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As our more relentless readers surely know, 
your beloved Rev. has over the years been involved in ' 
various plots for the overthrow of tomorrow. My 
latest involves publishing various books written by 
friends. Uncle Mike’s Guide to the Real Oregon 
Coast. Letters to Uncle Mike and Sally’s Wildlife Qfl. 
the Edge being the first of these. Having little or no 
money of my own 1 have been forced to beg for help 
from readers and friends. Recently the Ragsdales 
have, with a singularly rare lack of judgment, 
purchased Saddle Mountain Press which will be 
printing more books of this ilk. Realizing that they 
knew even less about publishing than your beloved, no 
mean feat in itself, they decided to attend the Pacific 
Northwest Booksellers’ meeting, and suggested Uncle 
Mike and I attend as well. They promised two nights 
in a luxury hotel and tons of fun. Uncle Mike, I must 
admit, advised against it. “I hate those things!” he 
said. “But, think about the fancy hotel, the fancy hotel 
bar, room service, hanging out with intelligent 
amusing authors and bookstore people, peihaps even 
amusing intelligent female people,” I whined.

I finally talked him into the trip, and plans 
were made for him to meet me at a gig in Lincoln City 
Saturday night and we would drive to the meeting 
together. I had asked him to book me a motel room in 
Lincoln City and when we met he handed me a key. 
“What’s the room number?”, I asked. “13” he said 
with a sardonic smile. Anomen? Yes. The room I 
finally found my way to after the gig was a closet with 

* a dysfunctional bathroom. It took until the next 
morning’s painful awakening before I could figure out 
how to bring the temperature up to less than freezing. 
And no, the shower didn’t really work.

So, when Uncle Mike arrived I was ready to go 
anywhere. Well, almost. Have I failed to mention that 
the Pacific Northwest Booksellers were meeting in 
Tacoma? Tragic but true. We were going to Tacoma!!! 
As we proceeded north Uncle Mike said something 
about my being in the fetal position. I corrected his 
spelling. I had assumed the ‘fatal’ position. For those 
of you mercifully ignorant of Uncle Mike’s life style, 
suffice it to say we were forced to change vehicles 
before we left the state. The reasons are numerous and 
classified. The Ragsdales provided a truck with which 
we were to complete the trip, since Mike’s car ‘Sparky’ 
refused to leave the state. It became tragically obvious 
that the gods were not on our side when we noticed that 
the little red pick-up we were to take to Tacoma was a 
Toyota Tacoma. Omen #2? Hell, yes. We followed 
Bob through the ‘deliverance’ country and reached the 
west coast umbilical cord, 1-5. I can’t bring myself to 
share the pain and fear that ensued. Traffic in hell, 
Trucks of Death filled with flammable liquids, hurtling 
at incredible speeds, inches from each other. We 
begged for quick and certain death. But, no, we arrived 
at the Sheraton Tacoma intact in body, if not mind. Bob 
wheeled his beemer into a spot and we parked beside 
him, in space ....wait for it.....#13.

Omen # 3? Perhaps? Bob flashed his Lithium 
jewel encrusted Visa card and we were given little 
plastic cards that allowed us to enter our assigned 
rooms. I will not talk about the fact that Mike’s room 
was already occupied by (he says) an attractive woman, 
and he was forced to move to other accommodations, 
thus missing the perfect Cary Grant moment No, I 
would like to take time here to share with our readers 
what a luxury hotel room looks like these days. Okay, 
picture broad striped wall paper in mauve and beige, 
add to that an overstuffed chair with a diamond motif, 
which doesn’t quite match the rug, except that there are 
diamonds there as well, and then include matching 
drapes and bedspreads with a neo-french/faux-victorian 
pattern with circles and scenes of farmhouses, and it all 
adds up to a place Oscar Wilde would gladly slit his 
wrist before entering. I am sure there are whorehouses 
in Nevada that are better decorated. There were 
instructions on every surface, the in-room bar was 
locked and there was a note that explained why you 
would not have hot water if you chose to shower in the 
morning. Another note celebrated the environmental 
attitude of the Sheraton Tacoma and suggested you 
might want to leave this card on your bed if you wanted 
to save the earth by sleeping on the same sheets night 
after night. Well, nothing could be done but proceed to 
the bar with all due speed. Regretfully that didn’t help. 
Several stiff drinks didn’t change the fact that we were 
in Tacoma, and the television set over the bar was 
showing a Pee Wee Herman movie. The bartender was 
having difficulty making eye contact and seemed unable 
to serve the six customers desperately trying to kill their 
pain. I won’t go on about the rest of the evening when 
we visited a pool hall that Uncle Mike to this day 
persists in calling a Bowling Alley, or the incredible 
dosage of drugs needed to bring on sleep, under the 
circumstances. Suffice it to say, we regretfully met the 
dawn.

The true test is not whether a man behaves like a 
gentleman, but whether he misbehaves like one.

Sydney Tremayne
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There were numerous workshops to chose 
from. And not much else to do, so we found ourselves 
standing in the back of meeting rooms listening to the 
horror stories of others in the book business. 
Comments on in-store promotions, like “it’s not about 
selling books” inspired Uncle Mike to make 
statements that can not be printed in a family 
newspaper, or this one either. Poor Bob left each 
workshop more depressed and confused than the last. 
Finally, by noon, he concluded that no one in the book 
business knew what they were doing and he was going 
home. I begged to be taken along. Uncle Mike’s “1 
warned you” was getting on my nerves, but then so 
was everything else. 1 was back in the bar by 2pm, 
and by dinner time, I was a much nicer person to be 
around, or so I thought, until I looked up and found 
myself completely alone in the only smoking section 
in the hotel without a television set. This was fine 
with me because the spectacularly dismal view of 
downtown Tacoma was fading into darkness and the 
lights were all you could see of the dysfunctional 
landscape.

Uncle Mike and Susann finally found me, and 
demanded I ‘join in’ the festivities planned for the 
evening, which included standing in long lines to get 
autographs of people you’ve never heard of and 
listening to more horror stories about the book 
business, a term that Bob had declared to be an 
oxymoron. 1 managed to find my way to the 
festivities and joined several conversations uninvited 
until words like ‘hotel security’ began popping up, and 
I escaped back to the empty smoking section at the top 
of the hotel, and the comfort of my new favorite bald 
headed bartender, David. Bombay and Tonic did their 
job and another day was mercifully gone.

The following morning was the one event that 
made the whole trip, if not worth while, at least not a 
complete waste of time. The big book give-away. 
Publishers, distributors, authors, anyone with a book 
related product had set up tables piled high with their 
‘products’ and our job was to chat with them while 
they handed out copies of ‘uncorrected proofs’ and 
‘readers’ copies’ of their offerings for the season. I 
had just about filled my free book bag when Uncle 
Mike appeared. “Look at all this free stuff!” I said. I 
had failed to note the look that he gets in his eye 
before the police are inevitably called. “I can’t be 
here,” he mumbled, “we must leave, now.” People 
were giving us a wide berth as soon as they saw Uncle 
Mike’s furrowed brow and squinting eyes, and hear 
his labored breath coming out in hisses. “Yeah, sure, 
uh, let’s go find Susann and make sure she’s in good 
hands, and get the hell outta here,” I suggested.

The wonderful Val Ryan from Cannon Beach 
Books was in attendance and was showing Susann the 
ropes. Val is an old hand at this and was taking 
Susann under her wing. We knew she had a good 
heart, a quick mind, and obviously an iron constitution 
since she has attended hundreds of these things. We 
grabbed our stuff and ran to the pick-up, and headed 
south. We didn’t even think of looking back. “Lot’s 
wife was never in Tacoma,” Uncle Mike said. We 
reached the mighty Columbia safely and found our 
way to Vernonia where we changed vehicles with the 
speed of a pony express rider changing horses, and 
finally were back at my Ocean. When Mike had 
pulled into the driveway I raised my fist in defiance, 
and shouted at the gods, “I made it! Inspite of all the 
omens I’m home safe and you can’t hurt me now!” I 
then stepped out of the car and into a pile of dog shit. 
The perfect end to a perfect trip.

My advice to our gentle readers is to never yell 
at the gods, and to never, ever, ever, ever go to 
Tacoma.

« m a  to oar an s n »

Mo, stuff...

It was eight years ago this month that your beloved 
Rev., the humble Ms. Sally, Dr. Karkeys, Spud and 
Uncle Mike started the Upper Left Edge. Our web 
site began almost four years ago thanks to Liz 
Lynch, and thanks to Myma Uhlig, it’s still up.

Over the years we have met many wonderful 
people, writers, artists, and friends who have helped 
the Edge survive and become a different kind of 
newspaper. We are proud to have been able to share 
the works of the famous and the unknown with our 
readers. We have tried our best to offer an 
alternative to the corporate media, and to the 
alternative media for that matter. We have tried 
several times to stop publishing, but you wouldn’t 
let us. Thanks. Now, to the point of this whole 
thing. It’s tax time and the books of the Upper Left 
Edge look like an unsorted recycling container. Our 
billing records are chaos. Our files are piles. 
Somewhere amongst our readers there must be 
someone with a lineal mind, a love to organize, a 
need to sort, a passion for order, who would be 
willing to take on this Herculean task. Volunteers 
should call 503-436-2915. There’s no money in it 
but you will have the eternal gratitude of your 
beloved editor and a life time subscription to the 
Upper Left Edge.

Now for some election news. As many locals and 
those who visit www.upperleftedge.com know we 
are having our first annual election for Village Idiot 
on April 1st. We used to take turns, as we still do 
for the position of Town Drunk, but since we’ve 
grown so fast in the last few years it was decided to 
have an election. Well, the race has heated up and it 
looks like we might end up in a tie between the 
Chamber of Commerce party and the Ambulance 
Chasers, who’s “Paved the Beach” platform has 
resonated with voters. Of, course if there is no 
clear winner the whole election might end up in the 
courts. Stay tuned.
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Jupiter1« Rare and Used Book». 
Oaburn'a Oroceiy, The Cookie Co.. Codée CabaAa. 
BID'« Tavern. Cannon Beach Book Co., Hane'a 
Bakerte. The Blatro. Midtown Cafe. Once Upon a 
Breeze. Coplea A Fax. Haystack Video. Mariner 
Market. Espresso Bean. Ecola Square A Cleanllne  
S u rf

Mother Nature's Juice Bar.
Cassandra'a, Manzanita News A Espresso, A 
Nehalem Bay Video
Itoekawayi Neptune's Used Books
T illam ook: Rainy Day Books A Tillamook Library
Bay City: Art Space
Yachats By the-Sea Books 
Pacific CMy: The River House.
Oceanside Ocean Side Espresso
Lincoln  City: Trillium  Natural Foods. Driftwood
Library, A Lighthouse Brewpub

Oceana Natural Foods. Ocean Pulse Surf 
Shop. Sylvia Beach H otel A Canyon Way Book» 

Book Mark. Calé Navarre. Eugene Public 
Library. Friendly St. Market, Happy Traite, 
Keystone Calé, Klva Foods. Lane C.C.. Light For 
Music. New Frontier Market. Nineteenth Street 
Brew Pub. Oaste Market. Perry's. Red Barn Grocery, 
Sundance Natural Foods. U Of O. A WOW Hall 
Corvallis: The Environmental Center. OSU 
Salem: Heliotrope. Salem Library, A The Peace 
Store
Astoria: KMUN. Columbian Café. The Community 
Store. The Wet Dog Cale. Astoria Codée Company. 
Calé Uniontown. A The River

Buck's Book Barn. Universal Video, A 
Calé Espresso
Portland: Artichoke Music. Laughing Horse 
Bookstore. Act III. Barnes A Noble, Belmonts Inn. 
Bibelot Art Gallery. Bijou Calé. Borders. Bridgeport 
Brew Pub. Capt'n Beans (two locations). Center for 
the Healing Light. Codée People (three locatlonsL 
Common Grounds Codée. East Avenue Tavern. 
Food Front. Oooae Hollow Inn. Hot Lipa Pizza, Java 
Bay Calé. Key Largo, La Pattlsserie. Lewis A Clark 
College. Locate Only. Marcos Pizza. Marylhurst 
College. Mt. Hood CC, Music Millenium. Nature's 
(two locations). NW Natural Oas. OHSU Medical 
School. Old Wlvea Tales. Ozone Records. Papa 
Haydn. PCC (four locations I. PSU (two locations). 
Reed College. Third Eye. Mu It noms Central 
Library, and moat branches A the YWCA.

Oarn's Java House. The Black Sheep,
Blue Mt. Calé. A Rogue River Brewery
Cava Junction: Codée Heaven A Kerby Community 
M arket
Grants Passi The Book Shop 
(Out o f Oregon)
Vancouver. W A  The Den 
Longview, * A  The Broadway Gallery 
N a se lle . W A Rainy Day Artistry 
Nsheotta. W A  Moby Dick Hotel 
Duvall. W A Duvall Book»
Bainbridge Island, W A  Eagle Harbor Book Co. 
Seattle. WA Elliot Bay Book Co . Honey Bear 
Bakery. New Orleans Restaurant. Still Life In 
Fremont. Allegro Coffeehouse. The Last Exit Coffee 
House. A Bulldog News

»nclaeo. C A  City Lights Bookstore 
■, C e  Denver Folklore Cents 

W aaMngtan. D .C .I Hotel Tabard Inn 
(Out o f UA  A .)
Paris. France: Shakespeare A Cle 
B rig h to n , B n glandi The Public House Bookstore 
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Clip this Handy Address 
List and Use it  Regularly
See: http://www.telqxirt.coin/~opw/conticthtinl

White House Contacts
Comment Line: 202-456-1111 
Fax: 202-456-2461 
Clinton: pfesident@whitehouse.gov 
Gore: vice.piesident@whitehouse.gov 
White House: 1600 Pennsylvania Ave, 
Washington, DC 20500

Congressional Contacts
Capitol Switchboard: 202-224-3121 
U.S. Senate, Washington D.C. 20510 
House o f  Representatives,
Washington D.C. 20515 
Senator Ron Wyden
DC: 202-224-5244, Fax: 202-228-2717; 
Portland: 503-326-7525, Fax: 503-326- 
7528; Eugene: 541-431-0229. 
senate@wyden.senate.gov.
Senator Gordon Smith
DC: 202-224-3753, Fax: 202-228-3997; 
Portland: 503-326-3386, Fax: 503-326- 
2900; e-mail:
Oregon@gsmith.senate.gov 
Rep. David Wu, 1st District 
DC: 202-225-0855, Fax: 202-225- 
9497; Portland: 503-326-2901, Fax: 
503-326-5066; e-mail: 
david.wu@mail.house.gov 
Rep. Greg Walden, 2nd District 
DC: 202-225-6730, Fax: 202-225-5774; 
Medford: 541-776-4646, 
greg.walden@mail.house.gov 
Rep. Earl Blumenauer, 3rd District 
DC: 202-225-4811, Fax: 202-225-8941; 
Portland: 503-231-2300; Fax: 503-230- 
5413; write.earl@mail.house.gov 
Rep. Peter DeFazio, 4th District 
DC: 202-225-6416, Fax: 202-225-0032; 
Eugene: 541-465-6732, Fax: 541-465- 
6458, 1-800-944-9603; 
peter.defazio@mail.house.gov 
Rep. Darlene Hooley, 5th District 
DC: 202-225-5711, Fax: 202-225-5699; 
Salem: 503-588-9100, 1-888-446-6539 
Fax: 503-588-5517. 
darlene@mail.house.gov

Oregon Contacts 
Oregon Legislature:
800-332-2313 (outside Salem)
986-1187 (from Salem) 
http://www.leg.state.or.us/
Governor Kitzhaber: 503-378-3 111; 
http://www.govemor.state.or.us 
Sen. or Rep. (Legislator’s name),
State Capitol, Salem, OR 97310 
Oregon PeaceWorker: 503-371-8002; 
www.teleport.com/~opw/pwnow.html .
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Copy Edlter/Scieace BditorZVsice 
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st Large: Peter ‘ Spud* Siegel 
Im provisational Engineer 
Dr. Karkeys
Educates Editor Peter Liodsey 
Juoe’s Gardes: June Krofl 
Web Wonder Weman/Dlstribution 
Dlvn/Subscriber's Sweetheart 
Myma Uhlig
Bess Player Bill Uhlig 
Ecols llshoc Douglas Deur 
Environmental News: Kim Boss# 
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L ift os tbs “Other Edge*:
Msg Stirison
Local Colour Ron Logos 
Two Drinks Abend: Dorris Peters 
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Ad Seles: Ksthenne Msec 
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Distribution

And A Cost O f Tbouesodsl!

Advertising rates:

$30.
$35.
$S0.
$100.
$150.
$300.
$400.

Business Card Size Ad 
l/16th  approx. 3 x S 
l/8 th  approx 4 x 7  
144th approx. 6 1 /2 x 9  
1/2 page 
Full page 
Back page
. i . per month. Payment is due 
the 15th.of the month prior to 
the issue in which the ad is to 
appear. Camera ready art is 
requested. We are usually on 
the streets by the first 
weekend of the month.

Never murder a man when he’s busy commiting 
suicide. Woodrow Wilson
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