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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

As I write this from a downtown Seattle office,  

two skyscrapers are deftly being erected next 

door. Everyone at Forterra has a 22nd story 

view of all the construction, a distraction when  

you’re eating lunch or sitting in a front 

conference room. Visitors to the office always  

pause to gawk at these enormous steel 

skeletons  — one a 36-story building in progress, 

the other slated to be 43. The sight of these 

wannabe buildings is so fascinating, it often 

distracts you from an awesome vista of  

Mount Rainier.

The assembling, the forging, the hoisting, the 

pulverizing, the razing — it’s either the glorious 

roar of prosperity or the vociferous din of a 

city losing its soul. We may not agree about 

all the change that is happening but I’d argue 

we agree on what we value in Seattle. So 

here it is in this issue of Ampersand: unique 

neighborhood locales, the working class,  

wildlife, artists, affordable housing and 

beautiful open spaces where we can play and  

grow things.

We publish this magazine because we value 

this place — this stunning, vibrant, forward-

thinking, sometimes maddening place. Twice a 

year we devote 40 pages to stories about our 

built and natural worlds as told through a range 

of (always) local contributors. We’ve reached 

a milestone with this issue, Issue No. 5, which 

we're calling The Urban Issue.

I hope you enjoy what you find here.

FLORANGELA DAVILA 

DIRECTOR, VOICES OF THE REGION

MARTIN LUTHER KING JR. WAY SOUTH AS SEEN FROM 

COLUMBIA CITY IN SEATTLE.

PHOTO BY DENNIS WTPHO



Our Furiously Changing City
An artist, a bookseller, an architect and a restaurateur weigh in 

on the growth of Seattle.
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So Much Here 
In Seattle’s Central Area, Jill Freidberg is preserving the stories of the neighborhood. 

Freidberg is a documentary filmmaker, radio producer, lecturer in media studies at the 

University of Washington Bothell and a devoted customer of the Promenade  

Red Apple market. Story photos by Inye Wokoma and Carina A. del Rosario. 

Magazine cover photo by Inye Wokoma.
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Looking for Affordability
David Kroman considers the notion of what it  

might be like to live in Renton. Kroman is the  

city reporter for Crosscut.
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Dear Seattle
John Keister weighs in on the travails of Bertha. He hosted the iconic  

Seattle TV show Almost Live and is a faculty member at  

The Art Institute of Seattle. 
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Raising Consciousness
A profile of artist entrepreneur Louie Gong.  

Florangela Davila is the editor of the magazine  

and curator of Ampersand Live. Melissa Ponder specializes  

in portraiture, event and documentary photography. 
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The Queen of Parkour
            A Q-and-A with athlete Brandee Laird. 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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Growing Bold
Seven unique plants that are changing our local gardens. James Slone is a  

writer and fundraiser at Forterra. Minh Nguyen is a Seattle-based illustrator  

and a curator of exhibitions and events.
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The Secret City Life  
of Raccoons

An intimate look at this intelligent urban critter.  

Brenda Peterson is a novelist and nature writer.  

Robin Lindsey is a photographer who works closely  

with the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration.
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Taking Control 
What do millennials have to say about this changing region?  

College undergraduates Kai Blatt, Amy Huýnh, Bilal Karim and  

Henry Nelson researched the topic for Forterra.
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What’s the Point of Cities?
Gene Duvernoy, the president of Forterra, thinks he knows.
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OOPS. In our previous issue,  

we mislabeled the illustration by  

Nikki McClure on page 12. The  

Western Bumble Bee is on the left; 

the Yellow-Faced Bumble Bee is on 

the right and bottom.

HUMCREATIVE .COMFORTERRA .ORG

DESIGNED BYPUBLISHED BY



P
A

G
E

 6

Erica C. Barnett
JOURNALIST, THE C IS FOR CRANK

When you look at the divide between Seattle’s 

haves (homeowners who bought decades ago; 

newcomers who can afford the staggering rents 

in South Lake Union’s gleaming towers) and the 

have-nots (everyone else), the devolution to San 

Francisco-style inequality can seem inevitable. 

But there are a few things that give me hope. 

Renters are getting organized because they 

see that Seattle conventional wisdom — prevent 

new development at all costs for the benefit of 

those already here — no longer works. In fact, it 

exacerbates the housing shortage. I see hope in 

new alliances between development advocates, 

renters and social justice activists fighting for 

a city that’s inclusive and inviting to everyone, 

including young families, immigrants and, yes, 

even Amazon programmers.

Sharon Arnold
FOUNDER/CURATOR, BRIDGE PRODUCTIONS

Seattle has an opportunity to lead the way 

to compassionate and responsible urban 

development. If Snohomish, Pierce and East 

King Counties begin to understand the benefit 

of spending money on infrastructure, then 

we can solve our transit issues. If we begin to 

strive toward density solutions that are about 

affordable rather than luxury living, as well as 

work toward better regulation of our rental 

market, we will begin to solve our displacement 

issues. If we change the way we look at 

available space and resources, we may begin 

to see we have room to build housing for our 

homeless so that we don’t leave a huge part 

of our population behind. But if we don’t start 

taking care of our own, preemptively (because 

really, why are we still talking about Capitol Hill 

and not Hillman City, Dunlap, Brighton, Rainier 

Beach, South Park, White Center, etc.?), then 

we’re lost for certain.

Ethan Stowell
CHEF/OWNER, ETHAN STOWELL RESTAURANTS

Seattle is a really good city. I don’t want it to turn 

into San Francisco where people who work for 

us can’t afford to buy a house. I’m all for people 

making more money and having that money go 

further. But what we need to focus on as the 

city grows is making sure that expenses don’t 

go up at a faster rate than pay.

Welcome to 
San Seattleisco…?!

 
Long gone are the days when Seattle could be characterized as some 

sleepy, ho-hum, turn-out-the-lights sort of place. So what to make  
of our city’s feverish pace of change? Are we truly San Francisco Next? 

Are we (ahem) better than that? We decided to ask.
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Peter Miller
OWNER, PETER MILLER BOOKS

This is a town that loves its companies. We love 

the notion that business is a fine thing. But it’s 

naïve, vain and incredibly self-centered to not 

consider the consequence of how companies 

are impacting this town. I have great hope 

that there will be a renaissance of shops and 

neighborhoods and such. Because right now, 

downtown looks like the most brilliant airport 

terminal for people whose flight is not leaving 

for another five years.

Ethan Phelps-Goodman
FOUNDER, SEATTLE IN PROGRESS

To avoid following San Francisco’s fate, we 

need to directly address our own housing 

shortage by building more housing in general, 

and more affordable housing in particular. To 

make development equitable, we need to build 

for a broad range of incomes across all housing 

types and in all neighborhoods. And to make 

development sustainable, we need to draw 

on the resources of all community members, 

including taxpayers, businesses and both  

non-profit and for-profit developers.

Sarah Rudinoff
REALTOR AND THEATER ARTIST

We have to become more dense. I work with a 

lot of artists and first time buyers and I always 

try to turn them on to my neighborhood 

(Highland Park) and the surrounding areas. I am 

still selling homes within 10 miles of Seattle with 

mortgages under $1,800 a month. Some of my 

clients don’t want to give up living on Capitol 

Hill or walking distance to everything so they 

have to deal with the rental market or getting 

into something smaller. I would love to see more 

cooperative buildings go up, more income- 

qualified rental buildings or rent control.

Jim Diers
AUTHOR AND COMMUNITY BUILDER/FOUNDER, 

NEIGHBOR POWER

Seattle is victim of our country’s growing 

income gap as increasing numbers of residents 

get priced out of the city. While measures like 

rent control, land trusts and inclusionary zoning 

would help, gentrification isn’t simply a housing 

issue. The goal shouldn’t be to keep some poor 

people in our neighborhoods but rather to 

ensure that everyone has a quality education, 

health care, good income, freedom from 

discrimination and an equal voice in shaping 

Seattle’s future. Our focus should be on social 

equity, not growth.

George Suyama
ARCHITECT, SUYAMA PETERSON DEGUCHI

The one thing that can’t be removed from 

Seattle is its natural surroundings. The water, 

mountains and the benign climate… make it  

a perfect place to live. This strong connection 

to nature will overpower the problems of 

gentrification.
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So Much 
Here

lending, limited job opportunities and the 

crushing economic, cultural and physical 

violence of racism, Central Area residents 

managed to build a tenacious, self-sufficient, 

interdependent, multi-racial neighborhood.

Seattle could learn a lot from that.

The more people I talk to, the more I begin to 

see the Central Area as an intricate constellation 

of stories connecting generations of residents 

and all the hard work they’ve done to stay put 

and build and thrive. There are lots of bright 

stars in that constellation, where many stories 

intersect. The Red Apple, at the corner of South 

Jackson Street and 23rd Avenue South, is one 

of them.

The Shelf Life Community Storytelling Project 

is an effort to gather and share these stories 

before they’re pushed out and paved over. 

But community storytelling isn’t just about 

preservation. It’s an act of resistance to the 

erasure of people’s histories. It interrupts the 

narrative that says, There was nothing here and 

instead says, Slow down, there is so much here.

It happens at least once a month. I’m standing 

in line at my neighborhood grocery store and a 

customer comes up short on their bill. Without 

fail, the cashier or another customer steps in to 

make up the difference. I’ve been shopping at 

the Promenade Red Apple Market in Seattle’s 

Central Area for 11 years and while it isn’t the 

only place I shop, it is the only store where I am 

regularly moved by intimate, unsolicited acts  

of humanity.

Most days the store feels more like a community 

center than a grocery store. Like a lot places 

in the Central Area, it’s a community center 

that we’re about to lose. By next summer, the 

Red Apple and many of the small businesses 

surrounding it will be gone, making room for a 

new Vulcan real estate development. 

And when it’s razed, so go its stories, stories 

about a neighborhood, its history, its struggles 

and its determination to weather change.

Artist and collaborator Inye Wokoma once told 

me that if you listen to enough stories about 

the neighborhood, you realize countless acts 

of community shaped the Central Area over 

the last six decades, making Seattle what it 

is today. Despite redlining, discriminatory 

Excerpts and Photos from  
the Shelf Life Community  
Storytelling Project 

BY JILL FREIDBERG
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So Much 
Here

“We have a lot of older people who specifically make their children bring 

them to Red Apple because of the experience they have, daily, just to have 

a good time. One of the most memorable times I can think of is in ’99. We 

brought the Garfield Marching Band to the grocery store and a lot of the 

older people were from Louisiana at that time and they were saying, ‘This 

brought back so many memories from home.’ It’s kinda nice when you can 

connect with the community and create fond memories, more than just 

charge them for a gallon of milk.”

MICHAEL MOSS HAS BEEN MANAGING THE PROMENADE RED APPLE MARKET 

SINCE 1997. HE’S ALSO AN ORDAINED BAPTIST MINISTER.

PHOTO BY INYE WOKOMA
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“Lenny and Laurie Rose, the owners of the store, are great people, and  

they would do anything for the customer or the employee. Before it 

became popular for people to want a living wage, Lenny and Laurie have 

always paid more than they needed. They were actually ahead of that 

curve. We get great medical and dental and pension so it’s a great place 

to work. I’ve been with Lenny for 22 years, and it’s hard on him. He really 

cares about the store. He basically kept this store open for us, so we would 

all have jobs. That’s the type of person he is. He could have closed it years 

ago, but he basically kept it for us. What person would do that?”

JIM PRIM GREW UP IN CASTLE ROCK, WASHINGTON. 

HE HAS BEEN A RED APPLE EMPLOYEE FOR 22 YEARS.

PHOTO BY CARINA A. DEL ROSARIO
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“I don’t know how to explain it. It’s a community store. I go to other stores, 

I don’t ever feel the same way. Sometimes, for the holidays, people bring 

us meals from their homes, from their barbecues or we have little kids 

bringing us drawings they drew for us. A lot of Hispanic people were living 

here and now they have houses in maybe Burien or Kent, but they still 

come up because over here they can find the menudo meat or lengua for 

tacos. We love seeing them. Sundays, they come in with their families, 

everybody all grown up.”

ROBERTO “CHUY” AMARAL’S FAMILY MOVED FROM NAYARIT, MEXICO, TO 

SEATTLE, WHEN HE WAS 8 YEARS OLD. HE HAS WORKED AT THE RED APPLE  

FOR 16 YEARS. WHEN HE’S NOT WORKING AT THE RED APPLE, HE PLAYS  

WITH LOCAL BAND BANDA VAGOS. 

PHOTO BY INYE WOKOMA
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“I’m sad that the store is closing. For me, I’ll have to find a different 

job. That’s the first thing any worker thinks about. But there’s also the 

sentimental part. I have worked here for so long. I’m not going to see  

all the people I’m used to seeing. It feels like family. I’m going to miss 

everyone and the neighborhood is going to change so much.”

OSCAR CERILLO GREW UP IN MEXICO CITY AND CAME TO SEATTLE IN 1990. 

HE HAS WORKED AT THE RED APPLE FOR 13 YEARS.

PHOTO BY INYE WOKOMA
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“We sell a lot of catfish, greens and peach cobbler. A lot of older people 

are done cooking, or they can’t cook. The people at the nursing home  

(two blocks away), they love their southern food. That’s what they were 

raised on. That’s why they come in every day, and it’s going to be gone  

and they can’t travel far to get anything. What are they going to eat now?”

TRALAINA JONES GREW UP IN THE CENTRAL AREA AND HAS WORKED IN THE  

RED APPLE DELI FOR NINE YEARS. SHE WAS RECENTLY PRICED OUT OF THE 

NEIGHBORHOOD AND NOW LIVES IN RENTON.

PHOTO BY INYE WOKOMA
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“That store is community, you know it, because it’s just like going to 

school. You see everybody there that you basically know. I’m there 

almost every day so they pretty much know me and they knew my 

father, too.”

GARY HAMMON WAS BORN AND RAISED ON 28TH AVENUE SOUTH.  

HE TOOK UP THE TENOR SAXOPHONE WHILE A JUNIOR AT GARFIELD 

HIGH SCHOOL, PLAYED IN CLUBS ALL OVER THE CENTRAL AREA, AND IN 

1969 WENT ON TO JOIN THE FIRST COHORT OF BLACK JAZZ STUDENTS 

ALLOWED ADMISSION TO THE NEW ENGLAND CONSERVATORY. HE 

RETURNED TO SEATTLE 15 YEARS AGO TO CARE FOR HIS AGING MOTHER 

WHO STILL LIVES IN HIS CHILDHOOD HOME. HE TEACHES JAZZ AT 

BALLARD HIGH SCHOOL.

PHOTO BY INYE WOKOMA
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GROWING UP ON BAINBRIDGE ISLAND, Renton 

was never an actual place. None of the 

Seattle suburbs were. Federal Way, Tukwila, 

Bothell — they only existed in traffic reports. 

“Stop-and-go on southbound 405 through 

Renton” meant as much to me as Morse code.

Seattle, on the other hand, lived on the horizon. 

Instead of cruising Main Street or meeting at the 

mall, we’d sneak through people’s yards to find 

the best views of the city. In my imagination, I’d 

live in the apartment in Smith Tower and I’d look 

back the other direction toward where I used to 

sit on the beach.

Where Renton was just a dot on a map, Seattle 

was the Emerald City, a place as magical as it 

looked reflected in Puget Sound.

But as Seattle has boomed, that image of 

Seattle as my forever home has slipped away. 

I still get nostalgic when I smell the low tide 

from downtown or take the walk from the ferry 

to the baseball stadium or sit near the Seattle 

Center fountain. (I now rent an apartment in the 

Central Area). But the truth is, I don’t see how 

I’d ever afford to own a home here. A median 

home price that’s more than $500,000? 

Teardowns in West Seattle going for $400,000 

plus? Bidders paying over the asking price in 

cash? Unless I happen to write the next Twilight, 

I see no path toward even a modest home in the 

shimmering city.

The Seattle City Council and Mayor Ed Murray 

are working toward making Seattle available 

to people like me once again. Seattle voters 

recently approved a $290 million housing levy, 

one path toward more affordable housing. 

The city has an Office of Housing, dedicated 

exclusively to housing policy. The Mayor’s 

BY DAVID KROMAN

LOOKING FOR 

AFFORDABILITY 
IN RENTON
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Housing Affordability and Livability Agenda 

(HALA) lays out a goal to add 50,000 new 

housing units to Seattle — 20,000 affordable, 

30,000 market rate — over the course of the 

next 10 years.

But Seattle last year added 15,000 new 

people. The goals of HALA are noble, but if 

the population continues to climb at that pace, 

50,000 new units is only a third of what the city 

would need just to keep pace. As the rules of 

supply and demand go, unless Amazon goes 

bust, market rates for housing will continue  

to climb.

And so it’s with that at the back of my mind 

that I look south to Renton, where the price of 

a house is nearly $200,000 cheaper than in 

Seattle; the cost of rent nearly $500 a month 

less. It’s a place where Boeing employees, 

immigrants and refugees and ex-Seattleites 

all stand a chance of living an affordable life. 

It’s where someone like Demont Corneleus, a 

longtime resident of Seattle’s Central District, 

could find something for his family that’s also 

close to his work.

More than that, there’s also an appeal to the 

place. Its location on the southern end of Lake 

Washington positions it as ruler of the body 

of water — from Renton, the whole of the lake 

stretches north before you. I was recently 

driving through Renton and pulled over to Gene 

Coulon Memorial Beach Park. The narrow strip 

of park along the lake is protected from the 

sound of the road by a line of trees. The gazebo 

in the middle is home to a Kidd Valley so you 

can eat French fries and drink a milkshake on 

the fresh water beach. I wondered if this could 

become my regular thing.

There’s also a foundation of “hip” places taking 

root for, you know, hip people like me. A new 

brewery, The Brewmaster’s Taproom, not only 

makes beer, it makes bread out of the spent 

grain it uses to make beer! And the City of 

Renton is offering loans to local businesses 

to spruce up their storefronts. The minimum 

loan is $10,000. The hope is to attract more 

businesses whose storefronts would fill some of 

the empty spaces along South Third Street and 

fill out what could be a charming downtown. 

It’s there, you can see it: in the marquee of the 

theater, in the corner clock tower, even in the 

old chapel.

Suddenly, the thought of living in Renton 

makes, well, sense.

Of course, I’m not the only one looking for 

alternatives outside of Seattle. Housing remains 

more affordable in Renton, but it’s getting 

more expensive and more competitive. And 

because there’s always been so much “naturally 

affordable” housing in South King County, 

not as much effort has gone into subsidized 

affordable housing. In other words, like so many 

other places in this region, Renton’s at risk  

of losing its status as a blue-collar and 

affordable city.

The Renton Housing Authority is developing 

more affordable housing, such as in the Sunset 

area near downtown. Will it be enough? Let’s 

hope so because a lot of Seattle folks are 

putting their eggs in the Renton basket. The 

folks at the Housing Development Consortium, 

a housing advocacy group based in Seattle, 

can see it. Kelly Rider, who focuses on South 

King County, says vacancies are starting to dip 

to 3 percent. This is pushing landlords toward 

making long-needed improvements, but it’s 

also driving rents higher. So does moving south 

get you out of the woods? Nope. There’s a 

drumbeat of rising rents in King County and it’s 

hard to outrun. But you can stay one step ahead 

and, for now, that’s where Renton sits.
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Dear Seattle, 
What’s With You and 

Transportation?
BY JOHN KEISTER

Bertha went “clunk” and the people involved 

in building Seattle’s grand but suddenly ill-

fated tunnel project began to look at each 

other. It was considered beyond belief that the 

“clunk” would come so soon into the actual 

digging  — the result of literally decades of fierce 

debate and discussion on what to do with 

an elevated roadway considered a potential 

disaster waiting to happen at the slightest 

provocation. The thousands of commuters using 

it every day, while enjoying unparalleled views 

of the city and Elliott Bay, were playing chicken 

with their lives and each time a seismic event 

happened the viaduct had to be shut down and 

minutely examined followed by a proclamation 

that We really dodged the big one this time! But 

finally a solution was settled on. A tunnel. And 

in a short time we had our latest transportation 

disaster of the moment.

Different cultures measure and react to disaster 

in very different ways. In American politics the 

finding of fault begins. As soon as the machine 

digging the tunnel ground to a noisy halt, 

numbers began to be compiled for insurance 

and litigation purposes and all sides began to 

prepare for a verdict. Who’s going to get the 

bill? Heads rolled to give some satisfaction 

to local commuters who were mad about the 

usual  — and mostly unrelated  — issues.

The Japanese manufacturers of the digging 

machine smiled through gritted teeth and 

insisted the machine they delivered was perfect 

until it got into the hands of their clients (the 

subtext almost screaming that they would have 

been done on time if people from the same 

engineering pantheon that gave the world 

the AMC Pacer, Chrysler K Car and KFC spork 

hadn’t been allowed to touch Bertha). You didn’t 

even see the pipe it hit on the blueprints?! The 

Germans offered unsolicited advice that they 

had digging machines designed with superior 

technology that, had only the tunnel partners 

picked their version, well…

The reaction was much different at The Art 

Institute of Seattle, where I teach scriptwriting. 

The students there love the idea of disaster and 

the tunnel goes right under the school building. 

Their problem was that the disaster was so dull. 

They envisioned a machine gone out of control, 

like some bad Michael Bay movie. A hapless 

engineer switches on Bertha and then screams: 

“It’s loose!” as it runs rampant around the area 

with the authorities powerless to stop it until 

the Japanese send another transforming tunnel 

machine to halt it in an epic battle sequence.

The reality was so incomprehensibly boring that 

it’s almost less believable than the unfinished 

scripts of my students.

Bertha started up, began digging, went the 

distance of an average Costco (by width), ran 

into a pipe and broke. It’s a bit more complicated 

than that but not a lot more.

The original purchase price of the machine 

was $80 million. The two-year breakdown and 

delay have run up at least $220 million in cost 

overruns. The year 2019, when some say it is 

now scheduled to open, will be a decade after 

then-Gov. Chris Gregoire and the Legislature 

gave the OK. Former Mayor Mike McGinn 
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proved almost clairvoyant with his scenario of a 

tunnel disaster and legal weed stores covering 

Seattle. Still, he was voted out.

To add insult to injury the smaller light-rail 

tunnel projects have whizzed on ahead of 

schedule adding to already popular stations 

with new stops in the middle of Capitol Hill and 

one next to Husky Stadium in the U District. 

The light rail has proved so popular it has 

inundated the downtown area with a new class 

of pedestrians pulling thousands of wheeled 

suitcases behind them. It’s transformed my 

Columbia City neighborhood and I evangelize it 

every chance I get. I slap my ORCA card down 

and it takes me to work in a fraction of the usual 

time with no parking fees. Now, new stations 

are offered up as plums in return for new taxed-

backed funding packages.

And yet the automobile traffic is still impossible. 

With all the tunnels, rail systems, bike lanes, 

water taxis, tolls and trolleys, a critical mass of 

people simply refuse to get out of their cars. 

I’ve lived here all my life and the only time it was 

ever easy was during the ‘70s when everybody 

was moving out. We’ve tried a lot of things in 

the last century. As Bertha chugs to the north 

it will be digging through the debris of another 

big idea: The Denny Regrade. In the last century 

the largest hill in the city was sluiced away to 

provide the foundations for what are now 

the sports stadiums and to make it easier to 

expand the city. (You’re welcome, Jeff Bezos. 

Bring in more techies with their Teslas.) But 

the authorities insist the tunnel will be done 

someday. What that reroute of traffic will 

look like and its effect on commuters nobody 

really knows. A suggestion has been made 

to put Bertha, or at least its cutting blade, in 

the Olympic Sculpture Park when all is done. I 

think it’s a good idea  — both in an artistic and 

practical sense  — since we’ll probably need it 

when the big one really does arrive and we have 

to start all over.

A TUNNEL FOR BERTHA AND, EVENTUALLY,  

FOR COMMUTER TRAFFIC. 

PHOTO BY WASHINGTON STATE DEPARTMENT OF 

TRANSPORTATION/CC 2.0 
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Raising Consciousness
In the heart of the city, an artist births  

a first-of-its-kind retail project 

BY FLORANGELA DAVILA   

PHOTOS BY MELISSA PONDER
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A WOODEN SASQUATCH SCULPTURE , 7 feet tall, 

stands guard in the Pike Place Market atrium 

where tourists, in their shorts and sunhats, pose 

for photos. Locals, in their shorts and baseball 

caps, tune out with earbuds and Facebook. It’s 

airy and bright in here, a cool sanctuary with 

a steady stream of people coursing through 

looking for a clean restroom, the elevator or 

perhaps an Honest biscuit.

Apart from the biscuits, the atrium’s retail shops 

also offer an assortment of T-shirts (zombies, 

skeletons, honey badgers), incense and prayer 

flags, crepes and, according to one exuberant 

visitor, “Oh honey, look! Beer!” As we all know, 

it’s hard to name what you can’t find at the 

iconic, bustling, uberly-photogenic Pike Place 

Market but here you go: Native art made by 

Native people in a Native-owned store.

Enter Louie Gong, a boyish-looking 42-year-old 

who is Nooksack, Chinese, French and Scottish, 

and partial to jeans, T-shirts and sneakers.

“I want people to come 
here and to see that we are 
skilled professionals kicking 
ass,” he says in a tone way 
more matter-of-fact than 
grandiose.

Gong is standing in an empty retail space 

once occupied by Our Fabric Stash. The west-

facing windows look down onto Post Alley, 

home to that stickiest of tourist meccas: the 

gum wall. Now these windows, the cement 

floors, the exposed wooden beams are all 

Gong’s, his future bricks-and-mortar Eighth  

Generation store.

“French doors here,” Gong told me one day 

earlier this summer, when the place was still 

under construction. “Galapagos blue paint for 

the floors. Track lighting. A couch over here.” 

One half of the space will be for retail items: 

prints, greeting cards and purses all printed 

in bright designs that weave traditional Native 

designs with more contemporary ones. The 

other half of Eighth Generation will serve as a 

high-tech meeting hub for additional Native 

artists to show the world their own creative 

kickassery.

“We will take control of the narrative that 

visitors get about the Native community,” says 

Gong. No more relegating Native people as 

merely historical figures. “Or that we’re charity 

projects. Or that we’re thought about only 

when people talk about the environment.”

In the city’s most iconic public gathering place, 

on Coast Salish land, Gong is creating space for 

Native artists and their work.

Gong grew up on a reservation in Ruskin, B.C., 

in a house with no running water. Since the age 

of 14, he’s been largely on his own, living on 

the Nooksack reservation in Bellingham, going 

to Western Washington University to study 

counseling, doing educational counseling at 

the University of Washington, and eventually 

landing at Muckleshoot Tribal College. Along 

the way, Gong did two things that would 

eventually and dramatically alter his life: He 

started talking deeply and honestly about 

his own mixed racial identity. And he started 

drawing bold, graphic designs on shoes.

The shoes were plain slip-on Vans that Gong 

tricked out with markers, marrying a kind of 

street-art aesthetic with Coast Salish imagery 

(ovals and crescents) and Asian themes 

(phoenixes and dragons). Sam Morseau 

remembers touring with some Native high 

school kids at the tribal college years ago when 

they came upon Gong working on a design. 

“He was sitting with his Sharpies and some Vans,” 

Morseau recalls. “He told us this wonderful 

story about walking in two worlds. I got his 

contact info and I asked, ‘How would you like to 

put on a workshop?’”

Morseau at the time was working in the Kent 

School District and he immediately saw how 

Gong and his artwork connected with his high 

schoolers. “‘The shoe guy.’ That was the talk of 

the whole visit,” Morseau says. The workshops 

happened. The custom-designed shoes became 

hugely popular — and Gong’s first retail item. 

Suddenly Gong was both businessman and an 

even more popular guest speaker, someone 

who could talk racial identity through a pair 

of shoes. He’d deliver as many as 36 speeches  

a year.

As Gong expanded his artwork to different 

retail products — baseball caps, cell phone 

cases, earrings — he saved up his speaker’s 

fees so he could launch his most celebrated 
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item: 100 percent wool and 100 percent cotton 

blankets, the first mass-produced line designed 

by Native artists and sold by a Native-owned 

company.

To gift a blanket to someone, as Native people 

routinely do, is to offer acknowledgement, 

appreciation, warmth and a recognition of 

someone’s success — a kind of contract that 

says, We will take care of you. Blankets are 

meant for wrapping around one’s shoulders 

and until Louie Gong arrived, Portland-based 

Pendleton was the go-to source for these kinds 

of “honor blankets” throughout Indian Country.

Gong owns, oh, about seven Pendletons — all 

gifts. Lying on the couch one day he did the math 

in his head and calculated the price of blankets 

inspired by Native designs that are sold back 

to tribal members. “Cultural appropriation,” he 

concluded. “Economic injustice.” The century-

old Pendleton sells blankets, according to its 

website, that are Native American-inspired; 

designed in collaboration with Native artists 

(Seattle’s Preston Singletary, to name one); 

and whose proceeds (a percentage) benefit 

the American Indian College Fund. They’re 

made in the U.S. Gong’s Eighth Generation 

blankets, which began selling one year ago, 

are either designed by him or by other Native 

artists (Michelle Lowden, Sarah Agaton Howes); 

5 percent of all proceeds fund grants for 

other Native artist entrepreneurs; and they’re 

manufactured in China and in the U.S.

“We produce some of our blankets overseas, 

which is at odds with Native artists whittling 

sticks or old women hovered over looms,” Gong 

says. In other words, Gong’s business goal 

is to create something on par with any other 

mainstream entity except, of course, that by his 

own nature his every move busts the stereotype 

of entrepreneur or artist or Native American.

Gong reaches into his jeans pocket. A chime 

has gone off on his cell phone. The noise 

signals an item has been purchased from the 

Eighth Generation website. Someone in New 

Mexico has bought a Woodlands floral blanket, 

the black one with vines of strawberries and 

blueberries and blades of wild rice. You can see 

it for yourself at the Eighth Generation store, 

which opened in August.
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Meet the “Low-Line  
Queen” of Parkour

INTERVIEW AND PHOTOS BY GLENN NELSON

Brandee Laird has a Xena: Warrior Princess 

thing going on. Pointing that out is high praise.

It not only suits her, it suits her purposes — like 

heading to Freeway Park in downtown Seattle 

for a parkour workout at 2 a.m. She can because 

she has biceps the size of most people’s thighs, 

dons flowing, black, Ninja-like garb and, when 

she needs, can work a scowl.

“That’s not the intent behind my look — I’m just 

being comfortable — but it is a… convenient 

side effect,” Laird says, laughing. “There are 

people who would avoid those places and the 

times I’ve been in those places. For me, it’s just 

more serene. And the people who are around 

are nighttime street people I can deal with, 

who I might even be one of, depending on who 

you’re asking.”

At “291 ⁄2,” Laird seems perpetually in mode 

traceur, which is what you call a practitioner 

of parkour, a training discipline developed in 

France during the 1990s from movements used 

in military obstacle courses. Like her, many of 

the original traceurs were bored, multiracial 

urban kids.

Laird and her young brother Zander coped 

by replicating training montages from films 

like Three Ninjas, from 1992, about three kids 

and the martial art ninjutsu. Laird says she’s 

seen the movie hundreds of times. She, her 

brother and their neighborhood friends set up 

forts and obstacle courses in the woods near 

their home in Kent. When Laird discovered 

parkour (or, rather, defined what she’d already 

been doing most of her life), she was juggling  

for PURE Cirkus, a now-defunct performance 

troupe.

Today, Laird not only glides, rolls, climbs, vaults, 

swings and leaps obstacles not intended to 

be navigated at speed, she is the headmaster 

at Parkour Visions, a training facility in north 

Queen Anne that she helped found as a non-

profit in 2007.
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Parkour very much is a practice that lives on 
video. It’s eye-popping stuff — Jackie Chan 
and Spiderman often are cited as inspirations. 
There’s that stunning opening sequence in 
the 2006 James Bond film Casino Royale 
that stars Sébastien Foucan, one of the  
original traceurs.

In the videos, those guys probably have done 

that 20 times before.

Yeah, but what about the first time?

The purpose of the discipline is to go into that 

first time knowing, yes, I can complete this, or, 

yes, I can fail at this safely. If it’s no, or I don’t 

know, you’re not supposed to jump. People 

do jump because those people (tend to be) 

teenaged boys.

You are called the “low-line queen” of parkour. 
What does that mean?

It’s something we coined here. The common 

thing you see in parkour is “high line” — a lot of 

staying on your feet, a lot of air time, a lot of 

powerful moves where you might not have a 

lot of points of contact. Low line is the exact 

opposite of that — you’re prioritizing points 

of contact, low impact, no impact, low to no 

air time. So trying to stay as controlled and 

connected to the environment as possible while 

making your way through. It’s going under 

instead of over, prioritizing hand placements 

and foot placements, instead of just foot 

placements. Things like sliding, rolling. (She 

demonstrates on the street corner in front of 

Volunteer Park Café where we meet).

If I was more audacious, I’d default to high-
lining, right?

Most people err to that, or don’t even realize 

there’s another option. I’ve taught workshops 

on this, where I bring people back to the 

ground and show them how they can move 

through space that they’re used to, but without 

big jumps. It just blows people’s minds.

Parkour started in France as a very urban 
thing. Is it still that way?

People tend to find it easier to practice in urban 

environments. In the city, one of the big things 

about the discipline originally is that you’re 

doing these things in places not built specifically 

for it. So we’re just at a park, or we’re using this 

wall in a way that was not intended. The natural 

environment is less accessible to most people 

and more intimidating. It’s less predictable. 

You have tree bark, which can be all kinds of 

slippery and flaky. Or rocks and things that are 

irregular. I find the difference to be negligible. 

I enjoy walls and bars and concrete, but I also 

enjoy trees and rocks and dirt.

Your favorite place, Freeway Park, was 
designed by the late Lawrence Halprin, who 
also did the FDR Monument in Washington, 
D.C., Skyline Park in Denver and Ira Keller 
Fountain in Portland. They all have another 
thing in common.

Every single park he’s built is a parkour hot spot. 

They’re just brutalist, with angles and concrete 

and chasms.

Speaking of brutalist, your body must take a 
lot of punishment…

A decent amount, just based on the fact that 

the discipline happens on concrete. There 

are some things that my body can do, but my 

mind won’t let my body do it. That can be seen 

as two different things: Maybe I can chalk it 

up to wanting longevity, or maybe I’m not as 

courageous as I want to be. That’s actually 

more the case for me. The past few years my 

main goal has been to get my mindset to meet 

where my body is capable. There are certain 

jumps that I’m adverse to — especially ones 

from height. Flips freak me out. 

Your oldest student at Parkour Visions is in his 
70s. How long do you intend to practice?

I intend to be the oldest traceur. Sometimes I 

will warm up as if I’m already 80 — I’ll walk up the 

stairs, then walk down the stairs backward, then 

back up sideways. I try to break it down into the 

essence of what it is as a discipline. I also have a 

pretty high sense of self-preservation. I’d much 

rather spend a lifetime in parkour than achieve 

all these crazy heights and distances and burn 

out in this blaze of glory and broken joints.
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“… We train our bodies 
to be strong, we 
train our bodies to 
overcome obstacles, 
we are working for 
ourselves and nobody 
else, but we will use 
our abilities to help 
others, if necessary.”

be strong,

overcome obstacles,

help
others,
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Growing Bold
Seven Unique Plants  

In Our Community Gardens

BY JAMES SLONE 

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MINH NGUYEN

Western Washington is a gardener’s paradise. Our mild maritime climate, rich soil and 

extensive network of community gardens make growing edible plants relatively easy 

for the green-thumbed. Most of us stick to the predictable assortment of fruits and 

veggies. But there are some uniquely original outsiders edging in. Some are mossy 

old timers local tribes have cultivated for centuries; others are fresh-faced newcomers 

brought here by horticultural pioneers. More recently, immigrants and refugees have 

been growing a cosmopolitan cornucopia. These are the upstarts, rebels and future 

favorites of the Pacific Northwest garden.

Evergreen Huckleberry lives along the Pacific 

Coast of North America, usually found hugging 

fallen logs. Its dark blue berries have long been 

sought out by tribal foragers for their refreshing 

sweetness. Gather enough and you will have 

the makings of a delicious jam or syrup.

Native peoples in the Pacific Northwest have 

used Licorice Fern as food and medicine for 

ages, chewing its licorice-flavored root or 

brewing it as tea to treat sore throats. As an 

epiphyte, or plant that feeds on other plants, 

its preferred growing spot is on the bigleaf 

maple and other mossy trees. But transplanting 

it into a bed of moss or plant debris will help it  

take root.
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Bok Choy, Napa Cabbage and Mustard Greens  
are loved by first generation farmers and 

“superfood” fanatics alike. Bok Choy and Napa 

Cabbage have a crunchy texture and slightly 

bitter flavor; Mustard Greens add a horseradish-

like kick to Asian, African and African-American 

cuisines. The South Asian variety is the greens 

du jour at Namaste Community Garden in 

Tukwila, where a single planting yields up 

to three to four seasons of spicy, vitamin-A 

and K-packed goodness for immigrant and  

refugee families.

The Hardy Kiwi has been mounting a serious 

incursion into Northwest fruit territory. It’s 

the ideal snack for people who love kiwis but 

would prefer them bite-sized and ready to eat 

right off the vine. Hailing from eastern Asia, the 

vine’s diminutive grape-sized fruit resembles a 

cuter, sweeter kiwi. While it may seem exotic at 

first glance, the hardy kiwi loves our cool, rainy 

climate and will thrive in your garden with a 

little love and care. 

Ozette Potatoes are the ultimate local tubers, 

durable and highly nutritious. Introduced by 

Spanish explorers to the Makah people at 

Neah Bay in the 18th Century, the Makah have 

been growing them ever since. These stubby 

fingerlings may not be pretty, but under their 

gnarly skin they offer a creamy texture and a 

rich, earthy flavor that can be enjoyed fried, 

steamed or roasted.
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The Secret City  
Life of Raccoons

BY BRENDA PETERSON 

PHOTOS BY ROBIN LINDSEY
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DARK, AND I ’M DRIVING a Seattle neighborhood 

side street so perfectly domesticated — trim 

lawns, well-tended shade gardens, recycling 

bins lined up like green guardians. Darting 

through my headlights, a hunchbacked animal 

scoots across the street, toppling those tidy 

bins. Almost-human black eyes stare right 

at me as a raccoon chomps and chows down 

on a burrito. Then two more tiny hunchbacks 

scramble across the street and study their 

mother’s garbage feast: limp French Fries, 

peaches, a half-eaten Starbucks bento box. 

Their striped bandit faces are so curious, so 

endearing, so brand new, I think: “Oh, let them 

be. We’ve all gotta eat.”

Idling, so as not to spook the kits, I watch the 

mother raccoon defy gravity and climb straight 

up the side of a tall garage. Not a tree, but a 

spacious flat for three. One of the kits quickly 

follows her; yet the runt of her litter keeps 

slipping off the slick gutter pipe and sliding 

back down. With his five tiny fingers, but no 

thumb, the grounded kit’s hands and feet still 

can’t get a toe-hold on the pipe. The kit calls 

out in terror, a high-pitched trill. The mother 

raccoon encourages her kit up the steep climb. 

After all, raccoons can safely fall as much as 35 

to 40 feet and stick the landing. Finally, the kit 

wraps his ringed tail around the pipe and inches 

up to the roof. The two kits survey all below 

them, their expressions proud, possessive. This 

is their home, too.

“Urban wildlife,” that’s what scientists call 

raccoons that are now thriving in our cities. 

Raccoons are fascinating scientists as they 

move into our urban areas in record numbers. 

They stay close to their many dens  — usually 

only traveling in a three-block radius. Raccoon 

mothers are affectionate and devoted to their 

kits; females often den together in what is aptly 

called a nursery.

Raccoon mothers, busy single moms, also 

share the chore of kit-sitting their babies in a 

scene reminiscent of what you might find at any 

human playground. To watch raccoon mothers 

and kits is to observe maternal devotion and 

patience  — kits hungrily nurse, then tug and 

pounce on their mother as she impossibly 

tries to nap. While the rest of the world sleeps, 

raccoons roll and wrestle, jump and race around 

each other like furry gymnasts. Backyard 

planters, gardening tools, even a scooter  

can tempt a raccoon to invent new games 
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for nocturnal fun. My collaborator, wildlife 

photographer Robin Lindsey, discovered a 

raccoon kit at dawn thumping around a soccer 

ball in the backyard.

After only 12 weeks, raccoon kits begin to 

wander away from their mothers and yearlings 

are fully independent by 8 to 14 months. The 

rest of their short 2- to 3-year lives is spent 

foraging, mating and, if female, raising the kits. 

Because a raccoon’s front feet are nimble and 

manipulative as human hands — and they are 

so inquisitive — raccoon brains are developing 

more complexities to meet the challenges 

and secret pleasures of city nightlife. So they 

are a lot like humans, who have evolved by 

exploring, hunting, problem-solving, play, 

and manual dexterity. Researchers who study 

raccoons have documented that a raccoon 

“can remember solutions to tasks for up to 

three years.” Some scientists theorize that 

the raccoon’s dark mask around those intense 

eyes is actually an evolutionary gift that 

deflects glare, giving this creature enviable  

night vision.

Even though wild animals have a natural fear 

of humans, so many  — coyotes, foxes, even 

cougars  — are now adapting to our habitat. 

Biologist and psychologist Suzanne MacDonald,  

who studies urban raccoons has said: “We 

forget that we are the biggest cause of evolution 

on the planet right now… Humans in cities are 

changing the animals.” MacDonald studies the 

adaptive and survival skills of rural vs. urban 

raccoons; she’s discovered that city-dwelling 

raccoons outperform their rural cousins by 80 

percent. New research reveals that raccoons 

actually prefer urban living.

Some people wrongheadedly feed raccoons, 

which deprives them of the dignity of making 

their own living. Some people fear raccoons as 

rabid, but only one person in the U.S. has ever 

died from a raccoon transmitting that dreaded 

disease. Some of us mistakenly call raccoons 

“nuisance animals,” but to dismiss raccoons is 

to lose what is most wild about our cities. Why 

not consider these sometimes rowdy, nightlife-

loving, and keenly intelligent raccoons as a sign 

of a healthy urban wildlife habitat that we can 

all learn to enjoy like good neighbors?
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Taking Control
 

Amidst rapid change and development, Puget Sound millennials  
aren’t willing to just sit back and watch

BY KAI BLATT, AMY HUÝNH, BILAL KARIM AND HENRY NELSON 

PHOTOS BY HENRY NELSON

The Executive Director of Seattle’s First Hill Improvement Association. 

You might imagine the person behind this title is someone in her 50s. 

But Alex Hudson is 32. And with one cancer battle behind her, she has 

the kind of drive and unapologetic passion necessary to do her job 

well. She’s building community in the “densest residential area north of  

San Francisco.”

Hudson grew up in a rural environment, but she embraces her new 

identity as an “urbanite.” She hosts a podcast about cities and urban 

planning from her apartment. But because her apartment is tiny —  

and there are several of us — we meet at her neighborhood hotel,  

the Sorrento.

“There’s nothing more powerful than making 
people fall in love with the place they live because 
once somebody falls in love with something, then 

they’ll take care of it,” she says.

Hudson’s can-do attitude doesn’t come from a place of blind optimism. 

It’s actually more of a must-do attitude.

“We need to not be afraid to fail,” Hudson implores, “because we are 

already failing.”

Failure  — whether it’s a growing economic inequality, irreversible climate 

change or raging racial injustices. Hudson, like many local millennials 

we’ve met, have much to say about these subjects and how they need 

to urgently be addressed.

For six weeks this summer we travelled throughout Western Washington, 

speaking at length with over two dozen millennials. We are twenty-

something college students ourselves who care about the intersections 
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of social and environmental justice. We wanted to get past the narrow 

perceptions of millennials as lazy, entitled technophiles. So we sought 

out individual, nuanced stories to get a sense of the region.

We heard about the local housing crisis. 
“Gentrification is real,” Carlos Nieto, 21, told us.

Nieto, a spoken word poet and student at Seattle Central College, 

knows several friends and family members who have been displaced 

from their homes.

Sonny Nguyen, 25, who uses they/them pronouns, told us about how 

their mother was priced out of Skyway and had to move further south 

to Renton.

“At one point, I commuted an hour-and-a-half door to door,” said 

Nguyen, 25, a community organizer in Seattle’s Chinatown International 

District.

We heard about environmental concerns: energy consumption, ocean 

acidification, pollution.

“We’re fucked,” said Peter Wells, 24, who volunteers at the Beacon 

Food Forest in Seattle. “I’m really sad to say this but it is going to take 

more large-scale disasters for people to really wake up and understand 

how serious this is.”

Others chided how much of the public embraces recycling as their 

one and only environmental act. Then there’s the way businesses tout 

sustainability to market recyclable products, rather than addressing the 

culture of disposable consumerism.

We also heard a lot about race.

Khatsini Simani, a 24-year-old Black woman, was born and raised in 

Seattle. The tension in the city when it comes to race feels “really thick,” 

she said. Seattle feels polarized. It also feels segregated, she said.

Valerie Saucedo, 25, who is Latina, has felt that same alienation. 

Mohamed Abdi, 19, said he’s been racially profiled for being Black  

and Muslim.
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In a region where people love talking about getting out of the city and 

spending time in the outdoors, we heard millennials point out how 

reluctant this region is toward having a conversation about race.

But even with these obstacles — or maybe because 
of them — we heard how millennials are deeply 

invested in shaping the future of this region.

Whether they’re directing a neighborhood association (like Hudson), 

leading an entire city (like Erik Larson, the 24-year-old mayor of 

Aberdeen) or running a local business.

Solomon Dubie, 28, is making an impact in his community with his 

Café Avole in Seattle’s Rainier Beach. The place is filled with art from 

Ethiopia, and Dubie brews coffee using a traditional jebena. When we 

visited the first time, a group of men were laughing and hanging out at 

a corner table.

Dubie is investing in his community both financially and emotionally, 

working 12 to 13 hours a day and living with his mother in Tukwila while 

hoping to make this a viable business for the longterm.

Nieto the poet utilizes spoken word to channel his politics. He’s currently 

working with local nonprofit Got Green to advocate for more affordable 

housing.

“I wouldn’t say I’m an activist,” he said. “But, I’m trying to do something 

about these injustices.”

Like many millennials we met, Nieto says real change begins with an 

empowered community rather than a community waiting for the 

panacea to trickle down.

Which sounds like something we can all get behind.

THE AUTHORS ARE UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON  

DORIS DUKE CONSERVATION SCHOLARS WHO SPENT THE SUMMER  

AT FORTERRA. TO WATCH VIDEO INTERVIEWS AND READ THE  

RESULTS OF FORTERRA’S SURVEY ABOUT PUGET SOUND MILLENNIALS,  

GO TO MILLENNIALSURVEY.COM.
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Growing Pains, 
Growing Gains

BY GENE DUVERNOY

Some writers in this Ampersand clearly have 

not imbibed the urbanista cocktail. Growth is 

tough on us here already. Its impact lopsided, 

hitting hardest those whose wallets are lightest.

But now replace growth — a sterile term, easy 

to vilify — with these: Our kids returning home; 

grandparents discovering a way to live without 

needing a car for every blessed chore, but 

instead walking out the door for groceries, a 

meal or movie; or, people coming here to make 

a new life just like most of us did last year, 

or last decade, or last generation. Just like 

Brandee Laird’s move to Seattle to bring her 

low-line parkour to the world. Only 44 percent 

of us were born here after all.

See. It’s not about them anymore. It’s about us, 

and our future neighbors, teachers and best 

friends. Maybe a young girl who’s just moved 

here, too, who will invent a new way to provide 

clean water to the Third World or reduce carbon 

or make health care affordable. A girl who will 

grow up and fix a problem that has stymied us 
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THE VISIONARY SEATTLE WATERFRONT PROJECT  

IN A POST-VIADUCT CITY.

DESIGN BY CITY OF SEATTLE OFFICE  

OF THE WATERFRONT

for too long. Innovation, after all, happens in the 

lively, raucous places we call great cities. OK, 

we together on this?

So what do I know about cities? Let's see, I was 

raised in and around outsized New York City, 

wondering when it ever would be completed. 

Later, driving a bakery truck from Bronx to 

Brooklyn, midnights to mornings, was like 

a graduate program in the urban condition. 

College was in Pittsburgh, when it was a gritty 

city of steel mills, cloistered and well-knit 

neighborhoods, with soot lining your windowsill 

every morning. Walking to early class past gin 

mills — we'd call them “third places” today — guys 

off the night shift lining up and knocking down 

boilermakers. Afterwards I spent a few years in 

Denver discovering that great cities have a duty 

to hold sacred surrounding landscapes and not 

heedlessly sprawl over and beyond. Six months 

in San Francisco — nice place that — and now 35 

years and counting in Seattle.

So what do I know about cities? This: Build 

cities for people, and then all the rest follows. 

Commerce, culture, innovation, efficiency — all 

of it. Just start and end by building them for 

us — all of us. It's that simple.

Cities are where we can live with the least earthly 

impact and the greatest social richness. That’s 

at their best. They also can be hellholes leaving 

you gobsmacked, bewildered and helpless. We 

are now relearning all this, surprised we ever 

forgot. But we were bedazzled by the idea 

they were only about big commerce, workers 

funneling in mornings and emptying out nights.

Sure, Keister’s Bertha is ridiculous. It deserves 

all he heaps on it. But when Bertha’s finally 

done, we’ll also finally have Seattle’s waterfront 

with a great, long, welcoming public space 

for all of us. That’s progress, with all its warts  

and wonders.

Losing Red Apple will leave a gaping community 

void. Can we grow without also bartering away 

our city’s soul? We must figure out how, but 

don’t think it’s easy. One person’s community 

improvement is another’s heartbreaking loss. 

While Kroman’s new Renton is attracting hip 

people, it’s also no longer the old neighborhood 

for some 30-year resident who just lost a third 

place. Not so obvious any longer is it?

But, we have progressive developers leading 

the way with new spaces built for people. Like 

Ron Sher’s adaptive reuse of the old Seward 

Park PCC into a bookstore and eatery — with 

parking space for 30 bikes on a busy day. Or 

Liz Dunn’s pivotal Melrose Market on Capitol 

Hill that changed a neighborhood. They are two 

city builders who put their money where their 

hearts are — creating communities with spirit.

All this too hard? Should we just batten down 

and let our countryside take the growth?  

Forterra put that question out there — polled 

650 of our neighbors. Guess what? We all get it. 

We were told that directing growth to our cities 

is a good thing; a good thing if we also fix our 

affordability and transportation messes.

There’s green shoots here, too. Take a look 

at Schemata Workshop’s bold cohousing 

experiment on 12th Avenue. Or Forterra’s very 

own program partnering with organizations 

like El Centro de la Raza and the Seattle 

Chinatown International District Preservation 

and Development Authority to buy land for 

affordable homes, small businesses and third 

places. Partnerships to improve neighborhoods 

for those just arriving and for those with deep 

roots. As for transportation, three new stations 

opened on our LINK transit line this year and 

some venturesome spirits are challenging us to 

consider driverless cars to add capacity to our 

road system. Bring it on.

 We love the outdoors of our Pacific Northwest. 

Deeply and enduringly so say those 650 

we polled. So want to save our forests? Our 

wildlands and shorelines? Then we also need 

places where people want to and can afford 

to live. Live together, rather than sprawl. 

Great, livable cities and our majestic outdoors 

now depend on the other. Each can make the 

other better — or not. It's our choice. And of 

everywhere I’ve lived, this place is poised to get 

it right.



THANK YOU TO OUR SPONSORS

Ampersand is a carbon neutral publication 
thanks to Bear Mountain Capital, which 
participates in Forterra’s Evergreen Carbon 
Capture program. 

You're reading an award-

winning publication. We’re 

proud to have won a 2016 

APEX Award of Excellence 

for green magazines, 

journals and tabloids.

FORTERRA IS KEEPING  
THIS PLACE WE LIVE 

A PLACE WE LOVE.

FORTERRA.ORG/JOIN

JOIN FORTERRA AND YOU'LL GET A FREE 

SUBSCRIPTION TO AMPERSAND AS WELL AS 

COMPLIMENTARY TICKETS TO AMPERSAND LIVE.
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AMPERSAND LIVE
THURSDAY NOVEMBER 10 

7:30 | TOWN HALL SEATTLE

FREE TO FORTERRA 

MEMBERS

$10 GENERAL PUBLIC

FOR TICKETS: 

AMPERSANDLIVE.ORG

Musicians, artists, writers, 
photos of Mandy the goat 

and you.

PHOTOGRAPH BY KEVIN HORAN
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