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The Signs of Spring 

A scientific exploration by Warren Cornwall 

whose work has appeared in The New York 

Times Magazine, Science and National  

Geographic online. He’s based in Bellingham. 

Photography by Gerrit Vyn. 
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The Plant Nerd 

Kim Frappier interviews Sarah Reichard,  

the director of the University of Washington  

Botanic Gardens. Frappier is a natural resources  

specialist with the City of Mercer Island. 

Melissa Ponder specializes in portraiture, 

event and documentary photography. 
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The Seed Mob
An essay about rebirth in the Methow by  

Thor Hanson. Hanson, a Guggenheim Fellow, 

is the author of several books including The 

Triumph of Seeds, which won the 2016 Pacific 

Northwest Book Award. He lives in the San 

Juan Islands. Illustrations by Drew Christie. 
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S P R I N G  AWA K E N S

FLORANGELA DAVILA

DIRECTOR, VOICES OF THE REGION

FORTERRA

LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

Spring means an extra burst of creative energy 

for animator and illustrator, Drew Christie. “It’s fun 

drawing plants, to get into their mindset. If I was a 

plant, how would I be growing?” he says. Christie 

drew our remarkable cover as well as the stellar 

illustrations on pages 10 and 11 while juggling all 

kinds of creative ventures including the Sundance 

Film Festival where he unveiled a short film earlier 

this year. He lives and works on Whidbey Island.

ABOUT THE COVER

We fall hard for spring. How it jolts us from the 

cold, gray and liquid. It sends us into Take Charge 

mode, which is something we think a lot about 

here at Forterra.

We defy the traditional definition of what it 

means to be an environmental organization. How 

so? You’re reading it! We are a local nonprofit 

publishing a bi-annual magazine that celebrates 

the Pacific Northwest. All the stories, all the 

artwork are commissioned from locals because 

we champion all that is homegrown.

We have mad crazy love for this place and we 

know you do, too. Enjoy this fourth issue of our 

magazine and when you’re done, please share 

the copy with a friend.



An Ode to Six  
Native Bees 

An illustrated ode by Olympia resident  

Nikki McClure, who cuts images from  

paper using an X-ACTO knife and also  

makes calendars, books and pies.  
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What Does Spring 
Smell Like? 

An artist, an athlete and others weigh in 

on the sensorial power of spring. Jennifer Rice 

juggles public relations work with freelance 

writing and planning artsy-fartsy  

activities for her family in Seattle. 
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ALSO FEATURING:

 

Promise for the Pikas 
Glenn Nelson founded The Trail Posse, a 

journalism project in partnership with High 

Country News, to document and encourage 

diversity and inclusion in the outdoors.
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The Enchanted World 
of Alfredo Arreguín 

Alfredo Arreguín, born in Michoacán, 

Mexico, has been living in Seattle for  

nearly 60 years. His paintings are part of  

the permanent collections of both the  

Smithsonian’s National Museum of American 

Art and the National Portrait Gallery.  
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Young Writers’ Poetry 
Four poems about our natural world  

by students in Seattle, Port Townsend 

and Shoreline. 
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Forterra Saves a Farm 
A comic book story by Dale Hom, a retired 

federal land manager who worked in 

Alaska and across the Pacific Northwest. 

Hom’s graphic novel, Walk Don’t Run,  

will be published later this year. 
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The Big Garden 
Gene Duvernoy is president of Forterra.  

Danny Ngan specializes in creative portraiture 

and event photography.
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Spring is a noisy time in the Northwest. Marshes reverberate with the croak of 

frogs. The woods fill with the twitter of birds. Even the forest floor  

seems to hum with the white splashes of flowers. After months of long nights 

and gray days, Nature greets the sun with a shout. Come along for a brief 

sampling of spring awakenings, both loud and quiet. 

Restless Flycatchers 

When migratory birds like the Pacific-slope 

flycatcher arrive from southern climes, they 

might still be suffering from Zugunruhe.  

That’s the name scientists have given to a  

restlessness that overcomes some migratory 

birds as departure time arrives in the spring 

and fall. The flycatcher, a pint-sized gray bird 

dusted with yellow, overwinters as far south as 

Mexico. It returns to Western Washington to 

dine on insect hatches that come with spring.

 
Nesting Herons 

Great blue herons that spend much of the year 

as solitary hunters flock to crowded rookeries 

beginning in February for a nesting season that 

can run into July. There, they mate and raise 

The Signs of Spring
BY WARREN CORNWALL 

PHOTOGR APH BY GERRIT VYN

their young. But don’t get too close. During 

breeding season, herons sometimes abandon 

the rookery entirely if disturbed by people.

Mindful Firs 

Douglas fir trees have a built-in thermostat 

and a remarkable memory. A Douglas fir keeps 

track of the amount of time it has spent in near-

freezing temperatures and warmer weather 

during the winter, scientists have recently 

learned. That controls when the bud at the very 

top of the tree bursts in spring. If it doesn’t get 

cold often enough in the winter, the tree delays 

bud burst, which is crucial for growth. Scientists 

suspect this is a protective mechanism evolved 

to keep the tree from getting fooled into 

starting a growth spurt during a mid-winter 

warm spell. 
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Overeager Algae 

Spring is coming earlier for algae in Lake 

Washington. Algae now bloom nearly a 

month earlier than in the early 1960s, due 

to warmer lake water. That could be a 

problem for other lake dwellers. Tiny water 

fleas called Daphnia that feed on the algae 

haven’t kept pace with the change, possibly 

because they hatch in response to some other 

factor, like the length of the day. Daphnia 

numbers have fallen by more than half. 

Daphnia are a critical food source for fish.  

 

Sunbathing Blossoms

For other plants, it’s all about the sunlight. 

Take Arabidopsis thaliana (Thale cress), a 

small, thin-stemmed plant with white blossoms 

that grows in such common places as gaps in 

a sidewalk. University of Washington scientists 

have traced the molecular cascade that drives 

this plant to start blooming. It’s keyed to a 

dance between the plant’s circadian rhythm 

and light sensors in the plant’s cells. When 

those sensors detect enough light in the late 

afternoon, chemicals in the plant signal it to 

start flowering. While Arabidopsis is the lab 

rat of the botany world, the results apply to a  

wide range of plants, including important crops 

such as wheat and barley.

the white-petaled avalanche lily. University of 

Washington scientists are enlisting hikers to help 

track the timing of these flowers and others to 

see how they respond to climate change.

Cacophonous Frogs

Up on land, ponds start ringing with the in- 

sistent croaking of frogs. If you hear them,  

chances are they’re the Pacific tree frogs.  

The lime-green frog is found throughout 

Washington. It thrives in the woods and rural 

settings, but can occasionally be heard in  

various Seattle neighborhoods. 

 

Returning Orcas

In the saltwater, Puget Sound’s southern res-

ident orcas return from the open ocean along 

the West Coast in late May or June, following 

the first schools of spring Chinook salmon 

bound for spawning grounds. The orcas stay 

chiefly around the San Juan Islands and 

Georgia Strait during that time, because the 

main salmon runs then are in Canada’s Fraser 

River.

Roaming Whales

Meanwhile, 20,000 of the orcas’ bigger cousins, 

gray whales, are heading up the West Coast for 

feeding grounds near Alaska. But a dozen of 

the massive mammals make an unusual detour. 

In March, the whales head to waters around 

Whidbey Island. There, they spend two to three 

months feeding on ghost shrimp in shallow 

tidal flats before resuming their trip north. The 

visitors are so predictable, each has a name, 

such as “Patch,” who sports a white basketball-

sized mark on its side.

Adventurous Newts

In early spring, rough-skinned newts leave 

solitary winter homes beneath logs, rocks and 

leaves. They swarm over roads and fields, bound 

for nearby ponds where they can breed. Their 

bright-orange bellies might seem attractive, 

but beware: when threatened, these newts 

excrete a lethal poison from their skin.

 
Languorous Lillies

Spring is still a long way off at higher elevations. 

At the Paradise area on Mt. Rainier’s southwest 

flank, spring doesn’t arrive until June or later. As 

the snow recedes, the first flowers to emerge 

are typically the glacier lily—a yellow flare of 

petals dangling from a long, slender stem; and 

“Arabidopsis thaliana” by Dawid Skalec/CC 4.0
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The Plant Nerd
A sit-down with the director of the 

University of Washington Botanic Gardens.

INTERVIE W BY K IM FR APPIER

PHOTOGR APH BY MELISSA PONDER

As a scientist and educator, Sarah Reichard’s 

passion exists in the nexus between plants 

and people. She wants to know what makes 

plants tick. She also wants to empower garden 

enthusiasts and restoration ecology stud-

ents alike to understand the complex role of 

plants. Reichard grew up in New Orleans and 

North Carolina. Her mom was a plant geneti- 

cist at Wake Forest University; Reichard would 

count plant chromosomes through her mom’s 

microscope. Dad had a green thumb—he was 

a professional gardener. But it wasn’t until 

freshman year, in her UW botany class, when 

she learned that plants were “really cool!” The 

conservation biologist, professor and author 

has spent more than 30 years studying inva-

sive plants and helping conserve Washington’s 

endangered flora.
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When it comes to endangered species we 

tend to think of orcas, spotted owls or salmon. 

Why should we care about plants? 

They provide nutrition for us as well as other 

organisms. They provide habitat. But they’re 

also important because a lot of our most im-

portant medicines come from plant extracts.

Tell me more about invasives. 

They’re very competitive, aggressive and can 

completely take over a native plant community, 

especially after a disturbance. Even though  

they still provide habitat or food for pollinators, 

they exclude native species and reduce the 

diversity of forage and habitat types available 

to other organisms. 

What invasive plant is on your Most Wanted 

list? 

Ivy, of course. Scot’s broom. And knotweed, 

definitely knotweed. Its leaf litter is low in 

nitrogen and much less nutritious so insects 

don’t colonize it as much. That means less food 

for birds, salmon and other organisms.

But knotweed has fans: Some people have 

actually used it to make honey.

Purple loosestrife is another invasive species  

that (some) beekeepers really love. But it  

impacts wetlands pretty considerably, the  

way knotweed impacts riparian areas. Both 

species may make the honey extra tasty…

Like fireweed!

Like fireweed! But there is plenty of extra tasty 

honey out there that does not cause harm.

You founded something called Rare Care to 

study and monitor the state’s endangered 

plants. Tell me about one of your favorite 

projects.

Hackelia venusta is  Washington’s rarest plant— 

found in Tumwater Canyon in the Wenatchee 

National Forest. Propagation by seed is challeng-

ing. We tried many different treatments—from 

growth chambers to nicking the hard seed coat. 

Then we learned of a study where researchers 

completely removed the embryo from the seed 

coat. We had a graduate student replicate that 

method. She got 100 percent germination! With 

this success, Rare Care was able to propagate 

and outplant 255 plants and we started an 

experimental population as well. 

Speaking of seeds, tell me about the Miller 

Seed Vault. 

The seed vault is a 10 by 20-foot structure with 

fire walls at the Center for Urban Horticulture. It 

is temperature and humidity controlled. These 

are really specialized conditions. Seeds are 

living organisms—they respire just like you and 

I do and that gives them a limited lifetime. By 

lowering the temperature and decreasing the 

humidity, we slow their metabolism and in-

crease their longevity. Saving seeds of our rare 

plants is critical for research. The vault now 

holds the seeds for 113 Washington rare plants.

The Washington Centennial Commission 

invited Rare Care to contribute native plant 

seeds to a Centennial Time Capsule. What did 

you donate? 

We donated five species that are endemic to 

Washington along with information on where 

they grow and instructions on how to propagate 

them. The vault will be opened in 500 years, so 

it will be interesting to see if the seeds will still 

be viable. It seems unlikely that they’ll be able 

to germinate but you never know what kind of 

technology we’ll have.

You lead international adventures for fellow 

plant lovers through the Botanic Gardens. 

What countries have you visited?   

Chile, Guatemala, South Africa and Cuba—where 

I’ve travelled four times. Costa Rica—the birding 

is incredible, like the resplendent quetzal. 

Amazing! I’ve always been like, “Why do people 

like birds? Plants are so much cooler.” But on 

these trips I’ve turned into a birder although 

they move too fast and plants, well, they just 

sit there!

 

THIS INTERVIE W HAS BEEN  

EDITED AND CONDENSED.
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As if on cue, cars and pickup trucks started 

turning into the parking lot, headlights gleam-

ing in the morning fog. Soon the crowd around 

the picnic shelter swelled to 50, then 70. 

People carried garden rakes and wore sturdy 

shoes, greeting friends and neighbors and 

joking about the weather. The Methow Valley’s 

famous mountain sunshine was nowhere to 

be seen, replaced instead by a cold, steady 

drizzle. Suddenly, a fit young woman climbed 

onto a table and turned to address the crowd: 

“Welcome to the seed mob!”

Everyone cheered, and a few people held their 

rakes aloft. Then she introduced herself as 

the event’s instigator, Sarah Brooks from the 

Methow Conservancy, a nonprofit land trust. 

“We’re here today to plant some hope up the 

Twisp River,” she said, and there was an audible 

murmur of assent. For the second year in a row, 

record wildfires had scorched thousands of 

acres in and around the valley. The entire town 

of Twisp had been evacuated, and three young 

firefighters lost their lives battling the blaze. 

Months later, people were still looking for ways 

to come together as a community—activities 

that would heal landscape and people alike. 

That’s where the seeds come in.

“It’s as much about psychology and sociology 

as it is about ecology,” Sarah told me later that 

day. We were standing on a charred hillside, 

watching dozens of seed mobbers with their 

rakes hard at work on the slope below. Sarah 

kept her hands in her pockets for warmth, but 

she brimmed with enthusiasm, her reddish-

brown hair barely contained in a knit woolen 

cap. “Most of this land will come back on its 

own,” she went on, “but planting seeds gives 

people a tangible connection to that recovery.” 

All day long she seemed bent on making that 

connection as personal as possible, moving 

from group to group with encouraging words 

as if to put people, seeds and soil all on a first 

name basis. 

My own relationship with seeds stretched back 

to graduate school, where I’d spent thousands 

of hours studying their dispersal in tropical 

rainforests. More recently I’d written a book 

about seeds, and spent even more time inside, 

studying and giving lectures. 

The rain had eased as I set to with my rake, 

scratching grooves between tufts of blackened 

grass and the burnt stubs of bitterbrush. Ahead 

The Seed Mob
A writer’s relationship with seeds deepens 

when he leaves the San Juan Islands to  
visit the blackened and burnt Methow Valley.

BY THOR HANSON

ILLUSTR ATIONS BY DRE W CHRISTIE

I came to the Methow Valley eager 
to get my hands dirty again. 
And as someone from the wet, 
western part of the state,  
I knew I had a lot to learn about 
life in the wake of a fire.
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of me, an older woman scattered handfuls 

of wheatgrass seed. “This breeze is perfect,” 

she said, letting the grain drift from her hand 

in golden waves. “I feel just like that famous 

painting!” I smiled back, wondering if she 

meant Van Gogh, Millet, Winslow Homer or 

somebody else. Sowing seeds has long been a 

popular theme in art.

“We’re trying to maximize the contact between 

seed and soil,” Rob Crandall reminded us. “If 

you have to bend over and squint hard to see 

what you’ve planted, then plant more.” Having 

operated a local nursery for more than 15 

years, Rob had squinted at a lot of seeds. He 

smiled easily and wore a baseball cap faded 

to an indeterminate color, ambling along with 

the seed mob like a walking reference book on 

native plants. I asked him what this hill would 

look like in the springtime.

“Most of this was shrub-steppe,” Rob said, 

referring to a plant community dominated 

by bunchgrasses, wildflowers and waist-

high woody shrubs. It burned fast and hot, 

but left behind perennials able to resprout 

from rootstock. “If it’s like the last fire,” he 

added, “the balsamroot should be amazing.” 

Rob explained how the 2014 blaze prompted 

balsamroot, a native sunflower, to bloom like 

no one had ever seen. Whole hillsides glowed 

with the tall, yellow blossoms. Perhaps it 

shouldn’t have been surprising—these were the 

plants that had given the valley its name. In the 

Okanagan language, Methow is the word for 

“sunflower.” Native people knew this place was 

good balsamroot habitat and that the harvest 

of seeds, a staple food, always increased after 

a burn.

Coping with fire, and even taking advantage of 

it, has always been part of life in the Methow 

Valley. Balsamroot survives with a deep, fleshy 

taproot, and then blooms furiously to spread 

its seeds in the aftermath. Competition for fire-

cleared ground is fierce, because while the ashy 

soil may look barren, it is anything but empty. 

Scores of plant species persist through the 

blaze as seeds, and for many of them, a fire is 

just what they’ve been waiting for.

“Collinsia, Cryptantha, Collomia…” Rob rattled off 

the scientific names of various wildflowers in 

the shrub-steppe seed bank. We were crouched 

FOR TERR A IN AC TION

RESTORING AND CARING  
FOR NATURE

GET INVOLVED & JOIN US
AT FORTERRA.ORG

Forterra’s Restoration and Stewardship Team 

plants trees along the Cedar River in King County; 

leads work parties to clear ivy from local parks in 

Everett; digs out blackberry roots with volunteers 

along the Duwamish River; and trains stewards 

to work in urban forests throughout the region. 

The team combines expertise in restoration, 

urban forestry and community engagement 

to develop public-private collaborations such as 

the Green City Partnerships, now running strong 

across eight cities.

Clean air and water, habitat for wildlife, and access 

to nature and healthy green spaces are essential 

to quality of life for all.

WHAT DRIVES US? 

WITH THE HELP OF MANY 
VOLUNTEERS & PARTNERS 
OUR PROGRAMS ACTIVELY 
SERVE:

21
8,700 
WE’VE PLANTED MORE THAN:

800,000 NATIVE PLANTS

RIVER MILES

ACRES OF FORESTED PARKS 
AND NATURAL AREAS
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Before leaving I leaned down  
and filled a sandwich bag  
with blackened soil.  I keep it  
now spread out on a tray  
in my office—a tiny mirror of  
the valley’s rebirth.
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over the rocky soil, peering at a few specks 

of green that had already sprouted with the 

autumn rains. “The Phacelia last year was crazy,” 

he said, sweeping his hand over the blackened 

ground as if painting a wash of color from 

memory. For these and many other fire-adapted 

species, burning provides an ideal environment 

for germination: open ground, ample sunlight 

and a flush of nutrients from the ash. Evolution 

has programmed the seeds to wait for just such 

conditions to arise. Some require a flash of heat 

to weaken their shell; others respond to the 

chemical signature of wood smoke or to water 

that has filtered through charcoal. The seeds’ 

adaptations seem as varied as the flowers they 

grow into and sometimes lead to surprises.

“What about tumble mustard?” one of the 

seed mobbers asked. “I never saw it on my 

land before the fires, but now it’s coming up 

everywhere.”

Rob shook his head ruefully. Tumble mustard 

was a pernicious weed, but you had to respect 

its seeds. They could lie in the soil for 60 years 

or more before sprouting en masse, making the 

plant seem capable of appearing from nowhere. 

Residents of London must have felt the same 

amazement after the Great Fire of 1666, when 

a closely-related mustard burst into golden 

blossom throughout the charred neighborhoods 

north of the Thames. Reconstruction efforts 

soon covered those fields again, but people 

saluted that sudden bloom with a new name for 

the flower: London rocket.

Rebuilding began quickly in the Methow 

Valley, too—mustard and balsamroot weren’t 

the only things to come back strong after the 

fires. Everyone I spoke with had stories about 

helping those who’d lost homes, barns, fences 

or livestock. The head of the local power 

company told me about replacing three miles 

of poles and wire connecting more than 200 

houses. “We had it up and running in four days,” 

he said simply, and then got back to work with 

his rake.

Sarah had to herd the group back down the hill 

as the seed mob drew to a close. People kept 

stopping in new areas, as if reluctant to leave 

any ground unplanted. Finally we reached the 

cars and said our goodbyes under a sky still 

heavy with fog, like a misty echo of the fire’s 

smoke and haze. 

Before leaving I leaned down and filled a 

sandwich bag with blackened soil.  I keep it now 

spread out on a tray in my office—a tiny mirror 

of the valley’s rebirth.  Every morning I sprinkle 

the tray with water and already the seeds have 

begun to emerge—dozens of hopeful green nubs 

dotting the dark earth.  Charles Darwin once did 

something similar in his office, sprouting 537 

seeds from three tablespoons of pond mud “all 

contained in a breakfast cup!”  Whether the seed 

bank in my Methow soil can match Darwin’s mud 

remains to be seen, but nothing would surprise 

me.  They’re still coming up.
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An Ode 
to Six 
Native 
Bees
ILLUSTR ATIONS AND TE X T BY NIK K I MCCLURE

Honey bees get all the glory and worry. Colony 

collapse. Fungal attacks.  Parasitic mites. Pest-

icides and herbicides and neonicotinoids all 

make us worry about the honey bees, and the 

food crops that we have cultivated alongside 

them. 

What will happen to the apples and the blue-

berries? 

We forget the native bees that have been here 

all the time, pollinating snowberries, asters and 

now all the neighborhood apple trees. They are 

sensitive to pesticides and parasites as well yet 

many are solitary nesters so disease doesn’t 

spread. 

Native bees work. They are more effective 

than honey bees in pollination. Two hundred 

and fifty mason bees can pollinate one acre of 

apple trees. It would take 50,000 honey bees 

to do the same. Native bees do not need to be 

cared for, other than preserving natural habitat. 

They fly in the wet and cold—they are native. 

They grew up here!

1. Yellow-Faced 
(Vosnesensky) Bumble Bee
FAMILY: APIDAE    GENUS: BOMBUS

Big, yellow face and a yellow band near the 

end of its abdomen.

This bumble bee you will see. It is big. You will 

not mistake it. But you do have to spend some 

time near flowers. Head to a garden. Bring a 

picnic. Make a day of it. 

Bumble bee queens are seen in early spring. 

They nest in the ground and form a small colony 

of workers and build honey pots from wax. 

Bumble bees will visit the same flowers every 

day. They may sting if the nest is bothered. But 

why would you want to do that? Just sit and 

watch them working away the day. 

Bumble bees are active February to November. 

Plan your outing now.

1.

2.



2. Western Bumble Bee
FAMILY: APIDAE    GENUS: BOMBUS

Large and fuzzy with a dark head and white- 

tipped abdomen.

This bee needs our help because they’ve dis-

appeared suddenly from the Pacific Northwest. 

They may have possibly been infected by para-

sites on bumble bees brought in to pollinate 

hothouse tomatoes. 

There is an active search for the western 

bumble bee. Some were spotted in Seattle back 

in 2013. If you see one let the Xerces Society 

and Bumble Bee Watch know. Remember: 

white bottom. Keep your eyes peeled. Tell the 

neighborhood kids to keep a look out.

4.

3.

3. Masked Bee
FAMILY: COLLE TIDAE     GENUS: HYL AEUS

Small, hairless, shiny black abdomen with yellow 

face markings.

They nest in hollow stems, in pre-made holes 

or underground. They seal the nest with a cell-

ophane-like substance. They do not carry pollen 

on legs or body. Pollen is eaten with nectar and 

regurgitated to feed young. They look like small 

wasps and are usually not noticed but I hope to 

stare one in the face someday.

4. Sweat Bee
FAMILY: HALIC TIDAE     GENUS: AGAPOSTEMON

Very small with shiny green heads and thorax. 

Striped yellow abdomen. Fond of asters.

They nest underground and sometimes share 

the same tunnel with other sweat bees. They 

are tiny, about half the size of a honey bee.  

Most people never know they exist. Once you 

see one, you will see many and forevermore 

search out their beauty.



PA
G

E 
14

SOURCES

Bloom EH and Crowder DW (2016) A Field Guide to 

Wild Bees and Floral Visitors in Western Washington, 

Washington State University Press, Pullman, Washington, 

in prep.; The Xerces Society;  

“Ground-nesting Bees—Why You Should Let These Bees 

Nest in Your Garden” by Heather Holm © 2015 on  

nativeplantwildlifegarden.com; Bumblebeewatch.org 

6.

6. Mining Bee
FAMILY: ANDRENIDAE     GENUS: ANDRENA

Small to medium with a black abdomen. Fuzzy. 

Legs often coated with pollen.

Mining bees nest in sandy areas near lawns or 

bushes. They dig a tunnel and fill little rooms 

with pollen upon which an egg is laid. People 

often freak out about these bees, thinking they 

are wasps.

Mining bee stingers are weak and can’t pen-

etrate human skin. Besides they have such a 

short adult life span (six to eight weeks) and 

too much work to bother with us. Try to keep 

the area clear from cars and feet and the bees 

will be happy.

5.

5. Mason Bee
FAMILY: MEGACHILIDAE     GENUS: OSMIA

Blueish, shiny and stout. 

Mason bees nest in premade holes. You can 

make holes in wood blocks or old logs and hope 

a Mason bee will find it. You can watch them 

quite close. They won’t sting or even notice you 

unless you try to squish them. 

When the female bee crawls in the hole back-

wards, she is laying an egg. The hole is sealed 

up with mud when full, then a new hole is 

found and the cycle begins once more. After 

one month of work, and all your apple trees 

pollinated, the mother bee dies. The sealed 

up bees emerge in late spring, mate and start 

filling up holes.
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Promise for the Pika
STORY AND PHOTOGR APHY BY GLENN NEL SON

If the polar bear ever needed relief as the 

stricken planet’s most preemptively mourned 

victim of ecological disaster, the American pika 

has stood with apparent readiness to accept 

the nomination. The diminutive, rock-dwelling 

cousin of the rabbit certainly delivers the 

cuteness factor. And, with a range in the Lower 

48, it offers enhanced accessibility and, as any 

alpine hiker will attest, is eminently locatable by 

its distinctive warning call:

“ Eep! ”
 

You want to save the pika as much as you want 

to cuddle with it.

Pikas neither hibernate nor migrate to circ-

umvent climate extremes. Though thick-furred 

and having a high metabolism, pikas are slaves 

to Goldilocks-like conditions—not too hot and 

not too cold. They can die if exposed too long to 

temperatures as low as 77 degrees Fahrenheit, 

or freeze to death if not insulated by snowpack 

from winter’s worst.

But a funny thing happened on the way to a 

full-fledged, pika pity party: Once feared to be 

in danger of “blinking out,” as scientists like 

to say, the creature’s climate-change status is 

emerging as more nuanced—less “on the way 

out” and more “it depends.”

A recently released study, “Pikas in Peril,” 

should change the narrative. It offers what one 

of its authors, Tom Rodhouse of the National 

Park Service, calls a “glass-half-full” look at 

the plight of the animal also known as the  

“rock rabbit.”

In a way, the American pika may be saving us 

from ourselves.

“What concerns me is that people get fatigued 

by the perilous nature of the state of the world 

and need positive stories,” says Tara Chestnut, 

a wildlife ecologist at Mount Rainier National 

Park. “That is one of the outcomes of this 

project—that there are glimmers of hope.”

Some of that glimmer falls upon Chestnut’s 

park, as well as North Cascades National Park. 
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The American pika uses a short, distinctive call to defend its food cache or sound an alarm about predators. The pika 

spends about one-third of daylight hours above ground, on watch atop rocks or foraging for food in the Rocky Mountains 

or in the North Cascades.
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Chestnut and Jason Ransom, her North 

Cascades counterpart, are too scientifically 

inclined to make definitive pronouncements 

about the state of pikas. But both agree there 

are reasons to believe the pika will endure for 

the forseeable future.

They, along with Erik Beever of the U.S. 

Geological Survey, who has been at the fore-

front of pondering pika persistence, hope to 

acquire funding for a study that will cast more 

light on the extent and distribution of local pika 

populations. The proposed study will, among 

other things, locate and assess the fine-scale 

refuges necessary to buffer pikas, as well as 

hoary marmots, from climate harshness.

Pikas already have exhibited resiliency. They 

populate complex lava flows in places such as 

Craters of the Moon in Idaho, where sub-surface 

ice can buffer surface temperatures as great as 

190 degrees Fahrenheit. Pikas also are abundant, 

almost at sea level, in the Columbia River Gorge. 

There, moss provides both nutrition and stable 

insulation in broken-large-rock fields (or talus 

patches). And cool air and water flow, plus 

abundant shading, mitigate surface temperatures.

The American pika gained climate-change 

scrutiny largely because of its association 

with fields of broken rock in mountains. Those 

fields are fringed by vegetation, on which 

pikas directly feed or cache in haypiles (called 

“haying”) for cold-weather nutrition. As such, 

the furry creatures about the size of a medium 

baked potato spend about a third of daylight 

hours on the surface, and about half of that 

perched on rocks, in surveillance mode.

It was long thought that pikas eventually would 

run out of altitude to which they could escape 

life-robbing heat. The emerging thinking now is 

that the key to their fate is the ability to move 

over landscape (i.e., connectivity) to other 

suitable habitat. 

Beever believes Mount Rainier and North Cas-

cades are close to “the sweet spot” for pika 

habitat. Pikas are found at lower elevations in 

northern U.S. mountain ranges than in the more 

sun-splattered south. The Cascades also likely 

will benefit from the cooling and other effects 

of marine precipitation.

Ransom points out that the North Cascades 

has a dynamic landscape, with abundant 

avalanches in fall and winter creating or 

revealing talus patches. The North Cascades 

is losing glaciers, which is a concern, but pika 

live there at both high elevations as well as low 

elevations, such as near Diablo Lake on the 

park’s west side or outside Lake Ann to the east.

“The breadth of their habitat in the North 

Cascades gives them a little bit of an edge,” 

Ransom said.

At Mount Rainier, Chestnut is in the midst of a 

10-year pika habitat study. She says pikas are 

being found about everywhere you’d expect, 

from the trails around Pinnacle Peak, Spray 

Park, Stevens Canyon, South Puyallup River, 

Sunrise, Tolmie Peak and the Westside Road.

Not long ago, exploiting a gloomy picture is 

what passed for hope. The Center for Biological 

Diversity and its supporters were bitterly 

disappointed in 2010 when the U.S. Fish and 

Wildlife Service denied a petition to protect 

the pika under the Endangered Species Act. 

The pika would have been the first animal from 

the Lower 48 states to be listed as endangered 

because of the effects of climate change.

Today, because the picture is more varied and 

complex—and highly dependent on where one 

looks—hope is in the eye of the beholder.

“Just looking at the map,” Chestnut says about 

Mount Rainier, “I’ve got a lot of pikas.”
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The 

Enchanted 

World 

of 

Alfredo 

Arreguín

AR T WORK BY ALFREDO ARREGUÍN

PREFACE BY FLOR ANGEL A DAVIL A
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AN ALFREDO ARREGUÍN PAINTING IS 

UNMISTAK ABLY UNIQUE. 

Look at that thunderous palette; lose yourself  

in so much labyrinthine design.  Fish swim, birds 

soar, water jets. An Arreguín landscape teems 

with mosaics of lush activity.

The marvel of Arreguín’s artwork is how his 

brushstrokes straddle the actual world with a 

wondrous fantastical one.

“I just start painting and things happen,” says 

Arreguín, 81, who paints daily from a basement 

studio at his Seattle home. He’s been creating 

pattern painting since 1969, an artistic signature 

that can be traced back to his interest in the 

baroque architecture and the patterned floor 

tiles found in the churches of his native Mexico.

Arreguín’s canvases, the poet Tess Gallagher 

has written, “carry a dynamic implosion of life.” 

The marvel of Arreguín’s artwork 
is how his brushstrokes straddle 
the actual world with a wondrous 
fantastical one.

The flora and fauna of a jungle, for example. Or, 

the Amazonian rainforest.

But as a Pacific Northwesterner for some 60 years, 

this region’s scenic beauty has unequivocally 

imprinted itself on his imagination. 

“How could nature be ignored?” he asks. “How 

could it not be part of the menu of your mind?”

Here, then, is a sliver from the artist’s massive 

tome of work that has been heralded by the 

Smithsonian, the state of Washington and the 

government of Mexico.

As we envisioned this issue of Ampersand, 

nothing seemed more suitable in rousing us from 

the lethargy of winter and heralding spring than 

these enchanted images by Alfredo Arreguín.
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WASHINGTONIA, 1988

60 x 48"

Collection of the Washington State Historical 

Society, State Capital Museum

ABOVE

A MURDER OF CROWS, 1990

48 x 60"

Private collection
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THE HERO’S JOURNEY, 1988

48 x 72"

Private collection
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This is the first time Arreguín chose salmon as a subject. 

He was inspired by his friend Raymond Carver, the short- 

story writer and poet who had fallen ill. One day Arreguín 

picked him up from the hospital and Carver said, “I wish I 

was fishing.” He gave this painting to Carver and the poet 

Tess Gallagher as a wedding gift.
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SHILSHOLE, 1986

60 x 84"

Private collection

LEFT

LAS GARZAS, 2013

60 x 52"

Inverarte Art Gallery, San Antonio

ORCA STRAIT, 2007

42 x 54”

Private collection
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Our lush Pacific Northwest surroundings make it difficult to ignore 

the fragrance and vibrancy of spring. Yet each individual inter-

prets the change differently. The great Austrian composer Gustav 

Mahler wrote, “With the coming of spring I am calm again.” On the 

contrary, the late comedian Robin Williams said, “Spring is nature’s 

way of saying, ‘Let’s Party!’” So what does spring say to you?

Victor Reyes
L ANDSC APER /GARDENER , REDMOND

I did not notice springtime as a child in Mexico 

so for me, the Northwest spring is something 

very special. I treasure the little bits of sun and 

milder temperatures. Each day I get a few more 

minutes of sunlight and the strong yet varied 

smells of spring hit me each time.

Tiffany Hedrick
AR T CONSERVATOR , CIT Y OF SE AT TLE

Spring in the northwest can be magical. It beck-

ons a reawakening of the senses as blossoms 

emerge and colors petition our attention. My job 

as an art conservator is to reignite our awareness 

of the art we have walked past, sometimes 

for decades, maybe without even noticing. To 

remove the viridian lichen and gray of winter 

from a totem pole, to oil it and render it bronzed 

and awaiting your discovery.

What Does Spring 
Smell Like?

COMPILED BY JENNIFER R ICE

Jourdan Imani Keith
FOUNDER & DIREC TOR , URBAN WILDERNESS 

PROJEC T, SE AT TLE

In February, the early scent of small daphne 

blooms in my yard, heralding the approach of 

spring. The blooms hold on until mid-March 

when the riot of blossoms breaks out, first my 

plum tree, then the cherry blossoms join in, 

along with the apple tree’s white small tender 

leaves. After the first rain, my walkway is 

covered in pink petals of snow.

Dan Wilson
FORMER SE AT TLE MARINERS C ATCHER

Spring brings the smells of fresh cut grass from 

the infield that take me back to childhood. It’s 

the hope of spring training and the start of 

baseball season. It’s a time for dirt stains on 

snow white pants after a slide or dive.  Spring 

is the crack of a bat and squinting at the sun to 

make the catch. It’s the scent of hot dogs and 

popcorn in the stands during the slow, relaxed 

pace of a nine-inning conversation.
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Do Peterson
SINGER-SONGWRITER , SE AT TLE

Spring signals an awakening for my songwriting.  

Warmer weather and longer days bring optimism 

and inspiration. I generally feel more emotional 

energy for my artistic process. Three songs from 

my last album were all written or recorded during 

spring and inspired by the Pacific Northwest. So 

yeah, I definitely love spring.

Sally Jewell
U. S. SECRE TARY OF THE INTERIOR

As the snow firms under foot in the Cascades, 

the days feel longer and the avalanche lilies 

begin to emerge—you know spring has arrived. 

Tempting beautiful days, interspersed with 

rainy ones; bike rides along the Burke-Gilman 

Trail; fragrant flowers and spring breezes pull us 

outside. I look forward to picking up a pulaski 

and working on a trail, taking my grandchildren 

exploring in the deep, dark woods, and drinking 

in the gifts of nature on my Northwest doorstep.

Shaun Peterson
NATIVE AR TIST, MILTON

Seasons are part of stories that I have grown up 

with in the Pacific Northwest. In spring I think of 

bike rides with my grandfather along the river 

and seeing the daffodils bloom. Specifically I 

think of the rain during this transition; I smell 

the wet dirt and grass in the air that brings 

green across the South Sound valley. In our 

culture, Coast Salish, the frogs are a big part of 

the season. When the frogs sing it is the end of 

Winter Ceremony and the canoes are brought 

out to the waters.

Matthew Dillon
CHEF AND RESTAUR ATEUR , VASHON ISL AND 

Spring smells green and new, like a baby’s 

neck—with just a bit of warm milk. It smells like 

burning last year’s grass and making way for 

the electric colors that would embarrass a tree 

frog. It smells like iron, iron and minerals in the 

freshly turned soil; and that smell is, perhaps, 

the blood of a freshly killed lamb, draining over 

a bowl, that will soon become chops.

Charlie Lydum
COUGAR RIDGE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL 

THIRD GR ADER , BELLE VUE

On Thursdays I have to get to school extra early. 

I hang posters, sort the garbage and compost 

in the cafeteria, and deliver the GOOS (Good 

On One Side) paper boxes to all the classrooms. 

I am outside more and I get to see how the 

recycling and composting we did in the winter 

makes the fields greener. My mom says that if 

I didn’t have green grassy fields to play on I 

would go CRAZY!
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Young Writers’ Poetry
 

Each year, Seattle Arts & Lectures places professional local writers in 

public elementary, middle and high school classrooms throughout the 

Puget Sound area. The program is called Writers in the Schools (WITS). 

We present four WITS poems here. You can find a selection of others 

on our website at www.ampersandnw.org.
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Forest Times

The thicket, young, stood within the forest 

Campfires hold a risky future for many trees 

and plants  

Trees sway giving a gesture that winds flow 

through their branches 

Forests tear apart as men swing axes with 

vengeance, the gray blade splitting through  

the trunks 

Men vaguely tear the forest apart little by little; 

the animals wish it would all go backwards 

The disarming silver blade of the axe sounds 

loud echoing throughout the rest of the forest 

sending birds flying for safety 

The animals yielding to danger, 

their hearts breaking to watch their home 

disappear  

Enemies show honor to their work as they  

haul the broken-down trees out, 

the animals trying to wake up from a bad 

dream 

The men have undemonstrative thoughts  

to what they had done; 

the animals have seas of emotions for their 

destroyed home

 

Jenessah Seebergoss is a 7th grader at  

Blue Heron Middle School in Port Townsend 

who worked with WITS poet Laura Gamache.

The Man on the Second  
Row First One

There is only one way I can go up because 

I have the heart of a bird. 

I am rising toward the unknown. 

You will never find my secrets about flying. 

My mind is the color of snowflakes spinning  

in the wind. 

My hands that pull me through the air. 

Yesterday you found me wanting to fly. 

Tomorrow I will be so high I will be a speck  

in the sky. 

My mind is the color of a red fern 

in the valley below.

 

 

Sam Schubert is a 4th grader at View Ridge 

Elementary in Seattle who worked with WITS 

poet Kathleen Flenniken.
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The Rain

Tap, tap, tap, tap… 

the rain calms me in my bed at night. 

The soothing tap, tap, tap on the roof 

of the cozy warm house  

sings me to sleep in the darkness. 

It sings a song 

no one can hear,  

not even me,  

but I can feel it making me tired  

and slowly  

I go to sleep, 

tap, tap, tap, tap…

 

Alden Mahoney is a 5th grader at Cascade K-8 

Community School in Shoreline who worked 

with WITS poet Vicky Edmonds.

And the Silver Fir Looked On

The silver fir stood desolate in a field of 

broken memories 

he stares out the window, frame of silver fir 

she clung to the bark of the silver fir, coarse 

against her weary palms 

the clock struck and the silver fir crept to the 

depths of the chasm 

the waxing moon foreshadowed the 

impending fate of the decrepit silver fir 

the wall had failed the lost thought inspired 

by the silver fir 

pages left in pieces and the silver fir looked on 

widowed words spun a delicate web hung 

from bows of the silver fir

 

 

 

Cyan Adams is a 7th grader at Blue Heron 

Middle School in Port Townsend who worked 

with WITS poet Laura Gamache.
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How we made some farmers really 

happy—and ended up completing the 

largest farmland preservation project 

in Pierce County’s history.ART BY DALE HOM

STORY BY FORTERRA
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A $45 annual membership supports our sustainability work 

throughout the region—and it supports this publication, 

which brings together creative writing, photography and 

environmental journalism. Members receive two free copies 

of Ampersand as well as tickets to our live stage show. 

SUPPORT FORTERRA

HELP US TELL THE STORY
AT FORTERRA.ORG/JOIN
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The Big Garden
Keeping this place we live a place that we 
love takes the skills of a master gardener.

BY GENE DUVERNOY

Walk down any street in any town and ask the 

locals what defines their community. Most 

likely they will get it right—with far better odds 

than the guide books and apps.

In Seattle you’ll hear “Pike Place Market” nine 

out of 10 times. All the more stunning, then, 

that we almost lost it. Thirty years ago many 

people saw it as run-down and blighted and 

were ready to call in the bulldozers. What a 

relief that people like Victor Steinbrueck took 

a stand and not only saved the place, but 

pumped new life into it. Today not only is the 

Market the spirited center of downtown, but 

a powerful economic engine, too. And that 

will be even more so when the Alaskan Way 

Viaduct comes down and the Market becomes 

the keystone of a revitalized waterfront.

In our Pacific Northwest, we take our land 

and landscapes seriously. We get that the 

consequences of a reckless land-use decision 

can reverberate for decades. We try to do 

things right.
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It’s like gardening, but writ large. As a community 

we try to put the right kinds of things in the 

right part of the plot; everything where it can 

flourish best. We aim to cultivate a harmonious 

diversity rather than a drab monoculture. We 

try to create the conditions for long-term 

vitality.

Fuming gardeners. Sounds bucolic, right? 

Often not. Sometimes people don’t agree 

about how a piece of land could best be used. 

Visions clash. Tempers flare. Money becomes 

an issue. This is where Forterra steps into the 

garden. We’re practiced at getting people 

to talk and find shared values. And we’re 

accomplished in the art of the possible and 

reaching terms that everyone can feel good 

about.

Keystone lands. Over the last 25 years we’ve 

done 400 different land transactions. That 

adds up to 250,000 acres and $500 million 

in value. The projects range from the small to 

the large, from the spectacular to the hardly 

noticed. What they have in common is this: 

like the Pike Place Market, they help give 

a neighborhood or region its character, its 

definition, its organizing principle.

In Forterra’s early days, we were focused on 

big, iconic wild landscapes outside the cities. 

We make no bones about still caring about 

such places (see sidebar). But over time 

we’ve come to see that other lands undergird 

beauty and sustainability, too. That can mean 

working lands like family farms, or urban lands 

for parks, arts centers, community gathering 

places or even affordable housing. Like any 

ecosystem, like any garden, the parts thrive 

best when they thrive together.

Double keystone: parks and housing. Recently 

Forterra bought the Wayne Golf Course in 

Bothell. Working with local allies, we plan to 

turn it into a 90-acre urban park, replete with a 

stretch of the Sammamish River restored and 

alive with salmon. The park will undeniably 

be a keystone part of the emerging, dynamic, 

more urbanized Bothell, including a large 

concentration of affordable housing right in 

the downtown core—just minutes from the 

park on foot or bike via the Burke-Gilman Trail.
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ABOVE

Plaza Roberto Maestas, across the street from Seattle’s 

Beacon Hill Light Rail station, will feature 112 units of 

affordable housing, office/retail/restaurant space,  

classrooms, a community center and a Latino-style out-

door plaza. Forterra and nonprofit El Centro de la Raza 

plan to work together on similar future projects.

COURTESY OF SMR ARCHITECTS

PREVIOUS PAGE

The historic Wayne golf course is an 90-acre  

island of green in the heart of Bothell.

PHOTO BY DANNY NGAN

Think about it. That housing is just as much a 

keystone as the park, creating the basis for a 

strong, resilient, cohesive community where 

everyone, regardless of background, can find a 

home. When we find great lives in such vibrant 

urban communities, we can break our habit of 

encroaching into farms and wildlands.  It’s a 

twofer.

This is why Forterra is starting to pursue 

property throughout Puget Sound that can be 

turned into graceful, affordable housing and 

other features characteristic of welcoming, 

inclusive neighborhoods. In this, we’re excited 

to be teaming with new partners like El Centro 

de la Raza.

The great part about gardening is that each season 

you can get better. That’s what Forterra is striving 

for, together with people like you, in this glorious, 

complicated garden called the Pacific Northwest.  

 

Join us. Bring your intelligence, your hope 

and your grit. Together we can help this place 

flourish for everyone.
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Teanaway Community Forest

Riverbend Farm

Seattle Opera House  
Education Center

Protected with Forterra’s help in 2013, the 

Teanaway Community Forest is a stunning 

50,241-acre landscape at the headwaters of the 

Yakima Basin watershed. The forest contains 

abundant hiking trails and nearly 400 miles of 

free-flowing streams and prime habitat for fish 

and wildlife. By safeguarding the area, farmers 

and ranchers will have a more dependable 

source of water as climate change advances.

In a back-from-the-brink save, Forterra kept a 

farm near Arlington from being turned into a 

suburban subdivision. Already a road had been 

paved and utilities installed. With Forterra’s 

action, the land will return to farming, and the 

development pressure lifted off neighboring 

berry and pumpkin farmers.

Committed to making urban parks like Seattle 

Center as interesting and magnetic as possible, 

Forterra has teamed with Seattle Opera to 

envision and secure property for a new building 

next to McCaw Hall. Swathed in soaring glass, 

it will house administrative offices and the 

costume shop as well as rehearsal space. In 

addition the Opera will use the space for 

education, dramatically increasing programs 

for diverse schoolkids from across the region.

COURTESY OF NBBJ

Keystone  
Property
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Forterra’s Ampersand magazine is a carbon- 

neutral publication. Since its debut in 2015, 

its printing has been offset by the generous 

support of Bear Mountain Capital Inc. 
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FORTERRA IS KEEPING  
THIS PLACE WE LIVE 

A PLACE WE LOVE.

LEARN MORE
AT FORTERRA.ORG
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