The Arc of Appalachia Preserve System
2020-2021 - Our 25th Anniversary Edition
STORIES OF THE LAND
A S H C AV E E A S T E R N R E S E R V E
PHOTO BY KATHRYN CUBERT

25 Y ea rs o f C el eb rat ing Nature & A rt

“Dabewagendan.” This image provided courtesy of the Tory Folliard Gallery in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

Storyteller from the North Woods - Tom Uttech
It is an immense honor to share the genius of Tom Uttech’s nature-inspired art in this 25th Anniversary Arc of
Appalachia issue. Tom hails from Wisconsin, the North Woods serving as his inspiration and artistic canvas. More
than any painter we’ve ever admired, Tom communicates the splendor of nature’s biodiversity and invites his viewers
to contemplate its complexity. His work is a transparent plea for protection. “I live at a time when everything we’ve
worked to protect during my lifetime is now at risk.” Tom knows that presenting photos of pollution will not achieve
the desired change. His hope is that his works of benediction will. “The best response to my paintings would be for you
to go straight to the wildest piece of land you can find, sit down to let it wash over you, and let it tell you its secrets.”
In the end, Tom knows that we protect what we love.
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25 Years o f W ildlands St ewards hip
Dearest Friends,
Welcome to the 25th Anniversary issue of the Arc of Appalachia’s annual news magazine.
Wow. I can’t believe it’s been 25 years since I stood on the edge of the Rocky Fork Gorge at the
7 Caves parking lot and heard the words in my heart, “Somebody’s got to save this place!” Now,
all these years later, the Arc is nearly 7000 acres in size and spans over 20 preserve regions. This
accomplishment represents 123 separate land acquisitions, together totaling over 20 million dollars in
value. Today that nudge that “somebody needs to do something” has been answered by thousands
of households who have driven our land preservation efforts forward over the decades.
2020 has been a year of unexpected developments. Like everyone else, I was upended by the
news of the Coronavirus shutdown in Ohio last March. Following the initial shockwave, it took me
considerable time to integrate what the disease might mean for our country, our world, and the Arc.
While reeling from my sudden inability to predict the future, I nevertheless dutifully responded
to the crisis. I closed our lodges and museums, reluctantly laid off part-time staff, canceled a slew
of education events, and took down web pages and Facebook postings. I felt numb and heartsick.
In just two days I essentially undid hundreds of hours of staff labor, while watching most of our
self-generated income streams evaporate into thin air. It was ironic to me that on the heels of
experiencing the strongest year in the Arc of Appalachia’s history, I was suddenly worrying about
meeting payroll, if not immediately, at least in the long term. Outwardly, I tried to be strong, but
inwardly, my mind thrashed and churned as I sought a new inner compass.
I am happy to report that, seven months later, my fears proved entirely unfounded. The same
magic that supported the Arc for the last 25 years, continued unabated, right on through the
pandemic. Far from being the beginning of the end, the pace of our wildlands protection endeavors
only increased - dramatically so.
As it turned out, the Arc closed on an astonishing 15 properties this year, setting a new record
for the Arc. Many of the properties you already know about but some we have yet to share.
We think it is fitting that we are not only focusing this year’s campaign on sizable 2021 land
acquisition pursuits, but also on building up our “Stewardship Forever Fund.” This year you will
see an option on the donation form, which, if circled, will put 50% of your donation into our
endowment fund at the Columbus Foundation. We’ll be talking more about this invitation in the
“Arc Stewardship Report” article.
This issue is a special collection of stories - of lands saved, of heroes and heroines, of unexpected
connections and twists of plot. In other words, these are stories worth the telling. Enjoy!
On behalf of beauty, balance & biodiversity,

Arc of Appalachia Director
Arc Board Members: Jean Farkas, Rick Perkins, Dave Todt, Martha Fikes, Jim Silver, Marilyn Welker, Michael Rigsby, Mark
Hoberecht, Brian Blair, Hazel Morrow-Jones; Arc Board Advisors: John Jaeger, Paul Knoop; Arc Full-time Staff: Nancy Stranahan,
Andrea Jaeger, Brit Wood, Kayla Rankin, Tim Pohlar, Ethan King, Beth Jenkins; Arc Part-time Staff: Diana Sells, Tammy Peach,
Kristy Hilliard; Serpent Mound Part-time Staff: Dale Mendenhall, Jay Melrose, Kim Baker, Skyler McCray
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Storytelling in the Year of Corona
By Nancy Stranahan, Director, Arc of Appalachia

Humanity has been storytelling for thousands of
years, as long as we’ve had spoken language. The long,
dark nights were often frightening for us. The voices of
our storytellers - listened to in the dark over the embers
of the campfire - were stirring, comforting, and inspiring.
They connected us with our tribe. They distracted us when
our bellies were empty. Orally presented stories offered
guidance, encouraged strength and virtue, and gave our
lives meaning. For tens of thousands of years, we’ve been
telling our stories - from the bushman in southern Africa,
telling stories of men and lions under the Southern Cross,
their words filled with rich clicks, to the Eskimos of North
America, relaying stories of women and seals under the
dancing of northern lights, their voices muffled by fur and
frozen lips.

I confess that when I finally clear my desk every
September to write and edit our annual year-end magazine,
I don’t know exactly what will emerge. Each year the
magazine reveals a new dimension of our work, seemingly
with a life and direction of its own. I often am not privy to
the unifying theme that is placed on the front cover until
all the articles magically come together. Sometimes I don’t
figure it out until a few days before the magazine goes to
press, which admittedly makes me a bit anxious!
As I write, I am just now putting on those last finishing
touches. Because it is our 25th Anniversary, which is a
notable milestone, I am as curious as you, probably more
so, what this particular year has to say for itself. As I
reviewed the contributions and articles that have arrived
from a dozen or more participating interviewees, authors
and artists, I was astonished at what emerged.

In the year of Corona, modern people have turned
to podcasts with new enthusiasm. Funny that we are so
often choosing audio over videos and movies, but it is in
our genes to seek a comforting voice in the darkness of our
own times. We want a warm human voice to remind us of
our connections, to demonstrate what strength and virtue
look like; we want tales of modern day heroes and heroines.

First of all, there is no denying the impact of Coronavirus.
Each and every one of these articles is embedded in the
larger framework of the disease because there is simply no
way for any of us to escape it.
Secondly, the stories that came forth are more about
people than in the past - more about people saving the
land, people expressing their values, and people acting in
synchronicity - even when they didn’t know it.

And so, in retrospect, it is no wonder our stories in this
issue are so much about people. There is a lot at stake right
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now. The earth’s future depends on our species making a
shift, lifting our voices, and finding our courage. The stories
of the people in this magazine are a microcosm of what’s
going on all over the world, hundreds of thousands of
people choosing to serve something bigger than themselves,
so many heroes who are mostly unsung. May the stories
within this magazine serve as your personal inspiration.

appears to be embedded in one breathtakingly beautiful,
disembodied intelligence, of which our encased brain is but
a dim and imperfect reflection. Imagine our own brain,
but much more brilliant, turned inside out and occupying
the entire world and the universe outside us. That’s more
like the truth of it. Who says that intelligence is limited to
neurons? Who says that intelligence in its purest form is
even physical?

One of the articles is called “Mychorrhizae - Nature’s
Commodity Brokers.” It’s a story about the complex
cooperative arrangements among multiple species of
trees and fungi. The more we study fungi, the more the
defined boundaries of trees in the forest begin to dissolve
and something approaching oneness emerges. Healthy
undisturbed soils are laced with living tapestries of fungal
communication networks. Nature, we are finding, is as
much about collaboration as it is about the survival of the
fittest. The stories emerging from our forests are the new
myths that will shape our future, impacting how we sculpt
our own communities, governments, and economies.

In such a wisdom-drenched world, it is hard to find
exceptions, except, of course, our own species - the great
wayward biological experiment in free will. If you accept
the universal intelligence precept, how could we not accept
an underlying purpose behind it all?
If so, then what is the purpose of the Coronavirus
experience? What can we learn from the disease that will
make us better people and stronger nations – in possession
of more wisdom, charity, and character - when we come
out on the other side?
If we look superficially at the year of Corona, at first
we see nothing but devastation: lives lost, jobs lost, tens of
thousands of closures of businesses and nonprofits, diminished
opportunity for young adults to connect and explore
life-affirming relationships, less civility, heightened social
polarization, distrust of media, distrust of science, isolation
of the elderly and many other vulnerable populations, loss
of health insurance, diminished educational opportunities,
proliferation of misinformation, a toxic loss of physical
contact, confusing leadership, and a loss of confidence in
our ability to discern and expound truth.

I think this era of the Coronavirus has important stories
to tell us. What might we learn from the pandemic besides
how to control the contagion? Call me crazy if you want,
but I’ve always been convinced of the universality of
intelligence. Intelligence, and its sister qualities - balance and
complexity - abound in cells, organs, plant forms, animal
bodies, and the instincts that guide every living thing from
slugs to sea otters; water bears to grizzlies. Even viruses.
If you study nature with unbiased objectivity, there is
no way you can convince yourself that the human brain is
the supreme vehicle of intelligence on earth. All of nature
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income and security. It has invaded the bodies of rich and
poor alike, revealing the inequitable distribution of nutrition,
environmental stresses, and healthcare. It has exposed our
longing for others, as well as our secret aversions to dealing
with each other. It has given us more time to meditate,
read, and muse than ever before. In our imposed isolation,
it has put our addictions right in our face, allowing us to
name and overcome them, or succumb..
With our attention turned away from so many outlets
of public entertainment, such as dining, public performances,
and sports, we have spent more time watching the news of
our nation and world. Against this backdrop, the “#MeToo”
and “Black Lives Matter” movements have come into sharp
relief, revealing pain that has been festering for a long, long
time. Watching the news, it seems like our world is falling
apart faster than ever before, but it is equally true that
we’re getting better at recognizing what’s wrong about it.
The disease is here to prod us. It is the perfect event at
the perfect time. She is teacher, fire, and anvil, here to forge a
better version of ourselves. Like many other good teachers, she
teaches what is valuable by taking things away.
I believe we are being invited to extend our compassion
to all other human beings – regardless of their age, race,
religion, culture, lifestyle, political leanings, wealth, and
gender - and then, to not stop there, but to extend that
compassion right across the great species divide, embracing
everything from springtails to tree frogs, leaf hoppers to
mushrooms. I believe we are being asked to re-evaluate
what is really important in our lives, and slough off what is
unnecessary and stagnant. Coronavirus is trying to teach us
that cooperation is the best way to solve a problem, while
going solo is the surest way to fail.

In response to Coronavirus, our staff members worked
remotely and mostly solo. Here Tim Pohlar, Land Stewardship
Manager, takes a break in his field work to attend a Zoomhosted board meeting.

But it is also apparent that Coronavirus is bearing
gifts. The disease is the genie out of the bottle who, when
we each said, “All I want is more time,” went and gave
it to us. The virus has stopped us on our treadmills long
enough to let us question whether we want to get back on.
It has broken the deep grooves of our habituated routines.
It has sent us out into the spacious out-of-doors, to picnic
tables, nature trails, and vegetable gardens. It has given us
a chance to see how we might live, day by day, with less

Lastly, I think the Coronavirus is inviting us to “get real,”
that is, to face the suffering of our times without numbing
ourselves with pills and entertainment, or telling ourselves
comforting lies. Pain is a call to action. If an artery is cut, a
healthy person immediately attends to the life-threatening
wound. If people, animals, waterways, and ecosystems are
suffering, they require the same immediate attention.
To heal, we have to find the courage to face the pain
of reality. This is perhaps the hardest thing we Americans
have to learn, because in our culture, we are taught to
avoid pain and its little sister, discomfort, at all costs. What
if every pain in our lives and in other’s was viewed as
a bleeding artery, an urgent call for help? What if the
founding declaration of our country that guarantees “our
inalienable right to pursue happiness,” was rewritten to
say “our inalienable right to pursue a life of dignity and
meaning?” America has taken the experiment of pursuing
materialism and happiness about as far as it can go.

Tim and Miriam Pohlar’s children, Quinn (left) and Rose
(right) turn pawpaw leaves into imagined safety masks as
they played in the woods at Rock Run while Dad worked on
building the new trail at the Arc preserve site.

When we acknowledge our unity with all life, our
concern naturally extends to anyone and anything that is
suffering: people dying of COVID-19, or hungry in Africa,
or without homes in refugee camps. That is our pain. Dying
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The Appalachian Forest Museum and office, usually the bustling central beehive of our organization, was temporarily vacated
this year due to COVID. Kayla Rankin worked out of her house with her one year old son, Lucas, by her side. She only
occasionally stopped at the office to obtain supplies, office equipment, and better internet. The above photo was taken of a“day
at the office,” and all that visit entailed. I think every young mother can relate to the photo above as she unpacked her car!

oceans, melting glaciers, extinction of our brother and sister
species, and vanishing forests. That is our pain too, and the
pain is too excruciating to bear unless we actively are doing
something about it. How much pain do we have to endure
before we are willing to let our Coronavirus experiences
inspire change, so that those who have died from the
disease will not have died in vain?

In 1967 we saw our first photo of planet earth taken
from outer space; that small “pale blue dot.” The images
transformed our world view from provincial to planetary.
In a millisecond of understanding, many viewers recognized
the fact that our planet is both beautiful and vulnerable.
We DO live on a tiny island in the black sea of space, and
it is the only home we have. The images had everything
to do with the founding of the environmental movement
in the last third of the 20th century. But the images also
unleashed a counterforce that railed against the acceptance
of these truths, a death-affirming force that is still well and
alive today. Let us hope the Corona experience will cause
more world citizens to acknowledge oneness is not a mere
concept, but a true and necessary motivation for action.

Our situation is straightforward: gaining unity
consciousness across our planet is now a requirement if the
earth, as we know it, is going to survive. If we haven’t already
gained this awareness through the miracles of rainbows,
snowflakes, and stars; through the innocence of an infant
in our arms; through the majesty of a towering forest, then
we will be given yet another chance - this time through the
mysteries of pain, suffering, and death as offered to us by
the Coronavirus. Pain is a good teacher. Sometimes it’s the
only thing that works. If we don’t learn this lesson now, the
next teacher will be even more demanding.

Nature is not something “out there” that we either like
or don’t, like an optional hobby of some sort. Nature is
simply another word for LIFE. Nature, at any one location,
is either beautiful, balanced, and complex, or nature is

All of our solutions to our ecological and cultural crises
will arise from the simple recognition that all life - in all
of its forms - is stuck in the same lifeboat and we better
start paddling hard. Denying that the earth has limitations is
deadly. We have already destroyed much of its capacity to
support life by putting our misdirected faith in earth’s infinite
abundance. Compassion, courage, strength of character,
integrity, love... these are the things that are unlimited, not
soil, sun, food, oil, metal and water. If we overuse what the
earth can sustainably produce, her carrying capacity will
decrease while our human population is still growing. The
consequences of making such discussion topics taboo is a
disaster already well in the making.
How will history reveal we responded to Corona?
Will we hunker down in denial and become even more
suspicious, selfish, blaming, fearful, and delusional than
before? Or will we let the disease take us to the anvil, using
the heat to pound us into something better?

Volunteer Julie S., from Columbus, spent many hours restoring
Barrett’s Farmhouse with her sewing machine. She also surprised
our staff with colorful handmade safety masks. Photo by Julie.
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Nancy Stranahan, Arc Director, harvesting King Stropharia mushrooms in her backyard at Ridgeview Farm.

resemblance to the sun, idealizing a leader who, in the best
of times, was also a shining, wise, and enlightened being.

ill. Separating ourselves from Life is not an option. We
either step into the collective circle of Life and heal what is
sickened, serving as stewards, or we continue our delusion
that we are separate, in which case we will take many of
earth’s life forms down with us when we fall.

One way or the other, we shall continue the story we
have begun together, all 8 billion of us. If we are bold and
courageous enough, maybe more of us will learn from the
Corona teachings how to earn the right to wear the golden
crown. Maybe, if we have the courage to meet truth and
pain head on, our next chapter will prove to be one of the
greatest stories ever written. I invite you to be a co-author.

The Arc of Appalachia’s work is in alignment with
Life’s teachings. Our mission is to preserve the beauty,
balance, and biodiversity of all life in our corner of the
world, trusting others are doing this good work elsewhere.
Setting aside sanctuaries for natural communities is not the
only thing we need to be doing to save the world, but it
definitely belongs among our top priorities.

In closing, there is one last thing I need to do before
delivering this magazine to the printers - to scroll back to
the front cover and type these simple words, Stories of the

Land. May such stories serve.

It is impossible for a person to value, honor and celebrate
biodiversity unless that person is aware of the underlying
unity of life. It is the recognition of unity that elicits wonder,
awe and delight whenever we a see a new bird, flower,
or moth. Recognizing unity is love. Once a person senses
unity, he or she never gets enough of biodiversity because
the desire to extend love to new life forms is insatiable.
This is the commonality among the diversity of people who
support the Arc’s mission. We love people, animals, and
plants. We love ALL life in ALL of its splendid diversity.
They are truly our brothers and sisters. They are kin.

The business of stories is not enchantment.
The business of stories is not escape.
The business of stories is waking up.
Bad storytellers make spells.
Great storytellers break them.
~Martin Shaw, the Wild Twin

In Latin, corona means crown, the virus so named for
its spiky exterior that looks a bit like the spikes of a king’s
crown or the points of light on the head of the Statue of
Liberty. The sun has a corona, too, referring to its luminous
aura, radiating into space far beyond its fiery central
sphere. In early times, kings were crowned to suggest their
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The Hopeton River Corridor Acquisition protects a 1.5 mile flight corridor on the east side of the Scioto River near
Chillicothe, serving tens of thousands of birds migrating north each spring. Some, like this Blackburnian Warbler,
fly through Ohio from the mountain forests of South America’s Andes all the way to Canada, and then back again
in the fall. Having places to land and feed en route are critical for a successful journey.

arc of appalachia
land acquisition report
2020 - 2021
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2019 LAND ACQUISITIONS
524 acres - Total Value (w/grants): $2,373,386

COMPLETED: Red Rock Bluffs near Old Man’s Cave
A ridgetop protecting the headwaters of THREE pristine
Creek through adjacent State Forest land. Photo of two

COMPLETED: Trillium Hollow at
Rock Run Preserve - 93 acres

COMPLETED: Lewis Gorge at Paint Creek
Reservoir north of the Sanctuary- 233 acres

Trillium Run is one of the deepest and most
rapidly descending valleys in Rock Run. This was
the last puzzle piece we needed to be able to
design a new loop trail at the preserve. Photo by
Jon Srofe of Kentucky hills on the Ohio River.

A half mile long narrow karst gorge with clear
streams & spectacular wildflower displays.
Photo by Lewis Ulman, trailsidephoto.com
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Nine Tracts Total, Six in the Sanctuary
Total Arc Size at Campaign End: 6907 acres

See next page map for HNS acquisitions.

COMPLETED: God’s Country Expansion
at the Highlands Nature Sanctuary AND
the Old Mill House - 80.5 acres
God’s Country embraces the upper reaches
of the Rocky Fork Gorge immediately below
the dam at Rocky Fork Lake State Park. God’s
Country protects over a mile of creek corridor
on the Rocky Fork. A new public trail is in the
planning stages and is partially installed.

in Hocking Hills - 40 acres
rock-bordered streams that rapidly drop to Queer
of the tributaries, just downstream of the Bluffs.

COMPLETED: Rockbow at the Sanctuary
on the Rocky Fork Gorge - 5 acres
Saving a new section of the Rocky Fork Gorge on
Browning Road in the heart of the Sanctuary.

COMPLETED: Donation by Karen Arnett
of Nightsong- .5 acres. Located on Cedar Run

- across from Elders’ Landing on Browning Road,
the Sanctuary’s canoe and kayak access point.

COMPLETED: Otter Banks, 1/2 mile
on the Rocky Fork Gorge - 66 acres

COMPLETED: Old Homestead at
Maude’s Cedar Narrows Trailhead - 5 acres

Spectacular wildflower showcases! First tract
ever acquired in the central heartland of the
Sanctuary. This project was also our first
acquisition partnership with local Mennonite
farmers. Photo by Brian Prose.

Located across Skeen Road from the Maude’s
Cedar Narrows Trailhead. An old frame home in
poor condition currently being dismantled.

11

Hiking Guide
to the
Highlands Nature
Sanctuary
Acres: 3050; 68 acquisitions
Of the Arc’s 22 preserves, the Sanctuary is
the oldest and the largest. Its central feature
is the Rocky Fork Gorge, renowned for its
steep canyon walls, wildflower showcases,
springs, grottos and rare botanical treasures.

Hours: Trails are open to the public all
year round from sunrise to sunset, EXCEPT
for the Appalachian Forest Museum and
its three trails, which are normally open
seasonally from April 1 - Oct 31, 9:30 am 4:30 pm, and closed in the winter. NOTE:
Sanctuary parking lots and trails are not
cleared of ice nor snow in the winter.
Nature Preserve regulations apply,

including staying on-trail at all times, and no
collecting nor disturbing any plant, animal
or minerals. Please see website for complete
trail regulations.

Safety Warning: Most of the Sanctuary
trails are narrow, often not level, and traverse
potentially dangerous cliff country. Other
standard outdoor perils exist, such as ticks, poison
ivy and treacherous footing in the winter. Visitors
hike at their own risk. Children must be kept
close at hand for safety reasons. Youths 18 or
younger may not hike without a guardian. The
Arc website provides directions to the trailheads,
and describes each trail and its level of difficulty.
About Dog Friends: Because the Sanctuary

is a world-class destination for wildflowers that
grow immediately bordering the trails, dogs
are not permitted on Sanctuary trails except at
Crow Point and Ridgeview Farm, where dogs
may accompany guests when kept on a six foot
leash. Other dog friendly destinations include
Fort Hill, also managed by the Arc.
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Directions. 7660 Cave Road, Bainbridge, OH 45612. The Museum is located one mile south

h of US-50 on Cave Road, 4 miles west of Bainbridge, 16 miles east of Hillsboro, in Highland & Ross Counties.
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2020-2021 LAND PURSUITS
EIGHT PROPERTIES TOTAL: 5 Acquisitions and 3 Donations

457 acres Pursued - Value (w/grants): $1,875,983
Total Arc Acquisitions when complete: 7364 acres
Kamama Prairie Expansion 			
Ohio River Bluffs Expansion 			
Scioto River Corridor at Hopeton			
Rock Run Expansion					
Ash Cave Eastern Reserve				
Cabins at Wood Thrush Cove		
Tobacco Barn Hollow Expansion			
Canebrake Ridge at Tobacco Barn Hollow
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50

93 acres
20 acres
40 acres
23 acres
108 acres
6 acres
161 acres
7 acres

$214,528
$58,000
$120,000
$34,500
$435,000
$345,000
$460,000
$219,000
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KAMAMA PRAIRIE
Parcels in gold
represent our
parcel acquisitions
to date

Parcels in orange
illustrate new
additions

# 1 D o u b l i n g t h e S i z e o f Ka m a m a P ra i r i e
93-acre addition valued at $214,528; expanding the preser ve to 186 acres
Kamama Prairie’s habitat - technically known
as an alkaline shortgrass prairie - is stunningly high
in plant, reptile, and insect diversity. An astonishing
511 species of plants are reported in the preserve.
When the Arc purchased Kamama Prairie’s first tract back
in 2004, the 78-acre preserve boasted 43 state-listed rare
and endangered plant species, more than the rest of the
Arc combined. Since that time, many of those species
have fallen off of the endangered list, due to increased
inventorying and conservation efforts in this singular region
of Adams County.

Nevertheless Kamama lays extraordinary claim to
35% of the state-listed species recorded in the Arc’s
7000 acres of preserves. “Kamama” is Cherokee for
butterfly. The site is aptly named as it boasts a spectacular
diversity of Lepidoptera.
Expanding the size of Kamama Prairie is the single
most important conservation practice that we can do to
protect and stabilize the critical core of its biodiversity. The
Kamama East tract is the fourth property to be added to
the preserve in sixteen years, doubling its size. Kamama
East shelters a healthy, intact oak-hickory forest growing
on thin dolomite soils with a marked prairie influence in the
forest understory. Scattered throughout the woodlands are
cedar glades and prairie openings. Kamama East is partially
funded with awarded Clean Ohio grant monies.
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The state endangered “Unexpected Cycnia Moth,” Cycnia
inopinatus, is recorded at Kamama. It is rare throughout its
range. Photo by Dave Kuehner.
The state-threatened “Pink-Streak Moth” (on map), Dargi-

da rubripennis; Photo by Andy Reago & Chrissy McClarren, CC BY 2.0
<https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/2.0>, via Wikimedia Commons

Kamama Prairie in July. This relatively small preserve has 55% of the 135 butterfly species recorded in Ohio, and an immense
diversity of moth species. Photo by John Howard.

Northern Metalmark is one of Kamama’s signature butterflies.
It occurs only in small isolated Eastern U.S. populations and is
imperiled throughout its range. Photo by John Howard.

Above, One of Two New-to-Science Moth Species found at
Kamama! The caterpillar was first discovered by John Howard
feeding on scurf pea plants at Kamama. More discoveries
followed in other states, but the adults remained elusive until
John found this handsome adult at Kamama. His photo is
above. The moth belongs to the genus Schinia; the species is
yet to be named. Caterpillar photo by Dave Kuehner.

Edward’s Hairstreak is another “holy grail” of Kamama’s
resident butterflies, where it persists in stable populations.
Their caterpillars are protected and nursed by specialized ant
colonies. Photo by John Howard.
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# 2 Ginger Road Addition to Ohio River Bluffs
2 0 -ac r e a d d it io n va l u e d a t $ 58 ,000; new preser ve t o ta l: 3 00 a c res
If Barrett’s Rim is the floral jewel of the Rocky Fork
Gorge, then Ohio River Bluffs is surely the crowning gem
of the entire Arc of Appalachia Preserve System. Nowhere
else in the Arc is there such unrestrained wildflower
exuberance. From the base of the bluffs facing the Ohio
River, all the way to the top of the ridgetop, are solid tiers of
wildflowers - wild hyacinths, bluebells, toadshade trilliums,
and dwarf larkspurs, just to name a few.
When we heard there was a tract for sale adjacent
to the Ohio River Bluffs Preserve earlier this year, we
simply couldn’t pass up the opportunity to try to buy it. This
acquisition takes us to the ridgetop on Ginger Ridge Road,
providing significantly more protection for the Bradford Run
watershed. We’ve come a long way at the Bluffs from our
first 62 acre purchase back in 2005! Ohio River Bluffs is
arguably the most stunning of all the Arc preserves and it
has more to boast than just wildflowers, which the gallery
on the next page reveals.
Arc staff members, Tim and Ethan, and volunteers
have been working hard all year on cutting a trail system at
Ohio River Bluffs that originates on Gilkison Hollow Road, a
road that is literally lined with carpets of Blue-eyed Mary’s
in the spring (see photo right by Tim). The completion of
this trail, hopefully in 2021, will be a significant contribution
to the hiking trail offerings in Ohio.
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The sweet rollicking chorus of the rose breasted grosbeak is one of the signature songs of Ohio River Bluffs in the spring.

Rick Gardner, ODNR Chief Botanist, standing at the base of
the magnificent trees at the Boone Tract of the Ohio River
Bluffs Preserve, donated to the Arc by the Boone sisters.

Yellow Buckeyes, a buckeye inhabiting the coves of the
Appalachian Mountains, is at home on the steep slopes of
the preserve’s bluffs, nearing the western extent of its range.
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#3 DONATION: Scioto River Corridor
Connecting Two Earthworks in Chillicothe; 40 acres; value: $120,000
The greatest wealth protected by the new preserve is
what lies beneath the surface. The Scioto River is a major
water feature in Ohio. Dissecting the middle of our state and
ending at its confluence at Portsmouth after a run of 231
miles, it includes the longest reach of unimpounded water
in the state (129 miles). Serving as the major artery for
Ohio’s central farmlands and the dense population centers
of Columbus, Chillicothe and Circleville, it is estimated that
the Scioto River was severely polluted for at least 150 years.

Hopeton Earthworks
Early Depiction

Even as long ago as 1897, the Scioto was so polluted
downstream of Columbus that investigators could only
document a few species of fish. The matters only worsened
over time, peaking in the 1960’s.

The Arc of Appalachia has been the recipient of a
generous donation of a 39-acre tract of land by Shelly
Materials and its subsidiary, Chillicothe Sand and Gravel.
The gift is composed of 1.5 miles of riparian forest corridor
on the Scioto River, located just north of Chillicothe.

Since that 1970’s, however, the recovery of the Scioto
has been nothing short of phenomenal, largely to the
credit of the Clean Water Act of 1972 and other water
protection regulations that followed. With EPA receiving so
much criticism lately, it is important to note that although
it is expensive for cities and businesses to meet compliance
standards of environmental laws, the laws work. They
really work.

The property serves to connect two National Park
earthwork sites: Mound City Group on the west side of the
Scioto and Hopeton Earthworks on the east. The tract is
covered with riparian floodplain forest, sheltering trees up
to 50-60 years old. Bird migration along the Scioto corridor
is a major natural spectacle in the spring and autumn.
These are times when the sycamores, box elders and silver
maples rustle with mixed-species flocks of warblers, vireos,
and other migrating birds. The Arc intends to turn over
management of this site to Hopewell Culture National
Historical Park, who have longterm plans for a hiking trail.

Today the Scioto River is no longer crested with foam
as it was 50 years ago. Instead, the Scioto River today
supports one of the richest fish assemblages of any river in
Ohio, currently estimated at 108 species.
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Tippecanoe Darter. This gorgeous gem of a darter is the
smallest known darter, averaging only 1.3 inches long.
Darters are endemic to North America, and thankfully, the
Tippecanoe is making a comeback on its big river home
in the Scioto and Ohio Rivers, as evidenced by the orange
dots in the map below. Tippecanoes have been found just
south of Hopeton, and are protected by this new preserve.

Ouachita Map Turtle. This small section of the Scioto
River in the Hopeton region is the only place in Ohio that
this turtle species can be found. It is listed in Ohio as a
species of concern. Source: Cougar Hunta Map: Lokal Profil - Own

Source: www.researchgate.net/figure/Distribution-of-Tippecanoe-Darter-inthe-upper-Ohio-River-system-in-Ohio-and-Pennsylvania_fig2_318093055

work, CC BY-SA 3.0

Range Map
of the
Ouachita Map
Turtle

The Scioto River and its tributary Paint Creek (to which
the Sanctuary’s Rocky Fork Creek feeds)was once so rich
in wildlife that it was able to nourish the great mound
building cultures of Ohio. Of the 36 large complexes of
symmetrical walls, mounds, and walled promenades built
by the Hopewell Culture, roughly 2000 years ago, the vast
majority of them were erected on the banks of Paint Creek
and the Scioto. That wasn’t an accident. Both Hopeton and
Mound City Group Earthworks are part of the submission
expected to receive World Heritage designation. This new
preserve will help buffer two world-significant sites!
Rare species in the Hopeton section of the Scioto include
the endangered Fawnsfoot mussel, Fanshell mussel, and
River Redhorse (a fish species).
The lower Scioto, south of Circleville, is a conservation
priority still waiting to happen. Because the large flat
floodplain’s soils of the Scioto, are so rich, nearly 100% of
the floodplain is treeless, its natural communities vanished.
Thus, even the narrow forest corridor of this recent gift is
an important landmark for returning riparian forest to the
Great Scioto River, and helping to bring back at least a
fraction of the bounty of wildlife that has historically been
the Scioto River’s legacy.

13-lined Ground Squirrel. The earthworks, golf courses, and
mowed penitentiary lands in the Chillicothe region are one
of the last holdouts for this mid-western prairie rodent. Like
a little prairie dog, the little one in the photo above is dutifully
standing guard. He will alarm his brethren if there is a reason
for them to run to the cover of their burrows.
Source: Jim McCormac, https://jimmccormac.blogspot.com/2009/04/thirteenlined-ground-squirrel.html
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# 4 O l d T ra m R o a d A d d i t i o n t o R o c k Ru n
23-acre addition valued at $34,500; expanding the preser ve to 803 acres
Rock Run is truly a wilderness preserve. Surrounded
by 64,000 acres of Shawnee State Forest, it is part of
one of the largest near-contiguous blocks of forest in the
state, the equivalent of 100 square miles. Rock Run and
Shawnee State Forest are an epicenter for plant diversity,
a stronghold for neo-tropical breeding birds, and one of the
last refuges for endangered timber rattlesnakes.
In the dawn of the year 2020, Arc staff and board
members assessed that the protection of the immediate
watershed of Rock Run was essentially complete. Since
2004, the Arc has purchased nine properties totaling 780
acres in the watershed. Between our organization’s holdings
and those of Shawnee State Forest, 98% of Rock Run’s
watershed was at that time in conservation holders’ hands.
How many watersheds in our country or state can boast
such a claim? Few indeed! It was a satisfying achievement
for the Arc to offer this protection to such an incredibly
pristine stream.
Only two properties in the watershed still remained in
private hands and we figured it could be decades before
either one of them came up for sale. But wouldn’t you
know? One of them came up for sale early in 2020! We
jumped at the chance to put the 23 acre tract on Tram
Road into contract.

The waters of Rock Run are sparkling and pristine - being one
of the most protected creeks in Ohio. Photo by Brian Prose.
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C o m p l e t e d T ra i l a t R oc k Ru n
We are proud to say that the 3.5-mile Red Trillium
loop trail we’ve been working on at Rock Run for two years
is now complete, awaiting only signage. Rock Run’s trail
signage is expected to be in place by spring, but meanwhile
there are good directions to the trailhead on our website.

Top right: Rock Run is an epicenter for amphibian diversity.
Shown, clockwise from top left are marbled salamander,
4-toed, and mud salamander, a state-threatened species.
Photo by Aaron Crank following a monitoring session.
Warning: amphibian collecting in the Arc is prohibited and
regulations are strictly enforced.

What a collaboration among people it has taken to
get here! In the autumn of 2019, a team of young men
and women from Americorps cut three quarters of the
trail up the steep bank facing the Ohio River. Almost the
entire length of this section of trail required benching work,
meaning that the Americorps workers used mattocks to
cut a flat walking surface against the slope. Each foot of
progress required the chiseling out of large quantities of soil
and rocks, which is exhausting work. After they departed,
the remainder of the trail work was accomplished in 2020
by our staff and a number of dedicated volunteers who
came to help us from all over southern Ohio.

addition, their campground host, a volunteer from Dayton,
OH, walks the trail regularly with clippers in hand, letting
our staff know when a tree falls across the trail. All this
community support is very important to us since Rock Run
is almost a 1.5 hour drive away from our headquarters.
Thanks to Sandy Springs Campground’s help, we only visit
the park a few times a season instead of weekly, allowing
us to care for more trails in the Arc of Appalachia Preserve
System than we would be able to handle otherwise. We
hope to expand upon this volunteer model by recruiting
“Trailblazers” for more of our Arc preserves. For more
information on our Trailblazers’ invitation, see our Land
Stewardship Report on page 46.

Across US-52 from the trailhead lies Sandy Springs
Campground. This is a well-maintained campground
accommodating both tents and RVs. The owners have
been generously volunteering their services to mow and
trim the parking lot and trailhead for us all summer. In
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Ash Cave Eastern Reserve has outstanding rock formations bordering East Queer Creek on OH-56. Photo by Kathryn Cubert.

# 5 C O M P L E T E ! As h C av e E as t e r n R es e r v e
thought of two old friends of his who were also Hocking
County residents, and he invited them to join him. And that
was how it happened that Brian Blair and his wife, Susan
Spinelli, joined Kevin on touring the property one Saturday
in July.

Once a tract of wildlands is successfully saved, it is
always poignant to look back over the magical sequence
of events that made the achievement possible. Saving Ash
Cave Eastern Reserve was an incredible story, complete
with lucky twists in plot, tangled spheres of influence, and
fistfuls of magic dust that brought unexpected synchronicity.
Here at the Arc, we usually quickly hear word when
important properties come up for sale, but oddly, this was
not the case for the Ash Cave Eastern Reserve project. The
first person who was alerted to the public listing was Kevin
Carrico, a nature enthusiast who owns land of his own
in Hocking County, not far from Old Man’s Cave. Kevin
has always dreamed of owning a larger tract of land in
the region and so he makes it a habit to keep his eye on
the market. Remarkably, Ash Cave Eastern Reserve had
already been on the market for seven days before Kevin
even noticed the listing. In Hocking Hills, that’s a long time.

All three of them marveled at the rock formations
that lined East Queer Creek on the property’s long road
frontage bordering OH-56. But what was even more
impressive to them was the mature forest that covered the
hillsides, dominated by towering white, black and scarlet
oaks. Almost every tree was 20-24 inches in diameter and
in flawless condition. As an extra attraction, the three large
valleys that dissected the property were filled with ancient,
thick-girthed hemlocks. The timber value of the property
was absolutely staggering. No one could figure out why
the property was being sold before it was logged, when
logging almost always precedes a “for sale” sign.

Kevin received permission to hike the tract that coming
weekend. Since the terrain was too rigorous for his four
year old, his wife, Kosby, offered to stay back to watch
their child. Preferring not to hike alone, Kevin impulsively

The reason, it was discovered, was a small miracle. The
owner of the land was an Amish investor and logger who
had purchased the property with the intention of harvesting
its valuable timber. After it was logged, his plan was to put
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A handsome rock shelter overlooking the creek. Shown is Susan Spinelli. Photo by Nancy Stranahan.

108 acres; Project Value: $435,000
it up for sale as development property. The idea unfolded
slowly because the only way to access the trees was to build
a bridge across East Queer Creek,one big enough to hold
a semi-truck full of logs. The owner proceeded to obtain
engineer drawings for the bridge and eventually submitted
the applications for the proper permits. When he finally
did receive permission to proceed, he discovered that his
childhood farm in Holmes County happened to be coming
up for sale. Suddenly he needed a significant amount of
money and he needed it fast. That is how it came to be
that this particular tract was now for sale with the trees still
standing on it. What we can’t explain, is why no one had
snatched it off the market.
While Kevin was hiking the land he recalled thinking,
“I knew I couldn’t afford this property but it was clear it
needed to be protected by somebody. I have seen how
select cutting changes the ecology and the feel of a forest.
I felt a sense of dread when we left that day when I saw
the ribboned stakes marking the bridge site. It was clear
logging could still happen, and would likely happen, if a
conservation group didn’t get the land first.”

The day of the first hike to Ash Cave Eastern Reserve. A
casual selfie. Kevin Carrico is in foreground, Brian Blair and
Susan Spinelli in the back. Photo provided by Kevin.
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Arc supporters are a lot like
trees in an old-growth forest. We
may look like we stand alone, but
beneath the ground we are invisibly
connected by a mycelial tapestry of
like-minded goals and values. Each
time we are victorious in a land
campaign, that underground network
of communication grows stronger, as
does our confidence for meeting our
next challenge. Each time we succeed,
we expand our capacity. It was as
if the Ash Cave Eastern Reserve
campaign was a test. It rapped on the
door of the networks we’ve cultivated
to date, and challenged, “Are you
strong enough for this?”

I t l o o ks l i k e t h e A r c i s i n
H o c k i n g H i l l s t o s ta y . S h o w n a r e
f o u r a c q u i s i t i o n s i n t h e l as t tw o y ea rs .
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Ash Cave and the larger Hocking Hills region attracts millions of people a year. At Hocking, you can indulge in naturewatching and people-watching at the same time. It’s all good! Photo by Lewis Ulman.

Here’s another piece of magic. Brian Blair was not just
a casual friend of Kevin, he also was an Arc Board Member.
He was pretty sure that there was no way the Arc could
afford this particular property, but he jotted off an email
late Saturday night to Arc Director, Nancy Stranahan,
ending it with the words “If I were to rate this property’s
conservation value from one to ten, I’d give it a ten.”

Nancy had relayed the risks to the Board, “We’ve only
a few weeks to put together an effective campaign, and
we have only a few weeks after that to raise $435,000.
You all know that we’ve never raised that much money
before in such a short span of time. This is a real stretch...”
Arc staff and volunteers jumped into action. The Arc’s
most committed photographers went out to the site to take
pictures that could bring the land’s magic to life. Webpages
describing the property were designed. Lewis Ulman and his
wife, Pat Claeys, volunteered to make a short film describing
the campaign. Digital maps were constructed. A volunteer
from Michigan offered to write and distribute news releases
to Ohio’s major papers. When the email’s “send” button
announcing the campaign to the public was finally pushed,
the property’s closing was only 18 days away.

Nancy opened the email Sunday morning and called
Brian a few hours later from a steep hillside in Pike County,
where she was assessing another potential land acquisition.
“What’s wrong with it, Brian? The price is right. It sits next
to Ash Cave in Hocking Hills State Park. You say the rock
formations are gorgeous, and the timber is mature. But
for some reason it hasn’t sold yet. Soooo there has to be
something wrong with it, so what is it?” Brian answered,
“Nothing. Nancy, there is absolutely nothing wrong with it.”

The outcome surprised even us. Just 17 days the
$435,000 sale price was raised in full. Two days later we
sat at the closing table with cash in hand. This was the first
time in the Arc’s history that we have purchased a tract of
land - at this scale - without the aid of a grant. It was a
landmark victory for our 25th Anniversary year.

Nancy finished up her tour in Pike County, jumped in
the car with her partner, Brent, and drove straight to Hocking
County where they met Brian and Susan. Together the four
of them toured the property. Afterward, Nancy’s head was
swirling. She had seen a lot of forests in her day, and she
knew that the quality of this forest was a rare find. In 25
years, she could forests for sale of this quality only three times.
“Brian,” she said, “we’ve got to somehow buy this.”

We ended up receiving gifts from 660 donors, 56% of
whom were new to the Arc. (Welcome new friends!)Two
unrelated anonymous donors separately donated $75,000
to the campaign, leveraging the campaign forward. Think
of all the people who had to act on their goodwill to make
this achievement possible. So many miracle workers...

The next day she reached out to the Board, and with
their backing, called the realtor and offered the full asking
price of $435,000, without financing contingencies. The
offer was accepted, and the Arc was now inescapably
committed. The contract offered no exit ramp.

Thank you all for loving Hocking Hills, not to death as
they say, but this time “to Life.”
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“Grandma said when you come on something that is good, first thing to do is share it with
whoever you can find; that way, the good spreads out to where no telling it will go.”
~Forrest Carter, The Education of Little Tree

Wanda Saunders Bowersock is shown, photo right, stirring a batch of soap. She developed
her beloved Bed & Breakfast in Hocking Hills in the two historic log cabins, above, called
“Rainbow’s End.” Wanda’s creation, was donated to the Arc of Appalachia early in 2020.
This is Wanda’s story. Cabin Photo by Bonnie Gifford; Wanda & Soap Photo on next page by Dennis Savage.
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# 6 C ab i n s a t W o o d T h ru s h C o v e
D o n a t i o n o f 6 a c res va lued a t $ 3 45 ,000
By Nancy Stranahan, Director, Arc of Appalachia

the day, which you have to admit is pretty cool. And two, it
establishes that Gallia County breeds some incredibly tough
women. One of those was Wanda.

Wanda Saunders was born in 1920 in the Appalachian
foothills of Gallia County, not far from the Ohio River. This
is the same county where Grandma Gatewood was born
and raised in 33 years earlier. I recall Grandma Gatewood
from the Hocking Hills Annual Winter Hikes in the early
1970s when she was in her eighties. Grandma Gatewood
was such a revered hiking icon that when she stepped up
to the trailhead at Old Man’s Cave to begin the hike, cane
in hand, I ducked my head, too shy to speak.

Wanda enjoyed a happy rural childhood, living alongside
her three sisters and one brother. She loved her freedom
and was strong-spirited in mind and body. Whenever hard
work was called for, Wanda rolled up her sleeves and dove
right in. Wanda could do anything she set her mind to. Her
only daughter, Suellen, claims her mother was the hardest
working woman she ever met in her life. Wanda, however,
was also a beauty, and she had a decided penchant for
glamour. She never hesitated to coiffure her hair and dress
“to the nines” for special outings and events.

Grandma Gatewood was irrepressible. As a child, she
slept four to a bed with her siblings in a log cabin in
Guyan Township, not far from the river. After marrying
an abusive alcoholic husband when she was 19, she bore
11 children, raised tobacco, and mixed cement, all while
enduring such hardships as broken ribs, broken teeth, and
other beatings. The woods became her refuge. When she
was 67 (fourteen years after divorcing her husband), she
casually left the house in a pair of Keds, carrying over her
shoulder a homemade denim bag with an army blanket,
raincoat, and plastic shower curtain. On her way out all she
said was, “I’m going for a walk.” The next time her children
heard from her, she had eight hundred miles under her
belt on the Appalachian Trail, heading for Maine. Emma
Gatewood was the first person to complete the entire 2,050
mile trek three times.

No one quite knows how Wanda and her sisters found
their way to Dayton, OH, but when many American men
were called away for World War II, good paying jobs
opened up in the cities. Droves of Appalachian women
moved out of the country to pursue their slice of the
American Dream. The Saunder sisters’ first jobs were at
NCR, a cash register manufacturer of national renown.
When Wanda’s fiance, Leo Bowersock, returned home
from the war at the same time as millions of other young
men, many women, like Wanda and her sisters, found
themselves out of work. Leo accepted a job at Dayton Tire
and Rubber while the Saunder sisters, with considerable
disappointment, downgraded to less lucrative jobs at
Precision Rubber.

I delayed plunging into Wanda’s story because
Emma’s tale provides two interesting contexts. One is that
Wanda’s father actually dated Emma Gatewood, back in

Soon thereafter, Wanda gave birth to Suellen,
joining the family along with two children from Leo’s first
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Photo Above: Wanda, front right’; Wanda’s sister, Jean, front
left; and her parents at the homestead in Gallia County. Photo
Right: Wanda with newborn Suellen in her arms.

marriage. Wanda threw herself into family life, just like
she threw herself into everything she did. After working
an 8 hour shift at the factory and making dinner, Wanda
and Leo would often gather produce from their massive
garden, sometimes canning until midnight. They stocked
their basement full.

camping trip together. It was late fall in the early eighties.
They loaded up Wanda’s diesel Rabbit, borrowed a tent,
and headed for New England. It was going to be a chilly
trip. Wanda was as tough as Emma Gatewood, but she
didn’t stress herself unnecessarily. At a campground in New
York, Suellen went into the office to register while Wanda
finished setting up the popup tent. When Suellen came
back, she couldn’t find the tent. For one reason, it wasn’t
her tent to begin with, so her search image was a bit fuzzy.
For another, the only tent that looked something like what
she remembered had an electric cord coming out of it. It
turned out Wanda had brought her electric blanket and
had already plugged it in. She was also wearing a shiny
silver snowsuit. They had a good laugh over that.

Life was good. But, when Suellen was only 10 years
old, Leo died prematurely and unexpectedly from a heart
attack. Wanda was now the sole bread winner.
Despite the financial hardships that followed, Suellen
has fond memories of her teenage years. Her mother was
not just her parent, but her best friend and playmate. They
went camping together, they dressed up to go out on the
town and they shared confidences. Giggling was a major
mutually-valued pastime. Although Wanda had limited
resources, she refused to be confined by it. In her heart
she was a citizen of the world, unbounded by limitations.
Sometimes Wanda would dream out loud to Suellen of all
the things she would do, if only she had the money.
One day when Suellen came home from high school,
she learned of two events that registered on the Richter
scale in her life. One, Wanda had just bought a red
Thunderbird, which was parked in the driveway; and two,
the car salesman had also sold Wanda a children’s clothing
store. Wanda announced to Suellen she was quitting her job
at Precision to run the store. This retail enterprise occupied
a few years of Wanda’s history and Suellen recalls her
mother’s devotion to trying, but eventually failing, to make
a go of it.

Their last day in Vermont was beastly cold. Wanda
and Suellen were already dreading the thought of another
night in the cold. On impulse they booked a night in a
local bed and breakfast. Such indulgence was a first for
both of them, and for Wanda, the experience would prove
pivotal. That next morning the hostess set out an elegant
and memorable breakfast, complete with real silver on the
table. Wanda was quiet as she took this all in, but a flame
was lit in the recesses of her heart. She didn’t dilute the idea
by talking about it, but neither did she forget it. Wanda
was heading toward retirement and she had big plans.

When Suellen was in her twenties and Wanda was
back working at a factory, she and Wanda took their last

Several years earlier, Suellen had bought forty-some
acres of land in Hocking County on Ellinger Road. The
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property came with a bonafide rustic log cabin, which
Suellen adopted as her new home. Suellen gave the six
acres across the road to Wanda as a building site for
her retirement home. As luck would have it, Suellen later
uncovered a beautifully intact log cabin hiding below the
clapboards of an investment property. Wanda fell in love
with the cabin and Suellen let her move it to Ellinger
Road. Wanda spent the next year driving back and forth
between Dayton and Ellinger Road to complete the tedious,
laborious task of chinking the logs and turning the shell into
a real home. She and Suellen called it Cabin #2. The day
after Wanda retired, she packed up and left Dayton for
good. It was 1985.

for Wanda’s vacant cabins all the way from New Mexico
was challenging, to put it lightly. It was also unrewarding
because she knew in her heart that Wanda would want
the cabins engaged, actively making people happy. But
Suellen couldn’t imagine selling the property off to a private
owner or developer. The place felt sacred. Wanda had built
Rainbow’s End to serve the public. Nothing else felt right.
Suellen’s search for a possible non-profit to be the
recipient of her mother’s legacy led her to many possible
parties, and eventually to the Arc of Appalachia. When
Suellen made her official offer of donation to the Arc, I
was stunned and honored, but cautious. I wondered if it
was responsible to accept such an immense donation. How
could we possibly replicate the labor needed for such an
endeavor, 65 miles away from our staffing headquarters?
The last thing I wanted to do was to fail to carry through
on Suellen’s and Wanda’s dreams.

It wasn’t long thereafter that Suellen figured out her
mother was up to something. It became apparent that the
small cabin with its two bedrooms wasn’t simply to be
Wanda’s new home, rather it was Wanda’s new Bed and
Breakfast! And thus, Rainbow’s End was born.

The longer Suellen waited for an answer from me,
the more anxious I became about my indecision. After
finishing up a number of projects with pressing deadlines,
I made my way down to the cabins. It was late Saturday
afternoon in mid-December, approaching Christmas. I
came unannounced, and because the cabins were locked,
I just sat in the driveway. I turned off the motor, opened
the windows and doors, and soaked in the ambiance of the
place. I hadn’t heard Wanda’s story yet; and I barely knew
Suellen. All I knew was this land around me. If this gift “was
meant to be,” I hoped I would feel the nudge.

Wanda finally had an occupation in resonance with
her inner image. She was now fully free to be herself, that
is, someone who loved hospitality - creating unforgettable
ambience, sharing fresh cookies out of the oven, and making
friends over the breakfast table. Rainbow’s End was beloved
by a diversity of visitors. Wanda entertained cross-country
cyclists, Buckeye Trail backpackers, even Chinese delegates.
By the time Suellen moved off Ellinger Road and
headed to her new home in New Mexico, Wanda was
established as a notable fixture in Hocking County, held fast
by her many friends and community services. Eventually
Wanda built Cabin #3, right next to Cabin #2. With three
bedrooms and three baths, it required the movers to find
and merge three separate pioneer log cabins in the county
in order to put Cabin #3 together.

All around the cabins, on both sides of the road
for as far as I could see and beyond, was nothing but
uninterrupted forest. The cabins were in a small clearing,
cloaked completely by the wooded hills rising above them.
The hewn logs of the cabins were massive - “mother logs”

In her so-called retirement years, Wanda ran her bed
and breakfast operation, promoted tourism, directed the
City of Logan’s Farmers’ Market for a time, and loved and
supported the arts. With the help of Naturalist Ric Queen,
she organized public tours of Hocking County’s pioneer
log cabins. When tour participants stopped at Rainbow’s
End, they would find Wanda stirring a steaming kettle of
Burgoo Stew over the open fire, sharing a recipe with them
straight out of her childhood. The same big kettle that made
the stew also made Wanda’s signature soaps. Visitors were
also intrigued with Wanda’s extensive collection of 19th
century tools and gadgets that decorated both cabins. All of
this was Wanda’s way of bringing her memories of Gallia
County’s rural countryside forward in time. Her life had
come full circle.
Wanda managed to stay busy and productive to the
end. On May 27, 2013, Wanda turned 93. On June 3,
2013, she passed away in Cabin #3, with Suellen by her
side. It was a peaceful transition.
Six years later, in 2019, Suellen felt an inner prompting
that it was time to deal with Wanda’s legacies. Trying to care
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Wanda, right, with her late life love: art teacher, screen printer, and potter, Albert Rau. Photo by Dennis Savage

from Ohio’s original forest, the likes of which we will never
see again. The logs were damp from rain, and the solstice
sun was weak.
Except for a few kinglets chitting above me in the
canopy and water dripping from the trees, there was neartotal silence. For a moment, there was loosening of time.
Sitting outside these cabins, I could imagine it being any
year at all in the last 200. In the darkening dusk, I felt a
sudden clarity. If there were some way for the right people
to come together to make this project possible, our answer
should be yes. The remote wooded location was beautiful
and mostly undeveloped, and the size of the neighboring
tracts were singularly large. If we accepted this gift, it
would likely be the seed of a worthy, growing preserve for
an area deserving of conservation. So, we should say yes.
But could we? If our staff were too far away to give the
place the attention it deserved, then who could?
The next few weeks were incredible. Paul Knoop, an
Arc Board Advisor from Hocking County, just so happened
to hear from two old friends, Frank and Bonnie Gifford.
The couple had lived in Hocking County before moving to
the rural mountains of West Virginia where they practiced
living simply and close to the land. Earlier in their career
they had run a lodge in West Virginia on behalf of a nonprofit. Bonnie, a physician, had just lost her job in WV due
to a facility closure. Her daughter, who lives in Columbus,
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was preparing for the birth of her second child, Bonnie’s
second grandchild. Ohio was calling them home. “Did Paul
know of any secluded place they could move to?” Long
story short, Frank and Bonnie Gifford agreed to become
site caretakers. They put their WV house up for sale and
estimated they could be in Ohio by June.
One problem solved. But who would look over the
property’s security until the Gifford’s arrived? Who would
make arrangements with the local contractors for the
upgrades needed, and who would perform the inevitable
small repairs? Enter Brian Blair, Board Member and Hocking
Country resident, along with his wife Susan Spinelli, who
both volunteered their services. Coincidentally, 35 years
ago Brian actually lived in Cabin #1 as a renter and parttime caretaker for Suellen. Today, Brian and Susan live only
a few miles away. Second problem solved!!
That left just one issue unaddressed. Who would
decorate the cabin with the kind of artful good taste that
visitors to Arc facilities have come to expect? The cabins
were nearly empty so such a task would take an immense
amount of time. As I mentally scanned the thousands of
people I knew, my mind locked in on two Arc supporters I
have long admired and who live not far from the Sanctuary
- Dane and Connie Clyburn. Connie and Dane’s own cabinin-the-woods is breathtakingly beautiful. Many of their
cabin’s wood components were constructed out of recycled

Brian Blair &
Susan Spinelli

Dennis Savage
Photographer

Connie & Dane
Clyburn

Frank & Bonnie
Gifford
THE TRIBE THAT CAUGHT RAINBOW’S END. Autumn 2020 photo by Kathryn Cubert

wood by Dane, who is a master carpenter. Connie’s talent,
on the other hand, lay in interior decorating. Her balance
of colors and use of natural elements in their home were
striking. But, in the two decades I had known them, I had
never once discussed a major volunteer commitment with
them. They seemed so busy. Did I dare even ask? But I did
ask, and Connie replied, “Maybe. I’d like to see the cabin
first.” Long story short, Connie and Dane eventually said yes
and I was ecstatic.
The donation of Rainbow’s End to the Arc of Appalachia
was consummated in February of 2020. The work that has
gone into the property since is another story for another
time. The Arc will be making the “Cabin at Wood Thrush
Cove” into an educational facility for groups, and a retreat
for the general public. Bonnie and Frank will be providing
their own signature warm welcome.

Kathryn Cubert, Photographer
Kathryn Cubert has been a contributing photographer for the
Arc for many years. She takes her art extremely seriously,
viewing every venture into the field as a learning experience.
She is often one of the first photographers to visit new
properties that the Arc is considering buying. Her photos
frequently illustrate our grant submissions and magazine
articles, such photos being of more importance than the text.
Kathryn’s work appears on our front cover this year. Look for
her name sprinkled throughout this issue.

We think Wanda would approve. There has already
been more synchronicity in these latest developments
than one can reasonably account for. Maybe this is what
Wanda’s love looks like, coming at us from the far side of
Rainbow’s End. I suspect there is more magic waiting for us
around the corner.
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Dennis Savage. Photo by Kathryn Cubert.

F ea tu r e d A r t i s t : D e n n i s Sava g e
Hocking County Photographer
Dennis Savage’s enchanting black
and white photography is inspired by
the landscapes of Hocking Hills, where
he has lived most of his adult life. We
discovered Dennis just a few months
ago when it was suggested we hang
his fine art photographs in The Cabin
at Wood Thrush Cove, a property
described in the previous article. After looking at his website
gallery, we agreed it was a splendid idea.
Dennis was in first grade when he and his family moved
to his father’s family farm in the hills of West Virginia, 20
miles outside Huntington. It was an idyllic life for Dennis,
filled with siblings, ponies, cattle, large gardens, and acres
of woods to roam in. His great grandmother’s log cabin lay
at the head of the hollow. Their family farm was halfway
up, accessed by the same dirt lane. His Dad was the owner
of a successful water well business, and Dennis thus avoided
the crushing poverty experienced by some of his friends
and colleagues. He loved the hills and its people; and it
came as a shock to him to learn, when he was older, that
many people viewed Appalachia through the narrow and
inaccurate lens of a negative stereotype.
His father bought an early Polaroid land camera when
Dennis was in junior high school, which turned out to be a
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great deal of fun. But a more pivotal moment for his artistic
expression came at Marshall College when he met a friend
who had a dark room. They both worked late shifts after
school. On Fridays, after a long, hard week, they would
often slip into the dark room, and not emerge until the next
morning.
Dennis completed a Master’s Degree in Counseling, a
field of specialty that took him to Logan High School in
Hocking County, retiring there in 2007. Throughout most
of his life, he seriously pursued the art of black and white
photography “on the side,” studying masters of the medium.
Ideas central to his art have included the recognition that our
land has been populated with indigenous people thousands
of years longer than our current culture of largely European
descent. Dennis often uses his art to explore human presence
in the land, including the indigenous concept that there
are spiritual guardians in the landscape. Dennis has also
devoted himself to biographical portraits, including as his
subjects, Appalachian people in all their splendid diversity.
Dennis has been recognized by the Ohio Arts Council
with three separate awards. He is a proud member of the
Hocking Valley Photography Group, which he encourages
other serious photographers to follow on Facebook. See
more of Dennis’ work at Dennissavagephotography on
Instagram, and at dennissavage.com.

Stream Spirit, taken with infrared film. Dennis Savage.
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Ash Cave. Dennis Savage.

Guardian #1. Dennis Savage.
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Umbilical. Woodland Spirit. Sensitive Fern.
All three photos by Dennis Savage.
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Sav i n g t h e G r ea t Eas t e r n F o r es t ’ s M o s t C ha r i s m a t i c
W i l d e r n ess I c o n - t h e T i m b e r Ra t t l es n a k e
by Andrea Jaeger

# 7 T o ba c c o Ba r n H o l l o w I I I

&

# 8 Ca n eb ra k e R i d g e

#7 Project Value: $460,000; 161 acres - #8 Donation valued at $219,000; 7 acres
Betsy and Ramie Pierson were living in Dayton, Ohio,
when, one day, they decided to drive out to Bainbridge to
look at a truck that someone had listed for sale. In the process
they stumbled upon a handsome piece of land bordering
Pike State Forest that piqued their interest and would set
into motion for them an entirely new chain of events.

harvested from a separate property they owned nearby
on Jester Hill. The construction required an unfathomable
amount of careful engineering, precise calculations, and
indomitable strength and will. As Ramie got closer and
closer to completion day, he became extremely fatigued in
mind and body. He was so worn out with the seemingly
endless project that at lunch time he would sit with his back
to the house, rather than have to look at it. But, thanks to his
persistence and determination, the family was able to move
in to the log cabin on July 5, 1995.

The Piersons purchased the property in 1986. Eager
to settle down with their two young children, Ramie
proceeded to construct a one-room building - without
benefit of electricity - that would serve as his workshop
by day and the family’s residence at night while Ramie
was constructing their dream log home. They found they
could easily transform the workshop into a home in the
evening simply by placing a large sheet of plywood over
Ramie’s saw. The little work shed had no indoor plumbing
nor running water, but Ramie and Betsy made do. Betsy
recalls that whenever she or Ramie headed to the outhouse
at night, the trek provided them a great opportunity to look
up at the stars.

Over the ensuing years, the Piersons created a
sustainable homestead on their land, raising chickens,
keeping bees, harvesting wild mushrooms, making soap,
growing gardens and tapping trees to make maple syrup.
Betsy cooked delicious meals with the vegetables and herbs
they grew, while canning and preserving the excess. Ramie
split and stacked firewood from fallen trees for the wood
stove - the only heat source for the log house. He did it all
by hand because wood splitters “were just too noisy.”

From 1990 to 1995, Ramie took on the Herculean
task of constructing their primary home from tulip trees

The Pierson’s lifestyle on Canebrake Ridge was,
compared to most American lifestyles, a rare immersion
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into nature. Surrounding their home was 168 acres
of uninterrupted oak-hickory forest that was, in turn,
contiguous to the 12,000-acre Pike State Forest. Standing
on the ridgetop, it was uncommon not to hear the signature
calls of the pileated woodpecker by day and the barred owl
by night. The seeps that held water year round sustained
an abundance of dusky and two-lined salamanders, and
in early spring the property’s two ponds were filled with
breeding Jefferson and spotted salamanders and newts.
Resonating at night were the trills of spring peepers in May,
the purrs of Cope’s treefrogs in June, and the chants of
katydids and tree crickets in September.

for 34 years. They also succeeded in co-existing with the
endangered timber rattlesnakes with whom they shared
their land. Going against societal norms, they recognized
the fact that the rattlesnakes had been on that ridgetop far
longer than themselves, and the reptiles had just as much
right to live in the woods as they did. The Pierson’s, with
their children and dogs in tow, encountered the reptiles
at least 13 times while hiking in the woods or performing
chores around the yard. Once, Ramie, with his long stride,
stepped right over a mating pair. He didn’t even realize
what happened until his children, who were a few paces
behind, noticed them and called Ramie back to observe the
intertwined duo. The family took a respectful step backward
and observed the snakes until they slowly untangled their
bodies and slithered off in opposite directions.

The vast forest lands that surrounded them supported
ideal habitat for signature deep woodland warblers, such
as the cerulean, hooded, worm-eating, and Kentucky
warblers, as well as the more adaptable ovenbird, parula,
Kentucky waterthrush and yellow throated warblers. On
warm nights in mid-July, a forgotten light bulb left on could
attract spectacularly hued silk moths - the luna, Promethea,
cecropia, and imperial moths. The Piersons beheld all the
seasonal spectacles, from the fireflies of June to the brilliant
colored leaves of a southern Ohio autumn. They lived on
the ridge long enough to hear the ear-splitting drone of the
17-year cicadas twice.

After retirement, with their children now grown, Betsy
and Ramie started thinking about where they wanted to
spend their remaining years. They began facing the hard
decision of whether or not to leave their precious homestead.
They wanted to be closer to at least one of their grown
children and be of service. Their daughter had married
a man in Ireland and together they were developing an
organic farm. Their son was running a large-scale orchard
out west. Knowing that they still had many good years
ahead of them, Betsy and Ramie came to the conclusion
that moving overseas and helping their daughter on her

This simple way of living enabled the Piersons to live
peacefully alongside southern Ohio’s original ark of wildlife
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Tobacco Barn Hollow III’s forest landscape. Photo by Lewis Ulman, trailsidephoto.com.

organic farm might be the best fit. But that led to a concern
about the fate of their hand-crafted homestead that they
had both worked so hard to build, and the 168 acres of
forest around it they so deeply loved.

in search of food, mates, and better denning sites, often
running the risk of getting run over by cars. Vince was
well acquainted with the Arc of Appalachia and knew the
Arc had already purchased 3 tracts totaling 245 acres in
the Pike State Forest region, not far from the Piersons. The
preserve region was originally referred to as Morgan Fork,
after the watershed, but was later called Tobacco Barn
Hollow, after the area’s predominant feature. Vince hoped
the Arc might be interested in working with the Pierson’s
to protect their land as well, so, three years ago he invited
Arc staff members to join him on a tour. Although new to
the organization at that time, I enthusiastically volunteered.

Enter Vince Howard from Adams County. Vince and
his brother, John Howard, are both skilled naturalists and
field researchers who have, since childhood, studied the flora
and fauna of southern Ohio. Over the course of their adult
lives they’ve developed a deep interest in the preservation
of timber rattlesnakes, an endangered reptile in Ohio.
Fortuitously, Vince ran into Ramie at a beekeepers
meeting. Knowing that there were historical records of
timber rattlesnakes in Pike State Forest, and knowing Ramie
lived on land touching the forest, Vince casually inquired
if Ramie had ever seen rattlesnakes on his property. Ramie
told him of their multiple sightings and invited Vince to
come out and see the property for himself.

When I observed how impressive the Appalachian oakhickory forest was on the property, with its large, healthy
trees and almost complete absence of non-native plants, I
knew the land was well worth protecting. However, the
Pierson’s weren’t ready to sell and when we departed I told
them to let us know whenever they were ready.

One of the greatest threats to the survival of
timber rattlesnakes is habitat disruption and destruction.
Unfortunately, the snakes do not recognize human
boundaries and will venture away from protected spaces

Fast forward to late January of this year. I received a
call from Nancy, Arc Director, who had an apprehensive
tone in her voice. She told me that she had just visited the
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The big male timber rattlesnake discovered on Canebrake Ridge earlier this summer.
Note the bulge of TWO recently eaten gray squirrels! Photo by Ethan King.

Although timber rattlesnakes are opportunistic eaters of birds, lizards and even amphibians, they specialize on rodents. Favored foods
are squirrels and chipmunks. They will curl up by a scent trail on a downed log and wait for one to run by, sometimes waiting for weeks.

Pierson’s and they said they were ready to sell. This should
have been great news, except for two things. The Pierson’s
were already committed to moving to Ireland in late
summer and already had two qualified buyers knocking
on their door with solid offers. The other bad news was
that the next Clean Ohio deadline was less than a month
away. We both knew what that meant. If we had any
common sense at all, we would just say it was too late to
entertain the idea. The alternative was for the two of us to
accept an excruciating amount of work, rushing to get the
necessary endorsements from trustees and commissioners,
and pushing to get appraisals and title searches done faster
than our appraisers and attorneys would be comfortable
performing.

project our full concentration, we could probably do it. So
we went for it.
The uncertainty of Clean Ohio funding was asking a lot
of the Piersons, as they already had a lot of things to worry
about. There were 34 years of possessions to sort through
and downsize, an immigration process to navigate, and the
need to make arrangements to ship their five dogs and one
elderly cat overseas.
On our end, the challenge was what to do about the
log house and buildings. Clean Ohio funds were intended
for the purchase of land, not buildings. It would be great
to not have to subdivide the land, and even better to have
caretakers living at the entrance to the preserve; but it was
simply wishful thinking since we didn’t have the money to
buy the residence. And so we arranged with the Pierson’s to
split off the buildings on 7 acres, which could then be sold
to another party on the open market, or to the Arc, if by
some miracle we could come up with either the money or
caretakers willing to invest in the property.

Fortunately, the Piersons were delighted at our
interest and said they would be willing to accept our
offer contingent on Clean Ohio funding, if, and only if, the
closing could take place in July. Nancy and I conferred. We
both acknowledged that the time line was terribly tight
for Clean Ohio, but we both thought that if we gave the
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To monitor timber rattlesnake movements, the Howard brothers keep a close eye on another snake species, the non-venomous black racer,
due to their preference for the same kind of habitats. Shown in photo top right is a black racer hatchling photographed by John Howard.
Left is an adult racer. Right bottom is a photo of “Ramie’s” snake, taken at far distance during a monitoring session by John Howard.

set a date to meet. To our extreme joy, they approved all
three of our grants! However, that was not to be the end of
our problems. Courthouses and county map offices were
rapidly shuttering down. Agency workers started working
remotely from their homes, and ringing government phones
went unanswered. We couldn’t get a survey approved
without the map office, and we couldn’t get a title search
updated without the recorder’s office. To make matters
worse, the Pierson properties lay in two counties, which
doubled our problems.

My husband, Brit Wood, the Arc’s Facility Manager,
is extremely prudent and he is always cautious about
recommending that the Arc take on any new buildings.
When Nancy asked him to make an inspection, both of
us expected he would report back that it would be better
if the Pierson’s sold the buildings off. But guess what? He
couldn’t find anything wrong with the house. He said it was
lovingly and masterfully built, and he agreed it should stay
a part of the property if funding could be found. While
we stewed over this matter, we prepared for the surveyor
to make the 7 acre subdivision, which we called Canebrake
Ridge, and we submitted an application to Clean Ohio for
just 161 acres of vacant land, which we called Tobacco Barn
Hollow III.

Meanwhile, Brit and I continued to chat with the
Piersons. Brit wanted to make sure he understood all of
the subtle nuances of the log house and how best to take
care of it - just in case we were able to find a caretaker in
time to buy it. We also wanted to get to know Betsy and
Ramie better while we still had the chance. They were two
very cool people whom we greatly admired for their wit,
kindness, and deep knowledge of natural history.

Over the course of the next few weeks, Nancy and
I worked long hours to get all three of our Clean Ohio
grant applications completed just a few hours before the
deadline. Then, just a few weeks later, a state of emergency
was declared for Ohio due to the Coronavirus pandemic,
and the meeting that was set up to officially score our three
grants was canceled for the foreseeable future. All we could
do now was fret, as we watched the days tick by ever
closer to the Pierson’s departure date. It looked like, after all
our hard work, we were going to lose the property.

Before we knew it, we unintentionally fell in love with
the house and the property. After work, Brit and I began
daydreaming about becoming its caretakers. We had
never as a couple set down roots before, but felt up to
the challenge of following in Betsy and Ramie’s footsteps.
Like them, we wanted to live sustainably on the land, split
wood by hand for the wood stove, and embrace the idea
of living in peaceful co-existence with the property’s timber
rattlesnakes.

Four weeks later the State Legislature passed a new
regulation allowing the Sunshine Law to be fulfilled with
conference calling, and the Clean Ohio scoring committee
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Tobacco Barn Hollow III is a refuge for large numbers of amphibians. Top left, spotted salamander floating above egg masses produced
by multiple females in early February. After laying their eggs, they depart. More permanent pond residents are newts, shown breeding,
top right. Bottom right is a red eft, the ephemeral terrestrial juvenile stage of a newt. Bottom left, terrestrial wood frogs also migrate to the
ponds to breed in very early spring, only to depart when done. All photos, except the wood frog, by John Howard.

I approached Nancy with the idea, and after musing
over it a bit, she loved it. Betsy and Ramie were thrilled as
well at the thought of their beloved home being protected
and cared for by two people they were fond of, and under
the umbrella of the Arc of Appalachia, an organization
they trusted! This brought them a great sense of relief. It
was then that they made a stunning announcement. Betsy
and Ramie said it was their pleasure to gift the entire 7-acre
tract, the log home, the two ponds, and all the outbuildings
to the Arc of Appalachia. We were speechless!!

snake. Vince carefully captured it and coordinated with
timber rattlesnake expert, Doug Wynn, to have a radio
transmitter implanted in its body, allowing it to be tracked
and monitored. Based on its size, color, and the number
of segments on its rattle, his age was estimated as easily
over 30 years old. Here was an extraordinary opportunity
to advance timber rattlesnake research, and it proved that
the Pierson’s compassionate and respectful lifestyle had
done a world of good for the rattlesnake population on the
property.

On June 12, 2020, earlier than we dreamed possible,
the Arc succeeded in purchasing the 161-acre forest. The
Piersons temporarily retained the house and 7 surrounding
acres until their moving date to Ireland, which was still
planned for August. Just 6 days later, Ramie was walking
the property, when he heard the dogs barking near the
lower pond. By the time he got down there, the dogs had
encircled the largest timber rattlesnake he had ever seen.
He texted Betsy and told her to call Vince Howard on his
behalf, since he did not have strong enough service on his
cell phone where he was standing. Betsy, just having had
knee surgery, couldn’t join him, so she paced around the
house with the help of a cane while she waited for Vince
to arrive, too full of nervous energy to sit still.

On Ramie’s 70th birthday, the Piersons signed over
their home and remaining 7 acres to the Arc. Nancy and
I sat at the closing table across from them, the masks on
our faces hiding our enormous and appreciative smiles. Just
days later, after having shipped their dogs and cat ahead
of them on a special cargo flight for animals, the Piersons
embarked on the flight that would transport them into the
next exciting chapter of their lives. While for Brit and me,
thanks to Betsy and Ramie, we were packing up our things
to embark on ours.

Vince rushed over and found Ramie down by the
pond, keeping a watchful eye on the massive four-foot
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Brit and I moved into the Pierson place a few weeks
later and our volunteer role as the new caretakers began,
in addition to our usual jobs with the Arc. We were told
on more than one occasion by friends and neighbors of the
Pierson’s that we’d have big shoes to fill. Truth is, we know
we can never replace Betsy and Ramie, but we do want our

Spring is a glorious reunion between migrating tropical birds and the forested woodlands of Tobacco Barn Hollow III.
Parula warbler among oak flowers - Photo by Mary Parker Sonis.

lives on Canebrake Ridge to honor their legacies. Our shoes
have seen a lot of miles too, and we hope that we can bring
to Canebrake Ridge our own suite of skills and experiences.

to triangulate and slowly narrow in on its source.
The process was slow, mostly due to the thick greenbriars
that entangled our legs as we walked. But as we continued,
the beeps grew louder and the signal gained strength. At
this point, we would take just a few careful steps at a time,
then pause and cautiously scan the ground for any sign of
the snake. My heart was beating loud in my ears. We were
now within just a few feet of the snake; but because it is
such a master of camouflage and its best defense is to lie
perfectly still, we simply could not see him. And then, there
he was! I whispered to John, “John, I see him! He is right
there in front of you!” John’s eyes swept the forest floor and
then he said softly, “Yep, got him! There he is.”

After the snake was released back on the property
with a monitoring chip in place, it quickly left the area and
found a safe, isolated place to rest and recuperate deep in
Pike State Forest, crossing over the Arc’s other properties
to get there. Vince and John diligently tracked the snake
week after week to ensure it was healthy and to monitor
its movements. John invited me out on one of these tracking
missions, and I eagerly accepted, wanting to learn all that I
could about my new reptile neighbors.
We started out that day around 10 am, entering the
property and hiking out toward the State Forest. After
about a half an hour, we turned on the radio receiver and
listened carefully for the “beep beep” sound of the snake’s
transmitter. The signal was very weak, so we pressed on.

I brought out my phone and snapped pictures of the
snake while John recorded data and marked the GPS
location on a map. And then just like that, it was over. We
turned around and headed back. We didn’t want to stay
any longer than we had to, hoping that our presence had
not disturbed the snake in any way. Our job was just to lay
eyes on him and make sure he looked healthy, which John
was pleased to say that indeed he was.

After cresting a ridgetop, we took another listen. John
explained just how challenging it can be to track these
snakes. Radio waves can bounce off ridges, around valleys,
and off trees, making it difficult to pinpoint the exact position
of the rattlesnake. Once we had a signal, we would use it
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Brit Wood and Andrea Jaeger in the log home recently donated by Betsy & Ramie Pierson. Photo by Lewis Ulman, trailsidephoto.com.

John continued to monitor the snake every week,
following his journey through vast acreages of forest. As I
write, “Ramie’s” rattler is now safely tucked into its denning
site for the winter, along with a few of his brethren.
Timber rattlesnakes are incredibly beautiful animals
that could vanish from Ohio’s forests within my lifetime
due to loss of habitat, human persecution, and the effects
of climate change. Timber rattlesnakes are currently listed
as endangered in Ohio, meaning that they occupy less than
5% of the state and/or their range has been reduced to less
than 15% of historic levels.
Vince and John, alongside many other advocates and
researchers, are doing great work to increase awareness
and appreciation for timber rattlesnakes, which I hope
will inspire more people to have the Pierson’s level of
compassion, interest, and tolerance for these charismatic
animals. Conservation efforts by state and federal agencies,
combined with protection work by non-profits such as the
Arc of Appalachia, are key to giving our timber rattlesnake
populations a chance to survive in Ohio.

Andrea Jaeger is Outreach Coordinator with the
Arc of Appalachia. Like all Arc staff, she flexes to do
whatever is needed, but she spends most of her time
working on grant writing and land acquisitions. She is
often at Nancy’s side, and because she is versatile in
talent, the two often push their projects across the desk at
each other to balance out the current work loads. Andrea
and her husband, Brit Wood, who is the Arc’s Facility
Manager, now live at Canebrake Ridge where they will
watch over the land and the planned trail as volunteers.
Photo by Lewis Ulman, trailsidephoto.com.
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2020-2021 ARC FIELD REPORT
AN INTERVIEW WITH TIM POHLAR
ARC LAND STEWARDSHIP MANAGER

Hi Friends,
As this crazy year comes
to a close, I can’t help but think
that 2020 will go down in
history as a “before and after”
year. Some old ways of doing
things suddenly feel irrelevant,
while the new ways are only
beginning to emerge that will replace them. During this “inbetween” time, I maintain my sanity by searching out the
feel-good stories of hope that seem to spring up in defiance
of the world’s state of chaos. Like stories of wildlife, normally
living in the shadows, freely enjoying empty beaches and
even quiet village streets. And stunning satellite images of
the earth showing a visible reduction in air pollution!
Knowing how important connecting with nature is for
me, it wasn’t a surprise to hear from Tim Pohlar that, during
the pandemic, droves of people started visiting the Arc’s
hiking trails. But it was a surprise that, despite this tough
year, the Arc has its own inspiring, feel-good stories to tell.
I learned from Tim how the staff adapted, re-prioritized
and even took this time to re-imagine ways to advance the
Arc’s mission of wildlands protection—all in the middle of a
global pandemic.
Here’s a little background on Tim: Tim Pohlar,
currently one of seven full-time staff members at the Arc
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of Appalachia, got his start as an intern for the Highlands
Nature Sanctuary back in 2004 while he was attending
OSU. After graduating with a degree in evolution and
ecology, Tim accepted a full-time position with the
Sanctuary. In 2008 he met his future wife, Miriam, who
had also found her way to the Sanctuary through the intern
program. Two years later the couple moved to Wisconsin
to help Miriam’s parents run the family’s organic dairy farm.
For the next eight years Tim and Miriam milked cows twice
a day and raised 200 acres of corn, oats, and alfalfa hay.
And, they started a family. Today Tim and Miriam have
two beautiful daughters, Rose, 9, and Quinn, 6.
I hope you enjoy this article. I surely had fun bringing
it to you.
~Jenny Sadler, Arc Supporter & Volunteer
Jenny: So you and Miriam eventually decided to leave
the farm life and come back to the Arc with your family.
How did that come about?
Tim: To be honest, my heart never did leave the
Sanctuary, but I sure am grateful for those years in
Wisconsin. My father-in-law taught me so much. It was
like getting a PhD in farming. No, more like a PhD in life. I
emerged with skills and wisdom I never dreamed I would
gain. Yet, by 2017, Miriam and I began to figure out that
farming may not be our highest destiny. That same year
Nancy came up to visit us. When she realized we were

When you get a chance to hike the Arc’s new trail at
Samson/Obrist Woods, you can thank Ethan for it. From
start to finish, this is his trail. He even set up a barbecue in
the new parking lot one day, after mailing out invitations
to every resident in the community, asking them to stop
by, grab something to eat, and say “Howdy.” Now that
the Samson/Obrist Trail project is wrapping up, his next
big trail project will be at Ohio Hanging Rock, one of our
newer preserves, situated east of Minford in Scioto County.
People are going to love this place when it’s all done. It’s
spectacular.

searching for a new path, she offered a lifeline we could
hold onto that would carry us back to the Arc. At first,
leaving the farm felt like we were heading into the great
unknown with nothing but trust, but today, we’re grateful
to be here. Look where we are! ...living in the midst of a
3000-acre nature preserve, greeted every morning with
productive and satisfying work, and raising our two young
girls in the shadows of strong female role models that
abound at the Arc, including their mother, Miriam. Life is
not always easy, nor is it a straight line, but both of us trust
the path our lives have taken.

Ethan is a hoot. He’s been known to show up for
dinner at my house with his six-foot frame attired in a
head-to-toe chicken costume. Last Christmas, he arrived to
our staff’s 3.5 mile winter hike at Rock Run in full Santa
regalia, fake beard and all. If he can get other folks to crack
a smile, or, better yet, throw back their heads in laughter,
there is no effort too great for him to be willing to invest.

Jenny: What’s it like for you, stepping back in as the
Land Stewardship Manager after being away for so many
years?
Tim: When I left in 2010, the Sanctuary was just beginning
to spread its wings, like a fledgling at the edge of its nest. When
I returned in 2018, the Sanctuary had fully transitioned into the
Arc of Appalachia. It was still young, but now fully feathered
and capable of short flights. Many of the things we were trying
to accomplish in the early days had come to fruition. Staff
continued to do everything possible to advance the Arc’s mission,
but the organization was better able to support the needs of its
staff, even those who, like me, were raising a family. As I was
maturing in Wisconsin, turned out the Arc of Appalachia was
maturing down in southern Ohio at the same time. Today I
think it is safe to say the Arc is soaring at high altitudes.

Jenny: Lots of people, even locals, don’t know the
Arc exists yet. What are you working on to expand your
audience?

Working here requires adapting to constant change.
Agility is our greatest strength. We can pivot on a dime.
When a priceless tract of land comes up for sale, we can
jump on it in one day’s time if we have to. Bam! Done! One
more piece of Ohio River Bluffs’ floral showcase, preserved
forever! That’s just one example. It’s amazing how fast
things can happen around here.
I truly care about the people the Arc serves, and I
love my fellow staff members. We are a close-knit group
here, like family. We share in each other’s failures and we
celebrate each other’s successes.
Jenny: I understand that Ethan King, Assistant Land
Stewardship Manager, is your right-hand man. You guys
have to be supremely resourceful to oversee 7000 acres.
Tell me about this partnership.
Tim: The compliments we routinely get on the great
condition of our 50 miles of hiking trails is all because of
Ethan. He’s the guy who is out there every day in all kinds
of weather. He is - hands down - the best person I have
worked with in all my professional years. We’ve labored
side by side on some really big projects, like cutting in the
new trails at the Rock Run and Ohio River Bluffs Preserves
this year, where we swung our mattocks all day long for
days on end. On a personal level, he’s a great role model
for my little girls, too. Sometimes when Ethan stops at my
house after a day of working together, it’s “Uncle Ethan”
who gets the first hugs from my girls. They adore him.

Ethan King preparing himself for a hard day on the trails.
Photo by Tim Pohlar.
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The new hiking trail at Samson/Obrist Woods leads to Deer Lick Cave. Photo by Tim Pohlar.

Tim: Ethan and I are putting a lot of our attention
right now in improving our visitors’ hiking experiences. In
the next six months we will be installing entrance signs at
every one of our 18 trailheads, making them much easier
to find from the road. In the next 12 months we intend to
have every trail in our system, all 30 trails, clearly signed
throughout their lengths. In the next five years, we want
every challenging section of our trails to be appropriately
upgraded with steps and bridges if funding allows. This will
be expensive, but it is important. We want people with a
wide span of physical abilities to be able to hike our trails
safely and enjoyably. That protects our preserves, too.

for the worst. We tightened our belts, cut back on our
hours, but nevertheless continued to do what we always
do - fulfill the mission of the Arc to the best of our ability.
Early on, Nancy applied for financial relief through
the Paycheck Protection Program (PPP), a federal relief
program intended to keep people employed and businesses
afloat. We couldn’t believe it when our application was
approved. We knew we were lucky to have bought
ourselves some time. Due to PPP’s initial financial formulas,
the loan ended up being more than what we needed to
cover our full-time payroll costs in the prescribed span of
time - only about 8 weeks. If the money was unused,
it was supposed to be paid back with interest. Thus we
were really motivated to use this money for payroll, and

We are also working on posting trail maps as well as
regulations at each trailhead. I believe that even the small
things we do should embody our mission of “beauty, balance
and biodiversity.” On the regulations sign, for instance, one
of the rules says, “Bear witness to the beauty around you.
Occasionally stop, look, and listen.” I love that.
Hiking trails have been the main focus of the Arc’s
visitor services for our entire 25 year history. An overnight
lodge might inspire someone to drive the distance to the
Sanctuary, but it’s the trails themselves that get people out
in the woods. We figured out long ago that hiking trails
are the best investment we can make to advance outdoor
education, where the curriculum is presented by Mother
Nature herself. It’s not that hiking trails are inexpensive to
maintain. It’s just that the investment is a bargain when
you consider the number of people who make good use
of them. During this time of COVID-19, our past decision
to emphasize hiking trails now feels prophetic. It has been
a joy this year to see our parking lots filled to overflowing.
Jenny: I am sure that COVID really shook things up
for the Arc. Tell us about how you responded.

Last winter, instead of a Christmas Staff Dinner, we
decided to do a Holiday Staff Hike at Rock Run. Left
to right: Kayla, Nancy, Ethan, Andrea, Brit, and Tim.
Photo by Brent Charette.

Tim: Early spring was certainly a very uncertain and
confusing time for the Arc. As staff, we immediately braced
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Ethan and three of the Arc’s short-term seasonal workers at Otter Banks on the Rocky Fork,
while taking a break from removing bush honeysuckle on the site. Photo by Tim Pohlar.
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The new hiking trail going in at Ohio River Bluffs. You can either put a trail straight up the hill (easy and short-lived) or cut
it into the side of the hill (hard and long-lasting). Shown are Brent Charette & Elijah Crabtree. Photo by Tim Pohlar.

the government really wanted us to spend the money on
payroll, too. So Nancy said, “Tim, go out and hire a half
dozen or more seasonal workers and let’s tackle some of
these stewardship projects we’ve never had the time or
money to do in the past.” So in a mad dash, I hired eight
strong young people in just a week and a half. They were
all recently unemployed because of the shutdown, but not
employed recently enough to earn unemployment benefits.
They were of a caliber, quite frankly, that we would never
have been able to attract for short term jobs under normal
conditions. I know that PPP has had its problems, but for us,
the program worked exactly the way it was intended.

After the crew’s six weeks here were completed, the
economy began to open back up and most of our seasonal
workers were able to secure employment in their chosen
fields. And, as the year wore on, it became apparent to
us that the Arc’s solid foundation of donors was standing
strong by our sides, supporting us even through the worst
of the pandemic. By mid-summer our lodges reopened, our
anxiety relaxed a bit, and our work life began to feel almost
normal.

In a whirlwind of activity spanning a month and a
half, Ethan, myself, volunteers, and our new staff members
finished the Red Trillium Trail at the Rock Run Preserve,
completed two new trails at the Ohio River Bluff Preserve,
installed the footers for the kiosk at Samson/Obrist Preserve,
rerouted a trail at Chalet Nivale Preserve, freed up acres
and acres from invasive plants, planted and caged hundreds
of tree saplings, and replaced a small bridge at Fort Hill. It
was a positive turn of events in a very crazy time.

Tim: I’d love to! Many readers know how spectacularly
beautiful the Barrett’s Rim Trail is, our “Jewel of the Rocky
Fork Gorge.” Well, Ethan noticed that a section of that
trail was washing away along the creek To solve the
issue, he scouted out a completely different route that
dramatically boosted the trail’s scenery. The reroute follows
the base of tall cliffs, wraps into a side canyon, and takes
hikers alongside a babbling brook filled with big boulders,
bordered by wildflowers and ferns. It’s amazingly beautiful
and I hope lots of Arc of Appalachia hikers check it out.

Jenny: Tell me about some of the significant
improvements you’ve made to existing trails this year:

2020 Spring Land Stewardship Crew: left to right, Armando, Charlie, Arc Staff Ethan King, Solomon, Miranda, Jacob, & Ethan R.
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The new completed bridge at Chalet Nivale’s trailhead. Photo by Tim Pohlar.

Okay, maybe to you it’s “just a bridge.” But to me it’s a
gateway to the natural world! I hope the bridge will nudge
hikers to “stop, look and listen.” I want folks to sit on the
edge of this bridge with their kids, dangle their feet over
the edge, and take in the full beauty and majesty of Chalet
Nivale. This is the largest bridge project I have overseen to
date, but I’m sure there are many more in my future.

We’ve also made significant improvements to the trails
at Chalet Nivale. Chalet Nivale Preserve is an idyllic little
fairyland, with towering boulders, small cliffs and humble
grottos - all draped with mosses and ferns. With the help of
longtime Arc trail steward and volunteer, Roy Willman, we
took what seemed at first to be a minor trail reroute and
used it as an opportunity to elevate the trail experience from
“decent” to “outstanding,” providing more stunning geological
scenery to hikers than ever before. We also remodeled the
small two-car parking lot at the preserve - re-graveling the
site and expanding parking capacity to six cars.

Jenny: In looking back at your work for the Arc over
the years, what has been the most inspirational for you?

This fall, Roy Willman and his wife, Mary Wahrer,
assisted with construction and helped finance a 20-foot freespan trail bridge at Chalet Nivale, situated immediately off
the trailhead parking lot. Some hikers might have looked
at the preserve’s numerous unimproved stream crossings
as fun and adventurous, but for others, wet socks were an
unwelcome rite of entry to the place.

Tim: I am continually struck by how much the work
that Ethan and I do behind the scenes means to people.
Visitors and donors continually express how the Arc elevates
their spirits Despite what is going on in our nation and the
world, people from all walks of life come to our preserves
to find that the stress they are carrying simply melts away.
Knowing that people are truly able to find solace here
brings joy and hope to my heart.

Since this bridge would span the preserve’s largest
stream, I wanted it to be robust, strong, and enduring. And,
sensitized by having kids, I wanted the horizontal slats of
the bridge to be so designed that kids would always have
a clear view of the water, no matter what their age or
height. I also wanted the bridge environmentally friendly. I
was pleased to be able to reduce the amount of chemically
treated wood by using our store of black locust lumber,
milled several years ago at a local Mennonite sawmill. Black
locust is a native tree that is naturally rot resistant, super
heavy and rock hard.

Nature can be a vehicle to help bring us closer together,
especially in this time, when we feel more separated than
ever from each other—physically, culturally and politically.
Nature is a bridge. We may not always agree with each
other philosophically, but when we see the dolomite cliffs of
the Rocky Fork Gorge, the hillsides aglow with bluebells and
purple larkspurs at the Ohio River Bluffs, or the stunning
fall colors at Samson/Obrist Woods, we are all equally
touched. The beauty of nature can evoke the loftiest of
human emotions, and that is one thing, thank goodness,
that we all share in common.

Because we had no electricity at the site, all of the
bridge components had to be precisely measured, sawn and
drilled off site. With the help of Roy, Ethan, and volunteers,
we carried the bridge to is final site, piece by piece, and
then, seemingly magically at that point, assembled it.

51

arc stewardship
our dreams
our future

Jenny: Nancy, this question is for you. I understand
that this is the first time in 25 years that the Arc had
dedicated a major article in the annual magazine to
stewardship. Why this topic and why now?
Nancy: One of the things I learned in the year of
Corona is that we haven’t done enough to share with
the public what it really takes to keep the Arc - and
its amazing public services - afloat. This article on
stewardship, and the list of current projects needing
funding (column right) is an attempt to remedy that, snd
present a broader view of what the Arc of Appalachia
really looks like in 2020-2021: not just the wildlands we
buy, but the stewardship we give these lands...forever.
Clearing fallen trees off trails and blowing leaves off
our parking lot may not be as exciting a read for our
supporters as a “land save,” but it is what we do, and is
therefore also representative of who we are.
Property stewardship is an important component of
good governance and succession planning. Even though
I don’t know when it will be at this point, when the time
comes that I leave the Arc as Director, my dream is to
leave behind an empowered staff, a capable board,
a sizable revolving fund for emergency land buying, a
wise choice for a replacement Director, and a strong
“Stewardship Forever”“ Endowment Fund.
As I write, every single one of these goals have
been accomplished, with just one exception, and that
is building up an exceptionally strong endowment fund.
The Fund currently has a cash balance of $722,000,
with additional bequest pledges very roughly estimated
at $12,300,000, roughly totaling $13,000,000. Our
goal is to build the Fund to at least $20,000,000 in
planned bequests and direct gifts.
The income provided by this fund will keep the Arc
strong enough financially to forever meet the unforeseen
challenges of the future. It will also allow us to continue
into the future our long-standing tradition of channeling
most of our private annual donations into new land
acquisitions, which is just plain exciting.

Stewardship Priorities
- completion contingent upon funding *Asterisk marks projects which have additional grant funds
Sanctuary West Trailhead:

build new trailhead parking lot, kiosk, and trail signs
at the Highlands Nature Sanctuary on OH-753

Build God’s Country Trail:

finish new trail in the Sanctuary West region

God’s Country Trail Bird Blind:
build observation deck on a wildlife-rich
section of Rocky Fork Creek

Clean up Gods Country Acquisition

remove old house and multiple abandoned RV’s on
an old campground on the Rocky Fork Creek

Install Trailhead Road Signs

erect entrance signs at all 18 Arc trailheads

Two more Bridges, Chalet Nivale:

provide aesthetic and safe creek crossings on the
Early Buttercup Trail

Educational Trail Maps and Signs

install trailhead kiosks at Plum Run, Rock Run, Ohio
River Bluffs, and Samson/Obrist Woods

Barrett House Restoration:

continue historic renovation at lodge by upgrading
two existing bathrooms, making the building usable

Ohio Hanging Rock Preserve:

build new trail system, install road & trail signage,
install two kiosks
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$9050*
$4500*
fully grant
funded*
fully grant
funded*

$22,760
$11,380
$11,200
$12,000
$16,000

We only buy a piece of land once, but we care for it forever...
Support the Arc’s “ Stewardship Forever” Fund
A gift to the Stewardship Fund endures as protected principle, meaning that it really is a “gift
forever.” The Fund’s annually produced income will support the Arc’s wildlands preservation mission into
perpetuity, providing an annual stream of funding for what we do best - frugally and effectively buying
the finest wildlands left in Ohio, as well as providing those preserves with the attentive stewardship they
need to meet challenges that lie ahead - both known and unknown.
Amount: $				

(donation form is on the inside last page)

Would you like half of your gift deposited in our Stewardship Forever Endowment Fund?
Circle One:

Yes

No

Our generation built the Arc. The greatest gift we can do for the land we’ve saved, before we torch
it over to others, is to sustain its stewardship forever so that new and future donors can go forward
with confidence and enthusiasm.
Please consider checking off the “Stewardship Forever” box on your donation form this year, and/or
by letting us know if you are including the Arc in your estate plans. If we haven’t chatted with you about
estate planning yet, please give Nancy a call at 937-365-1489 or email me nancyoftheforest@gmail.com.
Myself, Andrea, or one of our Board members will be honored to speak with you.

Advance ARC STEWARDSHIP
by becoming a TRAILBLAZER
Hey Friends, Tim and Ethan here!
We invite you to adopt
one of the Arc of Appalachia’s
30 hiking trails in southern
Ohio to assist us with our land
stewardship work. We are
looking for volunteers willing to
walk their adopted trail monthly
to monitor its condition, report
any downed trees or other issues
needing our attention, trim along the trails, and share
with us your nature discoveries. We are also eager to
find stewards willing to mow trailhead’s parking lots on
a weekly basis during the growing season, for those
volunteers who may live close to an Arc preserve.
We encourage Trailblazers to download Telegram
on their phones so that we can communicate through
our private Telegram chat group, making the sharing of
texts and photos private, fast and easy. Your time and
energy as a Trailblazer makes it possible for the Arc to
support more miles of public hiking trails than we could
do without you. If interested, contact Tim at tpohlar@
arcofappalachia.org and let’s chat!
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Fea tur e d Art i st : T om U t t e ch
Loving nature is not so different from loving another
person. Such love can consume your soul, ignite your
passion, rewire your priorities, and demand outrageous
sacrifices. It can take you cross country to respond to love’s
siren call, or keep you fixed, right where you are.

Woods. Tom’s inner compass for his inspiration dependably
points north, often leading him into northern Wisconsin,
Minnesota, and the wilderness of Quetico Provincial Park
in Ontario, Canada.
Tom’s soul has been marinated by seventy-plus years
of smelling balsam fir; listening to the ethereal songs of
veeries and the scolding of red squirrels; and plunging his
paddle into the shining waters of cold northern lakes at
sunset. Love like this makes one restless for self-expression.
The North Woods has prodded Tom to paint prolifically
and with grandeur, often on 5 feet wide canvases. Tom is
both artist and observant naturalist, and his work reflects
his deep knowledge of the natural world. In his paintings,

Tom Uttech was born in Wisconsin in 1942 in a
landscape that holds him fast to this day. He lives in the
tension zone between two biomes - the northern reaches
of the Great Temperate Broadleaf Forest and the southern
ragged fringe of the Boreal. All of the world’s landscapes
are magical - capable of inspiring a lifetime of devotion.
But few North American landscapes are able to boast the
presence of intact wilderness areas as well as does the North
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when he was only three or four years old. It was early
summer. As he fixed his gaze on the emerald hay fields,
he witnessed the courtship flight of a red-winged blackbird
transect his vision. It was an electric shock of color and
movement that became the single most pivotal moment of
his life. Tom practiced drawing and painting throughout the
remainder of his youth, using whatever crayons and water
colors he could get his hands on.
When Tom reached high school, he enrolled in his first
art class. He recalls that although his teacher was not of
notable talent, he was nevertheless a very good teacher,
serving to inspire Tom to continue painting and even major
in art in college.
Tom decided to pursue his undergraduate degree at
Layton School of Art in Milwaukee, a creative art school
of some renown. The school’s legacy was cut short soon
after his graduation when the art building and its larger
neighborhood was acquired by eminent domain to make
way for Park East Freeway, part of an ambitious circle of
freeways around Milwaukee. Only one mile of the Park
East Freeway was ever built, and Layton School of Art
never recovered from its forced move.
After obtaining his Bachelor’s of Fine Art, Tom
pursued a Master’s degree at the University of Cincinnati
in a cooperative arrangement with the Art Academy of
Cincinnati. During those years he explored southern Ohio,
joined a bird club, and even made it out to 7 Caves.
Tom’s first teaching job was at an art school in
Arkansas. Tom recalls a funny story involving a group of
liberal art students, who, inspired by recent media articles
exposing the need for prison reform, decided to write and
produce a theater production that not only cast actors into
prisoner roles, but actually recruited prisoners from a local
penitentiary to fill those roles. They even put one of the
Photograph of Tom Uttech, courtesy of Alexandre Gallery,
New York City, New York. www.alexandregallery.com
Original painting in the Museum of Wisconsin Art. Image
courtesy of Tory Folliard Gallery, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
www.toryfolliard.com

Tom often puts animals in close juxtaposition, using his
magic wand to make normally elusive creatures visible to
his viewers in all of their splendid diversity. Tom is also
captivated by the magic light of the North Woods at
dawn and dusk. His paintings often explore the reflections
of intricate landscapes mirrored on the surfaces of ponds
and lakes. According to Tom, he never tires of seeing what
he loves, “upside down.”
The Art Muse called on Tom at a very young age. His
mother loved to repeat the story that the only time Tom
settled down in his high chair was when she presented
him with paper and crayons. His earliest distinct memory
was when he visited his grandmother’s country farm, back
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MIGRATION ©Tom Uttech, courtesy of Alexandre Gallery,
New York City, New York

Tom knew it and accepted the fact. His art wasn’t about
looking cool. It arose out of his passion for the living world.
It was the only art that truly engaged him.

prisoners into the role of a guard, who strolled the theater
aisles with a disengaged gun. This production somehow
managed to make its way past the administration and right
up to the night of dress rehearsal, where it was attended
by the media. The very next day the students and teachers
arrived at school only to find the doors locked, posted with a
sign that said the school was permanently closed. Probably
just a coincidence, right? Tom, in any case, was put out of
a job. His next position was teaching art in his home state
at the University of Milwaukee, where he remained for
many years.

It wasn’t until Tom was in his early forties that a friend
talked him into making a large landscape painting for
her. In the process of making that painting, Tom had so
much fun that he continued to produce and sell paintings
to others. Eventually the demand for his paintings allowed
him to leave his job at the University to work full-time on
his craft.
For thirty years Tom has been primarily supplying two
galleries with his work: Tory Folliard Gallery in Milwaukee,
and Alexandre Gallery in New York City. Both institutions
showcase and sell Tom’s black and white photography,
lithographs, and fine art paintings. The paintings are sold as
originals only, not as limited edition prints.

In his free time, Tom continued to explore the North
Woods, taking photographs and painting for pleasure.
Nature artists weren’t the “in” thing in the art community.
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Both of these galleries were very supportive in
providing high resolution images to the Arc of Appalachia
to make this article possible, and we are grateful. We
encourage you to visit both websites to view and support
Tom’s work. It is of special note that Alexandre Gallery is
presenting an exhibition on Tom Uttech’s work beginning
in mid - November, 2020. Go to their website and click on
exhibitions to learn more.
Because Tom has never mass marketed his art, there is
potentially a sympathetic audience across our country who
have yet to be exposed to his talent. We hope that in a
small way, this article will contribute to connect Tom’s work
with others who will be as moved by it as we are.
REFLECTION ©Tom Uttech, courtesy of Alexandre
Gallery, New York City, New York
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Amanitas, such as the ones shown above, are mycorrhizal fungi living in symbiosis with trees. Such cooperative associations
can extend a tree’s range up to 1000X its root zone, dramatically increasing its moisture and nutrient uptake capacity. Photo
by Bob Miller, taken in his backyard in Loveland, OH.

Mycorrhizae ~ Nature’s Commodity Brokers
By Brent Charette, Ridgeview Farm Caretaker and Arc Volunteer

My interest in fungi dates back to my childhood, which
is to say...a long, long time ago in a world far, far away.
School science classes taught me the basic facts of fungal
life, but it was my many hours spent beating around the
woods as a kid that revealed to me the dizzying variety
of its forms - from dead man’s fingers reaching out of
the ground like zombies, to puffballs large enough to be
mistaken for volleyballs. Once committed to fruiting, a
single fungi fruiting bud can produce a six inch or larger
mushroom overnight. I found this simply astounding.
Mushrooms were beautiful and mysterious to me as
a kid, but they were also potentially deadly. I knew that
if I wanted to collect edible mushrooms I better have
my identification down pat. One mouthful of the wrong
toadstool would spell my demise.
As I aged, my fascination with fungi never waned.
In 2019, my partner Nancy and I decided to pursue the
cultivation of edible mushrooms at Ridgeview Farm. After
researching the subject, we inoculated our first round of

logs with oyster spawn, as well as fresh wood chip beds
with King Stropharia (a GREAT use of autumn olive and
bush honeysuckle!!). The output from these two mushroom
gardens that first fall was phenomenal - over 50 pounds
of organic, healthy, delicious mushrooms! Remarkably, we
were essentially eating dead wood, wood fiber transformed
into delectable food!
Needless to say, I’m now hooked on mushrooms
BIG TIME. Because of the extensive volunteer restoration
work I perform on the habitats of Ridgeview Farm, I am
particularly interested in the role fungi play in healthy
ecosystems. I suspect that the inability for post-agricultural
soils to support a thriving forest ecosystem is due in part
to the loss of the soils’ pre-agricultural vast fungal network.
I have a basic understanding of the role that mycorrhizal
fungi assume within a healthy forest ecosystem. Can I help
feed or restore that system at Ridgeview Farm in some
way? I have yet to fully answer that question. The more I
understand about the kingdom of fungi, the more I realize
that I know almost nothing.
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The symbiotic relationship between mycorrhizal fungi
and plants was first recognized in 1881 by Polish botanist
Franciszek Kamienski. Nearly 140 years later, it’s finally
a hot topic and new discoveries are now being made
every year, adding volumes to our understanding of what
transpires unseen in the earth below us. We now know
that forest health is underpinned by soil communities laced
together with life-affirming mycorrhizal fungi. Each of
the trees of our forests have as many as a dozen or more
species of mycorrhizal fungi ringing their roots, each fungus
species helping its host tree secure vitality and vigor.
To understand plants and their fungal friends you have
to dig into the root of their relationships. I mean literally the
roots. The root cortex is the interface between fungi and
tree and is the trade center for a remarkable underground
economy. Some mycorrhizae live in the microscopic spaces
between the root cells, while others actually penetrate the
cells. It’s in the roots where all the action is; the places the
commodity exchange takes place.
Fungal mycorrhizae trade water and nutrients to the
tree in return for carbohydrates, the sugars produced in
the tree’s leaves through photosynthesis. Fix in your mind
that a mature red oak tree may consume as many as 150
gallons of water on a summer day. Where is all that water
going to come from? Through what conduits is it delivered
to the tree? In regard to the needs of fungi, how are they
going to secure enough energy when they are unable to
photosynthesize their own food?

And so, a long, long time ago fungi and trees made a
bargain. The trees supply surplus sugars to the underground
fungi. In return, a fungal network of mycelial hyphae - the
tiny, thread-like strands of fungus that expand well beyond
the reach of tree roots - channel water back to the tree.
Phosphorus, a necessary yet hard to access mineral, is mined
from the soil by fungi and also transported through the
mycelial network to the tree, as well as other minerals. Paul
Stamets, fungus expert and author of Mycelium Running,
refers to this extensive network as the “underground
internet.” One cubic inch of soil may contain as much as
eight miles of mycelial hyphae - eight miles!
It is also fascinating to understand that this symbiotic
relationship is not limited to twosomes. In forests, the
fungal network can connect dozens of trees, one tree to
another, in what clever writers refer to as the “wood wide
web.” Scientists have even discovered that when one tree
is experiencing stress caused by an insect infestation, the
chemicals used to combat that pest are communicated to
other trees in the forest through the mycelial network. “Hey,
friends, head’s up!” This early warning system prompts
other trees to begin their own chemical defense in advance
of the insect attack, reducing damage and mortality.
Furthermore, science has uncovered a mechanism
in which large, healthy trees can transfer carbohydrates
to nurture young tree seedlings and other less vigorous
individuals in the forest community through the mycelial
network. Seedling survival sometimes depends on such a
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transfer of assets. Surprisingly, the assistance even crosses
species lines. Birch trees have been shown to support young
Douglas fir trees caught in summer’s shade and a reciprocal
return of photosynthetic sugars is made to the birch from
the Douglas fir in the fall, after the birch trees have shed
their leaves. Unbelievably, scientists have discovered that
dying Douglas fir trees use the fungal network to transfer
food and mineral resources to neighboring ponderosa pine
trees as well as communicating warning signals when
they are under attack. It is not fully understood how the
fungal partners “know” which plants to help out, but it has
been demonstrated in some cases that seedling survival
outside the hyphal network is significantly reduced. The
mycelial network is an essential component of healthy
forest ecosystems. Its absence from post-agricultural soils
explains why it is so hard to return abandoned crop fields
to functioning, healthy forests. A healthy functioning forest
is as much about its soils as it is about its trees.

Above, top: mycelial mats of fungi beginning to form spore-producing mushrooms. Immediately above: a representative of
the ubiquitous springtails in a woodland habitat.

The truth of the complex partnerships between trees
and fungi is stranger than fiction. Through their mycelial
network, certain mycorrhizal fungi have developed
symbiotic relationships with microbes equipped with acids
and enzymes that can dissolve rock. The bacteria are
able to supply the fungus with beneficial mineral building
blocks. In return, the fungal hyphae supply nourishment
to the bacteria with carbohydrates drawn from trees. The
hyphae then pipeline the bacterial-mined phosphorus and
other micro-nutrients to the tree roots, trading minerals for
more surplus sugars produced in the canopy. Talk about
free trade. Nature has been doing it with sophistication for
millennia!
If this weren’t amazing enough, enter Laccaria bicolor,
an edible, root-dwelling fungus. Like other fungi species,
its mycelial network sequesters water and trace minerals
which it delivers to the roots of trees. But this particular
mushroom species takes its partnership agreement a step
further. Fungus mycelium of many species are browsed
upon by ubiquitous tiny forest-floor insects called springtails.
However, once ingested, Laccaria bicolor consumes
the consumer, producing in the springtail a fatal case of
indigestion. After digesting the springtail, L. bicolor transports
the nitrogen gained from the dead springtail over to the
tree. This is an exceptional gift for the tree because nitrogen
is often the primary limiting factor for plant growth.
Scientists have determined that Laccaria bicolor’s
springtail diet can provide as much as 25% of the nitrogen
absorbed and used by Scotch pine (Pinus sylvestris) and
white pine (Pinus strobus) in the natural environment.
That’s an incomprehensible number of springtails turned
into trees!
The mycelial network also makes connections between
herbaceous plants and their surrounding trees. The black
walnut tree (Juglans nigra), for example, is known to produce
an allelopathic compound called jugalone. Allelopathic

Tiny wind-borne mushroom spores can sow new colonies over
long distances, so long as they land on suitable substrates.
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chemicals inhibit unwanted competition in the soil around
the tree by reducing neighboring plants’ vitality. The tree
is further aided by its fungi friends in low places. As you
may have already guessed, the mycelial network becomes a
willing accomplice to a walnut tree by transporting jugalone
underground, extending the tree’s reach far beyond the
radius of its roots. In research plots, permeable flower pots
of soil were placed beneath black walnut trees, allowing
fungi to penetrate them. Other pots were manipulated so
that fungal mycelium were unable to infiltrate them. In pots
colonized by mycelium, jugalone concentrations were four
times higher than in the fungus-free pots. Tomatoes grown
in pots having high concentrations of jugalone were, on
average, 36% less dense in foliage than tomatoes growing
in the mycelium-free pots.

If you would like to dig deeper into fungi, I highly
recommend the book, Mycelium Running, by Paul Stamets.
For a specific exploration of mycorrhizal fungi, read
Mycorrhizal Planet by Michael Phillips. On the world wide
web there is an informative, enjoyable, six-minute video
directly related to mycorrhizae on a series called “Elements,”
Season Four, Episode 97. For a more serious look at fungal
life, try “How Fungi Made All Life On Land Possible.”
While you are at it, check out videos on fungal zombie
ants. They are sure to make your head spin.

Scientists have been able to document nearly 300,000
plants directly impacted by interactions with subterranean
mycorrhizal fungi. We now know that healthy ecosystems
are rooted in complex, mutually beneficial fungal
partnerships. Without a brain or central nervous system
this tapestry of life below ground operates with uncanny
unifying intelligence and cooperation. We would do well to
watch, listen, and contemplate the many ways that natural
systems are harmoniously supported by these cooperative
relationships. We have much yet to learn.

Author Brent Charette in front of his oyster log production racks with a basket full of oyster and King Stropharia
mushrooms. Above right: Brent’s production of King Stropharia on inoculated woodchips, also known as Winecaps.
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Arc staff and volunteers cluster around lights at Fort Hill in the early hours of the morning, marveling at the wealth of
moths and other night insects drawn to the illumination. I confess to not knowing who took this marvelous photo. -NS
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Jim McCormac is an incredibly active naturalist
in Ohio. He writes articles for the Columbus Dispatch
and publishes a nature blog, http://jimmccormac.
blogspot.com/. His nature photography is prolific and
stunning, as you can see for yourself at jimmccormac.
com. In addition to leading field trips, birding outings,
and photography courses, he has authored several
books: Wild Ohio, Great Lakes Nature Guide, and
Birds of Ohio. His newest book is Gardening for
Moths: Ohio and the Midwest, scheduled for release
by Ohio University Press late in 2021. Jim retired
from Division of Wildlife as Public Information
Officer after working 31 years for the Department of
Natural Resources.

MOTHS
C o m i n g t o L i g h t i n t h e D a r k n ess
BY JIM MCCORMAC
reprinted from Jim’s summer 2020 Columbus Dispatch article
- unless noted, all photos within by Jim McCormac -

Introduction by Nancy Stranahan
Our staff’s summer obsession with moths began
with a casual conversation with Jim McCormac, Ohio’s
most knowledgeable and beloved naturalist. The two of
us were chatting while hiking the new trail at Plum Run
Preserve this spring when Jim mentioned his regret that the
popular annual summer event, Mothapalooza, a weekend
of mothing and night exploration for the public, was to
be forever canceled for want of a sponsor and organizer.
“Gosh, Jim, we would love to host Mothapalooza at the
Sanctuary, except for one little problem. I don’t think
we have enough moth diversity to justify it.” I knew the
Sanctuary would have to compete with the previous event
location - Shawnee State Forest, which is 20X larger than
the Highlands Nature Sanctuary and renowned for its high
biodiversity. Jim answered, “Well, the Sanctuary would be
and ideal location. I bet it has plenty of moths. Let’s organize
some mothing nights at the Sanctuary this summer and
check it out.”
And so we did. Jim’s Mothapalooza leadership came
to the Sanctuary region three times this summer: first to
the Highlands Nature Sanctuary proper, then to Redstone
Farm (where we hold a conservation easement), and then
Fort Hill. By the time the Fort Hill outing came along, I
realized I didn’t have the stamina to stay up until 3 o’clock
in the morning like the die-hard folks around me, so I wised
up. Brent and I brought our popup camper so we could
take a midnight nap and get back up before “silk moth
hour.” You see, the big silk moths are well known not to fly

dependably until the single digit hours of the morning! You
have to be devoted to see them. Yep, that’s me, photo right,
in my pajamas!!
Before this all started, I knew I loved moths, but what I
didn’t anticipate was how deeply they would captivate me.
There were so many kinds! Looking at the textures of their
wings reminded me of reading woodland poems. Their hues
spoke of pine needles, wood bark, handmade paper, jasper
agate, autumn leaves and moonbeams. I was enthralled.
My knowledge of plants deepened the connection. “Yeah,”
the leaders told me, “that one eats dogbane. That one only
eats walnuts or cherries. This one grape leaves. This one only
moonseed. Basswood. Spicebush. On and on it went.”
And the names! Jim told me that many of the moths
were only recently named by moth experts. So many moths
needed common names that the moth experts who took on
the task went late into the nights naming them, their creativity
marinated by quantities of alcohol. Myth or fact, I loved the
outcome: Blurry Chocolate Angle, Pistachio Emerald, Scribbler,
Green Marvel, Betrothed, Penitent, German Cousin, and
Blinded Sphinx! Peterson’s Field Guide to the NE Moths is a
superb guide that makes learning the moths actually possible.
Many in our circle got hooked this summer, especially
Tim Pohlar, Miriam and the kids. Oh, and guess what?
I was wrong about the Sanctuary not having enough
moth diversity to sponsor Mothapalooza. So very wrong,
but I’ll let Jim tell that story. As for Mothapalooza, we are
delighted to sponsor that event just as soon as Coronavirus
permits. Without further ado, here’s Jim....
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Rosy Maple Moth, Dryocampa rubicunda, a relatively small silkmoth but deliciously colored.
Shortly before sunset on July 17, I met up with Nancy
Stranahan and her partner Brent Charette, and moth
experts John Howard and Kim Banks in the heart of the
Highlands Nature Sanctuary on Cave Road. We quickly
set up several mothing stations, each consisting of a white
sheet illuminated by lights. Mercury vapor and ultraviolet
lights work best as attractants.

JIM MCCORMAC:

Ohio’s moth fauna is incredibly diverse. At least 2,000
species have been documented, and scores of others await
discovery.
I once heard an expert on “micro-moths” say that if
we could find all of those largely ignored miniature moths,
Ohio’s moth list might double.

And, like a moth to a flame, in they came. Moths’
attraction to light is known as positive phototaxis. There are
several theories as to why moths are smitten with light, but
the answer is unclear. To moth researchers, the creation of
temporary light sources in areas of interest is the best way
to survey moth populations.

Silkworm moths are Lepidopteran antonyms to
micro-moths. Most are “macro-moths,” with some species
reaching the size of bats. Others are much smaller, but a
commonality is their spectacular appearance.
A recent nocturnal foray at the Highlands Nature
Sanctuary in Highland County, west of Chillicothe,
produced numerous sightings of jumbo silkworm moths.

As the night progressed, the mothing improved. Along
with commoners, many unusual species appeared. Notable
was an oddity called the Harris’ three-spot. Five showed
up, about equaling my previous sum total over 20 years
of mothing.

The 3100-acre Highlands Nature Sanctuary is the
headquarters of the Arc of Appalachia’s nearly 7,000
acres of protected lands. The private conservation group
preserves some of the best natural areas in southern Ohio.

But as always, we eagerly awaited the appearance of
silkworm moths. One never gets jaded to these spectacular
insects. First in were rosy maple moths, resplendent in furry
suits of pink and yellow. As the night wore Io moths began
to appear. At rest, these largish silkworm moths look like a
plain yellow wedge topped with antennae. Tap one with
your finger, and voila! The moth flicks its forewings open to
reveal large eyespots on the hind wings. These pseudo-eyes
might serve to frighten investigating songbirds.

When we began plotting our nocturnal mothing
expeditions, I knew it would be good. Plant diversity and
intact ecosystems foster moth diversity. The primary driver
of moths’ four-part life cycle — egg, caterpillar, pupa, adult
— is the caterpillar.
Most caterpillars are finicky about the plants they
consume. Some species eat only one type of plant. A plant
required by a particular caterpillar is its host plant. An
area rich in flora, including species such as oaks — major
host plants for scores of caterpillars — is likely to produce
blizzards of moths.

Around 1:30 a.m., giant silkworm moth traffic increased
markedly. This uncivilized schedule is typical — the hours
between midnight to 4 a.m. often seem best for them.
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Photo left: Four bat-sized silk moths in one view. Clockwise from bottom left: Tuliptree Silkmoth, Regal Moth, Luna
Moth, and Imperial Moth. Photo right: Three more Imperial Moths arranged on one log showing color variations.
Hardcore mothing is for night owls.
We posed the image above around 2 a.m. From lower
left, clockwise, it includes tuliptree silkmoth, regal moth,
luna moth, and imperial moth. Many specimens of each
appeared. We could not coerce nearby Io, Polyphemus nor
rosy maple moths into the photo.
Silkworm moths and moths in general are barometers
of ecological health. Lots of moths mean healthy ecosystems.
Light and chemical pollution, invasive predatory insects, loss
of host plants and overall development have taken severe
tolls on moth populations.
Moths underpin food webs critical to the survival of
bats, birds and inestimable numbers of other insects. To
adequately conserve them — and overall ecosystems — we
must protect large blocks of habitat, such as the Highlands
Nature Sanctuary.
This article includes photos from Jim’s blog on the mothing
adventure at Fort Hill which can be viewed in its entirety at
jimmccormac.blogspot.com.

When you see these little red booties, you know you’ve just
found a Spotted Apatelodes caterpillar, Apatelodes torrefacta.
Fortunately they are common and we found a number of
them this season. This is not a species you can tire of seeing.

A Red Elm produced this incredible beast. It is the Doubletoothed Prominent caterpillar, Nerice bidentata. The humps
on its back resemble the jagged serrations of an elm leaf.

Luna Moth painting by Michigan artist, Karen Klein
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Walnut Sphinx, Amorpha juglandis. The several sphinx moths species
that came to the lights dependably drew ‘ohhhs” from the crowd.

The Black-waved Flannel Moth, Megalopyge crispata, was
another crowd pleaser. Every part of the moth was covered
with thick plush fur. Even the caterpillars are fuzzy!
The Harris’s Three-spot Moths were the stars of the show.
From the rear, they look like a big jumping spider. Weirder yet
is the caterpillar, which, after shedding, stacks his discarded
heads like a tower of hats, thrashing them at perceived
enemies like a whip. Caterpillar photo by John Howard.

Coming to the lights were dozens of adult Helgrammites, called
Dobsonflies. They are massive in size, reaching 5.5 inches long.
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A diversity of charismatic slug moth species came to the lights
at the Sanctuary. Deep in the woods this showy Spiny Oak
Slug Moth caterpillar was found. Photo by John Howard.

subscribe online at arcofappalachia.org
to receive e-stories from the field

Please, don’t miss a year of stewardship...
Thank you for having the capacity to open your heart to not only people, which would be
praiseworthy enough, but to the little things that run the world - creatures who gift us so
generously with mystery, diversity and companionship.
Feel free to make a copy of this form if you don’t want to cut up the news magazine, or
donate on-line at arcofappalachia.org. Your contact information is kept absolutely private!
Amount: $				
Would you like half of your gift deposited in our Stewardship Forever Fund? (see page 2-3)
Circle One: Yes

No

Name:
Address:
You can save paper and postage by agreeing to receive your receipt of donation by email.
email
standard post
Please send my Gift Receipt by: (please check one)
Email:
Make out your check and mail to either entity (they are one and the same):
Highlands Nature Sanctuary, (dba)Arc of Appalachia
7660 Cave Road, Bainbridge, OH 45612 info@arcofappalachia.org; 937-365-1935
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