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Introduction
The Field Journal was one of those projects 
you talk about, but never really get around 
to. Creating a magazine is challenging for 
many reasons. We are so flooded with 
media and the world is increasingly turning 
away from print. Time is made to feel 
scarcer than ever. Money appears to be the 
drive behind everything.

So why bother?

One reason is that collaboration is 
powerful. The community of thinkers and 
artists that have come together for this 
inaugural issue, people willing to devote 
hard work towards an idea, is astounding. 
We have never all sat in the same room, 
yet our ideas have intermingled through 
a collective desire to connect and relate. 
I personally have been touched by the 
passion everyone has brought to tackle an 
idea and a question I asked. From Artistic 
Director Travis Jaworski, who devoted 
countless hours to this vision, the friends 
and family giving time for editing, to the 
help I received from Dr. Nick Stanger to 
fund this first printing, everyone has been 
incredible. 
 
When I put out the call for contributions, 
I found myself in an interesting position. 
The reflexive response of would-be 
contributors to our guiding question, 
“what does it mean to be a naturalist?,” 
was often of the dominant narrative. In the 
naive, big ideas way that I often imagine 
projects, I had hoped for more depth about 
the complexities of the term, and what it 
means for our relationships with the land 
and communities. I didn’t just want essays 
on identifying birds, or amazing trips to 
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naturalist nirvana. That’s partly what I 
recieved. The Field Journal strives to be 
more than that.

The goal of this magazine is to broaden 
perspectives and think critically about 
how people relate to nature. We use 
visual art and written word to examine 
these deep relationships. For me, these 
relationships surfaced as I explored myself 
as a naturalist. 

So what does it mean to be a naturalist? 
That’s probably up for you to decide.

Thomas Fleischner, executive director 
of the Natural History Institute has said 
“We naturalists-scientists and activists, 
professionals and amateurs-undertake the 
practice of natural history in tribute to the 
world.” 

The Indigenous education scholar 
Manulani Aluli Meyer doesn’t write 
specifically about being a naturalist, but 
her ideas can deeply inform the practice. 
“Respond with your life to the questions 
of your heart. Don’t make it only about 
cognitive accumulation of information.”

This magazine aims to honor both these 
perspectives and many others.

What gives me hope are the stories of the 
people who chose to tackle this subject. 
My friend Chris Williams, a passionate 
naturalist and educator, has written of 
the challenges and need to study natural 
history, particularly as a Black man. In 
Laurel Mundy we find an artist who 
demonstrates a time-honored tradition 
of painting plen air, aiming to inspire 
thoughtfulness about the landscape and 
those who inhabit it. Simone Cook shares 

with us her relationship with a Red-tailed 
Hawk, and the lessons that has brought. 
Even in Beth Altman’s recipe, we see a 
reflection of a need to sustain ourselves. 
Besides who doesn’t like cookies?

Part of what drives The Field Journal is a 
wish to have open space. This is a place 
for mistakes, imperfect thinking, work 
still being grappled with. Not the final 
word, or tightly encapsulated blurbs for 
consumption. I wanted to give space to 
explore human and nature relationships 
in the Field Journal. We don’t need 
groundbreaking revelations to be worthy 
of sharing our thoughts. 

What I would ask of you readers is to 
share this work and keep an open mind. 
This first issue is full of life and yet it 
still has an extremely narrow scope. 
We all have different experiences the 
world around us, and you may not find 
your world-view within these covers. If 
you don’t, maybe consider contributing. 
The more varied voices we can gather 
and hold up as testament to a world 
where we can find ourselves in healthy 
communities living with, not off of, 
nature, the better off we’ll be. 

So to answer the question above, we 
bothered because of a drive to create. We 
wanted to create something to hold, both 
to be in our hands and as a vessel for the 
work of people who inspire.

Thanks for reading, thinking, and 
engaging.

Brendan McGarry
Editor
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Hawks and Snowshoes
Simone Lupson-Cook

The red-tailed hawk high in the tree 
above me changes his body posture ever 
so slightly. His foot, previously tucked 
up in his chest feathers to keep warm, 
comes gently down to the branch and 
the feathers all over his body press closer 
together. He has spotted a snowshoe 
hare. I take a step closer to the thicket 
and the hawk leans forward, with a 
movement so small that most would 
barely perceive it. The thicket is over my 
head now. As I push further, the hawk 
takes off. He tucks his wings against his 
body and hurtles towards the space in 
front of his grounded hunting partner. 
There isn’t a sound in the woods as he 
hits the deep snow and misses the hare. 
The only evidence of the flight is a set 
of hare tracks and the imprint of flight 
feathers in the snow. I examine the tracks 
seeing that the hare ran downhill, and 
circled back uphill into the dark woods. 
This day we will keep hunting in the 
quiet woods for another hour before he 
secures a hare.

This is my sixteenth year of partnership 
with Chase, a male red-tailed hawk 
(Buteo jamaicensis). We have been 
hunting rabbits together for half my 
lifetime. I have always had a fascination 
with animals, birds in particular, and 
especially birds of prey. I read about 
falconry at the age of twelve and it 
always lingered in the back of my mind. 
I eventually started learning at the age 
of sixteen, and by eighteen had started 
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a relationship with a wild animal that has 
taken me through high-school, to college, 
and beyond. This has spanned hunts in the 
frigid winters of Washington to sweltering 
summers on the plains of Texas; to remote 
mountaintops to patches with city skylines 
in the distance. We have met people from 
all walks of life, backgrounds and countries, 
bound together by an intense love for birds 
of prey. We have engaged and educated 
children and adults alike, photographers, 
bird-watchers, nature-lovers, and other 
hunters. We have even been able to send 
DNA samples from the hares that Chase 
catches to researchers in Montana studying 
coat color and other mysteries of snowshoe 
hares (Lepus americanus).
 
Falconry is often either looked at with awe 
or antipathy. Many falconers take birds out 
of the wild ( many are also returned), and of 
course there is the stigma around any type 
of hunting. Yet to me, falconry is part of a 
much bigger picture than merely taking a 
bird out of the wild or hunting with it.
 
Falconry teaches immense patience, 

helping you learn to slow down. You have 
to. You cannot rush a wild being; it will 
only end in failure. When I am out with my 
bird everything else fades to background 
noise. I can zoom in to the moment at 
hand and the only thing I see is my bird 
and our pursuit. A leaf floating down out 
of a dormant aspen makes me snap my 
head around. A songbird kicking leaves 
aside under a shrub sharpens my gaze. I 
take notice of tracks in the mud or snow 
and am keenly aware of the wind and 
temperature. Wherever my hawk looks, 
I look. Wherever he flies, I follow. And 
although I will never know what it’s truly 
like to be a bird of prey, I can glimpse 
pieces of it here and there when I am in 
the woods with a hawk overhead. 
 
Few things are as ancient and wild (and 
ultimately out of our control) these days 
as watching a wild predator take wild prey. 
We are so closely tied to our birds that we 
end up living life on the edge along with 
them. Perhaps that is what draws falconers 
to falconry. In a world where we are often 
taught that everything must be organized, 

STEVE BYLSMA
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arranged, scheduled and anticipated, 
falconry is the opposite. You step into the 
field and ultimately you know that most 
of what happens next will be out of your 
control. The bird is free to fly away; the 
quarry makes its own decisions. You are a 
spectator to something truly timeless and 
wild.
 
Hunting with a raptor also teaches you 
intimate body language of both predator 
and prey. In the case of hunting snowshoe 
hares for example, you must learn their 
life history, especially habitat and foraging 
preferences. I know more about snowshoe 
hare behavior than I could ever learn in a 
book. And while I have learned about what 
kind of forage, cover, and elevation to find 
snowshoe hares in, so have I also learned 
their predator-evasion tactics. I have 
watched them keep their cool while under 
immense pressure from a natural predator 
in hot pursuit. I have the utmost respect 
for snowshoe hares. The hares escape 
more often than not, even when being 
pursued by an aerial and ground predator 
in cooperation.

 
Watching a predator and prey in their 
absolute element inevitably leads to more 
questions than answers. Did we see less 
hares today because of the bobcat tracks 
in the snow from the previous night? Some 
hares are found under logs, while others 
sit the day out in downed branches and 
brush. Do they use the same cover every 
day? Do they stop at the nearest hiding 
spot once dawn approaches or do they 
seek out a specific place each morning? 
When the hares are pursued hard by the 
hawks - the hawk coming close to catching 
them, but hitting the ground and missing 
- the hares tend to go to underground 
burrows made by other wildlife or burned 
out ponderosa pine roots that meander 
deep underground. Yet, they often don’t 
stay in the burrows for long even though 
the danger of a hawk may still be nearby. 
Could weasels contribute to their unease 
of staying underground or is it something 
else entirely? 
 
These are all questions that float through 
my head as I hike steep hillsides and stoop 
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under fir boughs, in an endless quest 
to find not only the hares themselves, 
but to learn more about their lives. The 
pinnacle of the hunt in many people’s 
minds may be about the hawk capturing 
a hare, but to me the hunt is about 
much more than that. It’s a journey 
to seek out new knowledge about the 
wildlife and landscapes around us; 
to truly get to know both predator 
and prey and their role within the 
ecosystem, however changed it may or 
may not be by humans. 
 
I can take a passive walk in the woods 
and still learn about the landscape and 
its inhabitants. Yet, I am fortunate to 
have a wild red-tailed hawk as my guide, 
to teach me well beyond anything I 
could have ever imagined. For what a 
wondrous partnership, that there need 
be no words spoken between us. We 
can both gaze out over a snow covered 
valley, Chase in a pine tree high above, 
as we navigate the woods together 
looking for the same thing. I’ll never 
know for sure what he is thinking. I 
can only hope he feels content and 
confident there in his kingdom, with his 
falconer down below. 
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What Does it Mean to Be a Naturalist?  
Brendan McGarry
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What Does it Mean to Be a Naturalist?  
Brendan McGarry

“What person pops into your head when I 
say the word naturalist?” 

I took to asking people this in the last year, 
when I started to question who came to 
mind for me. The answers I received were 
often the same series of names: Leopold, 
Muir, Thoreau. And why shouldn’t these 
names pop up? These men all authored 
materials that generations of self-
described naturalists have looked to for 
inspiration. Yet, I think that our definition 
of this type of person, and who we look to 
for guidance in this realm, has much room 
to encompass many other voices and 
many beautiful ways of knowing the world. 

I grew up thinking of these men as the 
great naturalists; if not them then a bevy 
of other old white guys, maybe Charles 
Darwin or Barry Lopez. All of them 
have contributed, often beautifully, to 
understanding nature and our place in 
it. These people are the dominant vision, 
an often unconscious association, with 
the title “naturalist.” In the past this was 
easy for me to consume, because I too will 
be an old white guy, and because of the 
acceptance of Whiteness as the norm in 
the naturalist tradition.  

In pointing this out as a problem however, 
I do not wish to suggest that a naturalist 
should be a perfect human. My point 
is that there are other people who are 
naturalists, or at least interface in the 
ways we’ve come to expect naturalists to 
with people and place. Famous, cherished 
voices like Robin Wall Kimmerer, Terry 
Tempest Williams, and Rachel Carson 

amongst many others, broaden our limited 
horizons of the title. Yet, we find ourselves 
looping back on the same few examples, 
canonize and fetishize their works. 

I want to broaden the definition of a 
naturalist, and consider why I find it so 
desirable a trait. Is this a tradition too 
immersed in colonialism, sexism, and 
racism to uphold? Or is it a gateway for 
people to see themselves in the landscape 
that should not be dismissed? Could 
this merely be an expression of a human 
commonality? 

Without flinching, I call myself a naturalist. 
Not too long ago, I considered Aldo 
Leopold an infallible thinker, and quoted 
Muir unashamedly. Now I recognize that 
some of their ideas were not original, were 
overtly racist, or have been conveniently 
picked apart from their context and placed 
in the imaginations of environmentalists, 
conservationists, and the like. I’ll call this 
being an unexamined naturalist. 

I grew up encouraged to proselytize for 
relationships to nature that centered 
around my experience, a White one 
founded on White authors. The underlying 
assumption being that paying attention 
to and caring about the world around you 
is inherently good (which is something I 
still hold true). I looked up to the little bits 
of Muir and Leopold I had read because 
they broadly spoke of experiences I 
thought I’d had in nature. Today I can’t 
help but wonder if those experiences 
existed mostly because of their ideas, 
which helped form the foundation of 
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my environmental education and the 
conservation values I drank in as a 
burgeoning naturalist.   

Today, I believe being a naturalist is 
about relationships, and that this only 
make sense with context. Childhood is 
often where we remember compelling, 
influential experiences in our lives and 
I am no different. For the purpose of 

examining my path and others, it’s worth 
visiting. 

There I sat, beneath a twisted coastal 
hemlock while on a camping trip to 
Washington’s Olympic Peninsula. I was 
eight and my main goal was to wake up 
early to play solitarily with my plastic 
X-men figures. Before I got too deep 
into the latest heroic struggle, I heard 
a whoosh of wings and found myself 
face to face with a pileated woodpecker. 
Looking into the golden eyes of this 
huge black and white bird, I saw another 
being who existed in the same world 
as mine. Yet, I knew nothing about this 
bird’s world, despite being sitting smack 
dab in the middle of its sandy oceanside 
soils. This encounter inspired me to learn 
about birds; all the birds. 

My affinity isn’t limited to feathered 
creatures, I’ve always been particularly 
obsessed with all animals. When I was 
two years old, my father found me 
playing with a lost pet ferret, which 
I discovered in a dresser in the alley 
behind our Los Angeles home. This 
simultaneously explains my affinity for 
junk piles, and for weasels. Dinosaurs 
held my attention long enough to realize 
I’d never see one (which is ironic now 
that I know that birds are considered 
tiny dinosaurs). I remember my first 
trip to Mount Rainier, not because of 
the sublime glaciated peak or brilliant 
wildflowers, but because of the shaggy 
black and tan Cascade foxes. They tamely 
watched me with umber eyes, as I walked 
through the alpine meadows they called 



15

home. A lot of my early memories involve 
looking at animals and finding someone 
looking back. And despite my years of 
science education insisting on sterile 
objectivity, I never stopped considering 
animals other beings. 

As many parents would have been, my 
Mom and Dad were thrilled my passions 
were not limited to glowing boxes of 
televisions or handheld games. I found 
encouragement wherever I went as a well-
mannered White kid; uncommon among 
his screen-soaked peers. A logical place 
to head was the Seattle Audubon Society. 
There I met friends and mentors who 
took me further afield in both place 
and knowledge. More often than 
not they mirrored the identity of 
the “great naturalists” I came to 
admire. These people, the ones 
writing the books I cherished, 
and the ones in the field with 
me, were endless wells of 
knowledge about the natural 
world. Soon I was traveling 
across the country, and 
eventually abroad in search 
of new birds. Occasionally 
I even found myself in the 
depths of listing; judging 
my worth by the ledger of 
species I’d seen in the world, or 
a particular corner of it.

My childhood friend Colin and I found 
birds in our 4th grade year, the Fall after 
my encounter with the woodpecker. 
We poured over bird books, drinking in 
names and field marks. This friendship and 

shared obsession was the foundation for 
years of enjoyment outside, watching birds, 
and exploring the lands I grew up near. 
We saw Clark’s nutcrackers pluck snacks 
from unassuming picnickers on Mt. Rainier. 
Our binoculars followed Bonaparte’s gulls 
winging over white-capped saltwater 
encircled by waterfront homes on the 
Salish Sea. 

I did all this without much consideration 
of history, or of my position in the world. 
I had little knowledge that these birds 
and places were named after Europeans, 
that they were species enveloped in a 

landscape carved by colonization. I had 
unknowingly built a lens for nature 
that included one of domination. I 
could name thousands of birds by 
age 15, yet knew little beyond that. 
In some ways, I was no different 
than a child collecting baseball 
cards or comic books. I was a 
preteen so overly enthralled by 
birds that I had little space for 
reflection. Besides, why would 
I, when no one suggested an 
alternative view?    

If I have learned one thing in 
my quest to understand being a 

naturalist, it is that relationships are 
partially built with language. Names 

have power and can convey ownership, as 
well as worldview. The standard scientific 
binomial name for a species, for example 
Homo sapiens, is clearly a useful tool for 
communication. Most scientific names are 
rooted in Latin or Greek, but they help 
people in science all around the world find 
consensus when talking about organisms. 

W YATT HERSEY
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This system holds meaning and helps 
navigate relationships. On the other hand, 
naming can be a tool for silencing other 
perspectives, purposely or accidentally 
erasing people who hold relationships with 
an organism outside of science. 

When (re)naming that great gleaming 
volcano Rainier, Captain George Vancouver 
was paying homage to an oligarch who 
would never see this mountain. The first 
European maps of the region bore this 
name, along with Puget, Baker, Whidbey, 
and so on. Waves of settler-colonists found 
it simplest to navigate with them, seeing 
their destinies manifest in places named for 
their pursuits and ownership. The volcano 
was down as Rainier, henceforth this is 
what it was called. Similarly the small, 
black-headed gull suddenly belonged to 
Napoleon Bonaparte’s nephew. Now the 
naturalists from Russia and Oregon could 
easily distinguish which black-headed 
gulls they were talking about; the gull also 
became a thing, that someone owns.

Even with such foundational problems in 
mind, being a naturalist can still be a gift. 
I largely have it to thank for my attention 
span, patience, eye for details, and much 
more. Yet, the traditional narrative of what 
it means to be a naturalist is immensely 
narrow, particularly from the American 
perspective. I bring this up again not 
because I wish to cast scorn on the 
practice. Nor do I wish to position myself 
as a supposedly lone voice challenging 
the definition of a naturalist, to suggest 
indigenizing the practice, or even that 
I have more answers than questions. 

There is however, value to examining the 
tradition’s complexities as a practitioner 
and an educator, and simply as a human. I 
am unwilling to abolish my basic practice 
(not that anyone is asking me to either). 
I believe it can lead towards seeing 
ourselves in relationship with the world 
around us; that humans are nature. 

Naturalist is not a bad word.

What exactly does it mean to be a 
naturalist? And why exactly is it held on 
a pedestal as a worthy endeavor in my 
world-view? Why is my gut reaction to 
defend the notion rather than concede it 
might be a tired tradition?

The internet tells me a naturalist is an 
expert or student of natural history. This 
natural history thing is the scientific 
study of plants or animals, often focused 
on observation or collection rather than 
intervention via testing and control. Very 
frequently “naturalist” is lumped with 
the term naturalism. This is a brand of 
philosophical atheism which holds so-
called natural systems as the one and 
only true force in world (as opposed to 
diest or other views). I find this lumping 
interesting, because it gets at one of my 
qualms with the naturalist tradition - 
that it does not intermingle well with 
worldviews apart from the dominant 
Anglicized ones of the colonized world, 
with a God or otherwise.
 
The foundations of the traditional 
naturalist I discuss in the beginning of 
this writing, rest entirely upon a European 
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tradition. In the English language, the word 
first started being printed with regularity 
in the early 1700s and had its heyday in the 
Victorian era of the middle to late 1800s. 
In 1855 Darwin’s The Origin of Species was 
published; at that time it was considered 
a good endeavor for monied, pedigreed 
gentleman to study natural history. This 
popularization is what I focus on, because 
while “studying” nature has been around a 
lot longer than the mid-1800s, this is when 
I find it first became popular in people who 
had already started the process of culturally 
mandated estrangement. White cultures and 
religions were trundling along, colonizing the 

world, taking ownership and making objects 
of things in their newly claimed landscape. 
It matters very much who is doing the 
popularizing, and from this world-view 
comes the foundation for nature and the 
term naturalist. 

There is no space here to plunge 
deeply into how being a naturalist 
intermingles with the perversely American 
views of nature, conservation, and 
environmentalism. At this point, I can 
simply state that the naturalist tradition, 
like so many other things, has roots in 
and intermingles with racist systems. 
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This could be said of the vast majority of 
dominant American traditions, because in a 
very real sense race is what built America. 
What is curious, is that paying attention to 
nature even if it has been claimed by White 
people, has never been the purview of any 
specific culture. It belongs to everyone 
as something we all do, because up until 
recently it was seen as vital to the everyday 
lives of all people. 

Manulani Aluli Meyer is among many things, 
an Indigenous scholar from Hawaii. Her 
thinking on Indigenous epistemologies, 
along with the works of many other 
Indigenous scholars had me think deeper 
about natural sciences in general. As with 
many other Eurocentric traditions, science 
is a system of (supposedly) objective 
dualities; hard fast binaries of yes, or no. 

This doesn’t jive well with Indigenous 
thinking, where rocks may be very much 
alive, or other organisms are people, are 
actual relatives. The idea of separating 
people from nature is a false binary in 
itself, a useful tool for presuming human 
superiority. Yet, the typical naturalist says 
that rocks are not biologically alive, and 
that the only people are humans, the extant 
species of the genus Homo. Cut and dry, no 
room for discussion unless it’s a scientific 
process. 

Here there is no room for a hologram 
of knowing, the hallmark of Indigenous 
epistemologies that Aluli Meyer brings up. 
We don’t get to feel things in our bones 
or our spirits, even as we are at once 
naturalists, and alive. We only get to use 
our heads, identify, observe, hold nature 
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at arm’s length. And if someone does talk 
about spirit, they damned well better be 
the naturalist we’ve been taught to imagine, 
romanticizing a walk in the woods. Here 
we could find an extinction of experience 
for people who don’t see themselves in that 
specific naturalist.  

When I describe a person who cares about 
the land, someone who pays attention to 
what’s around them, I automatically assume 
that person is a naturalist. However, this 
person might not relate to that term at all. 
In environmental education, we often talk 
about trying to get people to center on a 
certain vision of relationships with place. 
This version of engagement is frequently 
based off a naturalist tradition. Jose 
Gonzalez, founder of Latino Outdoors and 
writer who has tackled this subject as an 
Indigenous person, encapsulates perfectly 
where this practice could lead us instead: 
“I expanded my view of how I wanted to 
be a naturalist, not just to know about the 
natural world, but what were a myriad 
ways of connecting with it, and how other 
communities were also reflected in those 
connections.” 

Here I come to a false binary of my 
own, but useful in my thinking: the idea 
of “naturalist” versus “Naturalist.” The 
“Naturalist” might be a person who 
actively studies natural history as I have; 
the Darwins and Attenboroughs. The 
other “naturalist” engages with their 
surroundings in the ways that make sense 
to them. I don’t pretend that a “Naturalist” 
isn’t driven or influenced by culture, but 
my point is that I think we’re all naturalists 

in one form or another. This knowing the 
world, this relationship forming, is born 
of cultural experiences in all their varied 
forms. Could not a naturalist simply be a 
human who is good at discerning patterns, 
making meaning from those patterns, and 
through experience has built relationships 
with the other beings around them?  

In my experience, Americans are pretty 
bad at paying attention. My focus and time 
have diminished because of computers and 
cell phones. Being a naturalist is becoming 
harder and harder, even for someone as 
privileged as me. There’s a lot of fear, both 
founded and unfounded about generations 
of children growing up sedentary and 
disconnected (this is not just a problem of 
youth by the way). The capitalist system 
doesn’t need us to be in relationship 
with anything but money. It is not 
overstatement or paranoia to suggest that 
it is in the favor of the rich and powerful to 
have the greater populace distracted from 
nature. Our health is bound to the land, 
so if we don’t know to pay attention, we 
won’t notice unhealthy relationships. No 
amount of sustainably sourced eco-friendly 
products, cute animals videos, or David 
Attenborough documentaries will put us 
back into relationship with the land. It’s 
entirely likely that a few great Naturalists 
haven’t either.  

So how do we move forward and not just 
identify a problem? As I navigate a world 
of communication and education, it’s hard 
to not be a hypocrite. Every act I take as 
an educator centers on my agenda, even if 
that agenda is having learners constructing 
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their own understandings of the world. 
I have not yet learned to respond to a 
query about the name a bird with a series 
of questions instead of “That’s a Varied 
Thrush, and it eats berries.” And yet, I think 
there is so much to be gained from simply 
learning to pay attention, slow down, and 
think outside of yourself. If I can advocate 
for this in those I interact with, breaking 
down the robotic binaries stifling people 
from living with the land, I will have done 
something good. 

On this journey, I have been frequently 
drawn to stories outside my culture. 
Indigenous scholars, who grapple with 

much more complex issues than I write 
about here, have much to offer in a way 
forward. Leanne Betasamosake Simpson 
is a Michi Saagiig Nishnaabeg scholar, 
writer and artist who has championed both 
Nishnaabeg intelligence and Indigenous 
land based education. Her work is at 
times full of hilarity, anger, and light. I 
first encountered her work in a scholarly 
paper entitled Land as Pedagogy. In it, she 
describes the wisdom of her peoples’ ways 
of being on the land, and how challenging 
it has been to exercise those rights living 
within Canadian society.   

Appropriation and romanticism are strong 
traditions of White people in America, so 
I bring up Simpson’s work as inspiration 
not to hold as my own. Her academic and 
artistic work is not done for my education 
alone, it’s centered on her experiences and 
offered mostly to other Indigenous people. 
In Land as Pedagogy, she uses a traditional 
story to talk about the power of listening 
to the land and children. She also speaks of 
how the Canadian educational system has 
failed Indigenous children because it has 
rarely encouraged or listened to them; the 
goal has long been one of assimilation. This 
is all painted on the canvas of Indigenous 
land based resurgence, which ultimately 
is about fighting the systems created to 
benefit people like me. Simpson pushes for 
sovereignty that heals a disconnect from 
the land, forced violently on Indigenous 
people across the world. 

In discussing resurgence, Simpson speaks 
of how land education means supporting 
children in their self-motivation, 
interdependent inquiry, and in their 
relationships to their communities. This 
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is opposed to preparing students for a life 
in capitalist system. This is not to suggest 
that these students won’t find themselves 
making money, but instead that learning 
to orient decisions based on relationships 
to community is healthier. This education 
is not about learning so that you can be 
acknowledged as the A student, or perhaps 
learning about the land to acknowledged as 
a “great naturalist.” This learning is instead 
about healthy people, communities, and 
land; which cannot exist without the 
others in all futurities. I find hope in this 
idea, even if it wasn’t produced for me to 
heal my relationship with the land, or help 
me alter my peers’ perceptions of being 
being a naturalist. In Indigenous land based 
education I can see glimmers of what I can 
do as a educator and naturalist moving 
forward.      

I work at this mode of being, focusing on 
the how, rather than the what, every day 
now. I find comfort in the unanswered 
questions, the ambiguity of life around me. 
I feel good when I see myself as part of the 
landscape and act as a steward instead of 
always taking. Outside the various boxes 
that society encourages me to operate 
from, I learn more, I am happier, I am 
healthier. I also am more challenged and 
more uncomfortable. I step away from 
worrying about being an individual and I 
make mistakes. Watching birds or planting 
a garden in the ways I have learned, may 
just be me replicating a White privileged 
way of engaging with the land. No one is 
asking me to stop watching birds, or to 
stop going outside to tend my garden. 
Again, it’s about how I do these things.  

I don’t have an answer to decipher all 

the dissonance of the naturalist tradition 
completely. Yet, I do know that without 
being a naturalist, I probably wouldn’t 
see myself as a part of the world the way 
I do today. I don’t need to understand 
Snow Leopards in the Himalayas (as much 
as I’d like to see one). I do need to be in 
recropcation with the land I live on, even 
if it is stolen. This is hard, because I live in 
a world that doesn’t benefit people who 
try to do this honestly. Yet, here I can find 
community, and work with other beings 
who share this reliance on the land, water, 
air, and each other. 

Here I can be a naturalist. 
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On Bias and Being in Nature
Seamus Sweeney
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Part of the problem is that our reflective 
consciousness is so thoroughly self-
absorbed: our interest and attention is 
focused almost exclusively on ourselves 
and those closest to us. At our best, we may 
feel part of a fellowship of humanity or a 
human family. While our understanding of 
evolution and ecology tells us that we are 
also part of the community of life on Earth, 
we rarely feel that in our bones or in our 
hearts. However much we may assert that 
we are all part of the same universe, that we 
are part of the evolution of life on Earth, we 
still find it difficult to overcome a sense of 
estrangement, or otherness. As philosopher 
David Cooper puts it, “Shouting about 
humankind being part of nature may mask 
a fear that it is nothing of the sort.”
 
-          Peter Reason, In Search of Grace

Does it make sense to talk about “being 
in nature”, as opposed to something else? 
Can we be specifically in nature, in some 
different sense of being in non-nature?

It is easy to philosophically unpick the 
concept of “nature”, as opposed to the 
“human”, or the “artificial.” It is easy to 
identify homo sapiens as just another 
mammalian species, one which has spread 
to every continent and whose activities 
influence every ecosystem, but just 
another species nonetheless. It is easy, too, 
to see any effort at experiencing nature 
in the raw, without the filter of our own 

preoccupations, as inevitably doomed. 
Each of us is hopelessly enmeshed 
in biases of various kinds. We jump 
to conclusions based on insufficient 
evidence or on presuppositions. We bring 
ourselves and our baggage so entirely to 
the encounter with the natural world that 
we cannot transcend this. To speak of 
communing or connecting with nature is 
a delusion. 

The psychologist Daniel Kahnemahn’s  
Thinking Fast And Slow has become one 
of the most influential contemporary 
books, distilling the work of Kahnemahn 
and his colleague Amos Tversky on 
decision-making and judgment into 
handy paperback format. Like many 
intellectual bestsellers its success is in 
further distilling the concerns of the 
present moment. The philosopher of 
science Karl Popper once described the 
flaw of Marxism and Freudianism and 
similar –isms not being that they didn’t 
explain things, but that they explained 
too much. They created self-reinforcing 
statements and did not produce falsifiable 
statements. Could it be said that bias is 
the intellectual equivalent in our time? 
Over 175 biases have been identified, 
from “effort justification” to “hyberbolic 
discounting” to “rhyme as reason 
effect.” With so many biases available, 
almost any thought or proposition can 
be dismissed as the product of one or 
other. Bias-hunters are especially wary 
of the emotions, and of thinking that 
cannot easily be equated with a statistical 
manoeuvre of some kind. 

“Bias” has, furthermore, become the 

On Bias and Being in Nature
Seamus Sweeney
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dirtiest of dirty words. Bias is a thing to 
be eliminated and removed. Of course, 
the likes of racism and sexism, and 
other noxious forms of bias that have 
inflicted suffering on millions of people, 
deserve this obloquoy. Bias, however, is 
often simply a thinking tool that allows 
us to make sense of, and survive in, the 
world. Perhaps the distinction between 
“discrimination” and “discrimating” 
can help. It is still acceptable, indeed 
praiseworthy, to speak of “discriminating 
taste.” See also “judgmental” versus 
“judicious.” 

The hunt for bias can become a crisis 
of confidence in the individual’s ability 
to observe from their own experience. 
We are carefully taught that data is not 
the plural of anecdote – a truth in the 
worlds of evidence-based medicine and 
experimental method, but not perhaps a 
truth in the lived experience of our lives. 
We begin to lose confidence in our ability, 
as unaided observers of nature, to come 
to any meaningful conclusion – we await 
to be told the truths of scientific study. 
Truths they are, no doubt, but our being-
in-nature is an experience, not a formal 
study.  

Let me cease this rather pompous 
generalising, and go back to my own 
experience. Like many, I was encouraged 
by my father to immerse myself in the 
natural world, a term I will use without 
any irony. Sunday excursions to wetlands, 
sanctuaries, mountains marked this. I 
fondly imagine - and as time goes by I 
do realise this is actually a recall bias 
(is this realisation itself another bias?) -  
having the power to reliably identify gulls 

and waders and the “little brown jobs” of 
birding lore, without any difficulty, when 
I was about ten. All this seemed to leach 
away during the teenage years. It was not 
that I lost interest, but other interests 
– music, film, books (and, largely in the 
abstract I’m afraid, girls) percolated up and 
squeezed out whatever mental space was 
left for nature. 

In recent years this interest has resurged. 
Some is no doubt personal; my father’s 
death, having children – no doubt both 
triggered some psychological process in 
me. Some is situational – having moved 
away from Dublin to the edge of a small 
town, being literally more exposed to the 
natural world. What I have realised most 
of all, however, is that being-in-nature is 
not about total immersion in wilderness 
(unavailable in Ireland and most of Europe 
anyhow), desirable as that would be. But 
instead about moments of being and 
connection that are not predictable or 
organised. 

Periodically, nature-lovers agonise that 
theirs is a declining, rather unfashionable 
pursuit. How do we get young people 
to show an interest? I would suggest 
emphasising the counter-cultural nature 
of nature.  The estrangement from nature 
that Peter Reason, who in his academic 
life pioneered Action Research and now 
focuses on recalibrating the relationship 
between humankind and nature, describes 
in the quote above. Indeed the anxiety 
about this estrangement that Cooper 
identifies in loud protestations of the union 
between the human and natural worlds 
– can be reinforced by lives enmeshed in 
media, the clickbait planet of Likes and 
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technologies of any sort. His books are 
wonderful compilations of knowledge from 
an eclectic range of sources. They also 
bring our being-in-nature back to noticing, 
and one of the forms of noticing most basic 
to our survival; how to get around. In each 
book, Gooley puts out a call for readers 
to submit their own nature signs. This is a 
corrective to a wider culture suspicious of 
noticing, suspicious of our gift for pattern 
recognition. 

Work carried out by the psychologist 
Miles Richardson has shown that positive 
attitudes to nature, and pro-environmental 
actions in daily life, are better predicted 
by an emotional connection to nature than 
a factually-based knowledge of nature. 
Activities intended to spark interest in 
nature, which are based on emotional 
experience are more effective, for most 
people, than trying to learn the scientific 
names of every raptor. Of course for me 
and I suspect many others, there is a 
pleasure and emotional connection with 
the factual knowledge also. 
Being-in-nature is unpredictable, and 
defies our attempts at division and 
categorisation. Of course, the great project 
of classification life on earth which has run 
from Aristotle to Linnaeus to Darwin and 
beyond is one of the wonders of human 
achievement. It faces us with our place 
on the planet, and the vast bulk of life 
indifferent to our speciesist narcissism. 
The statistical methods of modern science 
have brought us a massively enhanced 
understanding of nature from a factual 
and systematic standpoint. There is still 
the perennial experience of nature which 
transcends theory. 

Retweets. Being-in-nature cannot happen 
if we are in a narcissistic bubble. Being-
in-nature brings us face to face with the 
indivisible otherness of life. Therefore, 
being-in-nature has become one of the most 
counter-cultural movements possible. 
The English writer Tristan Gooley has a 
whole series of books on natural navigation 
– the art of getting around a landscape, 
or cityscape, or waterscape, unaided by 
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Sketching Nature
Laurel Mundy

As both a naturalist and an illustrator, I best 
appreciate things that I can see and study 
in person. While the internet and books 
are a great resource for reference photos, 
I’ll never fully understand the anatomy of a 
bird or plant, never grasp the immensity of 
a sweeping mountain view, without going 
out there and seeing it for myself. When 
selecting a new place to visit on a hike or 
backpacking trip I tend to choose some-

where that will provide me with an excel-
lent opportunity to sit back and sketch 
for hours. This may be a glacier covered 
mountain reflected in an alpine lake, a lush 
creek filled with birdsong in a desert can-
yon, or tiny islands dotting a remote coast. 

I can pick up so much more detail while in 
the field. Sometimes if I see a subjects that 
wouldn’t all appear in the same frame of 
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one picture, I can add them into my com-
position -birds that I’ve seen throughout 
the day perhaps, or flowers that might be 
in bloom nearby. 

Part of the fun is noticing how the scene 
changes throughout my time sketching. 
The daylight may be completely different 
from beginning to end. Sometimes I feel 
inspired by one short moment of pretty 
lighting from a passing cloud that may in-
fluence the entire painting.

I have a watercolor field kit that goes with 
me everywhere during the hiking sea-
son, attached to me at the hip just like my 
binoculars. I like to bring a good durable 
watercolor sketchbook, a little folding 
palette (filled with the important colors for 
capturing nature like ultramarine, burnt 
umber, and sap green), some brushes with 

a water reservoir, and a few pencils and 
waterproof ink pens to start. Another great 
addition to the kit is a little portable seat. 
This is especially important for someone 
like me, who tends to spend as much as a 
couple hours on one sketch, a recipe for a 
sore tush and back if I was just sitting on 
the ground.

When it comes to field sketching, some-
times I have to ask myself: what wouldn’t I 
do for that view? One of my favorite field 
illustrations was from the interior of the 
Grand Canyon last year, in part because of 
the pure satisfaction of being able to reach 
the location. I hiked from the rim of the 
canyon, where I searched for a good view-
point in an actual snowstorm. Then I went 
down through the scorching 95 degree 
depths of the canyon itself (only a day post 
storm), over sun baked earth with no shade 

tree or ledge in sight. 
When I finally made it to 
my destination - Bright 
Angel Creek, feeding into 
the Colorado River - it 
felt I’d entered a magical 
place. After dragging my 
feet down the dry, death-
ly quiet South Rim for a 
full day, I had reached an 
oasis full of lush willows 
and cottonwoods, shady 
groves and swimming 
holes, warblers singing 
and collared lizards scur-
rying between cool crev-
ices. I spent the entire 
rest of the afternoon and 
evening slowly taking in 
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the view from my camp and painting all 
the shades of red, green, brown and blue 
of this colorful place. Now, when I think 
back on that trip, of those lush colors 
and that cool place to rest my sore feet, 
the heat fades into the background of my 
memory.

Probably the best part about field sketch-
ing is learning about each new place. 
There is no better way for me to remem-
ber how to identify a bird I’ve seen in the 
field than to draw it. I learn the names of 
peaks and valleys, rivers and wildflow-
ers, all from a simple sketch. It makes 
me a better naturalist—not only from the 
constant education, but the appreciation 
I gain for each new vista, tree, and lake, 
after sitting with it for so long. Of course, 
not every subject can be painted from life 
every time. Most of my “finished” illustra-
tions are the result of many smaller piec-
es studying a bird’s behavior in the field, 
discovering its nest, and making obser-
vations about its environment. Almost all 
of my ideas for more complex compo-
sitions, particularly those that illustrate 
an environmental or conservation topic, 
come from something I’ve observed on 
a hike or trip. No matter where I explore 
it’s a constant learning experience, and 
source of inspiration for my next paint-
ing.
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A Case for Natural History
Chris Williams

The term ‘naturalist’ refers to a student 
or expert in the field of natural history. 
By this definition, anyone, regardless of 
occupation, can consider themselves a 
naturalist. The field of natural history 
needs to make a resurgence in our 
education system, as it is necessary for 
people to find connections with the 
natural world. Natural history is something 
that should be taught interdisciplinarily in 
schools. Historically philosophers, artists, 
and authors have contributed to the field 
of natural history. Nowadays it seems that 
it is mostly people involved in science 
fields studying natural history.
 
Natural history should be incorporated 
into traditional education as something 
as important to learn as history, science, 
and math. While everyone isn’t going 
to be a biologist, chemist, or physicist, 
natural history is a field that everyone 
can contribute to by making observations 
about the natural world. In a world where 
climate action is imperative on the behalf 
of all citizens, it is unacceptable that 
people are growing up not learning about 
their local landscapes. Natural history is a 
broad field, and can accommodate people 
from all spectrums. Whether you’re into 
birds, amphibians, plants, rocks, or outer 
space there is something for everyone. I 
have heard many stories of people who 
find the natural sciences uninteresting. 
I’ve also heard those same people express 
interest in ecology.  A former Latin 
American studies professor of mine once 
told me that throughout his schooling he 
always had an aversion to science, but that 
he would have been more interested if 
ecology and natural history were taught. 
We should let students explore natural 

history through media that interests 
them the most, whether that’s music, 
visual art, or writing. Scientists should 
also incorporate citizen science into their 
research projects, as it not only benefits 
their research, but also builds human 
connections to the natural world.

I’ve been a student of natural history 
my entire life. Creatures from elephants 
to California condors to black-footed 
albatrosses, have played a part in my 
lifelong curiosity. As a child I constantly 
begged my parents to take me to the zoo. 
When I got to middle school, I started 
volunteering at the Oakland Zoo as an 
interpreter. In high school I went to 
boarding school in Monterey Bay, and 
fell in love with marine ecology. During 
that time I also grew a passion for birds. 
My curiosity led me to study zoology as 
an undergraduate at the Evergreen State 
College, participating in ornithology and 
marine mammal research.
 
While I found great joy in studying wildlife 
biology, I felt like much of this work 
wasn’t speaking to the masses. Most of 
the people I was working with and taking 
classes with were White. I felt as though 
I was only working for White people’s 
interests. Much of the research that gets 
produced by scientists stays in an ivory 
tower and is inaccessible. If that valuable 
research doesn’t make it to the public then 
it isn’t serving them. When I graduated, I 
encountered a dilemma in deciding what 
I wanted to pursue. While I wanted to 
continue my passion for studying wildlife, 
I also wanted to connect it with social 
justice.
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A Case for Natural History
Chris Williams
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Communities of color throughout 
the country are constantly faced with 
systemic oppression. This is part of 
the reason that I think there is a lack 
of diversity in the natural sciences. 
If you’re concerned about mass 
incarceration and police brutality, 
how could you possibly care about 
anything else? Something that we can 
do as naturalists and environmental 
educators is to connect community 
health with environmental health. 
We should be trying to connect our 
areas of interest with issues that affect 
people. Why should I care about the 
plight of Southern Resident Killer 
Whales if I live in the middle of inner-
city Seattle and may never see one? 
If people felt more of a connection to 
the natural world, we might have a 
greater diversity of people interested 
in conserving natural places. On many 
occasions I’ve felt uncomfortable in 
certain spaces as the only non-white 
person. At times I have felt as though 
I don’t belong in the field of natural 
history. We should be uplifting stories 
of naturalists and conservationists that 
are from underrepresented groups. 
Showing different ways of connecting 
to the land can allow people to explore 
their own cultural heritage as it relates 
to the environment. 

Environmental racism is an issue 
that needs to be acknowledged and 
discussed more by environmental 
educators. Acknowledging that 
communities of color are more 
adversely affected by environmental 
degradation and working to solve 

those issues can build trust between 
communities. It’s possible that factors 
that negatively impact Southern Resident 
Killer Whales are also impacting 
communities of color. Bridging the gap 
between environmental issues and human 
issues can strengthen the relationship 
between communities of color and 
scientists, while generating interest in 
conservation in those communities.

I often ask myself, “why aren’t more 
people interested in the natural world?” 
One thing that always strikes me is our 
human-made concept of nature. It is 
often thought of as something that has 
been untouched by humans, wild and 
away from urban areas. The Alaskan 
wilderness, Amazon Rainforest, and 
Saharan Desert are places that one might 
consider “nature.” By this definition, 
many people won’t see nature where 
they live, and might not feel any desire to 
conserve the natural world at home. How 
would people feel about nature if they 
considered their neighborhood a part of 
nature? 

We, as naturalists and environmental 
educators, should also constantly 
be asking ourselves “why?” Why is it 
important that the everyday citizen be 
concerned with bird conservation? Why 
is it important that they are concerned 
about the plight of endangered species? 
Why, as a marginalized person who 
faces so many socio economic injustices, 
should I be concerned about nature? 
When we can start answering these 
questions then maybe we can start 
breaking down some barriers. 
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What do you notice first? The industry or the California sea lions resting on the floats? Is this nature?
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Listening to the Grain
Brendan McGarry

For the two years before I entered graduate 
school, I worked as an arborist in my home 
city of Seattle. I cut down, bucked, chipped, 
and otherwise tipped into the waste bin all 
manner of plants. This disposal felt wrong, 
and despite the numbness brought by rep-
etition, I had to do something.  

My response was to hoard wood. My co-
workers, friends, and family, shook their 
heads at the bits that collected in the back 

seat of my dirty Honda Civic. Curvy, hollow, 
colorful slabs, rounds, and branches began 
to build up in corners of my work’s shop 
and my home. There was no plan, I just 
squirreled it away.

I would never call myself a woodworker. 
Straight lines and measuring twice are not 
my strong points. Buying lumber always felt 
off, and I have limited patience for pulling 
nails from scrap. I do however, enjoy the 
process of creating. 
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I have always been a creator. For better 
or worse, my parents still have most of 
my early drawings, which are copious 
and mostly scribbles. My pursuits since 
have mostly been in the form of drawing, 
writing, and photography. Most of my life 
has so revolved around artistic expression 
that I have difficulty defining myself as an 
artist. This is an extension of my being, 
not 10,000 hours to mastery. As a result 
I appreciate folk art, made by people 
who haven’t necessarily attended years 
of formal training before starting work, 
but instead create out of a necessity to 
fill their souls, and often their bellies. The 
other thing about many folk artists is that 
they use the materials on hand. 

Most of my reclaimed wood eventually 
found its way to a corner of my parent’s 
backyard. It sat and grew mushrooms, it 
split and weathered. These blocks and 
lengths and chunks represented a need to 
pay respect to those plants’ lives. I wanted 
to create value of what was considered 
waste. There was also a secret hope I 
would find a way to create something. But 
I had no idea how to use raw wood, so it 

sat, and mouldered.     

Six months after leaving this job, I found 
myself sitting by a wood stove up a narrow 
valley in the North Cascades. The director 
of the graduate program I’d just entered, 
Joshua Porter, sat our cohort down to 
share something he loved: spoon carving. 
This sounded a great deal like shaving with 
a straight razor, or tanning leather; cool, 
but maybe an unnecessarily throwback. I 
knew people hand-carved spoons, I’d just 
never considered it worth my efforts. 

Out of respect for Joshua, the cohort sat 
quietly with his words. He described how 
in spoon carving he found flow. This was 
something I could relate to in my art. Af-
ter sharing his relationship to the simple 
spoons he’d carved, he suggested we give it 
a try. 

MARISSA BLUESTEIN
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Our fifteen member cohort sat in a circle, 
senses immersed in carving. Each of us 
had a small block of clear Alaskan yellow 
cedar. This light wood was still pungent, 
despite being milled from trees in the 
North Cascades years before. We sliced 
away with pocket knives, human chatter 
was replaced by concentration and the 
rasp of blades on dry wood. The work was 
laborious, and not everyone’s idea of fun, 
bringing on cuts and blisters. Yet, for me 
it was soothing at the same time.  

Returning home, I finished my first spoon 
and I found myself obsessed. My house-
mates and I carved together. I watched 
videos from the surprisingly large online 
community. I discovered that the craft 
was defined by a lack of complex tools; 
woodworking I could carry with me. I also 
had a use for all that wood I’d hoarded. 

I wouldn’t fault anyone for a lack of inter-
est in hand-carved wooden spoons. That 
being said, I haven’t encountered such 
a person yet. Everyone from my limit-
ed world I show a spoon I’ve carved to is 
nothing short of fascinated. Something 
about a handmade object is appealing, 
particularly in a backlash against my cul-
ture’s overconsumption. Wooden utensils 
are democratic human tools. We all cook 
and eat food. 

Today I still have limited experience in 
this craft, but I’ve certainly learned that to 
carve you need to understand wood.This 
knowing can mean seeing the intricacies 
of grain, tree species, and tool use. There 
is also a deeper connection in the interac-
tion between human and the material of 
another organism. 

Spoon carving is a green woodworking 
tradition. A branch or round is cleft into 

shape while still wet. The woodworkers 
using cured, store bought wood undoubt-
edly love their materials. Yet I believe that 
by using green wood, I am stepping into an 
interaction with different connotations for 
what it means to appreciate materials. The 
difference between using green and dry 
wood feels like the gap between grocery 
shopping, and harvesting my own food. 
Often times, the entire process can com-
pletely sidestep the use of fossil fuels, if I 
don’t count the manufacture of the tools I 
use, which will last a lifetime. 

In the not too distant past, wooden utensils 
were the norm. If I were suddenly trans-
ported back 250 years, and told someone 
I was a spoon carver, I wouldn’t get signif-
icant attention. I would have merely been 

MARISSA BLUESTEIN
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a tradesperson (and in some places, this 
is still a real, if rare job). This very simple 
tool has become industrialized; removed 
from the people and the tree. I challenge 
you to figure out what a mass-produced 
wooden cooking spoon is made of, or 
reveal the providence of the wood. This 
could be said of dozens of other tools and 
crafts, but it’s no less telling of our rela-
tionship with consumerism in a place like 
America.  

As I have improved in skill, I find myself 
in relationship with each piece of wood 
I carve. I see how it has swelled to take 
on a new branch. I learn how this wood 
is stringy, another is hard as rocks. If I 
intend to make a good ladle, I need to find 
a bent branch, which leads me to wonder 
how and why that branch grew in a bend. 
Simply knowing what species are good for 
carving has been a learning curve, a pro-
cess of considering how to procure ma-
terials. Douglas fir is everywhere near my 
home, yet lacks the desired qualities. Red 
alder is equally common and wonderful 
to carve. I can see both species out the 
window as I write this. 

Knowing a specific name for a tree 
doesn’t actually matter. What matters is 
being able to recognize good material and 
how to not be wasteful. Names do not 
inform how a tree grows, nor make one 
better for carving than another. The only 
way to find material that suits your pur-
pose is by listening to the wood itself.

With imagination and patience, the small-
est bit of wood can make beautiful things: 
a salt bowl or maybe a wooden ring. In 
this process I see respect for materials 
that were part of a living thing. People 
have always used plants, had relationships 
with plants, used plants in reciprocity. 

This means spoon carving is neither a 
throwback to an old timey craft, nor a 
romanticized relationship with wood. 
 
In her book, Braiding Sweetgrass, Robin 
Wall Kimmerer, scientist and member 
of the Citizen Potawatomi Nation de-
scribes the honorable harvest. This list 
of guidelines helps see a way to harvest 
respectfully, a thing which people of my 
culture desperately need. Recently I was 
reminded of Kimmerer’s wise words and 
remembered how important they are to 
my new creative endeavor, and my overall 
relationship with the land. When I choose 
to harvest materials, I ask myself sev-
eral questions. Do I have permission to 
take this wood, both from the plant and 
the place (is it healthy, are there many of 
these plants)? Can I harvest with minimal 
harm? Do I really need this material? Will 
I actually use all that I take? If I answer 
no to any of these, I don’t take the wood. 
That is just the beginning.  
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Of course I do not need to harvest wood, 
nor carve spoons. This is why I don’t take 
wood from  standing, live trees very often 
(nor do I buy imported wood). More often 
than not, the wood I carve is given by a 
storm. The chips I create mulch my gar-
den and the wild corners of the yard. I am 
grateful for the materials I receive, as are 
the recipients of the spoons I carve and 
share as gifts.   

The word spoon, comes from the an-
glo-saxon word spӧn. Stating this should 
not to suggest that this is the birthplace 
of the instrument, for spoons are found 
around the world, throughout the ages. 
Spoons can be made of all sorts of ma-
terials. Metal and plastic are what peo-
ple living in industrialized societies are 
most acquainted with, particularly for 
eating with. Various indigenous cultures 
of Western North America have made 
spoons of horns, particularly from moun-
tain goats. Bone spoons are common in 
places with animals large enough to sup-
ply the material. The shell of a clam can 
also serve as a scoop. The need to eat, 
and using our hands to do this inherently 
bring us into relationship with both what 
we eat, and that which we use to bring 
food to our waiting mouths. 

There is something shallow about so 
many contemporary materials. I reach 
for my wooden spoons more and more 
often in cooking and eating; not to be 
a show off, but because they feel more 
real. They feel like a conversation with 
the living world. I know where they come 
from: my hands, a place, a type of tree, an 
individual plant. When I look at a plastic, 
disposable spoon, I don’t see a relation-
ship, I don’t feel anything. People have 
been buried with their wooden spoons, 
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a possession worth taking with them to 
the afterlife. A Welsh tradition of giving 
love spoons in courtship saw relationships 
flourish. A plastic spoon seems to only 
speak of hubris and domination; a lack 
of relationship that sees over 100 million 
single use plastic utensils tossed aside by 
Americans every day.   

I do not intend to suggest that we all need 
to make or use wooden spoons. I merely 
suggest that people who have surren-
dered relationships in favor of assumed 
comfort could examine their connections 
through everyday objects they actually 
need. The things I make are carved with 
love out of another living thing. With 
some reciprocation and patience on my 
part, these beings share a part of them-
selves. In my wooden spoons I slow and 
see myself as part of nature. 

The simple process of splitting, quarter-
ing, and shaping a spoon can feel brutish. 
Sometimes it can feel as if I am not work-
ing with the wood, but against it. This is 
a good lesson for the culture I grew up 
in, where the dominant narrative is of 
bending nature to our will, rather than 
following the grain. Sometimes I push too 
hard, move to too fast, or hew too far, 
spoiling my plans or even slicing myself. 
As Barnaby Carder, a woodworker credit-
ed with helping re-envigor spoon carving 
traditions in Britain says, “the process of 
making spoons involves embracing chaos 
and the fact that you don’t have complete 
control over some things.”  As I grow, I 
hope to be guided by the wood more and 
more, listening and watching intently, in 
partnership with trees. Because ultimate-
ly, we can do nothing without the plants 
around us. 
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Winter
Jay Jaworski

Like fools we waited
for Spring as if
there would not be
two more months of
slipping and thudding
on icy pavement.

April is filled with
jazz and love and
blossoms in Paris
not the bleak alienation
of Winter in Seattle.

At least there’s vodka
and gin, acceptable on
the keto diet and plenty
of human beings to
listen to. Their eyes

are like stars or flowers
when they speak the
double-helixed story
of their wild days.

W YATT HERSEY
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Sustenance
Camp Cookies by Beth Altman

Makes 25 cookies

1 cup flour
½ teaspoon baking powder
¼ teaspoon baking soda
¼ teaspoon salt
4 ounces (1 stick) unsalted butter, room 
temperature
⅔ cup dark brown sugar, packed
⅔ cup white sugar
1 egg
1 teaspoon vanilla extract
1 tablespoon molasses
1 cup oatmeal (preferably not quick-cook oats)
1 cup dark chocolate chips or chunks
½ cup sweetened shredded coconut, packed
½ cup sliced almonds
12 dried apricots, diced
Sea salt

Preheat oven to 350F. Line several baking 
sheets with parchment or silicone mats. 

In a medium bowl, combine flour, baking soda, 
baking powder, and salt and stir to combine. 
Set aside.  

Cream the butter and sugars together in a 
stand mixer or in a large bowl with electric 
beaters until light and fluffy (about 3-5 
minutes). Add egg, vanilla and molasses and 
beat until well-combined. Add the flour 
mixture and mix on low until just combined. 
Stir in the oats, chocolate, coconut, almonds, 
and apricots. Make sure to scrape the sides 
and bottom of the bowl when mixing to evenly 
incorporate them into the cookie dough.

Form the dough into balls roughly the size of 
2-3 tablespoons or use a #30 ice cream scoop. 
Place on prepared cookie sheets about 3” apart. 
Sprinkle the tops of each cookie with a little 
sea salt.

Bake the cookies in the middle of the oven 
for 12-14 minutes or until they are a medium 
honey-brown color. The sides of the cookies 
should be firm to the touch. Turn the cookie 
sheets at the halfway mark to ensure even 
browning. Be careful not to overbake. 

Transfer sheets to a wire rack to cool. Let stand 
for 10-15 minutes, then transfer the cookies to 
the wire racks to cool completely. Store in an 
airtight container for up to a week. 

I call these Camp Cookies, partly because I like alliteration, but mostly because of the 
memories I have eating trail mix as a kid. Anytime my family hiked, camped or I went on 
field trips with my school, my mom would pack some up. I savored the combination of the 
sweet and salty, the chewy and crunchy. This cookie brings it all together in one little easily 
transportable package ready for all your adventures. 
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Contributors
Brendan is an educator, artist, writer, and 
naturalist. He’s an obsessive creative who 
is never lacking in outlets. He appreciates 
being in places near and far, with a goal of 
deeper engagement in life. 

Travis is a designer and illustrator based in 
Seattle. He loves drawing, beer, and his dog, 
Ñato.  He specializes in editorial illustration, 
check him out at http://tjaworski.com/.

Simone Lupson-Cook is a biologist, 
falconer, and overall bird aficionado living 
in Washington State. A graduate of the 
Evergreen State College, she is fascinated 
by all aspects of the natural world. In 
addition to flying her raptors, she enjoys 
photography, writing, hiking, and gardening.

Steve Bylsma is a northwest based illustrator 
and designer who focuses on creating media 
that is primarily rooted in depicting the 
natural world.

Seamus Sweeney is a psychiatrist working 
in Kilkenny, Ireland. He won the 2010 Molly 
Keane Short Story Prize and has been 
published in the Times Literary Supplement, 
the Guardian, the Spectator, the Lancet and 
other publications. 

Christian Leon Guerrero is an artist and 
illustrator based in San Francisco, CA. Born 
and raised in the Bay Area & Los Angeles, 
he earned his Bachelor of Arts degree from 
California College of the Arts.  
http://christianleonguerrero.com/.

Laurel Mundy is a scientific illustrator and 
naturalist with a background studying birds. 
She lives in a tiny home on wheels in Silvana, 
Washington. See more artwork, nature, and 
inside the tiny house life on her Instagram, 
@tinyhousebigwoods

Chris Williams calls the San Francisco 
Bay Area home. He enjoys birding, hiking, 
and kayaking. He is a M.Ed candidate in 
Environmental Education at Western 
Washington University.

Wyatt Hersey is an illustrator, painter, 
and muralist based in Chico, CA. Wyatt 
combines his love of the human / land 
connection with that of contemporary 
illustration and folk art from around the 
world. 

Marissa Bluestein hails from the 
beautiful desert of Albuquerque, New 
Mexico, otherwise known as the Land of 
Enchantment. Marissa earned her M.Ed in 
environmental education from WWU, and 
uses photography to help connect herself 
and others to place.

Zoe Wadkins is a born and raised 
Washingtonian that grew up along the 
shores of the Salish Sea. Having spent most 
of her life in solace with the outdoors, she’s 
often found conveying thought through 
art in the hopes of connecting others more 
intimately with nature.

Beth Altman has been a baker all her life. 
She completed the Specialty Desserts 
& Breads program at Seattle Culinary 
Academy in 2002. Beth currently lives in 
Seattle with her husband Michael.  You can 
follow her latest creations on Instagram @
bethhasbaked.

Jay Jaworski appears to be an ogre.  Yet he 
is human.  He puts his trousers on one leg 
at a time just like you who are now reading 
this.  Occasionally, after his trousers are on, 
he writes a poem.
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ZOE WADKINS

An actual field journal: Zoe Wadkin’s depiction of a 
day in the field, atop craggy Chelan Ridge, learning 
about the natural history of birds of prey
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