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Proudly
Serving

Our
Community

&
W oodworth
Attorneys at Law

503-226-0088
920 Crown Plaza 

1500 Sw First Avenue 
Portland, OR 97201 
Fax 503-226-9005

Mansion by the sea, rent a lifestyle at the

'EnchantedBiue Wave
Guest House

Back in time to Victorian elegance 
Awaken to ocean views 

Private oceanfront acreage 
Sleeps 10+ Whole house rental 
Baldwin Concert Grand Piano 

Italian Marble Fireplace 
Private 8x8 octagonal spa 

Game room: pool, pinball, sega.
Big screen TV & VCR 
Semi-stocked kitchen 

$4(X)/night Reservations a must

360-642-3471

Casual Dining Piano Lounge 

Game Room Courtyard Seating

120 N W  3rd Ave

Open 4:00 pm Daily
Parking Validated 

Front & Davis Garage

2 2 4 - 3 2 8 5

When an ordinary Realtor simply won ft do...

933 SE 31st Ave.
Portland, OR 97214  
OFC: 503-238-7617  
FAX: 503-234-9511  

http://www.climbatree.com

Alternative: Straying from what is considered normal: different; the choice between two 
mutually exclusive possibilities. To say, "I am alternative," is to say, "I am leading a different 
lifestyle from mainstream society: honoring diversity, building community and creating a 
lifestyle that promotes the health and well-being of our planet."

REALTORS*

Portland's Alternative Realtors represent an appealing alternative for those individuals who 
prefer not to work with a conventional salesperson. We support our local community, 
organic agriculture, all recycling efforts, and networking to create a healthier environment.

It is our mission to bring integrity and trust into the real estate profession while creating 
tremendously satisfying and fulfilling lifelong relationships with the people in our 
community.
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A M A Z O N  T R A I L

Home turf
As the For Sale sign begins to fade with age, these house

sellers reconsider their aversion to lawns
▼

by Lee Lynch

OK, the real estate market is soft. The 
right buyer hasn’t come along. I have 
to learn patience. Things will pick up 
when the kids get out of school. Yes, 
yes. I’ve heard all that realtor talk. I 
know the perfect person is just around the comer.

But I still feel like a teenager moping around 
the phone, crazed with hope that a girlfriend will 
call. The phone rings and, damn, it’s just some 
dear friend. Could you please e-mail in the future? 
Or else be ready for my obsessive laments: No 
one has looked at the house for a week, or made 
an offer, or had their loan denied!

If it’s a realtor who wants to show our show- 
place, I’m transformed to something between the 
most charming, good-natured dyke in the world 
and a slavering mendicant.

I’ve become a Squeaky Wheel. I’m deter­
mined to motivate, push, harass and annoy our 
poor realtor so he’ll find a buyer just to get me out 
of his heretofore peaceful life. I besiege him with

So I flit around the house, rag in hand, or try to 
work. If I’m out on the road escaping the whole 
thing, I do my best to pay attention to driving, not 
selling. I’m ambushed by hope time after time 
after time after...

I go for a walk when the buyers arrive, and as 
we pass, I check them out for signs that they’ve 
bonded with the driveway. 1 strain my ears for 
oohs and ahs. When they leave I—as subtle as the 
sun on a hundred-degree day—scrutinize their 
faces.

Lover and I have it down to a science. Last 
weekend I came in from shopping for yet more 
household cleansers, waxes, polishes. Before I 
could even ask, she said, ‘They stayed four and a 
half minutes.” Bad news.

Last night when she called home from her job 
she asked, “So did you sell our house today?”

‘Ten minutes.”
Ten minutes isn’t an absolute no, they might 

bring back a husband or lover. Twenty-five min-

visits, questions and intimations that if he thinks 
we’re renewing his contract just because he’s 
done his job well, he’s demented.

And friends? If I haven’t given you a flyer 
about the house it’s simply because you don’t live 
here. If I haven’t encouraged you to tell your 
friends, family, fellow workers, old schoolmates 
and customers about this amazing real estate find, 
you must be agoraphobic. Or you wish I were.

I know I’m very fortunate to have a home to 
sell. I know I’m privileged to be able to make 
choices about where I want to live. Still, most 
who’ve been through this daunting, discouraging 
process know that there comes a point when 
excitement about the prospect of moving self- 
destructs into a longing for the good old days 
when lesbians used to rent attics.

Someone coming to see the little manor? Warp 
speed! Vacuum! Dust! Compulsive scrubbing! 
Spirit everything moveable into the garage or 
closets! Put on the soft music and bake more 
damned cookies!

All this is nothing, though, to the emotional 
roller coaster of anticipation. I tell myself not to 
get my hopes up. This works for about 35 sec­
onds. I tell myself to be positive. This works for 
about 25 more seconds. I fling myself to my knees 
and whimper a dozen "pleases” to the Goddess. 
This doesn’t work at all.

utes to half an hour is better, with questions on the 
way out.

The most frequent feedback I pummel out of 
our realtor has nothing to do with the house. It’s 
the land. Pine, oak, madrone, glorious wildflow- 
ers. Deer trails, wild turkey roosts, acool dell. The 
runoff creek, mountain views and perfect bird 
habitat. We never cleared a thing, because to us 
this was the animals’ land first. The realtor adver­
tises our place as Peaceful Seclusion.

What do buyers want? A LAWN.
After four tortured months we demanded that 

the realtor suggest how to make the perfect setting 
more perfect. Our principles wavered. Out came 
the saws, the clippers, the loppers, the weed- 
whacker, the long-idle lawnmower.

Sunday the rototiller arrived with Ed and Rick 
of B&B Gardens. “Some of the wildflowers will 
survive this,” promised Ed with the sincere sym­
pathy of a physician announcing that your second 
lung is fine. Rick reassuringly reeled off names of 
deer-proof plants.

The phone rings. I leap. It’s the realtor, return­
ing my call about the 10-minute buyer. No go. I 
sigh, go outside to redirect the sprinkler, come 
back to my computer soggy with spray, hope 
drowned.

Maybe we’ll put in Astroturf so we can get our 
peaceful seclusion.
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