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The history of life on earth has been a history of interaction between living things and their surroundings. To a large 
extent, the physical form and the habits of the earth's vegetation and its animal life have been molded by the 
environment. Considering the whole span of earthly time, the opposite effect, in which life actually modifies its 
surroundings, has been relatively slight. Only within the moment of time represented by the present century has one 
species—man—acquired significant power to alter the nature of his world. 
 
During the past quarter century this power has not only increased to one of disturbing magnitude but it has changed in 
character. The most alarming of all man's assaults upon the environment is the contamination of air, earth, rivers, and 
sea with dangerous and even lethal materials. This pollution is for the most part irrecoverable; the chain of evil it 
initiates not only in the world that must support life but in living tissues is for the most part irreversible. In this now 
universal contamination of the environment, chemicals are the sinister and little-recognized partners of radiation in 
changing the very nature of the world—the very nature of its life. Strontium 90, released through nuclear explosions 
into the air, comes to the earth in rain or drifts down as fallout, lodges in soil, enters into the grass or corn or wheat 
grown there, and in time takes up its abode in the bones of a human being, there to remain until his death. Similarly, 
chemicals sprayed on croplands or forests or gardens lie long in the soil, entering into living organisms, passing from one 
to another in a chain of poisoning and death. Or they pass mysteriously by underground streams until they emerge and, 
through the alchemy of air and sunlight, combine into new forms that kill vegetation, sicken cattle, and work unknown 
harm on those who drink from once pure wells. As Albert Schweitzer has said, "Man can hardly even recognize the devils 
of his own creation." 
… 
A Who's Who of pesticides is therefore of concern to us all. If we are going to live so intimately with these chemicals 
eating and drinking them, taking them into the very marrow of our bones - we had better know something about 
their nature and their power. 
… 
We stand now where two roads diverge. But unlike the roads in Robert Frost's familiar poem, they are not equally fair. 
The road we have long been traveling is deceptively easy, a smooth superhighway on which we progress with great 
speed, but at its end lies disaster. The other fork of the road — the one less traveled by — offers our last, our only 
chance to reach a destination that assures the preservation of the earth. 


