Why You Love Oregon Stories

I grew up east of Sandy in the foothills of Mt. Hood. My parents moved us there when I was eight years
old. It was like going to heaven without dying. My backyard was our three acres with a creek, half of which
is forest, bordered by hundreds of acres of forest, without fence and (at that time) virtually untouched. I
learned the names of the plants, falling in love with huckleberries, trilliums, and sour grass (wood sorrel). I
discovered the homes of our wild neighbors. Mountain beaver, frogs, western meadowlarks, flickers,
raccoons and on and on. Just as important as those discoveries were the discoveries I made about
myself. I discovered that I could sit in the middle of it all and just breathe and listen. My mind would
explore its own vastness in the context of the living planet and I would feel a kind of connection to life that
I felt in no other way. I felt both tiny and enormous at the same time. Eventually I learned to carry this
feeling with me on our family outings. Oregon has so much to offer geographically. From the unique
coastline to the Cascade Mountains and the eastern dry lands, Oregon is full of inspiring landscapes. I
feel a deep connection with this place and its various populations of life. We humans are the only effective
stewards who can protect this place from our own kind. We have to get it right. I love this place.
-

David Manuel

RETURN TO THE BURL TREE
Not far on the old Columbia Gorge road
Latourell Falls where we park to hike.
Most tourists simply follow the path
to snow melt crashing from high above
over cliffs shined by mists in sunlight,
but we have a deeper destination.
We jump stone to stone beneath the torrent
our hearts pounding from within
at least as loud as water thundering
until we reach the other side
where a few feet down a different path
are the welcoming arms of the burl tree.
We climb again assisted by familiar moss
onto a very large limb stretched
into an almost quiet calm where swells
an anomaly, a burl shaped like a couch,
a nest formed by the tree just for us
where we can cuddle unseen all afternoon,
or until we are expected to return.
From TRACES ON TRACKS : Early Collected Poems by Harry MacCormack
(www.sunbowfarm.org/publications.php)
-

Harry MacCormack

1969, I passed on Woodstock to come to Oregon. After touristing for a couple weeks. I got a job on the Mt
Hood National Forest. Working in the woods every day, seeing Mt Hood from all kinds of different angles,
crystal clear streams, abundant wildlife ( I’m a fisherman). I knew I had found my new home. 50 years
next year, I never regretted leaving the East Coast.
-

Paul

I was born here in Portland, Oregon in 1945, lived on Overton Street for two years in a home my
grandfather built in 1900. I am a fourth generation Oregonian from pioneering great-grandparents.
Moved to California with my parents until I was 18. School in California in the SF Bay area.
Spent youthful summers here in Oregon. Visiting Vernonia and walking in the beautiful forests on the
Nehalem river. Cedars, firs, maples, birch, ash, deer, butterflies, salamanders, black bears, and
camping with friends in the summer was a delight. Water skiing Lake Oswego and the Willamette River,
horseback riding in Beaverton (which was still a forest for the most part) at Nichols Riding
Academy...jumping logs and creeks, cleaning stalls and riding bareback. Playing tennis at the
Washington Park tennis courts. Looking at views of Mt. Hood, and Mt. Rainier, and Mt. St. Helens
before it blew its top. Going to Spirit Lake, a paradise. Sitting on my balcony, looking long down the
Willamette River and the Columbia River merging, then going to Astoria, to the sea. Ball games at
Vaughn Street Park and Multnomah stadium. My grandfather talking about being able to walk across
the salmon on the Columbia river, the fish migration was so thick. He was born in 1872. He was
important to Portland’s development. Camping at Elk Lake near Bend. Beautiful pine forest and lake in
high desert country. This state has much to offer.
I live in Salem now with a 150 foot fir tree in my neighbor’s yard. It makes a mess of my gutters and car
often but it is home to doves and other birds. I can walk the neighborhood and see Mill Creek with
ducks and sometimes chinook salmon running in the spring. We need to protect our environment from
all pollution for the sake of our health and for the joy one gets walking in nature. Simple pleasures are
the best. Oregon has an abundance of simple natural pleasures.
Also the politics of Oregon is still livable for the most part. Tolerance and Peace and acceptance of all
people is still in the majority, so be it.
Also I am a Polarity Therapist, holistic health, and started my business in Eugene, Oregon in 1979. Was
successful and now have been here self-employed since 1985. Oregon has been pretty good to me all
around. I am grateful!
-

Ann Watters

My daughter married and moved to Dallas, OR, and after the birth of my second grandchild in 2004, I flew
from my home of 45 years, northwest Louisiana. It was October, and I was so thrilled to actually see
FALL. The beautiful leaves. It was actually cool. We drove to Tillamook and I had her stop on the side of
the road because there were actual streams of water and I wanted to get out and look at them. There
were beautiful ferns and green moss on the trees. It was like a fairy land and I had to touch the moss. It
was glorious. In December we went to the coast and even though it was soooo cold, it was beautiful! I
was so enthralled I didn't want to go back to Louisiana. We moved here in December, 2005.
-

Karen Horton

I was born in Oregon and have been in love with our beautiful state from Day 1. No matter where I go,
from my parents’ farm in Washington County, to the Oregon Coast, the bustling streets of downtown
Portland, to the wheat fields of Eastern Oregon, I am constantly reminded of how lucky I am to call this
place home.
-

Rep. Williamson

How did I first fall in love with Oregon? It is a question that sends me back in time. I was born in New York
and was a country girl. We were not the New Yorkers of the high rise location, but the ones that lived in
upstate. I started life in a single wide trailer across the street from a dairy farm. My father worked for
Lockheed and at the age of 7, we moved across the country to live in California, which even in the early
70's was overcrowded and fast-paced. My mother often said we lived there for 6 months before the skies
cleared and she realized we lived in a valley, to that point she had never seen the hills around us. I never
liked it there. How could Christmas come on a 90+ degree day? Where was the snow I was used to?
After we had lived there for about 1.5 years, my father got the opportunity to transfer up to Oregon. My
first memory of being here was the massive ice storm that greeted us the December we moved here.
Growing up back east, I was used to mountains of snow, but not inches of ice. I clung to a telephone pole,
afraid to cross the street, worried I was going to fall in front of a car and die. I did not die and life in this
beautiful state has continued on for over 40 years. As a child we went camping and wonder of wonders
we did not have to be covered in sticky smelly bug spray. I was in love. I could go out and enjoy the
wilderness, play, and be free. We spent days at Trillium Lake, floating around on a raft we blew up by
mouth. If you didn't pass out from that endeavor, then you had hours just to lay on it on the water, looking
at the gorgeous blue sky overhead. Years have gone by and now I am an avid photographer who loves to
hike, or SUP, or just plain be outside. This state is so full of riches that feed mind and body that anyone
lucky enough to live here will never discover it all. I plan on trying.

-

Patricia Kolberg

Oregon sank its roots into me even as I grew up and played in her forests and streams. My earliest
memories are of being in the woods around our house in Prospect. If you don’t know where Prospect is,
look on a map of southern Oregon near the Rogue River. If I were to put my childhood on a map, pins
would mark tiny bergs where most people were born but didn’t choose to move. But my family did. And
the roots grew deeper.
Shady Cove, Jordan Valley, Reedsport, Glide, and wider spots in the road like Junction City and
Astoria are also pinned brightly on my childhood map. Near almost all of them flowed a river; The
Columbia, Umpqua, Willamette, and streams of no name but great consequence to me gave me places to
dabble, boulder-hop and learn to fish. I grew, and the rivers flowed through me.
During my teen years we left and went to Utah, another place where family lived. The sound of the
wind, the salt sting of the ocean air, and water rushing over boulders passed through my blood and
sustained my love over the distance.
I returned at 18 with my three-year-old child and made plans to attend college in Monmouth. The
taste of sun-warmed blackberries welcomed us both home. We floated on the Willamette on inner tubes
and were nestled within her banks. We moved to Hood River and have enjoyed the beauty and the thrill of
that waterway. My three children have moved away, but at night I’m sure they hear the sound of the Hood
River wind calling their names.
-

Shannon Perry

Beginning at the age of five, my parents would take me and my three siblings on backpacking trips every
summer. Walking through the wilds of the Wallowas, scrambling the scree of South Sister, launching
through paths of the lupine and larkspur on the slopes of Strawberry Mountain. In full circle, I now repeat
this passion for sharing the outdoors with my children every year.
-

State Senator Rob Wagner

I got lucky to be born here. To ride my bike down the streets of Lake Grove, and wander through the wild
growth behind our house (that many years later became a city park). I loved the road trips to the beach, or
exploring Astoria, Bend, and the outdoors around Salem.
But after many years living in Portland, the chance came to move to my dream home and community of
Newport where I could bask in the natural beauty and sea air. To be near the forests and coastal
mountain range, but listen to the waves crashing on the shore every day. I am a torn Oregonian. I love
where I live so much I want to shout it from the top of Mt. Hood, and I also want to quietly express my
jubilation so we preserve the beauty we have to deter more out-of-state visitors becoming residents. I've
traveled and lived elsewhere and I know the attraction and appeal of where we live. I just can't get
enough. Happy and proud to be a lifelong Oregonian.
-

CM Hall

I fell in love with Oregon in two main stages, and then many less momentous events.
The first main event was when a new friend of mine, a few years after I moved to Ashland, Oregon, took
me to a ridge on the Eastern end of the Kalmiopsis Wilderness. As the sun set and darkness rose, I
looked west, and all I saw to the horizon was darkness. All these valleys, mountain sides and ridges were
wild, free of man's presence. Wow. It was so exciting! This was the place for me!
The second of the main events was more mysterious and subtle. It happened a couple of years later. I
was walking through the Quad at Ashland High School, and, then and there, out of nowhere, I felt a deep
sense of belonging, like I had never felt before, even in my native France. I belonged!
There you have it!
-

Nöel C.

My new husband wanted me to meet his daughter and family here. We'd both lived in CA most of our
lives, so this was new. When I looked out over the lake and pointed to the double rainbow it took our
breaths away! Pretty quick though we came upon 2 fields, side by side, full of antelope! Next was a very
large bird trying to conquer a very large snake! Then the deer dotted our landscape! Need I say more?
We started looking for a home here right away!
-

Margaret Glass

I first saw Oregon when I came out from Minnesota with my son and his father. We lived in Brush Prairie
Washington but I had never seen the Pacific Ocean before; or any ocean for that matter. In 1975 we
drove to Seaside and I kept saying how awesome it would be to live there. And the idea caught on with
the rest of our little "commune" and that summer we bought a little shackle down house on Third in
Seaside. I was smitten. I loved it out here. We moved to an old shake farm style house on Wahanna Road
along the river. And I never wanted to be any place else. But health issues and economical issues that
became so serious forced us to move back up to Washington, and as I rode with my husband down the
driveway in a U-Haul, I was just sick. And I thought to myself, "Someday I'll be back." I went to work and
finally got on at the Bremerton Post Office. In 2009 they offered early outs. And I grabbed at it. I was out
at Seaside in the Spring, sitting on the roundabout and watching the volleyball nets going up and the
thought struck me. Like a lightning bolt out of the blue. I could sell out in Washington and come back. I
decided at that moment that was my plan. I thought of nothing else. I retired December 31, 2008 and after
a mass effort, moved all I had and bought my home on the South Slope in Astoria. And nothing could take
me away from Oregon, especially this North Coast, again. I love the place. I love the easy feel and the
friendly citizens. And I love being where the river meets the sea.
-

Linda Browning

Moved here from Arkansas as a very young toddler after World War II as my Dad had a job waiting for
him here.
Because my Dad had worked on fire watch towers summers when in college before the war, I grew up
camping, fishing, doing horse trail rides, picking huckleberries, and taking numerous road trips throughout
the state wilderness areas as well as clam digging on the coast.
As an adult I have enjoyed backpacking major sections of the Pacific Crest Trail, skiing at several ski
areas, climbing Ht. Hood and Black Butte, camping at the coast and forest areas throughout the state.
I have always valued the fact that the coast and the forests are so easily reachable and marvel that high
desert environment can also be so easily reached.
Traveling to the San Juan Islands, where most of the waterfront areas are posted no trespassing as it is
private property, gave me an increased appreciation that our ocean areas are open to everyone.
There is just so very much to love about living in Oregon and we all need to do our part to protect all of it
for future generations.
-

Eileene Gillson

I was born here in Oregon. I am fourth generation. My uncle was killed in a logging accident in Cottage
Grove, where my mother was born in 1919. I grew up along Hwy 26 Powell Blvd, across from
Meadowland dairy on the east side of Portland. We had woods behind our house. Meadowlarks, bob
whites, and chickadees were part of my cacophony of sounds of my childhood, along with the east wind
blowing through the fir and pine trees surrounding my home. In the winter it would get very cold and the
east wind would howl. Snow would come in great freezing quantities to coat the road and large hill across
the street and freeze the sump pond. The sleds would come out. My brothers and I would cross the
street, climb the fence and trudge up the hill to sled. A very favorite memory of flying down the hill to the
frozen pond where folks would come and ice skate on the pond. It was a wonderful childhood experiences
that I carry with me. Those times foster my love of the environment that I carry with me today. I am 68.
-

Shanti Bush

My dad was a career Air Force officer so I grew up all over the world. He wanted to retire to farm in
Oregon and on one of our camping vacations found his dream ranch on the banks of the North Santiam
River. It had a forest and fields with grass taller than his head. There was no house on it but we spent our
camping vacations there, fishing the river and hiking the woods. I remember one evening my brother and I
were walking back to camp and came upon a doe and fawn. We held very still and just watched them until
they wandered out of sight. I fell in love with Oregon at that moment. And still am.
Now I have a little farm of my own on the banks of a smaller river where American Dippers sing and raise
young that impossibly jump out of mossy nests when they fledge into their fast-flowing mountain stream. I
monitor Black Oystercatcher nests on the Oregon coast every spring and summer, sitting in pristine
meadows and forests looking out on impossibly beautiful ocean scenery and offshore rocks, listening to
sea lions bark and Bald Eagles scream and waves constantly washing against the shore. And every day, I
fall in love with Oregon again.
-

Linda Fink

I was born in Oregon, and my appreciation for it goes as far back as I can remember. My grandparents
would take me to Cultus Lake near Bend for two weeks every summer. We would go with our whole big
Dutch and Indonesian family and get three sites next to each other by the lake. My grandfather, Opa,
would go fishing in the morning. My grandmother, Oma, would set up a big kitchen and she and her sister
would cook amazing food for all of us. That left me free to lay on the pebble beach, go hiking, and swim in
the lake. My uncle would bring his boat for water skiing, which I was terrible at! But my favorite thing was
looking at the stars at night. So many stars!
Opa told me once that the reason they chose Oregon to move to after moving from Indonesia to The
Netherlands was that Oregon was the place that had everything - ocean beaches, forests, lakes, rivers,
mountains, and even deserts - and he was right. I’m grateful that they chose Oregon as their home and
that it will always be mine now too.
And now i pass that love down to my daughter, who just finished kindergarten at Trackers Forest School!
We go hiking and she tells me about all the edible and medicinal plants, identifies different bird species,
and sometimes builds little shelters for the forest animals. She’s a budding naturalist! And I’m so grateful
that I have the opportunity to give her that experience.
We love Oregon!!!
-

Cami LeWarne

Part I
Long before I came to Oregon, at the end of the second World War in 1946, I lay in dream thinking of our
forthcoming adventure. I moved here with my family and all our possessions. We came most of the way
on a Greyhound bus, escaping from the bedbugs, cockroaches, and rats of our midwest apartment
building. That idea of the old west was reinforced in my teenage mind by the fact that the final leg of our
trip was on the Oregon Motor Stages! Only the coach wasn’t a buckboard, but an old 1940’s bus. We had
come as far west as we could go. Sure, the ocean was 70 miles away, but we imagined we could taste
salt on the southwest breeze.
I didn’t gradually come to love Oregon. I immediately fell head over teacups in love with her.
What was not to love? The two-room schoolhouse was a short walk away. A forest of old-growth Douglas
fir and giant big-toothed maples awaited nearby, teeming with wildlife: deer, cougar, raccoons,
skunks––animals I had only read about. Silver grey squirrels, ninety feet up in the branches of the big firs,
glided from tree to tree. To us, they were flying squirrels. We hiked and camped out every chance we got
in the those woods
To the east of our shack was a single strand of rusty barbed wire that separated us from the railroad track
fifteen feet away. Right next to west side of the house, Yamhill Creek flowed (most of the year). Beyond
that, Highway 47. I felt like our little railroad line shack was a boat heading due north. Or an island
between those three routes of travel.
Everything, including the southwest wind, spoke of freedom, or the possibility of freedom. If we wanted to
go to town, we could walk the track to Yamhill three miles away, or step out on Highway 47, put a thumb
up, and travel the world.
Part II

On clear nights, out the front door in the northern sky there was the Big Dipper to contemplate, the
compass on our map, if we wanted to travel the globe, assuring our place on the planet in a way that an
urban skyscape couldn’t.
And, during our first winter here, on several nights we saw the Northern Lights. Something
we had never seen before and would probably never see again in this part of Northwest Oregon.
On nights of driving rain, the fingers of the Oregon ash on the creekbank—orchestrated by the southwest
wind—thrummed the board-and-batten siding of our shack until I feel asleep.
And with each day there was so much to discover in this new world.
In the summer, we were delighted by wild blackberries, and apples from abandoned orchards that had
grown wild. Hazelnuts lined the fence rows by the road. And China pheasants would suddenly explode
from fields into the sky. My success hunting them with a homemade slingshot was nil, I’m now happy to
say.
Though we were trapped in long hours of drudgery picking crops, there was the seemingly endless sky
promising an eventual escape from our work. On hot August days we could abandon the bean field for a
dip in the chocolate-brown Tualatin.
Then, in springtime there were all the delicious sweet Oregon strawberries we could eat (as long as the
field boss didn’t catch us).
Hard work, yes. But sweet clean air to breathe, and, at night, more stars in the sky than I’d ever seen in
the city. All this was free. And we had freedom out in the country in Oregon, one we never knew in the
city.

-

Carlos Reyes

In 1978, I lived in the mountains,
The fabulous mountains of Colorado.
But I was a child of the sea coast;
Windy evenings walking by the waves,
Towers on the rocks lighting the way home,
Pockets with sand in the linings;
The objects of my longing.
In 1978, to return to the shores of my childhood
Was no longer possible.
Covered with storage tanks full of petroleum,
Fenced by cottage-owners,
It was a place I could only visit while surrounded by
Screeching, seething crowds.
After I had paid for parking.
In 1978, I was on my own, a traveler,
And so I traveled on, continuing to the West,
A town on an unfamiliar map.
A possibility for more hours by the sea,
Dreams of a new home.
When I arrived, I continually got lost,
Unable to remember that putting the sea on my left
Now pointed me north............
But the Goddess smiled on me, and she
Led me to a woman with children,
Children I could grow with, and laugh with
As I had so often before.

In 1978, I lived on the land,
With others who felt like kin.
We grew our food, and sat by the fire,
And taught the children how to read.
And in the evenings, rain fell softly on
The roof, the grass, the trees,
In the distance, the pounding of the sea;
And I found I was in love.
From 1978 until this day,
Oregon is my home,
I listen to the rain, and gaze at the trees,
I spend long evenings on rocky seashores,
I watch the towers light the way home,
And remain a child of the sea.
-

Michelle Bouvia-Emeott

When we first moved here in the fall of 2013, it was very rainy. I remember my husband taking my kids on
a walk at Tryon Creek State Park during a deluge because we were thinking, "we'd just have to get used
to the rain," but the news was reporting that it was record rainfall and not something we needed to get
used to. It did, however, stay misty for awhile. Just when I couldn't take it anymore, it ceased and spring
began. And what a spring we have here in Portland, Oregon! The rhododendrons, roses, irises, wild
poppies, and flowering trees laden with blossoms. That first spring was fecund with life and that is when I
fell in love with Oregon.
-

Kali Gooding

When I was in third grade, my folks and I moved from the city to the foothills of the Cascade Mountains.
Few cars, no lights at night—so dark; so quiet. I missed the city noises and near neighbors. At the farm it
was half a mile to the nearest neighbor. I learned to climb trees, and to spend my days watching wildlife,
and to take summer naps under the huge walnut tree, with a strong breeze gently brushing over me. In
the afternoon winds, the wash on the lines would blow almost straight out. When I got my horse and rode
into the woods, I believe that’s when I truly started to love Oregon. Early morning rides, frost two inches
thick coming out of the ground, the wet smell coming from the trees and fern and rodies; seeing trilliums
in the woods; the huge barn smelling of fresh hay brought in from the field; the smell of the milk cows as
they stood in their stations while we milked them by hand; trips to the creek, seeing crawdads; moving
rocks in the ice cold water and seeing perrywinkles. As I grew older, I moved to the city for more
schooling, and then a job, but I took every chance to hike the mountain trails or go fishing or camping.
The crows and birds and the forest smell is Oregon.
-

Sharon Smith

I was offered a job in Oregon, from a manager that I had worked for in Ohio. He told me he had this great
opportunity because the Oregon legislature had just passed a bill that would increase funding for the state
agency he was being hired to head, and they were going to expand services. Being single, and into the
outdoors—specifically downhill skiing—I thought it sounded like a great opportunity. I knew nothing about
Oregon, so I went to the library and found Charles Kuralt's "On The Road." It showed a pristine
wilderness, and I remember thinking I could enjoy living in Oregon. I flew out, and, as the plane circled Mt.
Hood and landed in Portland, my excitement grew. During the drive to Salem I was awed by the trees.
Later that week I was driven to the coast. I could not believe it was less than two hours to a great ski hill,
less than two hours to the magnificent coast and the green, farming valley. My job allowed me to travel,
and on weekends I traveled the back roads. That was over 29 years ago; since that time I married an
Oregonian and my feet, although not webbed, are firmly in place here.
-

Phyllis Millan

I fell in love with Oregon from thousands of miles away, by its reputation in 1970, with Tom McCall as
governor, the beach bill, as well as the bottle bill and land use planning on the horizon. One of my best
friends had come out to University of Oregon for graduate school and I heard about food co-ops and
buying things in bulk. Seems quaint now, but I was hooked. We bought a Chevy van and moved with our
meager belongings. Taking the long road, we arrived at the southern Oregon coast and drove north on a
foggy June day. We probably didn't even see the ocean until about Port Orford. I felt I had entered a
magical land and I happily spent my career working to preserve and protect the place that so touched my
heart from the beginning.
-

Rebecca Kreag

I first visited Oregon some years ago, I believe it was around 2005, when I was on vacation. I lived in CA
and drove up the Pacific Coast Highway and continued all the way up the breathtaking, wild coast of
Oregon. I was struck by the lush forests, the stunning rainforest all along the coastline, the fresh air, the
lovely people I met along the way, and the wonderful scenery, seafood, and shopping at wonderful little
shops all along the coastal small towns. I retired from 30 years in the civil service in CA and decided to
relocate to Oregon. I moved to beautiful Bend with its stunning scenery, crystal clear Deschutes River, the
most gorgeous parks, clean air and water, and the best people anywhere. It’s a wonderful place to live. I
love Oregon and will remain here. I sure wish housing wasn't so shockingly high but there is no where to
live in the USA today that isn't prohibitively expensive. I hope the housing prices don't continue to
escalate as I would have to leave Bend and that would break my heart for sure!
-

Donna Ball

I was born and raised in Brooklyn, NY. It is a loud, smelly place with a bad attitude. When we first
escaped there and came here, I was first amazed by how clean the streets were and the obvious pride
folks had for their communities and their homes. The friendliness, even in the grocery stores, always gave
me a warm feeling since where I came from not only didn't promote that feeling, but deterred it. When I
would get into my car in NYC, I would have a tightness in my chest, expecting, and getting, aggressive
behavior from other drivers and even pedestrians. I never feel that way anymore. People are polite and
mostly easy going and helpful. The state is so beautiful and I love knowing that if I feel like visiting the
mountains or the coast both are within easy reach. I have still not found anything to complain about here
in Oregon. I'm staying!
-

Mona Schneider

I grew up here in the Portland area then went to college in Seattle. I spent years in Manhattan in law
school/Wall Street and finally realized how much I appreciated and missed so many aspects of Oregon. I
love almost all parts of Portland life, from the restaurant scene to the green life. My father lives in Sunriver
so Mt. Bachelor is my go-to. The coast rocks my socks off, even on a stormy day. Tree hugging, foraging,
picnicking, etc. My only tackle is the homeless situation, which breaks my heart. Otherwise, both my
husband and I have no plans of leaving this beautiful state anytime soon. Side story: I found it hilarious in
school in NYC that people thought I had an accent. I was the only person they knew from the PNW.
Second question was always, "Doesn't it rain a lot there?" :)
-

Kelly Montgomery

I was born in Portland almost 70 years ago. As a child we would go to the beach, through the Tillamook
Burn, otherwise known as "toothpick land." The traces of those fires lasted many years! At the same time,
we would go walking through the forest at Ecola Park, seeing and hearing all the wildlife and plants that
are there. We also took vacations in Eastern Oregon, where I fell in love with the sagebrush and open
spaces, and other forms of plant and animal life. I have lived within 25 miles of the Columbia River,
always, and have learned great respect for that swift river, and its inhabitants. From the ocean, dunes, tall
timber, grasslands, and sage, Oregon is one of the most diverse places on the planet, both in climate and
in plant and wildlife. I have always been in love with Oregon!
-

Ila Fetterly

I can recall my early memories of the wind in my face and the smell of the salt sea air. I grew up on the
Oregon coast. Inland a few miles in the summer, the smell of the pitch on the fir trees, and the constant
trilling of coastal birds in the background—these memories will live with me forever. I have traveled
around the world but I will always end up in my Oregon—the surf, the forest, the joy, and the beauty of it
all is home.
-

Royce Embanks

I moved to Oregon in 1988. I fell in love with Oregon driving up I-5 on our way to Lake Oswego where my
parents lived. I had moved here from Tucson, Arizona, so it was quite a different culture. My love for
Oregon grew every year. There aren’t very many places in the U.S. that you can have the ocean and the
mountains so close. I love hiking, fishing, and camping. Every year my friends and I would go camping
and I think that made our bonds grow deeper. I feel so fortunate to have been able to raise my son in a
place that has such a reverence for nature. Yes, it rains a lot, but if it didn't, we wouldn't have the beautiful
green. I am so thankful I have been able to live in such a wondrous place.
-

Michelle Ghiggia

A Washington native, I grew up with forests, mountains, and Puget Sound. My mother took us for
walks in the woods. She gathered morel mushrooms, which my father greatly enjoyed. She taught us
the names of wildflowers, and all of the wild berries. My high school civics/journalism teacher suggested I
apply to Pacific University in Forest Grove, Oregon. There I met and later grew to love a young man, an
Oregon native. When my family took a trip in our car to deliver me to college, we had crossed the
Columbia River on a ferry and checked out the coast on our way. The ocean was blue, restless, huge,
amazing; a different kind of energy and beauty from that of Puget Sound. Endlessly fascinating. It didn’t
take me long to discover the same kinds of forests, Cascade Mountains, lakes and rivers as I
had known, the same wildflowers and delicious wild berries. Oregon also has wonderful waterfalls. My
young man is now an old man. In our 64 years of marriage we have travelled widely, including all
over Oregon. We have canoed, cross-country skied, driven, and hiked in Oregon, including a 441-mile
backpack trip in 31 days on the Pacific Crest Trail. After working and raising our four children in
Medford, we retired. (Another whole story can be written about the delicious fruits and vegetables
grown in Oregon.) This is our 23rd year of living on the Oregon coast. It doesn’t get much better than this.
-

Shirley Nelson

I came here in 1965 as part of a trip that people could take on Greyhound buses. You could get on the
bus anywhere in the USA in that summer with a $99 ticket and go anywhere in the country, get off, get
back on for a whole month. I made a big loop around the country with my girlfriend, and one of the places
we chose to go was Oregon.
We came north from California and drove along the coast of Oregon. As soon as I saw the first rocky cove
with trees growing out of boulders on small islands, and saw the waves crashing on the shore in the fog, I
was totally enchanted and drawn to this beautiful, peaceful place! Then we saw the forests, followed by
mountains, then by high desert and I made myself a pledge...that, someday, I would live here.
In 1983, my husband finished a job in Chicago and he said, "You've been following me around for years in
my work. Why don't you choose the next place we're going to make a life?" I answered: "Wonderful.
We're moving to Oregon!" We did.
I have never had one day of regret that we came here in that year. We bought a house in Portland, raised
our kids here and have lived here ever since. I never plan to leave this stunning and beautiful place. It's
my home and I am still in love with it. Every day, I thank God that I took that Greyhound bus trip in 1965.
-

Linda Knudson

I came to Portland, Oregon in August 1955. I was four years old. Greyhound diesel bus is how I came
here. Three day ride from St. Louis to Portland OR. That first year in Portland was memorable. We were
residing at Mount Scott. Then it was just a rural location in east Portland. I recall a grape vineyard was on
the southwest side where we resided. My mother (paying only a thin silver dime) would take my brother
and me with her when she would go to town. It was at 96th and SE Flavel Street were we caught the
(then) last line of PTC Oregon City to Portland streetcar. The conductor wore a duck bill hat and had a
white handlebar moustache over a very large smile. It had snowed that year also. The open-air interurban
car was a magical ride to see Santa Claus for that four year old boy that December 1955. Meier & Frank
is where Santa would be so my mother could get a picture of the visit.
-

Wesley Ellis

I was born in Salem, Oregon and "imprinted" on the upper Willamette Valley. I lived in the older areas of
the city that were developed about the same time my grandparents built their home on Market Street NE,
which was a gravel road (I am told) in 1924. I had some of the same teachers at North Salem High School
as my mother and her sisters had had, and I graduated from Willamette University in 1968, the college
both of my parents had attended. My family attended the same church where my grandmother taught
Sunday School and my parents were married, and I later helped build a daughter congregation in South
Salem. After church, my family went for drives in the country and I learned to love the farmlands east of
Salem and the cherry trees in the West Salem hills. Since 1968 I have lived and traveled in different parts
of the world--southern California, southeastern Connecticut, British Columbia in the 1970s, the Canadian
sub-Arctic, Hawaii for several years, Guatemala, Costa Rica, New Zealand, Australia, Tahiti...and though I
have been happy and loved each of these parts of our gloriously beautiful world and its peoples, my heart
is always drawn to Mt. Hood, the Willamette River, and the city of Salem and lands surrounding it. It is
HOME whether I live there or not!
-

Lesley Laing

I've spent my whole life of 55 years searching for a place to belong. Everywhere I lived always felt out of
place, and I longed to find my "tribe." From the mountains of Pennsylvania to the shores of New Jersey,
from the palm-lined lanes of Florida to the ultra-modern city of Houston, from the corn-fed fields of the
Midwest to the dramatic deserts of the American Southwest, I often fell in love with the place, but it never
seemed as though the place fell in love with me.
When life circumstances again encouraged (demanded?) a long-distance move, we closed up our house
in Iowa, moved into an RV, and headed west again—this time for the Pacific Northwest. Along the way, I
researched possible homes, looking for culture, freedom, moderate weather, near a university, close to
both mountains and the sea. A year later, I finally found my forever home in Eugene. Here I feel loved by
the land and the feeling is mutual. I found a culture of other women and artists and writers and spiritual
seekers who have embraced me as one of their own. I have made more friends here in five years than I
had in the previous 35. I am more creative than ever, painting, writing, designing clothing, making jewelry,
exploring fiber arts. Oregon has everything: mountains, deserts, rivers, fertile valleys, and the most
dramatic coastline in the lower 48. I hope I live another 60 years so I can savor and experience all the
treasures Oregon has to offer.
-

Catt Foy

Born and raised in Oregon, I love the fact that you can drive from the lush green valley to the beautiful
coast, or over the Cascades to the high desert in Central and Eastern Oregon for a day trip. If you want a
little longer adventure, you can drive to Ashland for some Shakespeare or enjoy the spectacular Crater
Lake in southern Central Oregon. Want to immerse yourself in culture? Portland is a short drive from our
beautiful state capitol in Salem, Oregon. Yes, I very much love my home state. I have visited many of our
beautiful states, but I always come home to Oregon.
-

Marilee Corey

