




Our Streets is a citywide public art installation and zine created by 
University of Oregon graduates Nina Coloso and Julian Watts, funded 
by the city of Eugene, OR.  The goal of the project is to tell the 
stories of the people of Eugene through the urban landscape. By 
initiating a dialogue with the community through  interviews and 
written submissions, we have collected and documented stories that 
define people’s relationships with their urban space and thus their 
greater connection to their city and community.

The stories included in this zine are a few of the many incredible 
stories that we have heard over the last few months.  Each one has 
a specific site in Eugene attached to it.  By matching the number of 
each story to the numbers on the map on the back cover of this zine, 
you can find the actual locations of the stories as you read them.  We 
encourage you to use this map as a guide and to create a walking
tour based on the geography of these narratives and memories.  Also 
marked on the map are several public art installations based of texts 
in this zine.  Each one takes a poetic fragment of text and turns it
into a public landmark, using the infrastructure of the city itself to 
give life to these stories.  

This zine is free.  It is a gift to the community in return for sharing 
your stories with us.  We hope it can act as an inspiration to continue 
telling stories and appreciating the urban landscape around us.  
Eugene is a wild and beautiful placew and there are many, many 
more stories to tell.  

Thank you.                                                                   Julian & Nina
      



We would like to give a special thanks to the 
following people and organizations:

The City of Eugene Cultural Services
Eugene Recreation Division
The Public Art Committee

Temporary Art Pilot Project
Isaac Marquez
Joseph Moore

Diana Wise & First Place Family Center
LaVena Nohrenberg & Eugene Public Library

Marti Gerdes
Kitty Piercy

Suzi Prozanski
Alice Endo Aikens
Vincenza Scarpaci

Chris Borrelle

This zine was published in Eugene, OR. in June 2012.

All of the stories in this zine were submitted by the
community and transcribed  by the zine’s creators.

www.ourstreetseugene.com



THIS SPOT WILL CHANGE YOUR LIFE  .............1
ALL TYPES OF COLORS ........................................2  
TRAVELERS .............................................................3
DROP OUT, TUNE IN, CHANGE THE WORLD ...5 
DARK COOPERATIVE ...........................................6
FOR A MOMENT .....................................................7
LOKO ........................................................................8
THE MOST PERFECT WAY ...................................9 
KARL ........................................................................11
SHELTER .................................................................12
KNEE DEEP .............................................................13
EVERYBODY ..........................................................14
59,000 PEOPLE ........................................................15
THE CLASSIEST MEAL IN TOWN .......................17
MISDIRECTION SCHEME .....................................18
RANDOM ENCOUNTERS .....................................19
WRESTLING ............................................................20
MY HOME ................................................................21
SEQUIADENDRON GIGANTEUM .......................23
TUNNELS ................................................................24
THE ONE ARMED MAN ........................................25
A DILIGENT GARDENER ......................................26
CRASH ......................................................................27
FELL .........................................................................28

MAP ON THE BACK COVER

CONTENTS





THIS SPOT WILL 
     

1
Coming from New Jersey I was never that into nature.  A beautiful 
state NJ is but a place to just sit, relax and enjoy nature is hard to find. 
 I came to Eugene 5 years ago and the one place I found that brought 
me a type of joy I did not feel while back east was the log spot at the
river right under Autzen Bridge on the north side.  From this spot I 
saw a bald eagle for the first time, met friends that I love and still keep
in touch with and found out that nature inspires my life in many ways.  
Still to this day whenever I go to the river and this spot is open I must 
take some time to relax.  When I notice someone is already at my spot 
I smile because they’re experiencing something very dear to my 
heart, though at the same time I want to tell them to leave 
because I love it so much.

Nothing beats the river.  Ducks will fly by whispering their day to you, 
the sun shines on trees and the water blindS you with beauty and let’s
not forget the beautiful people running, biking, boarding or walking by.  
I have been at my spot on hallucinogens and I did enjoy myself, 
but tripping or sober this spot will change your life.

The log is wearing away and when the water is high the rock is 
unsittable unless you like getting your butt wet (I do).  But this spot 
isn’t about what you’re sitting on, it’s about what your looking upon.  
And at this spot you are looking at a part of Eugene that is beautiful 
and always changing.  Once the sun starts going down you are in a 
perfect spot to head up the bridge and watch the sunset. 
Love you river spot.

love Jersey.

LOCATION: Willamette River, North Bank, under Autzen bridge

-Jersey

CHANGE YOUR LIFE



ALL TYPES 
OF COLORS
When I was walking around town I passed lots of flowers like 
irises and they were perple. I live behind Papas Pizza. I walked all 
the way to monroe park. I liked it, it was fun seeing flowers that 
were all types of colors and all kinds and that’s my story.

Location: Monroe Park

-Ama Mykyta
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My friend and I would go to the free walls late on warm summer nights, 
when there was nothing better to do, sharing a box of choco tacos and
spray painting colorful cartoon characters on the walls. It was always dark 
and quiet, only slightly lit by orange lights from the buildings across the 
tracks and the silence only disturbed by the occasional late-night dog 
walkers. On one of these nights, a group of four train hoppin' 
homeless travelers (probably around our same age, late teens or early 
twenties) decided to jump off the late night train and approached us. 
Though intimidated and a little concerned not knowing who they 
were or what they wanted, we welcomed them. I was surprised to
hear one ask for a spray can so that he could join us in tagging the 
free walls. We agreed and the four of them each grabbed a can of our 
spray paint and left their mark on the Eugene free walls. They weren't 
with us for more than about 5 minutes before they left into the 
darkness, back on their path with no destination. Though they weren't 
from Eugene or even Oregon, it seemed that these rugged little kids 
could only be in a town like Eugene. It makes me wonder if they 
would stay here forever with the realization of how well they may 
fit in. 

LOCATION: The free walls behind the Eugene train station
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I started at the U of O in the 60's.  That was a huge turning point in
our culture.  The Vietnam War and the draft began to tear apart the 
society.  There were huge anti war rallies at the university with 
thousands in attendance.  We began to drop out, tune in and change 
the world.  We marched against the war in the hundreds of thousands
all up and down the west coast.  We agitated for women's rights and
pay equality.  We no longer felt it was our role to stay home.  Many 
people dropped out  in a back to the land odyssey.  We started 
serious recycling programs.  Birth Control was widely available 
finally.  We marched in solidarity with the grape strikers in 
California for living wages and living conditions. We went to 
Be-In's at the parks and to black light dances with music from the 
Jefferson Airplane. We hung out at the New World Coffee house  
a block from the university and talked about a different way of 
doing things.  We began to understand the value of cottage industry
and how that would allow us to be in charge of our own fates.

As that began,  I started the first hip shop in Eugene in the alley 
behind the Bon Marche with my partner Jim Sherrell.  We called it
JP Tootle Clam and Feather Company.  We sold handmade pottery,  
posters, black lights, designed and made clothes to sell,  scented 
soaps.  Stuff we thought was cool and hip.  We became a focus for
a new culture in Eugene.  Lots of other things started up around that 
same time in Eugene .

DROP OUT, 
TUNE      IN, 
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TUNE      IN, 

WORLD
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A little later I was part of a collective of people who began and 
worked the Oregon Country Fair for many years.  We wanted to 
develop a marketplace for handcrafted goods, pattern a sustainable 
lifestyle, live lightly on the land, build community, and govern 
collectively.  We played together, had fun, and worked for social 
change in the woods of Veneta while we worked and lived in 
Eugene.  Possibly the most important thing the Fair has done is to 
build a dynamic involved community.   Good time, good work.

LOCATION: W 8th Alley & Charnelton St.

-Sandra Bauer

CHANGE THE



One hazy night near the UofO campus I was stranded in a dark 
cooperative housing structure.  This has changed my life, for the 
better or worse, I'm not the judge.  All I know is this story is the 
tale of a lost wondering soul finding peace in the streets and back 
alleys of Eugene, hoping to find creative souls and peace, search-
ing for something.

LOCATION: 16th Ave. & Alder St.

-J Doe

DARK 
COOPERATIVE
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One morning in the winter of 1987-88, the snow swirled down like 
white dancing feathers.  The mailboxes wore four inch tall hats.  I 
photographed the unfolding sight.  Our daughters threw snowballs, 
tumbling around the mystical silver-white world - on our street.  
Our late dog was still young, as he chewed snow logs and played 
along.  The fire-red berries of the Holly trees peaked through the 
frosty ice.  The whistle of a passing train drowned out the giggles 
for a moment.  We lived for a decade on that street, and the happy 
memories still live on.  

LOCATION: Crocker Lane and River Road

-D.L. Page

A MOMENT
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One hot night in the midst of the Summer of Four Loko, my friend 
Bryan and I were walking down Hilyard to the D-Mart to grab a few 
cans of the summer’s titular beverage. About a block away, we came 
across an old Chinese fellow pushing a shopping cart full of Steel 
Reserve 22s down the sidewalk.
“Excuse me...” he paused. “Guys...I am very lost.”
“Okay,” I said. “Well where are you trying to go?”
“I am trying to get to the university.”
So we spent a good five minutes trying to explain the directions to 
him, but his English wasn’t great, and there was a lot of confusion. 
When we finally had the directions perfectly explained, he said,
“I’m sorry, but actually, I am not trying to get to the university. Where
I really want to go...is 13th and High.”
So then we spent another five minutes explaining the directions to him, 
with even more confusion than the first time. I swear I would say 
something like “Take a left at High” and he’d respond, “Take...a right...
at High?” 
At a random spot midway through the explanation he paused, and said,
“Thank you so much. I love you guys. Have a beer.”
He pulled three 22s out of his shopping cart, taking one for himself and 
handing the other two to me and Bryan.
“Oh, that’s okay man,” Bryan declined. “You need these more 
than we do.” 
But the dude didn’t respond, and instead opened all three cans in the 
middle of the street.
“A toast,” he said, raising his drink, “To our families. The most 
important thing.”
We cheers’d, took a sip, and Bryan and I continued to D-Mart as the
 old man walked the opposite direction we told him to. We tried our best.
Realizing D-Mart would not be feeling our open containers, we set our 
Steel Reserves next to the door for safe-keeping, and walked in.
I pulled out my wallet at the counter before Bryan stopped me.
“Hey man, I’ll pay for your Loko tonight, since you paid for mine last
 night,” he said. The cashier shook his head. I shook my everything.

LOCATION: 25th and Hilyard, 11:00 on an August night

-Chilly Willy

LOKO
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         THE MOST 
PERFECT WAY
 
I fell in love with an amazing human being in Eugene. He is a very 
handsome man and truly, truly a kind hearted person who gives me 
a lot of love.  I couldn't ask for anything more. It'll sound a little 
cheesy, but one of my favorite moments with him is riding down 
the bike path on 12th/13th towards the university from my house in 
the Monroe Park area. Sometimes we hold hands while riding and 
the sun will shine in the most perfect way on us.

LOCATION: My heart (or anywhere on the 12th Ave. bike path..)
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Karl Onthank is remembered on a paver at the Japanese American 
Memorial, Hult Center.  In the creation of the memorial, he emerged 
as one of the greatest allies of the Japanese American University of 
Oregon students during the days of evacuation and internment in 
1942 and remains one of the heroes of our community.

In 2005, I was only peripherally involved with the memorial project.  
However, I had been active in the forming Asian communities for 
more than 20 years, by working on the Asian Council, Oregon Asian 
Celebration and the Japanese-American Association of Lane County.  
Also, I had worked in the Knight Library for more than 20 years and 
had access to technology and information.  The memorial promised 
to recover history for the Japanese community.  Many of us had 
come to Eugene to attend the university and now we had a thriving 
community of 5 generations.  We have always felt welcome here, but 
the question remained: what happened in May, 1942, the deadline 
for evacuation?

Donna Sakamoto Crispin emailed an excerpt of a syllabus from one 
of the late Professor Peggy Pascoe's classes, which noted that Karl 
Onthank, then University Dean of Administration, had played a part 
in disposition of Japanese and JA stduents in 1942.  His papers were
accessible in the University Archives.  The outline noted a group 
called, "The Japanese-American Student Relocation Council."

As I walked to the second-floor reading room of the archives, I 
wondered how the university had handled the JA students.  Michi 
Yasui Ando's story had been publicized when she returned more than 
four decades later to receive her diploma; she had left Eugene secretly, 
to avoid arrest.  (I had worked for the university for 30 years and I
 had no idea how they had treated their JA students during the war.)

K A R L



In checking Onthank’s correspondence in 1942, I found the first let-
ter, dated February 1942, concerning the evacuation ordered for all 
Japanese from the West Coast.  He stated that he admired his hard-
working JA students, two of whom were in medical school; the war 
should not interrupt their schooling.  As he had only 24 students, 
he wrote to the larger universities, UC Berkeley and University of 
Washington, and asked what they were doing for their JA students.  
By May, 1942, hundreds of JA students needed to be evacuated.  He 
networked with the other administrators to establish the Japanese-
American Student Relocation Council in order to find placement 
in universities and medical schools in the midwest and east coast.  
The Council also provided travel stipends and jobs for the relocated 
students.  20 university students, including the three Lane County 
residents registered at Hult Center site, were sent to other schools; 
four decided to accompany their families into 
internment.

When this story was shared with the memorial committee, it was re-
layed to one of Onthank’s granddaughters, Betsy Bragg.  She knew 
her grandfather was a university administrator, but she had no idea 
of the role he played during the war.  Her family bought a paver to 
commemorate his magnificent effort.

We know that some JA university students returned to Eugene and 
generations of their families have attended the university.  The com-
munity owes much to folks like Karl Onthank.  His values,
vision, and actions inspire us today.

LOCATION: The Eugene Japanese American Art Memorial, 
           6th Ave & Willamette St.
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         SHELTER
Last September my daughter and I had to escape from our home 
to free ourselves from domestic violence.  With the help from 
the Women’s Shelter in our hometown and Womenspace here we 
were able to find safe and immediate transportation.  That day was 
September 17th, it was our first day of safety and our first day of a 
long hard road ahead.  I didn’t know Eugene and I was too scared 
to care.  The Womanspace coordinator guided us to Kiva.  It was 
a pleasant evening, an evening that made us smile.  My daughter 
loved the metal art of “Bambi” out in front of Kiva.  Six months 
later I still Smile and take a sigh of relief every time I see the Kiva 
sign.  It is a sign of freedom to us.  Thank you Eugene for taking us 
into your community.  

LOCATION: Kiva, 11th Ave. & Olive St.

-Susie Wayland & Brianna (4 years old)
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   KNEE DEEP
Standing in the Willamette River for hours, everyday, during summer.
- Most of the times the sky was blue, bright happy blue with sunshine.
- Standing in the water, knee deep.
- The water was ice cold.  If you stand in there long enough, the pain 
goes away.
- The air was filled with pollen.  I never like taking medicine, so most 
of the time was spent sneezing and scratching my eyes, though still 
enjoying the water running fast around my legs.
- The water was clear enough that I can see the bigger rocks underneath. 
I would imagine that they'll turn into giant monster tadpoles and eat 
me.  That made me scare and want to run out of the water, but I 
stayed in.
- Some days after a long bike ride, I would stop by the river and just
sit there with my feet hanging in the water.
- I like to go there alone.

Eugene, Oregon is awesome!  NOWHERE ELSE IS LIKE THE 
PACIFIC NORTHWEST!!!

LOCATION: Willamette River

-ArtNewt
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In the month of May my friend, let’s call him Krap Master, wanted 
to find a warehouse to rent out to use as an artist studio space. 
He was throwing this idea around for a while until one day at his 
house while he was having a party, I asked him if I, my lady friend, 
and some others could go in on it too. He was so stoked. We 
probably even hugged. After that I took it upon myself to look for 
warehouses. I found some really magical places out in west 
Eugene and showed them to Krap Master and another local creator 
Top Dawg (a man with the voice). We decided on a warehouse on 
5th and Fillmore. We went to check it out with a group of 
interested friends (quite a lot of people showed up, some of whom 
were strangers to others.) This was the birth of Everybody (or 
errrybody as Krap Master preferred it). We all biked up to the 
intersection of 5th and Fillmore and greeted each other over our 
handlebars in the bright asphalt afternoon. Our hopes were high 
and our prospects were fat. 

In the end we couldn’t afford it, but it was an experience that got 
people talking about having an art collective and thinking about 
what we should do with that title. So the collective went dormant, 
until a man who came from the sun bearing gifts was able to help 
me move it forward again. He turned Bang Magazine into an art 
hub and we began talking about ‘his’ art thing and then ‘mine’ sort 
of ran right into it and out came Entmoot, the legendary art show in 
the woods. And we had what I was hoping we would, 
EVERYBODY PRESENTS EVERYBODY, a one night art show 
in a vacant warehouse, teaming up with Eugene Storefront Art 
Project. Thanks to all the wonderful ambitious artists in the 
EVERYBODY art collective, we have created a movement. Hope-
fully.

LOCATION: 540 Fillmore St.

-Ram Dawg

  E V E R Y B O D Y
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      59,000 PEOPLE
In the fall of 2007, for the first of many times, I heard 59,000 
people singing along to my music.

LOCATION: Autzen Stadium

-Jessica Freedman

15



Mary Wagner founded Mama’s Homefried Truckstop in 1972, soon
after the restaurant where she previously cooked, the People’s Cafe, 
closed for Eugene’s downtown urban renewal. By then, Mary had 
been cooking for years for key gathering spots in Eugene: desserts 
for the New World Cafe, soups and pastries for the Odyssey Coffee 
House and a Saturday Market booth; and then full meals at the 
People’s Cafe. Mary answered a newspaper ad seeking a cook for a 
new boarding house at 1414 Alder near the University of Oregon. 
A fraternity had gone defunct, and the property manager sought a 
way to pay bills. Mary persuaded him to let her open a restaurant, 
with boarding house residents paying a monthly stipend. A friend 
lent $200 for startup money, other friends helped find secondhand
furniture and were recruited as workers. One of them, Leonard 
“Lenny” Jensen, built tables out of recycled wooden spools and 
signed up to cook. Paul Ollswang carved a sign. Mithrandir played
at the grand opening, and live music became a full-time tradition.
The cafe was open 7 a.m. to 11 p.m. everyday except Monday. Art 
exhibits covered the walls. The menu featured standard breakfast 
fare, plus soups, sandwiches, and a low-priced rice-bean-veggie plate 
served with a salad. The popular daily specials introduced
international cuisines to local palates.

 “I was very proud of producing a tasty and sophisticated menu at a 
reasonable price,” Mary said, “in a town that had previously featured 
chicken fried steak as the classiest meal in town.”

The cafe became an instant hit. Overwhelmed with work, Mary re-
cruited business partners in October 1972: Lenny Jensen, Carrie 
Terese Hughes and Louise Hess (later Owens). About 35 employees 
earned an hourly wage plus an equal share of the profits. By 1974, 
many of the workers lobbied to transform the restaurant into a full-
fledged collective. Mary and Terese disagreed.

“Our focus was to have a restaurant, not a collective,” Mary said.

THE CLASSIEST



MEAL IN TOWN
After a meeting that ended with a pie fight to break the
tension, the partners sold the restaurant to the collective for the 
value of equipment and supplies. Mary moved on to other 
ventures, including a career in law. The collective agreed to drop 
“Mama’s” from the restaurant’s name.The Homefried Truckstop’s 
36 original members included Bob Durnell, Indi Stern, Nancie 
“Neila” Campbell, Sally Mann, Norma Grier, Jane Straub, Barbara 
Lowery,Garrett D'Aloia, Amanda Wilcox, Craig Spencer, Barbara 
Vitasik, Alex Sullivan, Ray Freedman, and Richard Hanson. Many 
members lived in the old boarding house. All ate for free at the 
cafe and continued to split the profits after bills were paid.

“We are making a political statement to the community,” Nancie 
Campbell told the UO’s Emerald then. “The people here have 
learned to live on less money. The key here is that it is easier to 
survive collectively — by sharing things.”

The Homefried Truckstop continued to be a popular 
gathering spot, drawing customers from all over with live music at 
all hours and inexpensive but well-prepared food. The cafe 
contributed to numerous benefits, including the WOW Hall’s 
down-payment WOWathon in 1975. They also staffed the first 
restaurant in Community Village in 1977 at the Oregon 
Country Fair along with Genesis Juice and Zoo-Zoo’s restaurant. 
The collective self-governed by consensus, resulting in 
interminable meetings every Monday, their “day off.” The process 
worked until it didn’t, and the cafe closed in 1984. The site is now 
home to Pegasus Pizza.

LOCATION: 14th Ave. & Alder St.

-Suzi Prozanski 17



MISDIRECTION           
            SCHEME
One time at Burrito Boy I saw a group of “travelers” come in.  
They ran a misdirection scheme where one fainted and the other 
grabbed monies when the staff wasn’t looking. They ran out of the 
burrito establishment like bats out of hell.  I swear they took the 
money.

LOCATION: East Broadway and Ferry St.

-Samuel Hauser
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My name is Tyler. We are right in downtown Eugene on 
Willamette Street which divides the east and west portions of 
Eugene, of course.  I grew up here. I am a local. I was born in 
Lebanon, Oregon, raised here in Eugene with the Country Fair, 
Grateful Dead, Wow Hall scene.  In the year 2000, I accidentally 
consumed a third of a vile of LSD, and getting from point A to 
point B was incredibly hard.  On my way from point A to point 
B I ran into many, many people who literally took care of me in 
ways that were really amazing and that was quite an experience. I 
ran into one person who took me into their house and showed me 
all their cool groovy art, which was powerful for me. Now that 
person has become a great life long friend.  Random encounters 
here are really awesome because you can basically run into 
someone like me on the street who is homeless, and I’d say, “Hey 
man, I am reciting poetry and doing creative things.” And you 
know, there is always your typical pan handler that gets upset 
when you give them all the change in your pocket no matter how 
much it is, but then there are the people who are creative, and I 
think thats really cool.  Here we have a very active, 
political scene, you know that sort of thing.  My only story would 
be something to the effect that I have had plenty of chances to 
move from this town and I always come back because I really 
truly love it here.

LOCATION:  East Broadway & Willamette St.

-Tyler N.

RANDOM
ENCOUNTERS
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WRESTLING
It was the day before Half-Christmas last year. Everyone was in 
town and we all went up to Hendricks. Everyone was wrestling, and 
my friend Mihn said, “Everyone! Drop everything right now! On a 
scale of one to ten, how happy are you?” And everyone was like, aw 
fuck you Mihn, but somehow we all got into a circle and said, okay 
lets do this. So everyone went around and said 6, 7, 5, 2, 8, what-
ever, and we all just started talking about it and realized that even 
though at some point we are all going to be gone, we knew that one 
day we would come back and we would still be friends. That we are 
all still going to have a good time and pretend like nothing has ever 
happened.  We will always do this.  We will always find our good 
friends.  At some point in time we will all come back and hang out 
and do the same shit we did before.  

And so after that, bam! We started wrestling again, and the next 
morning we all got our bikes stolen.

LOCATION: Hendricks Park

-Anthony Cha
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I moved to Eugene in the summer of 2004. I hated this place. I 
felt naturally inclined to hate Eugene because it wasn't my home. 
I spent most of my first week here riding a bike that was given to 
me by my parents; I think it was supposed to be like a consola-
tion prize. I realized pretty fast that my favorite areas to ride were 
through the local neighborhoods, where trees grew on both sides 
of the road. Patches of sunlight shine on the pavement. Most of the 
roads in Eugene are like this and bike riding made my transition 
into school here more bearable. I also nearly got hit by a car that 
was pulling out of the Timbers Motel. I sort of went back to hating 
Eugene a little after that. But I'm over it now.

LOCATION: 10th Ave. and Pearl St., Timbers Motel. Trees to ride 
alongside, everywhere.

-Ginger Chen

         MY HOME
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Most people think that trees have difficulty living in heavily urbanized 
areas because there is so much asphalt and concrete, and trees simply 
cannot tolerate those conditions.  It’s true that the presence of asphalt 
and concrete right up to the trunk of a tree is not the best thing for the 
tree.  But here is a wonderful example of a perfectly healthy tree, the 
trunk of which is almost as large as the hole in the concrete in which 
it is growing!

This tree is a giant sequoia--its botanical name is Sequoiadendron 
giganteum.  The tree is native only to seventy-some distinct groves in 
the mid-elevation Sierra Nevada of California, but has been planted 
around the world in areas with temperate climates since it was first 
“discovered” in the 1840s.  Here in the maritime Pacific Northwest, 
the trees grow just great, as our climate--which is mild and moist in 
winter and warm and dry in summer--is very similar to the climate 
where the tree is native in the Sierra.

This tree was probably planted in someone’s yard, before the 
residential area was converted to commercial uses.  It may be as young 
as 35 or 40 years (a sequoia grows quite fast and the base of its trunk 
gets especially big for the tree’s age), but probably isn’t older than 50.  
It’s perfectly healthy because it has access to the wonderful river loam 
that underlies much of downtown Eugene:  well drained, deep, and 
fertile soil.  And the water table is only 15 to 20 feet below the surface.

SEQUIADENDRON
G I G A N T E U M



I love the way the tree’s roots are now pushing up the asphalt 
and concrete in the nearby parking lot and alley.  It’s as if the 
tree is saying, “I am stronger than all of the pavement you put 
around me, and I will push it out of my way!”  Some public 
agency may soon be asked to determine if the tree can be 
allowed to continue to grow here, or must be cut because it is 
“interfering” with alley access.  I’ll be on the tree’s side if that 
discussion occurs while I’m still around.  I’ll recommend 
narrowing the alley to a single lane there, to accommodate this 
tree.  That would be a fitting statement, don’t you think?

Just a few steps away, at the Hult Center on the other side of 
Sixth Avenue, are many trees that do NOT have access to large 
quantities of gorgeous river loam.  The lines of evenly spaced 
columnar European hornbeams on both the south and north sides 
of the Hult were planted in the early 1980s.  Look at these poor 
trees!  Most of them have grown very little, because there is 
simply an inadequate quantity of suitable soil underground 
to sustain them.  So they grind along and put out a little new 
growth every year, but never attain any size.  They must be 
very envious of this sequoia, just steps away, that was fortunate 
enough to have been planted where there was lots of gorgeous 
soil for its roots to grow into.

Okay, it’s time to give this big tree--one of its earlier common 
names was just that, Big Tree!--a big hug, if you haven’t already.  
And wish it a long and happy life, even if it’s surrounded by 
pavement until the day it dies.  It’s possible, though, that if this 
area were ever re-developed, the pavement around it might be 
removed and the tree could become the centerpiece of a little 
green oasis in the middle of downtown...!

LOCATION: In Willamette Alley, midway between West 
Seventh and West Eighth avenues, and Olive and Willamette 
streets.

-Whitey Lueck

SEQUIADENDRON
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TUNNELS
On 43rd Ave, next to Spencer Butte Middle School, they dug up 
the streets. They were redoing the sewers that went all the way 
down to Amazon, to the Amazon Slough.  I was in 9th grade and 
my friend Brooks and I, my neighbor, went down in there with 
a bunch of flashlights and a video camera.  We traveled down, 
down through the entire sewer, and it got smaller and smaller 
and smaller until we reached the amazon slough. Then we got 
too scared so we left.  The next night we went back in and again 
it was getting smaller and smaller and we had no idea where we 
were, it took like 2 hours, we recorded the whole thing. We were 
freaking out because it was getting to the point where you are 
crawling and you can feel the sewer on every side of you, but 
there is nothing running through it, because it’s brand new.  And 
then finally we see light.  It’s maybe eleven at night, and it’s the 
end of the Amazon Slough. We end up on East Amazon, in the 
middle of it, and it is the worst smell in the world.  

LOCATION: From 43rd Ave. & Donald St., all the way to the 
Amazon Slough

-Joe

24



Al was a real character.  He is the one armed man, from Twin 
Peaks, he really is. I didn’t find out until a few years after I parted 
company from him and his friends that he had gotten an acting job.  
He acted in Eugene forever, he was one of those theater people 
that had a really expressive face.  He could cry at the drop of a 
hat.  He could convince anyone of anything. He lived with this guy 
named Bill Mulholland. Well, Bill Mulholland owned the Wow 
Hall downtown. He was from Montana. He was a metallurgical 
engineer and he had bought the Wow Hall from the last surviv-
ing member of the Woodsmen of the World Union. Mulholland 
was such a sleaze. He convinced the last surviving member on 
his deathbed to swear him in so that the hall could be passed on, 
because the last surviving person got to own the place.  So, that’s 
how he got it.  Then he turned it into this ultimate hippy hangout 
and all kinds of wild stuff happened.  Then he sold it to the com-
munity and they turned it into the venue it is now.  But Al was part 
of that scene.  He was part of a hippy commune in town here called 
The Church of the Creative. I have no idea if it is true or not, but I 
heard rumors that when he got really hard up for money he would 
buy these slightly bent, beat up cars, and supposedly he would 
brag about this, which I thought was just the worst possible thing 
a person could do: apparently he would drive around the U of O 
and purposely allow rich kids in nice cars to clip his car.  Because 
he had one arm and he was really good at fucking with people, he 
would fuck with them to get them to give him cash, so they didn’t 
report it to the insurance companies.  Maybe he was practicing for 
acting. 

LOCATION: 8th Ave. & Lincoln St.

THE ONE ARMED MAN
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It’s a challenge with Eugene’s uneven weather patterns to 
successfully grow vegetables in the Willamette Valley. But what a 
joy when you can pluck a sweet Sungold tomato and pop it in your 
mouth! It’s worth all the toil and worry that goes with being a 
diligent gardener when you can pick crisp cucumbers fresh off
the vine.

You may have seen the Mountain of Leaves next to Amazon 
Garden; we use those leaves for mulching our plots to discourage 
weeds. The leaves are also available to the general public for the 
taking. A butterfly garden with native plants is located in front of 
the Amazon main gate on the High Street side between 27th
and 28th.

It’s too shady to grow vegetables at my home so I feel fortunate 
to be able to raise vegetables and flowers at Amazon Community 
Garden. As an enthusiastic gardener and volunteer site coordinator 
at Amazon for over two decades, I find that Amazon Community 
Garden yields sky-high satisfaction.

LOCATION: Amazon Parkway at 27th Avenue and High Street

-Alice Endo Aikens

A DILIGENT 
GARDENER
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I came out here to visit my family.  We got in a car crash, now I’m 
stuck out here, but trying to make the best of it.  It’s hard but I’m 
trying to survive.  Its hard with no help and no family.  

LOCATION: Amazon Parkway & 19th Ave.

-Virgil Roberts, AKA Drako the Dragon  

CRASH
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FELL
I fell in love.

LOCATION: 13th Ave. & Oak St.

-Minh Khoa LeDao
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