
		
			[image: EllusiveJefferson.jpg]
		

	
		
			
			The Elusive State of Jefferson

			
		

	
		
			
			Other Books by Peter Laufer

			 

			No Animals Were Harmed

			Forbidden Creatures

			The Dangerous World of Butterflies

			Slow News

			Calexico

			Neon Nevada (with Sheila Swan Laufer)

			Hope Is a Tattered Flag (with Markos Kounalakis)

			Mission Rejected

			Wetback Nation

			Exodus to Berlin

			Highlights of a Lowlife (editor)

			Shock and Awe

			Made in Mexico (illustrated by Susan L. Roth)

			Wireless Etiquette

			Safety and Security for Women Who Travel (with Sheila Swan Laufer)

			Inside Talk Radio

			A Question of Consent

			When Hollywood Was Fun (with Gene Lester)

			Nightmare Abroad

			Iron Curtain Rising 

			 

			 

		

	
		
			
			
			The Elusive State of Jefferson

			A Journey through the 51st State

			Peter Laufer, PhD

			
				[image: 410.jpg]
			

			
		

	
		
			
			
			
				[image: 22357.jpg]
			

			
			Copyright © 2013 Peter Laufer, PhD

			 

			ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to Globe Pequot Press, Attn: Rights and Permissions Department, PO Box 480, Guilford, CT 06437.

			 

			TwoDot is an imprint of Globe Pequot Press and a registered trademark of Morris Book Publishing, LLC.

			 

			All photographs by author unless otherwise indicated

			 

			Project Editor: Tracee Williams

			Layout: Sue Murray

			Map by Melissa Baker © Morris Book Publishing, LLC

			 

			Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

			 

			Laufer, Peter.

			 The elusive state of Jefferson : a personal journey through the 51st

			state / Peter Laufer, PhD. —First edition.

			      pages cm

			 Includes bibliographical references and index.

			E-ISBN 978-1-4930-0448-5

			1.  California, Northern—Politics and government. 2.  Oregon—Politics

			and government. 3.  Statehood (American politics) 4.  California,

			Northern—Description and travel. 5.  Oregon—Description and travel. 6.

			Environmentalism—California, Northern. 7.  California, Northern—Social

			conditions. 8.  Oregon—History—20th century. 9.  California,

			Northern—History—20th century.  I. Title. 

			 F867.5.L38 2013

			 979.4'053—dc23

				2013015002

			
		

	
		
			
			For Sheila, as always, 
with love for putting me in such a state

		

	
		
			
			All we ask is to be left alone. 

			—Jefferson Davis, from his Inaugural Address as president of the Confederacy, 1861 

			 

			I want to be alone. 

			—Greta Garbo, playing Grusinskaya in the film Grand Hotel, 1932

			 

			This is not the last of it. 

			—General Jefferson Columbus Davis, moments prior to shooting his superior officer, 1862

			 

			The sheep are happier of themselves, than under the care of wolves. 

			—Thomas Jefferson, in a 1787 letter to William Stevens Smith
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			WHAT IS JEFFERSON?

			After the 2012 presidential election, hundreds of thousands of Americans from all fifty states signed secession petitions, setting off a flurry of media declarations that a “neo-secessionist movement” was underway. Because such movements have come and gone throughout the history of this country, I wonder if the desire to break from the pack, to redraw lines, to question our allegiances, is somehow hardwired in the American mind. No matter how we espouse the virtues of working together to build better communities, we can’t quite shake our identities as rugged individualists.

			Nowhere has this urge for independence played out more plainly than in Oregon—a land of Don Berry’s Trask and Ken Kesey’s Sometimes a Great Notion; a birthplace of direct democracy and urban growth boundaries; a place where moderate Republicanism thrived long before and after such across-the-aisle efforts were considered heroic; a geography of immense production and potential, richly festooned in a thousand shades of green to the west and a thousand shades of brown to the east. This combination of natural capital, independence, and idealism have made Oregon a stronghold in secessionist imaginings, including Ernest Callenbach’s Ecotopia, David McCloskey’s Cascadia, and the State of Jefferson, richly detailed in these pages by Peter Laufer, a journalist who has been fascinated by the borders and boundaries that separate and unite people.

			It’s no surprise that land and resources are the backdrop against which the dramas and dreams of Jeffersonians play out. Perhaps we learn best about ourselves and one another in the context of places that inspire in us a sense of loyalty and belonging, whether towering redwoods or rivers speckled with salmon and gold. These are the places that we fight over and live for. These are the places that come to represent our ideas of how we should live and who we should be. We’ve had these conversations for decades in saloons and parlors, on streets and in courtrooms, in books and newspapers and, more recently, through online forums that connect us across time and space, while driving us farther away from those with whom we don’t see eye to eye.

			Laufer’s journey through Jefferson takes us both across and into the borderlands in question, but also—through history, stories, legends, and science—into the ideas that residents of the region continue to grapple with. These always-inspiring and sometimes-infuriating citizens of Jefferson have little use for the municipalities that mean to tell them who they are and to whom they belong. Instead, they carry with them a notion, at once troubling and comforting, that they are tribes of their own making and that the geopolitical lines on a map won’t deter them from imagining something different.

			The question we are left with after hearing their stories and struggles is an eternal one, one that we might ask everyday as citizens of this real and imagined place called America: How can we learn to live well alone and together?

			 

			Kathleen Holt

			Oregon Humanities communications director and 

			editor of Oregon Humanities magazine

			Portland, 2013

		

	
		
			
			
			WHERE IS JEFFERSON?

			At seven years old, my son Leo became devoted to the State of Jefferson. I don’t think he cared much about the argument that Sacramento and Salem represented big government infringing on the freedoms of others. And I don’t even think he gave much thought to the coho salmon or spotted owl. Rather it was a sixteen-inch rainbow trout pulling on his line that made him dig his heels into the mud on the bank of the Upper Sacramento River just north of Duns­muir. It was at that moment, with crystal clear waters below and beautiful pines above, that my son fell in love with what some people call the State of Jefferson. 

			As a number of people interviewed in this book have said, the State of Jefferson is more than a place; it is an idea, an idea rooted in the complicated, sometimes inspiring and other times painful history of our country. The idea of Jefferson plays itself out in northern California and southern Oregon with a seriousness and sometimes playfulness that we can learn from. 

			So what is the idea of Jefferson? Is the state of Jefferson, as one person says, “a benign fairy tale,” or is it a “petri dish example of a devolving American dream,” or is it something else completely? Even the name itself raises questions about the character of the region. Some say it was named after Thomas Jefferson, the third president of the United States, others say Jefferson Davis, the president of the Confederacy, and still others consider the victorious Jefferson C. Davis, the US general in the Modoc War, a candidate. 

			Let’s assume it was named after Thomas Jefferson, a president who has been called the “American Sphinx” because of the contradictions and inconsistencies that have created some ambiguity in his thoughts, intentions, and the historical impact of his ideas and policies. He was the author of the Declaration of Independence and yet he enslaved people; he is a fascination for biographers, historians, and the public and his writings take up twelve volumes. Yet he only gave two public speeches while president. Most notoriously, Jefferson is considered by many to have been an advocate of small central government, while, in fact, he hugely expanded federal territory with the Louisiana Purchase and increased the federal government’s war power with an expanded navy. So how is it that the northernmost portion of California and the southern part of Oregon felt so akin to our third president to name a place after him? 

			Peter Laufer dives into the State of Jefferson, shares beers, laughs and serious talk with those who live there, grappling with the meaning of their special corner of the world. Along the way, Laufer uncovers a wonderful small town trust, along with one of the most surprising media stories of the last century, while he enjoys a similar love of the place that my son Leo discovered for himself on the banks of the Upper Sacramento River.

			 

			Ralph Lewin

			President and Chief Executive Officer

			California Council for the Humanities

			San Francisco, 2013

		

	
		
			
			
			PREFACE

			Here I sit in my library just a short bicycle ride from the campus of the University of Oregon, where I teach. Eugene is bisected from its twin city Springfield by the sparkling and meandering Willamette River. Reputation separates the cities, too. Springfield, with its downtown known for seedy strip bars and empty storefronts, fights the image of a down-on-its-luck blue-collar dead end. The lumber mills are quiet, the railroad spurs empty. Across the river, Eugene tries to shake off the sixties and its lingering fame as a counterculture mecca for urbanites seeking an enclave of hipsters far from big city bustle. This dichotomy is well expressed by local jokes. 

			Some target Springfield. Question: Why do people in Eugene ride bicycles? Answer: For the exercise, to save gas, and to reduce pollution. Question: And why do people in Springfield ride bicycles? Answer: Because they lost their drivers’ licenses after getting too many DUIs. The disparaging term for Springfield in some Eugene circles is Springtucky. 

			Others target Eugene, of course. Question: Why did the hippie move to Eugene? Answer: Because he heard there were no jobs available there.

			[image: ]

			We all seek borders. Most of us want to surround ourselves with the familiar and with people who share our philosophies. It’s easy to feel as if those who are not familiar and who do not share our philosophies dismiss our needs and desires. It’s easy to fear them as the Other. Borders can provide us with both a real and imagined sense of security—but always only temporarily. The Great Wall of China is a tourist attraction and the Berlin Wall is an eradicated vague memory. 

			[image: ]

			Years ago I lived in Silver City, Nevada, one of the Gold and Silver Rush boomtowns of the mid-1800s. Just four miles up the road was the more famous Virginia City, where Samuel L. Clemens renamed himself Mark Twain when he took a job writing for the Territorial Enterprise. Later he recounted his adventures at the newspaper in Roughing It with words all journalists should take to heart: “As I grew better acquainted with the business and learned the run of the sources of information I ceased to require the aid of fancy to any large extent, and became able to fill my columns without diverging noticeably from the domain of fact.” A little over a hundred years later I found myself editor of what was a competing newspaper to Twain’s, the Gold Hill News. We brought the News back to life after a ninety-two-year hiatus, a lapse we noted in a sardonic front page box that apologized for any inconvenience to subscribers. 

			Virginia City was known as the Queen of the Comstock. The Comstock Lode—which ran from Virginia City down to Gold Hill and on to Silver City, Dayton, and out to Sutro—provided the North with riches it needed to fight the Civil War (the war, of course, that kept the Confederacy from successfully seceding). Nevada became a state in 1864, at a time when President Lincoln needed its pro-Union support. Hence Nevada’s state motto: Battle Born. By the time I moved to Silver, Virginia City’s main drag, C Street, was reduced to an ersatz Disneyland. The Delta Saloon was offering fake newspapers for sale with “Your Name in Headlines!” A photo studio made sepia souvenir portraits and provided Old West costumes to those of its customers seeking authenticity. The wooden sidewalks of C Street were littered with the requisite number of ice cream parlors and T-shirt shops assigned to such tourist traps.

			Those four miles separating us in Silver City from them in Virginia City were endless. Silver’s population peaked during the boom years at about ten thousand. There were 150 of us in town when I was in residence. We were urban refugees—not unlike the city folks who moved to Eugene in the sixties—seeking a respite from the hustle of the city. We mixed with the few locals from the mining days who had stayed on in Silver as the boomtown dwindled into ghost town status.

			But it wasn’t just the honky-tonk tourist hustlers versus back-to-the-land types that separated us from our neighbors up the hill. Virginia City is the county seat of Storey County. The county line is on the north side of Silver City. We lived in Lyon County and were governed by the county commissioners in Yerington, sixty-three miles southeast of us (unless we shaved a few miles off the drive by taking the Weeks Cutoff past Silver Springs, a dirt road). We felt ignored and neglected by the county government and considered ourselves treated as if we were an ugly stepsister dismissed by the power brokers as well past her prime and easy to forget. Yet we harbored zero interest in aligning ourselves with the predatory merchant class in Virginia City that controlled Storey County and defined its alien culture.

			[image: ]

			Enforcing an existing social and political union that brings together divergent types can be difficult at best, disastrous at worst. The breakup of Yugoslavia in the 1990s is an example, that relatively recent balkanization of the Balkans. In the autumn of 1990 I was traveling through Yugoslavia and met an ultranationalist Serbian fellow distributing propaganda on the streets of Belgrade. “Serbians in Croatia,” he preached at me, “they haven’t got their rights there.” The next year Croatia seceded from Yugoslavia. Serbs attacked, and the war between the two lasted over three years before Croatia, its economy devastated, prevailed and established its sovereignty.
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			When I worked as an NBC News correspondent, I was assigned to the network’s Washington, DC bureau. My family and I lived across the District Line in Maryland. Our congressman and our senators represented us in Washington. No such luck for many of my colleagues who chose to live closer to the bureau’s DC studios. Congress governs the District of Columbia. It allows some aspects of the city’s day-to-day life to be controlled by the DC city government, but home rule is limited. And Congress retains the ultimate authority over the District; it can (and does) change the status of home rule when it sees fit. Despite this authority the Feds maintain over the city, Washingtonians enjoy no vote up on Capitol Hill. The District is allowed to send a delegate to the House, a delegate who can suggest and debate legislation, but not vote. District citizens are barred from any role in the Senate. 

			Yet those who dwell in the District must pay federal income taxes. Hence the popular local license plate legend, taxation without representation. Taxation without representation is of course what led to the Boston Tea Party in 1773, a precursor to our American Revolution—which was secession from the Mother Country.
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			My wife, Sheila, periodically muses about splitting California into two states, a north and a south. She’s a native of our Golden State, born and raised in Oakland, an Oak-town girl who moved just a few miles north to Berkeley as an adult. Her grandmother escaped the 1906 San Francisco earthquake and fire, rushing to the sanctity of Oakland across the Bay, and saving en route to the ferryboat only—goes the family lore—her fin de siècle fancy hats.

			When I took a talk radio job in Los Angeles and moved us to Santa Monica, Sheila made it clear that she felt she was moving into foreign territory.

			“I think it all started with a trip to L.A. in my youth,” she explained later when I asked her why she favored splitting the state. “Seeing women in shorts, fur coats, and high heels made me realize their values were different than mine. Hollywood and that whole cinematic scene,” she insisted, “is not what California should mean.” Her aversion to the south was not just theoretical. “Later on, when movie stars started being elected to high office, that proved it.” Or as Randy Newman sings in “I Love L.A.,” what the Los Angeles Times calls The Southland is another world, a world where he can “crank up the Beach Boys” as he’s “rolling down the Imperial Highway, a big nasty redhead at my side.”

			But Sheila is not alone, and as late as 2011 still another of the myriad brainstorms to chop up California was proposed, this one from Riverside County supervisor Jeff Stone. Supervisor Stone campaigned for Riverside and a dozen surrounding counties to secede and form South California. His map lacks what offended Sheila and constitutes southern California for much of the world: Los Angeles. That’s because Stone sees L.A. as a variation on Sheila’s Berkeley, embracing “the same liberal policies that Sacramento does.” He wanted the coast side liberals to be North California and the inland to be his South. Maybe more appropriate nomenclature for his split would be Left California and Right California. Stone called California “ungovernable” and lamented what he considered a soft-on-illegal-immigration policy as an example.1 In its story about Stone’s South California idea, the New York Times counted over two hundred calls for splitting up California since statehood in 1850, and noted the glib reaction of Stone’s fellow Riverside County supervisor, board chairman Bob Buster. “We’re already balkanized in this state,” said Buster. “The problem is governance itself, but we need to work to fix the problems, not spend time talking about just taking our marbles and leaving.”2

			[image: ]

			Secession. It sounds like such an obvious solution to so many problems. Although another Confederacy-type secession from the Union would likely result in a Civil War–like response from Washington, territory within a state can secede legally from its state and form another. Just ask Vermont, Delaware, and West Virginia, for three examples. All it takes post–Civil War is statewide agreement and a nod from Washington—but those simple requirements are much easier to yell from a soapbox than to accomplish once the time comes to count votes. Back in the 1950s, San Luis Valley residents considered quitting Colorado and becoming New Mexicans.3 Not long after independence from King George, Connecticut and Pennsylvania settlers shot at each other for the contested Wyoming Valley.4 As recently as 2011, efforts continued to create a South Florida and a North Florida. “We’d have same-sex marriage. They’d have a defense-of marriage act,” was the enthusiastic campaign slogan coined by Sun Sentinel columnist Michael Mayo from his Ft. Lauderdale headquarters. “We’d have the Keys,” he enthused. “They’d have the Redneck Riviera.”5 Cook County was promoted as a separate state by lawmakers claiming frustration with Chicago-style politics “dictating its views” to the rest of Illinois.6 There was a West Kansas Movement in 1992.7 The Eastern Shore periodically wants to split from Maryland.8 And, of course, all those southern states did secede—ultimately unsuccessfully—during the Civil War, after failing to woo California into the Union as a slave state. 

			[image: ]

			The Times article from 2011 on South California cited the well-publicized 1941 State of Jefferson attempt at independence as the closest to fruition any of those two-hundred-plus efforts at cutting up California came to creating a breakaway state. It’s an understandable conclusion, perhaps, after looking at the newspaper photograph of one of the roadblocks (is it the one placed by local protesters or the one planted by newsreel photographers?). The protesters stopped traffic just south of Yreka on Highway 99 and gave passersby a copy of Jefferson’s “Proclamation of Independence.” Maybe old newsreel footage of Jefferson’s newly “elected” Governor John C. Childs celebrating after his inauguration speech in Yreka convinced the Times that the Jefferson statehood movement was credible.

			The incredible Jefferson reality, as we learn, is ongoing and more complicated, comical, deadly serious, and more germane for our era than most observers imagine. Come with me now as we meet the Jeffersonians, and see if you don’t agree that their struggle for independence—real or mythical—is one we all share, at least now and then. 

			 

			Select Dramatis Personae (in order of appearance)

			The elusive State of Jefferson itself must be listed as the lead character in this story: Jefferson, that amorphous entity between California and Oregon that’s fueled so many Wild West dreams of independence (from what?). 

			Mayor Gilbert Gable, struck down in his prime from overwork (or over drink?) just as the tireless Port Orford, Oregon, booster was about to add pseudo-governor to his title.

			Ace reporter Stanton Delaplane, Pulitzer Prize winner and Irish coffee popularizer, a swashbuckler equally at ease with fact and fiction.

			San Francisco Chronicle editor Bill German, quick to appreciate his reporter’s turns of phrase and creativity, unconcerned about the provenance of legendary quotes.

			Crescent City judge John C. Childs, the one and only governor of the State of Jefferson, self-appointed and self-anointed.

			Model A Ford aficionado Brian Favero, whose father was one of the secessionists manning the Highway 99 barricades.

			Contemporary Port Orford mayor James Auborn, wistful still that his predecessor never managed to build a railroad link to their coastal paradise. 

			Del Norte County sheriff Dean Wilson, happy to see you swaggering down the streets of Crescent City, your six-gun on your belt in flagrant violation of California law.

			Former California assemblyman Stan Statham, dedicating his golden years to splitting the Golden State into at least two.

			Jefferson merchant Rick Jones, his general store stocked with Jefferson flags, Jefferson bumper stickers, and Jefferson license plate frames.

			Jefferson trailer park proprietor Bruce Johnson, looking at his empty trailer spaces while blaming his neighbors, the Karuk tribe.

			Karuk biologist Ken Brink, struggling to save the Klamath River coho salmon fishery. 

			Klamath County commissioner Tom Mallams, elected on a platform that calls for the dismantling of the Endangered Species Act.

			Journalist Liz Bowen, rousing the rabble via her website Pie N Politics.

			Retiree Anthony Intiso, working hard to prevent his adopted homeland from becoming a National Monument.

			Winnemem Wintu chief Caleen Sisk, striving to bring salmon back to the McCloud River and modesty back to the tribe’s coming-of-age ceremony. 

			Radio newsman Geoffrey Riley, broadcasting on Jefferson Public Radio, defying state borders via the airwaves.

			YouTube Jeffersonian Charles Walker, yelling at his followers to secede, from his bunker somewhere in Jefferson.

			Former miner Richard Stumbo, fueling gold fever from his supply house just off the Rogue River.

			Oregon founding father General Joseph Lane, riding off to the Jefferson Indian wars before running for vice president of the United States on a pro-slavery ticket.

			Environmentalist George Sexton, worried from his Ashland refuge that Jefferson’s divisiveness is dangerous, even as he struggles to salvage what wild land is left.

			Museum curator Michael Crane, seeking Jefferson’s identity through art.

			T-shirt salesman Ryan Casad, happy to sell you a Jefferson double cross–emblazoned T-shirt, yet remarkably unclear on the concept.

			The wandering minstrels who call their band the State of Jefferson, and sing odes to the 51st state.

			Greta Garbo who, like so many Jeffersonians, is famous for saying, “I want to be alone.”

			And yours truly, dear reader, your humble guide through the bizarre world of the State of Jefferson. 
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			Chapter One 

			EN ROUTE TO PORT ORFORD: JEFFERSON’S LOST CAPITAL 

			The obvious place to start probing the origins and status of Jefferson is in Yreka, the once and perhaps present capital city of the presumptive state. 

			It is in the Yreka Mountain Herald where I’ve found the earliest recorded announcement of a secessionists’ conspiracy. In the January 14, 1854 edition of the newspaper—less than four years after California became the 31st state and just over five years before Oregon became the 33rd—a notice headlined “Siskiyou Mass Meeting” called on citizens to meet in the Yreka Hotel that Saturday evening “for the purpose of taking measures to secure the formation at an early day of a new territory out of certain portions of Northern California and Southern Oregon.” A supportive adjacent letter to the editor argues in favor of the idea with a simple plea: “Let us then have a New Territory, and let power, civil and military, pass into hands who understand our wants and will, and let them wield it in subservitence [sic] to our wishes.”

			Even before California became a state there were suggestions it should be cut into smaller political entities. In 1978 Assembly Bill 2929, introduced by Assemblyman Barry Keene (and cosponsored by fourteen of his colleagues, including Stan Statham who relentlessly promotes splitting the state), called for the “consent of the Legislature” to the secession of much of the north part of the state. “The new state shall be known as ‘Alta California’ and shall consist of that territory lying north of a line representing the crest of the Tehachapi Mountain Range and extended therefrom west to the Pacific Ocean and east to the eastern boundary of the State of California,” read the bill’s legalese. “The State of California,” promised the legislators, “shall retain the name ‘California’ and shall consist of all territory south of the new state.”

			The bill died, but a footnote to it adds some perspective to the history of dividing California. It reminds us that the first attempt was when California was still Mexican territory, back in 1825 (just four years after liberation from Spanish rule), and that despite the fact that most contemporary split talk is instigated in the north, southerners called for separation in 1852 on through 1859, and again in 1907. Another footnote to Barry Keene’s state-splitting legacy is indicative of the distaste many of us from northern California feel for our southern Californian brethren. When Keen was asked about the locales for capital cities of the two Californias, he agreed that the north should keep Sacramento since it likely would fall in northern territory. As for the south, “That’s their problem,” he said. “I suggest Disneyland.”9 

			[image: ]

			Today travelers racing up Interstate 5 toward Yreka from Sacramento and points south cannot miss the huge letters screaming state of jefferson painted on the roof of a hay barn that faces oncoming freeway traffic. The dramatic announcement is credited to longtime Jefferson booster, the late Brian Helsaple, who lived in nearby Seiad Valley—where the general store flies the Jefferson state flag. Despite the WalMart and strip malls on the edge of the city, Yreka’s old downtown abides. At the corner of Broadway and Miner Street, the Chamber of Commerce occupies a storefront and offers passersby State of Jefferson paraphernalia: baseball caps, tote bags, T-shirts, and flags—all sporting the trademark double X emblazoned on a miner’s pan that is Jefferson’s “official” state seal, dating from 1941. Those two X’s were designed to represent Sacramento and Salem double-crossing Jefferson, and were painted on the mining pan to remind California and Oregon of Jefferson’s mineral riches. 

			But rather than starting my quest in Yreka, I decided to come looking for Jefferson from the north, heading down the Oregon coast to Jefferson’s almost capital, Port Orford. Along with that almost-the-capital status, lonely Port Orford is the westernmost municipality in the continental United States of America. Perhaps it was the relative proximity to Japan that attracted the World War II attack on nearby Curry County forestlands—the only place on mainland America Japanese forces managed to fly over and bomb (a bizarre only-in-Jefferson story too good not to tell).

			Sheila at my side (blonde, not a Randy Newman redhead), we escaped the triple digit temperatures of the Willamette Valley summer, seeking not just relief from the heat but a change of the wallpaper. Changing wallpaper as a metaphor for moving is a saying I first encountered living in Berlin, a city (and nation) divided by victors—a forced secession that resulted in radically different German cultures developing post–World War II. The differences lingered well past the early 1990s reunification. Germans called their split personalities the Mauer im Kopf, the wall in the head. Always glib Oscar Wilde is credited with recognizing the value of wallpaper as he was lying on his deathbed in a Paris hotel, surrounded by décor not to his liking. His last words, according to legend: “Either that wallpaper goes or I do.”

			The day started wrong. Searching for a lost contact lens, I opened the P-trap under the upstairs bathroom sink to paw through the brown slimy gunk packed on its insides, no contact in sight. Then the sink drain plug opened before I replaced the trap, showering me with the mucky water. We finally headed south on I-5 to Cottage Grove and a lunch-to-go at Busters, named for Buster Keaton (scenes for The General—his Civil War romantic adventure film—were shot in Cottage Grove and its environs).

			“Oregon is so America,” Californian Sheila says, looking at the iceberg lettuce in her sandwich as evidence.

			We leave the freeway at Drain (appropriate, given the morning bathroom sink adventure) and head west on State Route 38 to the guaranteed cooler temperatures at the coast. Seventy-four degrees at Reedsport. Down US 101 to Curry County and as we approach Port Orford the bright sun becomes mottled by incoming fog as the temperature drops into the fifties. Relief
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