of how terrorism is defined.


    There is a final element to any definition of terrorism, present in every conceptualization of the term but never spoken. Even if a crime meets all of the above criteria, even if it harms innocent people and instills widespread fear and is carried out by non-state agents and is intended to influence government conduct, that is not enough. Unstated, but understood, is that terrorism must be carried out by those with whom “we” disagree. Terrorism is not violence for political purposes, it is violence for political purposes that “we” oppose. The question “Who are ‘we’?” is never posed.


    Nevertheless, some political scientists spend entire volumes spelling out elaborate criteria for what is and is not terrorism. They are the Rube Goldbergs of law, creating schemes of bells and slides and hurley whirleys with the hopes that, if all precisely aligned, they will trigger a terrorism label to fall down on the target. Such productions miss the more straightforward point that terrorism can never be defined independent of the group doing the defining.


    To speak honestly about any definition of terrorism we must first be willing to acknowledge the true purpose of the term: to demonize the other. In the 1940s, a rallying cry of Italian fascists was “O con noi o contro di noi”—“You are either with us or against us.” Or, as Colonel Korn warns Yossarian in Catch-22, “You’re either for us or against your country. It’s as simple as that.” When George W. Bush addressed a joint session of Congress on September 20, 2001, he continued a long history of invoking stark political dichotomies in times of crisis. “Every nation, in every region, now has a decision to make,” he said. “Either you are with us, or you are with the terrorists.”


    Perhaps the most important question to be asked in any discussion of terrorism is “Who is ‘us’?” A definition of terrorism is predicated on the speaker, and the speaker’s intentions. President John F. Kennedy said in 1962, “Those who make peaceful revolution impossible make violent revolution inevitable.” Sometimes people who foment violent revolution are terrorists, and sometimes they are freedom fighters. It all depends on those in power.


    Nelson Mandela joined the African National Congress in 1944 to campaign against the South African government’s apartheid policies. As the government’s response grew increasingly violent, and after Mandela stood trial for treason and was acquitted, he argued in 1961 that the African National Congress should set up a military wing. He formed Umkhonto we Sizwe, or Spear of the Nation, and went abroad to study guerrilla warfare and military tactics. In the 1970s and ’80s, the country’s ruling white minority labeled the African National Congress a terrorist organization, and so did the United States. Mandela was later elected president of South Africa. In 1993, he received the Nobel Peace Prize.


    We know these dates. The 1983 bombing of the U.S. Embassy in Beirut, the 1993 bombing of the World Trade Center, the 1995 bombing of the Oklahoma City federal building, the 1996 bombing of Centennial Olympic Park, and the deadliest act of terrorism on U.S. soil, September 11, 2001. These dates and the others in the FBI’s terrorism timeline hit viscerally. We remember photos of firefighters carrying infants from the rubble of the Murrah Federal Building. We know where we stood when the twin towers fell.


    Few people remember April 16, 1987. Sandwiched between some of the darkest, bloodiest days on the FBI’s timeline of bloody days is the ALF arson of a building under construction at the University of California, Davis, which caused $5.1 million in damage, destroying the animal diagnostics laboratory and twenty vehicles. The ALF said it was “to retaliate in the name of thousands of animals tortured each year in campus labs.” Unlike other terrorist attacks on the FBI’s timeline, the Davis arson killed no one injured no one, and targeted no one.


    Yet the animal rights and environmental movements top the government’s terrorism lists. “The number one domestic terrorism threat,” says John Lewis, an FBI deputy assistant director and lead official in charge of domestic terrorism, “is the eco-terrorism, animal rights movement.” Lewis told a Senate committee in 2005 that “there is nothing else going on in this country, over the last several years, that is racking up the high number of violent crimes and terrorist actions, arsons, etc., that this particular area of domestic terrorism has caused.” He told the Wall Street Journal, “There’s been no other movement that has brought as much violence and destruction and vandalism.”


    Demetrius “Van” Crocker, a former member of the neo-Nazi National Socialist Movement, was found guilty in 2006 of attempting to purchase sarin nerve gas and C-4 explosives as part of a plan to blow up government buildings with a “dirty bomb.” An impure form of sarin was released in the Tokyo subway system by the Aum Shinrikyo cult in 2005, killing twelve people and injuring thousands. Crocker had also made a version of Zyklon B, the gas used in Nazi concentration camps.


    A hero of anti-abortion extremists, Clayton Waagner, proclaimed he was on a mission from God to murder clinic employees. He stole cars, stockpiled weapons, gathered home addresses, broke out of prison when he was arrested and, when recaptured, admitted mailing more than 550 letters in the aftermath of the 9/11 attacks that contained white powder and notes that read, “You have been exposed to anthrax. We are going to kill all of you.” Waagner was associated with the Army of God, and in 2003 he was found guilty of more than fifty federal charges including threatening to use a weapon of mass destruction.


    William J. Krar, a white supremacist from Texas, pleaded guilty in 2003 to possessing a weapon of mass destruction. Police found a sodium-cyanide bomb powerful enough to kill everyone in a 30,000-square-foot building—thousands of people—along with nine machine guns, more than sixty pipe bombs, remote-control explosive devices and some 100,000 rounds of ammunition.


    The FBI consistently downplays, and even omits, crimes like these when discussing terrorism. Instead of acknowledging them, the bureau says that in the three years following 9/11, every act of domestic terrorism, except for one, was the work of animal rights and environmental activists. In that time period alone, the National Abortion Federation tracked hundreds of attacks by anti-abortion extremists: twenty-four assaults, eight arsons, seven attempted bombings/arsons, 240 acts of vandalism, forty-eight bomb threats, twenty-four anthrax threats, and twenty-four death threats. From 1977 to 2009, anti-abortion activists committed eight murders. None of these crimes are recorded by the FBI as acts of domestic terrorism.


    Eric Rudolph, another Army of God follower, is included by the FBI. Rudolph bombed Olympic Park in Atlanta, along with an abortion clinic and a gay night club. He killed two people and injured hundreds in what he says was a campaign against abortion and homosexuality. But the FBI treats Rudolph as an aberration rather than a symptom of a broader movement, saying that he exemplifies “the FBI’s ‘lone offender’ category of terrorist for those who engage in terrorist activities free from organizational guidance.” The FBI labels Rudolph a bad seed, rather than examining the fruit that produced him.


    The FBI is not alone in holding and stating these priorities. The Department of Homeland Security, too, lists the ALF and ELF on its roster of national security threats, while often ignoring right-wing extremists. Justin Rood at Congressional Quarterly uncovered a homeland security document titled “Integrated Planning Guidance, Fiscal Years 2005–2011” that includes an internal list of terrorist threats, topped by the ALF and ELF. Omitted are anti-abortion, militia, white supremacist, constitutionalist, tax protester and other far-right groups.


    If a few right-wing incidents did not make the government’s lists, that might be explainable. After all, there is no universally accepted definition of terrorism. At some point, though, there have to be incidents that are not up for debate. The deadliest terrorist attack in the United States prior to 9/11, the bombing of the Murrah Federal Building in Oklahoma City, should be one such incident. Timothy McVeigh timed the bombing to coincide with the second anniversary of federal agents raiding the Branch Davidian compound in Waco, Texas, and also said the attack was retaliation for the standoff between federal agents and a white separatist family in Ruby Ridge, Idaho. James Powers, Homeland Security Director of Pennsylvania—a state with a harsh “eco-terrorism” law on the books—told reporters that McVeigh “is not a terrorist, just very angry with the U.S. government.... Whether a person is a terrorist or a criminal is irrelevant to me.”


    How is it that destroying property is terrorism, while murdering people is not? One explanation is that this is all purely political. The government treats attacks on corporate property more seriously than violence against doctors and minorities not because of the nature of the crime but because of the politics of the crime. The government’s domestic terrorism operations are more about protecting profits than protecting people.


    The other explanation is that we are missing something, something that elevates the animal rights and environmental movements above groups that have repeatedly demonstrated a willingness to murder. Is there of a history of bloodshed on their part?


    Activists consistently claim that, after decades of legal and illegal activity in the United States, the animal rights and environmental movements have not harmed anyone. The ALF and ELF have codes of conduct emphasizing three things: to inflict economic damage (through taking animals or destroying property), to educate the public, and to “take all necessary precautions against harming life,” both human and nonhuman. It makes for great sound bites, and it contrasts sharply with the crimes of right-wing extremists. But is it true?


    To find out, I turned to the organizations most responsible for labeling activists as “eco-terrorists.” If anyone should be willing to expose such crimes, it should be them. Just as activists have an incentive to ignore or downplay violence, these groups have an incentive to display it. A history of violence would certainly bolster their case.


    The Foundation for Biomedical Research says it is the only group in the world that tracks the crimes of eco-terrorists. It has produced the “Top 20 List of Illegal Actions by Animal and Eco-Terrorists 1996–2006,” ranking in order of severity the most significant crimes committed during the most active time period of the radical animal rights and environmental movements:


    1. Arson at a housing development in San Diego. Injuries: 0


    2. Bombing at the Chiron Corporation in California. Injuries: 0


    3. Bombing at the Shaklee corporation in California. Injuries: 0


    And on it goes. The list of top eco-terrorism crimes from one of the top adversaries of these movements does not include a single injury or death. In 1999, a group calling itself the “Justice Department” allegedly mailed eighty-one envelopes containing razor blades to scientists who experiment on primates. No one was injured. The only act of violence on the list took place in England when Brian Cass, the managing director of Huntingdon Life Sciences, was attacked by masked individuals with pickax handles outside his home. Cass was hospitalized with cracked ribs and a three-inch gash on his head. The attack was an anomaly in the British animal rights movements, and the Foundation for Biomedical Research treats it that way. Nothing like it has happened in the United States, and the attack is listed as an afterthought on the Top 20 list, with an asterisk at number twenty-one.


    Did the Foundation for Biomedical Research miss something? According to a report by the Southern Poverty Law Center, animal rights and environmental activists have carried out “literally thousands of violent criminal acts in recent decades—arguably more than those from any other radical sector, left or right.” The report lists ninety-five crimes from 1984 to 2002, including multiple “pie-ings.” A pie-ing is exactly what the name implies. Think Larry, Moe and Curly imbued with the revolutionary spirit of the Situationist International. A group calling itself the Biotic Baking Brigade threw a banana cream pie at a Sierra Club staff member “to protest the Club’s support of land exchanges between the government and timber companies” and later pied University of Wisconsin geneticist Neil First in protest of genetic engineering. PETA pied Procter & Gamble executive John Pepper to protest animal testing and in a separate incident lobbed one at U.S. Agriculture Secretary Dan Glickman. It is not clear from the report if these are the first uses of dessert products by terrorists.


    Over the years, claims of physical violence by environmentalists have been exposed as complete fabrications. One of the most famous involved tree spiking, hammering heavy nails into trees marked for clear-cutting and then warning lumber companies that proceeding with the cut would threaten their equipment and employees. The tactic caused divisions within Earth First because of the possibility for injury. Playing off these concerns, politicians and industry groups claimed that a mill worker had been injured when a saw blade hit a tree spike.


    The true story was this: The victim, George Alexander, worked in a Louisiana-Pacific sawmill in northern California as an off-bearer, someone makes the first cuts to old-growth logs as they arrive from the forest using an enormous band saw with a ten-inch-thick blade. He had been complaining about dangerous working conditions, including cracks in the saws, when in May of 1987 his blade hit a metal spike and shattered. Shards struck him in the face and throat. Alexander had to file a lawsuit against Louisiana-Pacific because it would not cover his medical expenses. Meanwhile, the company offered a $20,000 reward for information leading to the arrest of environmentalists. Years later, FBI files revealed that the Sheriff Department’s primary suspect was not an activist but a disgruntled local who had admitted spiking in order to keep timber companies off his land.


    In another case, two prominent Earth Firsters named Judi Bari and Darryl Cherney were in Oakland protesting clear-cutting on May 24, 1990. They had been on the road organizing Redwood Summer, a campaign to save old-growth forests inspired by the Freedom Summer of the civil rights movement. Bari had already received dozens of death threats for her campaigning. The two were in Bari’s Subaru station wagon when a pipe bomb exploded underneath her, injuring Cherney and nearly killing her. Hours later, while Bari was still in Oakland’s Highland Hospital, local police arrested them and said they had knowingly transported the bomb—that they were responsible for their own bombing.


    Bari and Cherney were smeared as violent extremists in the press, but police dropped those charges weeks later. The activists sued the police and the FBI, alleging false arrest, slander and conspiracy. In the opening statement of a two-month trial the prosecutor compared Bari and Cherney to domestic terrorists. The activists claimed that the government had refused to follow any of the leads they had to the actual perpetrators in order to smear them. In 2004, the federal government agreed to pay $2 million to settle the civil suit, and the city of Oakland agreed to a separate $2 million payment. It remains unknown who planted the bomb.


    After scouring countless documents in my search for acts of violence by animal rights activists, I finally found something. But the incident never appears in terrorism reports, databases, websites, congressional testimonies or press releases. It is the one attempted murder in the history of these movements, yet it is the one incident that the FBI and industry groups would rather not discuss.


    Shortly after midnight on November 11, 1988, Fran Trutt exited the passenger side of a rented Chevy pickup and approached the headquarters of U.S. Surgical, the nation’s largest supplier of surgical staplers. The company used about one thousand dogs each year in training doctors to use the product, stapling dogs and then killing them. Trutt placed a package in some bushes about ten feet from where CEO Leon Hirsch would park his car the next morning. Inside the package, a foot-long radio-controlled pipe bomb had been wrapped in roofing nails. Maybe Trutt still had doubts as she hid the package and then turned back to her waiting driver. By the time she reached the truck, though, it was too late for second thoughts.


    Fran Trutt had been set up. When she returned to the truck, police moved in. U.S. Surgical, the press and most animal rights groups would soon condemn her as a violent extremist and a terrorist. But over the coming months it would be revealed that the plot, the only act of attempted murder in the history of the U.S. animal rights movement, had not been an organic occurrence. The money for the bomb, the truck, the logistics, the encouragement—U.S. Surgical and a “counterterrorism” firm called Perceptions International had orchestrated it all.


    Perceptions International was created by Jan Reber, a self-styled “terrorism” expert who had experience demonizing animal rights groups; he also published a newsletter called the Animal Rights Reporter, a dossier on the activities of animal activists crafted for the animal research industry. His firm paid Mary Lou Sapone to infiltrate protest groups and prod members into using illegal tactics. Most activists rejected her unsettling comments, but she was able to befriend Fran Trutt. Later, the firm also paid Marc Mead $500 a week to become friends with Trutt and to give her money to procure a bomb; Mead admitted that the president of Perceptions International went so far as to tell him when to bring Trutt and the bomb to the U.S. Surgical office.


    With evidence of his covert plans mounting, Hirsch finally acknowledged using paid informants. He told the Associated Press that animal rights “terrorists” had left him no choice. “Many of them are very dangerous organizations,” he said. “They don’t believe in right and wrong as most people in society do.” Trutt maintained the she never intended to kill Hirsch; she intended to explode the bomb as he walked into the building. Yet the media circus and aggressive prosecution wore her down, and she signed a plea agreement. In an unusual move, Assistant U.S. Attorney Leslie Caldwell wrote a letter to the U.S. District Judge questioning the handling of the case by Connecticut police and the wiretaps they played in court. “Like a sports highlight film made for the benefit of home team fans, the tape contains many of Trutt’s most menacing and outrageous remarks,” she wrote. “However, it omits the operatives’ goading, encouragement and offers of money.”


    Fran Trutt was coerced and manipulated, but she bears responsibility for her actions. And although arsons by the ALF and ELF have not harmed anyone, fire is unpredictable and unwieldy. A lack of casualties certainly should not downplay the severity of some crimes. However, to label these movements the top domestic terrorism threat suggests that they earned the title through what most people associate with terrorism—violence.


    Instead, they earned the title through a carefully manufactured campaign by their opponents.


    The environmental movement is young, an adolescent in the family of social movements, but it was born running. Before it reached a critical mass and became identified as a movement, there were philosophical precursors—John Muir’s essays, Aldo Leopold’s A Sand County Almanac, David Brower’s leadership of the Sierra Club—that had influenced public and political opinion. In his history of the American environmental movement, A Fierce Green Fire, Philip Shabecoff says such influential leaders had made environmentalism in the United States “a powder keg ready to explode.” With the publication of Silent Spring in 1962, says Shabecoff, “Rachel Carson lit the fuse.”


    Carson’s poetic call to action is widely credited with igniting the modern environmental movement, which is true, but less well known is how soon after this birth the movement radicalized. By the first Earth Day in 1970, anonymous individuals were making headlines by targeting polluters. Illinois’s “The Fox” and Florida’s “Eco-Commando Force” developed a cult following. They were environmental vigilantes taking on the big, bad corporations, and people loved them. By 1971, Environmental Action held a national contest soliciting tips on “ecotage.” The tips were compiled in a book and featured in national media.


    The Fox was merely a lone avenger, though, and Ecotage was treated as a collection of pranks. In 1975, Edward Abbey tapped into these sentiments and emboldened them with his novel The Monkey Wrench Gang. George Hayduke and the other characters were no hippies—as they sabotaged bulldozers and pulled survey stakes they ate meat, mocked liberals, and left a trail of beer cans in their wake. Abbey’s work inspired a quickly maturing environmental movement and threw some dynamite on Rachel Carson’s fire. As he later wrote, “Sentiment without action is the ruin of the soul.” The Monkey Wrench Gang influenced Dave Foreman, Mike Roselle and Howie Wolke as they founded Earth First in 1980. At about this time, Greenpeace gained international attention for its nonviolent direct action, and Paul Watson’s Sea Shepherd Conservation Society began ramming whaling vessels.


    The animal rights movement radicalized as well. In England, hunt saboteurs had been using direct action to thwart hunters since the 1800s. They placed their bodies between the animals and the hunters’ guns, and scared away prey by blowing horns and spreading false scents. In 1972, some of the saboteurs formed a new group called the Band of Mercy, named after youth clubs created by the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. They escalated tactics and widened the scope of their targets until two members were arrested for raids at Oxford Laboratory Animal Colonies in Bicester. Dubbed the Bicester Two, Cliff Goodman and Ronnie Lee were called heroes in the press and by members of Parliament. They were released after twelve months. Goodman, who had become a government informant, distanced himself from illegal tactics. Lee gathered the remaining Band of Mercy members and formed a new group interested less in mercy than in revolution. They named it the Animal Liberation Front.


    Charting a history of a clandestine group is like painting the portrait of a ghost, and there are different accounts of the ALF’s emergence in the United States. In Free the Animals, PETA’s Ingrid Newkirk tells the story of a former police officer named “Valerie” who flew to England, met Lee, attended a clandestine training camp, and returned to form the first American ALF cell in 1982. Other accounts are less paramilitary. The first animal liberation in the United States seems to have been the release of two dolphins from a Hawaiian research facility in 1977 by “The Undersea Railroad.” The first crime claimed by the ALF occurred two years later, when activists dressed as lab workers stole animals from the New York University Medical Center. Throughout the eighties, ALF cells orchestrated elaborate lab invasions. As part of a 1984 raid at the University of Pennsylvania’s Head Injury Clinic, activists stole thirty videotapes showing experimenters laughing and playing loud music as they slammed baboons’ heads with a hydraulic device. After historic raids at the City of Hope National Medical Center, University of California at Riverside, and University of Oregon, groups like PETA used photographs, video footage and documents obtained by underground activists to wage aboveground campaigns.


    The mainstreaming of animal and environmental concerns, combined with tiers of lawful and unlawful groups, was undeniably a threat to the corporations targeted. They needed to displace activists from their moral high ground. A key development in orchestrating this fall from grace was the decision to wield the power of language. “Whoever defines the issue controls the debate,” says Timothy Cummings, a clinical professor and poultry veterinarian at Mississippi State University. Instead of saying “bled to death,” Cummings advises farmers to say “exsanguinated”; rather than “killer,” say “knife operator.” For those who break the law in the name of animal rights or the environment, industry groups would change the language from “monkey wrencher,” “saboteur,” or just plain “criminal” to the much more powerful “terrorist.” Ron Arnold of the Center for the Defense of Free Enterprise claims that in a 1983 Reason article he invented the term “eco-terrorism,” which he defines as “a crime committed to save nature.” He and others would redefine the debate so that the real criminals were not the corporations destroying the environment but those trying to stop them.


    Government officials slowly incorporated the term into their lexicon and changed how they spoke of sabotage. After a 1987 arson at the University of California at Davis, the FBI labeled an animal rights crime “domestic terrorism” for the first time. The next year, Senator James McClure introduced the term eco-terrorist into the Congressional record (oddly enough, by comparing the tactics of drug lords to those of environmentalists). In 1990, animal experimentation groups held a press conference before a national “March for the Animals” in Washington; Health and Human Services Secretary Louis Sullivan condemned “so-called animal activists who are, in fact, nothing more than animal rights terrorists.”


    Despite these linguistic victories, eco-terrorism was not a top government priority. Ron Arnold’s organization and the anti-environmental “Wise Use” movement operated on society’s fringes; the eco-terror meme remained loosely confined to this niche of free-market true believers, and sympathetic media portrayals continued through the late eighties. The top newspapers in the country published feature articles that considered the merits of direct action. FBI Director Louis Freeh told European newspapers in 1998 that crimes by the ALF, ELF and Earth First were not even on his radar screen.


    This began to change when politicians got involved in the issue. On June 9, 1998, the U.S. House subcommittee on crime held a hearing called “Acts of Ecoterrorism by Radical Environmental Organizations.” Frank Riggs, a representative from California, testified that his district office was “assaulted by a group of environmental terrorists.” Activists had been pressuring Riggs to protect Headwaters, the last large unprotected redwood forest, from clear-cutting by Pacific Lumber Company. Riggs said Earth Firsters wheeled a redwood stump on a dolly into his office. They emptied four garbage bags of sawdust, pine needles and leaves around the stump while four activists—three young women and a sixteen-year-old girl—sat and joined arms around it in metal “lock-boxes,” handmade contraptions designed to extend the spectacle of civil disobedience.


    Police video footage showed an officer asking protesters to unlock their arms. The women refused. One by one, police applied something to their eyes. “What you were given was a little bit of pepper spray with a Q-tip,” an officer said on tape. “What we’re going to give now is an actual spray.” Police then held their eyelids open and sprayed the chemical. This was not an isolated occurrence. Earth First videotaped three incidents in Riggs’s district of police swabbing pepper spray into the eyes of immobilized protesters. Amnesty International called the police behavior “tantamount to torture.” Riggs, recipient of more money from the logging industry than any other member of the House, defended the assaults. None of this was mentioned during the Congressional hearing as witness after witness warned of violence by environmentalists.


    Ron Arnold testified and called for new legislation. A staff member in Riggs’s district office called civil disobedience “hate crimes.” Earth First infiltrator Barry Clausen said, “This group advocates anarchy, revolution and terrorism to the youth of our country.” Comments made in this hearing, no matter how mendacious, became the fodder of press releases, news stories and political statements as official Congressional evidence of a growing national threat.


    The Congressional hearing was prescient on one point. The radical environmental movement was changing. As members of Congress called the civil disobedience tactics of Earth First terrorism, another group was preparing to go much further. The Earth Liberation Front had been active in the United Kingdom since 1992. It debuted in the United States on October 14, 1996, by gluing locks and spray-painting “ELF” at multiple McDonald’s restaurants in Oregon. Later that month, “elves” burned a forest service pickup at the Ranger District Headquarters in Detroit, Oregon, and then set fire to the U.S. Forest Service Oakridge Ranger Station, causing over $5 million in damage.


    The emergence of the ELF in the United States caused divisions within Earth First, not just because of tactics but because the new, anarchist-influenced movement butted against the cowboy machismo often associated with traditional Earth Firsters. The ELF, here and abroad, positioned itself less as an environmental group than as a resistance movement, incorporating critiques of capitalism, nationalism, gender and animal liberation. A 1997 anonymous communiqué titled “Beltane” set out some of ELF’s influences, from the ALF to the Zapatistas, and said, “We are the burning rage of this dying planet.”


    On October 19, 1998, the ELF burned down multiple buildings at the Vail ski resort. A communiqué said the expansion of Vail Inc. into two thousand acres of wilderness in the Rocky Mountains threatened one of the last habitats for lynx. The arson did not harm anyone physically, but it caused nearly $26 million in damage. The crime undeniably had an impact on FBI Director Louis Freeh, prompting a change of heart on his domestic terrorism priorities. The ELF was suddenly on his radar screen. Freeh testified before a Senate subcommittee soon after that “the most recognizable single-issue terrorists at the present time are those involved in the violent animal-rights, anti-abortion and environmental-protection movements.”


    By 2000, the FBI reassigned one of the Joint Terrorism Task Forces to investigate ELF arsons in Long Island, New York. The task force had previously investigated the bombings of U.S. embassies in Africa and the first bombing of the World Trade Center.


    Then came September 11th.


    Before the smoke had even cleared, anti-environmentalists began exploiting the tragedy. On September 12th, Representative Greg Walden, a Republican from Oregon, said the ELF posed a threat “no less heinous than what we saw occur yesterday here in Washington and in New York.” The next month, the Washington Times called for war against the “eco-al-Qaeda.” Kimberley Strassel of the Wall Street Journal heralded a new political climate for neutralizing activists as “eco-terrorists.” “The indulgent world in which these groups had operated collapsed on Sept. 11,” she wrote.


    Industry groups hired PR firms to insert eco-terrorism into the national security dialogue. Similar plans had long been considered. In 1991, for example, the Clorox Corporation hired Ketchum Public Relations to develop a crisis management plan; among Ketchum’s recommended tactics was a “Stop Environmental Terrorism” media campaign. After 9/11, this type of strategy became more feasible. Just one month after the attacks, the crisis communication firm Nichols-Dezenhall registered StopEcoViolence.com. The website would become the home of a nonprofit by the same name. Stop Eco Violence billed itself as a grassroots movement, but it was far from it. The group’s executive director, Kelly Stoner, previously worked in public relations for Louisiana-Pacific, a company long targeted by environmentalists for the logging of old-growth redwood forests. Guided by Nichols-Dezenhall, the front group offered itself as an expert source for media outlets including the Associated Press and the New York Times. Reporters treated this PR scheme as an organic creation, sometimes even referring to it as a “watchdog group.”


    Warnings of eco-terrorism saturated mainstream media. Travis Wagner, a professor of environmental science and policy at the University of Southern Maine, has studied how national newspapers portray ecotage. Examining top-tier newspaper articles from 1984 through 2006, he found that terrorism rhetoric appeared throughout the timeline, but its frequency increased dramatically after September 11th and has continued climbing since then. Wagner notes that this increase in ecotage-related stories accompanied a decline in actual crimes. According to the North American ALF Press Office—not one to downplay ALF and ELF attacks—crimes decreased by 47 percent after 9/11. As warnings of eco-terrorism made headlines, the threat itself waned.


    A niche industry of crisis management firms has joined the fray by producing reports that identify “threats” to business, including activist groups. In this industry built upon fear, corporations pay firms to identify threats to their profits, which leads to more campaigns to address these threats, which leads to more reports, and on it goes. The financial motivation to identify threats results in some interesting reports. For instance, the Society of Toxicology paid a private firm, Information Network Associates, to create a threat analysis in preparation for the group’s annual meeting, ToxExpo. One section of the report profiled Seattle activists, including what schools they attended and whom they were dating: “There is a distinct possibility that animal rights activists will use this conference as an opportunity to stage demonstrations or protests, distribute literature, and otherwise promote their animal rights agenda,” the threat analysis concluded. “The threat level associated with this event is considered MODERATE.”


    Another confidential report by the Inkerman Group outlined the effects of terrorism legislation on activists. As part of that discussion, it identified key developments in the radical environmental movement. Among them: stickers. “Towards the end of 2000, a new form of eco-terrorism emerged in the US against Sports Utility Vehicles (SUVs),” the report says. “Activists, some reportedly part of the ELF, decided to demonstrate against the environmentally-unfriendly vehicles by placing homemade stickers on them... with messages such as ‘I’m Changing the Climate. Ask Me How.’” For corporate executives who know nothing of the animal rights and environmental movements, reports that label protests a threat and relate bumper stickers to terrorism reinforce a fear of activists.


    Law enforcement’s institutionalization of “eco-terrorism” followed a nearly identical trajectory, slowly building and then spiking. In the wake of September 11th, government agencies were eager to be part of terrorism investigations, just as reporters were eager to break a new terrorism story. Law enforcement shifted focus from traditional criminals to suspected terrorists, and in 2004 the number of secret surveillance warrants in terrorism cases eclipsed the number of criminal wiretaps for the first time. This institutional pressure was so intense that it led to recurring turf wars between the FBI and the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms (ATF). Government reorganization after 9/11 had brought the two under the same roof, and the ATF sought an expanded role in domestic terrorism cases. As a result, both agencies often showed up at the same crimes, at the same time, and fought each other for authority.


    As former FBI agent, whistleblower and Time “Person of the Year” Colleen Rowley told me, in the eighties it was the war on drugs. In the nineties, gangs. Since September 11, the path to career advancement in law enforcement is paved with terrorism investigations. The only question is “Who to investigate?” When government terrorism documents ignore right-wing groups, it makes clear what is not a government priority. When the FBI and Department of Homeland Security domestic terrorism documents list animal rights and environmental activists, it makes clear what is.


    At some point over the years, the eco-terror language went viral, replicating by spreading from host to host. The FBI now warns corporations, Lions Clubs, chambers of commerce and student groups about eco-terrorism. John Lewis has traveled to warn the Farm Animal Council of Saskatchewan, Canada, about eco-terrorism spreading north. The U.S. Department of Agriculture has distributed a security survey to laboratories and asked recipients if they have been the victim of attacks by “domestic special interest terrorists” such as PETA.


    Unrelated groups like the Anti-Defamation League have cashed in on the new terrorism threat by offering their services to the FBI and local police for “domestic extremism” trainings; the New York City Police Department made one of the ADL’s eco-terrorism courses mandatory for all sergeants and lieutenants. At this point, it impossible to decipher who is creating the threat and who is responding to it. Fear feeds fear, and the specter continues to grow.


    Ultimately, the rise of this Green Scare was no conspiracy. It does not seem to be the result of any secret planning document drafted jointly by industry and the FBI. The shift was gradual, slowly merging the rhetoric of industry groups with that of politicians and law enforcement. Eventually, what was once a fringe argument became official government policy.


    In 2003, Ron Arnold who claims to have pioneered the use of “eco-terrorism,” was hired as an expert consultant by the University of Arkansas Terrorism Research Center. The project was funded by a grant from the National Institute of Justice, the research arm of the Justice Department. Arnold—who has told the New York Times, “We want to destroy environmentalists by taking away their money and their members”—was paid by the government to advise law enforcement on the terrorist threat he helped fabricate.
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