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  The Oregon Coast, like all shorelines, is a place defined by change. The beach never looks the same from one day to the next. The sands shift and scatter, driftwood sets sail to explore new coves, the tide brings new treasures and wreckage twice each day, and then takes them away again. The Coast is thrilling because it is beautiful and fruitful and barren and deadly. Modern existence, which is all abstraction and hurry, presents us with few chances to behold the course of life in its entirety, but here we see it every day. The forces of change work constantly everywhere, but here we see them hourly.




  In such a landscape it is useful to have a companion who is familiar with the terrain, someone who can show you where to go, what to do, and what is different about the shoreline of Oregon. This book is designed to help you navigate the Oregon Coast so you can see for yourself what all the fuss is about.




  This guide is organized both thematically and geographically in order to help you get the most out of your visit. In the thematic chapters, we explain general information about activities of interest for visitors and locals alike. We’ll tell you about the pleasures of nature and of civilization, the beaches and the golf courses, the fishing and the festivals. We’ll also tell you about what to expect if you decide to move to the Oregon Coast, how to find the radio station that carries what you want to hear, and short trips you can take to sample the pleasures of inland Oregon. Most of the information within each chapter follows a north-to-south pattern.




  The first three chapters—Area Overview, History, and Getting Here, Getting Around—are designed to help you get to the Coast and to orient you to the basic layout of this long, narrow region and the means of negotiating it. These chapters will let you know what to expect in terms of road conditions and weather, geography and industry.




  When you want to know how, or at least where, to spend your nights, the next three chapters on hotels and motels, bed-and-breakfasts, and camping will be useful. Ideas on where to eat, go out on the town, and shop are listed in the next three chapters.




  The next several chapters feature the stimuli for most visits to the Oregon Coast—its beauty and all the industry and recreation that has sprung up because of it. These are the chapters to read when you want to know how to spend your days on the Coast; you’ll find detailed listings on kid-friendly destinations, annual events and festivals, art galleries and theaters, must-see attractions, parks to visit, and detailed listings on a wealth of activities you can participate in.




  The final three chapters return to a thematic organization—they cover day trips, relocation, and media. Just over the mountains a variety of activities beckon the adventuresome, from cave exploration and wine tasting to big-city shopping in Portland. The Day Trips chapter tells you how to get there. And if, upon coming back, you decide that you never want to leave the Coast again (it has been known to happen), the next chapter, Relocation, will tell you how to find a place to settle to suit your manner of living. And the final chapter, Media, will give relocators and anyone else the news about the news. Also throughout you’ll find special tidbits of Insiders’ knowledge (look for the i).




  Naturally, we think of our book as only a place to start, ever bearing in mind that the forces of change that work on the shoreline also apply to businesses, attractions, recreation, and highways. Let us know if you find changes that ought to be reported in future editions. All true Insiders explore for themselves. If, as you travel, you find you have something to tell us, please send your comments and suggestions to editorial@GlobePequot.com.
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  The gorgeous Oregon Coast is a mix of basalt headlands, more than a dozen rivers flowing to the Pacific, a number of estuarine sanctuaries, and some of the world’s largest continuous sand dunes, backed by a cordillera of low-slung mountains that rose to heights of 2,000 to 5,500 feet above sea level between 20 and 50 million years ago.




  About 25 million years ago, the Oregon Coast began to rise from the sea as sediment deposit, and ever since that geologic action, the Pacific Ocean floor has been sliding under the shoreline, causing it to rise a minute amount every year. Every 300 to 400 years a major earthquake along with a tsunami, or huge tidal wave, strikes the Oregon Coast, further shaping its landscape. The last recorded quake of this magnitude was in the early 1700s, but since that cataclysm there was a 10-foot wave that smashed into the Oregon Coast on March 27 and 28, 1964, as a result of an earthquake in Alaska.




  In this extraordinary region, roughly equidistant from the equator and the North Pole, the weather is typified by wet winters and reasonably dry summers with mild temperatures year-round.




  One meteorological event uncovered a few marvels on the Oregon Coast. In 1998 winter storms churned up sturdy tidal activity that abraded roughly 10 feet of sand from Moolack Beach near Newport, revealing semi-petrified stumps and root systems of a 4,000-year-old forest. The surprise surfacing of these remnants of ancient trees was not only a treat for geologists but also a telling metaphor for fans of the Beaver State’s 362-mile stretch of sand dunes, headlands, beaches, fishing villages, bays, streams, and inlets.




  For visitors to the Oregon Coast, there is always more to discover: adventures just around the next windswept promontory, intriguing salty critters lurking in tide pools, or tasty hot clam chowder awaiting worn-out, hungry beachcombers. Travelers can leisurely cruise down U.S. 101 or use I-5 and one of nine routes over the coastal range to get to specific destinations. They can find that slice of shoreline just right for kite-flying or take a weeklong respite at one of the state’s many coastal campgrounds; they can tour the haunted lighthouses at Tillamook, Heceta Head, or Yaquina Bay; or watch from a storm-thrashed bluff near Bandon as gray whales head home to Alaska.




  Thanks to Oregon governor Oswald West, who declared the state’s beaches public property in 1913 as a way of designating the beaches and headlands as transportation routes, and a legislature that confirmed that decision in the 1960s, the Oregon coastline is not wall-to-wall condos and posh resorts reserved for Club Med types. There are plenty of amenities, yet the abundance of salt air, sand dunes, and not-so-gentle breezes retains the area’s wildness.




  To introduce you to this linear wonder of a tourist destination for all ages and income brackets, here’s a brief profile that will help you decide where to go and what to do, as well as deliver some history and cultural clues. We’ll start a verbal motorcade at the Astoria Bridge across the Columbia River from Washington and meander down US 101 past some incredible viewpoints, along sinuous stretches of shops, restaurants, museums, and novelty spots to Brookings at the gateway to California.




  ASTORIA




  Completed in 1966, Astoria Bridge, which carries US 101 over the Columbia River, brings you to the west end of the downtown waterfront of one of the oldest American cities west of the Missouri River. Near the newly renovated waterfront, this all-American burg sprawls up high hills with dozens of charming Victorian homes, bed-and-breakfasts, and hotels.




  But don’t expect to find the locals overly sentimental about their town. A popular bumper sticker—“We Ain’t Quaint”—expresses their sense of pride and a refusal to get too cute.




  Named after fur-trader mogul John Jacob Astor, who claimed the stretch of habitable beach in 1811 with the landing of his vessel, the Tonquin, Astoria was the shipping point for Astor’s thousands of beaver and otter pelts from the Pacific Northwest. His claim gave the United States a shaky sovereignty over the North Pacific realm. After a territorial squabble that ensued during the War of 1812, the town was temporarily named Fort George under British rule, and then returned to the United States in 1818. It then settled down into serving as a major pioneer destination.




  Starting in 1866 as gold miners in Oregon and California eagerly gobbled canned salmon, a surge of salmon fishing and canning at the mouth of the Columbia turned Astoria into Oregon’s second-largest city. Using small fishing boats and huge drift nets hauled ashore by teams of horses, Astorians caught, processed, and sold the tasty chinooks to diners worldwide. But that changed after World War II as fishing, lumber, and exports waned. Now, tourism beckons as the newest industry for this cheerful little town that gets more than its share of rain.




  Astoria points of interest include the Columbia River Maritime Museum with its maritime artifacts; the Flavel House, a well-preserved mansion built by Oregon’s first steamship captain; and the Astoria Column, a tall structure on top of Coxcomb Hill east of town. On the outside of this 125-foot tower modeled on Trajan’s Column in Rome is a spiral of graphics celebrating the vivid history of Oregon including the arrival of the Lewis and Clark Expedition in 1805. Astoria also features a two-mile river walk along the scenic Columbia River and the historic Astoria Trolley that runs from Memorial Day through Labor Day.




  SEASIDE




  Seaside, just north of Tillamook Head, is a lively tourist town hosting thousands of visitors from the north Willamette Valley every year, including a traditional migration of college and high school students during spring break. Established in the 1870s as a resort and as a way to sell railroad tickets, Seaside still has lots of fun for everyone. In 1873 Seaside constructed a turn-around officially designated as the end of the Lewis and Clark Trail that remains the symbolic center of Oregon’s oldest coastal resort (the explorers journeyed down the coast to seek salt). Seaside features a 1.5-mile-long Promenade that goes through the heart of town and gives you access to shops, arcades, and restaurants and is popular with locals and visitors alike.




  CANNON BEACH




  Cannon Beach, christened after a cannon that washed ashore from a fighting vessel in 1846, is a more sophisticated coastal village with dozens of art galleries on Hemlock Street—a long, thin strip of town tightly pressed between the beach and the cliffs where US 101 sits. You might even miss it if you’re not careful, yet few people do. You’ll often find Cannon Beach stuffed to the gills with folks and their cars. On a fair-weather weekend, you may not really be “getting away from it all,” as it—the traffic jams and the throngs—may have come right along with you. In the warmer seasons, the outdoor cafes and bar patios lend this town a European flavor you can’t normally find in Oregon. It’s at once rustic, metropolitan, and trendy, and firmly entrenched in small-town America. There are myriad colorful and unusual shops up and down this striking little town, everything from wildly decorated kite shops and galleries to unusual specialty stores and a hopping arts and theater scene. And the vast majority of the buildings here are built in a charming, rustic kind of architecture usually composed of sturdy, dark, and unadorned wood, which obviously is made to take the weather around here.




  Cannon Beach is also known for its natural wonders. Haystack Rock—the monolithic sea stack on the beach—is the biggest natural wonder around here, measuring in as the tallest one in the world. At lower tides, the base of it is accessible, and parts of this are endlessly fun to climb around or on for viewing the tide pools. You’re not allowed to climb on all of it, however, because much of it is a wildlife refuge. Ecola State Park is another notable site along Cannon Beach, as is Indian Beach on the park’s north end. Spectacular views of Cannon Beach, Tillamook Head Lighthouse, and a nice mix of cliffs and sandy and rocky beaches create a tempting expedition package. The trails going through Tillamook Head (and that lead to Seaside) begin just above Indian Beach.




  According to local legend, a Spanish pirate ship ran aground near Neahkanie Mountain, just south of Cannon Beach, prompting its captain to bury a shipment of gold and beeswax there. For hundreds of years, many people have tried to find it without luck. While chances of finding this hidden wealth are slim, a visual treasure awaits those who venture to the top of the mountain.




  Cannon Beach is also known for its rich celebration of the arts and is filled with art galleries featuring watercolor landscapes to shops that specialize in hand blown glass.




  TILLAMOOK




  A chain of fishing villages and resort communities—Manzanita, Nehalem, Rockaway Beach, and Garibaldi—leads to Tillamook, known for scrumptious cheese and ice cream produced at the Tillamook Cheese Factory and huge blimp hangars used in the 1993 Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles movie. The blimp hangars are reportedly the largest wooden buildings in the world.




  East of Tillamook, in August 1933, a 290,000-acre forest fire known as The Tillamook Burn wiped out a half a billion feet of timber. Now almost fully reforested, the area is a tribute to tree planting by volunteers.




  South of Tillamook and north of Neskowin on US 101, the Three Capes Loop takes travelers on a 35-mile jaunt worth the detour. The first promontory, Cape Meares, has a state park, wildlife refuge, and a contorted spruce called the Octopus Tree. Cape Lookout is just that. Take a 2.5-mile hike out to the far edge of this 500-foot cliff for a spectacular view and an excellent whale-watching perch. The third cape is Kiwanda, a low, sandy peninsula that is a favorite launch for hang gliders. Below this sandstone escarpment is a beach where fishermen launch dories into the pounding surf.




  NESKOWIN




  Back on US 101, the next stop is Neskowin, a pleasant little resort with horseback riding, beachcombing, and, if you’re in the mood, a stroll out to Proposal Rock. Two miles south of Neskowin, 1,800-foot Cascade Head offers more ambitious hikers a trek through a rain forest to grassy slopes overlooking a glittering sea.




  i Oregon’s beaches owe much of their character to two governors: Oswald West and Tom McCall. Oswald West passed legislation in 1913 that designated the coast’s entire wet sand shoreline a public thoroughfare. In 1967 Tom McCall persuaded the legislature to strengthen the law to include the dry sand, too.




  LINCOLN CITY




  Next down the highway is Lincoln City, a long stretch of salty-dog boutiques, each with a flock of ceramic seagulls rivaling plastic flamingos in Florida. A recommended stop: the Otis Cafe on Highway 18 north of town. This Oregon institution serves outrageous hash browns and molasses bread. Another marvel is the 440-foot D River, listed in the Guinness Book of World Records as the world’s shortest river.




  DEPOE BAY




  Depoe Bay, a fishing town turned tourist stop, has its own spectacle worth a look—the Spouting Horns—50-foot geysers that shoot through a sea cave at high tide. Along this slice of the Oregon Coast there are also lots of great waysides, beaches, and parks with colorful names like Otter Crest, Cape Foulweather, and Devils Punchbowl.




  NEWPORT




  After braving brisk northerly winds, gleaning wet sand for agates, and watching sea anemones wave back at you, stop by the Oregon Coast Aquarium in Newport, one of the nation’s top aquariums.




  Newport has two distinct districts shaped by its vivid history—a bayfront with working docks, pubs, chowder palaces, and gift shops; and Nye Beach, once a fashionable vacation spot that still charms visitors with nostalgic hotels, cafes, bookshops, and cozy gift emporiums.




  It started in the 1890s when the “summer people” began to flock to Newport from the Willamette Valley simmering with stifling heat. The only way to get there in those days was on a train that left Corvallis, Oregon, to traverse the Coast Range to Yaquina City, a roughhewn harbor 5 miles up the Yaquina River from Newport. Families toting rattan picnic baskets and steamer trunks full of woolen bathing suits then boarded ferryboats that transported them down to the bayfront. At this point, some folks would climb aboard wagons that would deliver them to hotels and others hoofed it from the bay to Fall Street, a wood-planked route that descended its muddy way down to the beach. This treacherous avenue was appended in 1893 with more streets between Front Street (for a while the Roosevelt Highway, a precursor to US 101) and the beach.




  Once in sight of the awesome and surfy splash of the Pacific, the summer people had the option of staying in posh hotel rooms, renting rustic cottages, or pitching tents on designated parcels of flat sand. Local vendors rented these canvas summer homes, cast-iron stoves, pots and pans, and utensils for those who vacationed throughout the summer. Husbands and fathers, taking advantage of three-day excursion discounts, would work during the week and then join their families on weekends.




  OYSTERVILLE




  Located 1 mile above Yaquina City on the south bank of the Yaquina River, which reaches the sea just south of Newport, is the town site of Oysterville. It was here that a huge cache of these bivalves was discovered in 1861. For many years these oysters were shipped to San Francisco, New York, and other major global cities until they were virtually fished out. Yet, today, the oyster culture is back and doing well.




  WALDPORT




  South of this oyster cache, gold miners found lots of gold dust in the beach sand from 1879 to 1880. The town established nearby combined the German word for forest (wald) with the English word port. Today, Waldport has an interpretive center with a history of its charming old bridge, which was replaced by a streamlined span.




  i Oregon Online, the Web site for the State of Oregon, is a comprehensive resource for information on everything from tourist attractions to tax rates. You can find it at www.oregon.gov.




  YACHATS




  Yachats (that’s ya-hots), a curve of homes and shops along the base of Cape Perpetua, is a singularly lively town and is worth a stop. Once a Native American reservation, the village evolved into a tourist stop with its first streets paved with shells from the middens left by the Native Americans forced out of their homes. Now, lots of retirees live here, as well as artists and writers seeking sanctuary for their craft. Just south is a drive up to the top of Cape Perpetua for a fantastic view of the ocean and often, particularly December through May, of the gray whales that cavort as they migrate south to Baja and north to Alaska.




  The next spectacular view is the lighthouse at Heceta. According to an account in Mike Helms’ Oregon Ghosts and Monsters, it is inhabited by a ghost named Rue—an elderly lady in pioneer garb who floats a few inches above the floor, screams in the night, and rattles dishes. Some say she is the wife of an early lighthouse keeper whose child died and was buried nearby. There are no tours of Heceta Lighthouse.




  Not as spooky, but just as noisy, are the Sea Lion Caves 10 miles north of Florence on US 101, where you can take an elevator down into the caves to observe these sleek beasts lolling on a slick rock while taking a break or raising a resounding ruckus.




  FLORENCE




  Florence is located south of Yachats and just north of the Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area on US 101 and is a mix of old and new. Commercial buildings and bland malls line US 101 but the real character of Florence can be found in Old Town located along the Siuslaw River. Unique shops, very good seafood restaurants, and coffeehouses fill this section of town. If you want to learn more about the history of this area, visit the Siuslaw Pioneer Museum (278 Maple St.; 541-997-7884). It provides an inside look at the life of the Siuslaw tribe that lived along the river and contains interesting facts about the area’s pioneer past.




  OREGON DUNES NATIONAL RECREATION AREA




  After a wander through Old Town Florence near the mouth of the Siuslaw River, head on to the Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area, the largest ocean-fronted dune area in the world, with 32,150 acres of dunes and just over 38 miles of ocean beachfront. Some of the dunes reach heights of 300 feet. The headquarters for the Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area is located in Reedsport at the north end of town on US 101 (855 Hwy. 101; 503-271-3611). Writer Frank Herbert reported that, after a visit to this 47-mile Sahara, he was inspired to pen his classic science-fiction novel, Dune.




  REEDSPORT




  Although Reedsport is trying to encourage tourism, it has a way to go. A good start is a visit to the Umpqua Discovery Center located at 409 Riverfront Way in Reedsport (541-271-4816, www.umpquadiscoverycenter.com). This center features many interactive cultural history exhibits that center around ocean tides and Oregon coast ecology. Four miles west of Reedsport, Winchester Bay harbors the largest sport charter fishing fleet on the Oregon Coast. Twenty miles south of this marina, the highway rises dramatically as the elegant span of McCullough Bridge crosses Coos Bay, the deepest harbor between San Francisco and Puget Sound. It was here that lumber baron Asa Simpson established what would eventually be the largest lumber port in the world. Follow signs to three must-visit sites: Sunset Bay State Park, a protected swimming and picnic spot; Shore Acres State Park, a surprisingly exquisite mix of English and Asian gardens built by Simpson; and rugged Cape Arago State Park, with its wind-bent shore pines and colonies of sea lions.




  COOS BAY




  Another good hiking opportunity is Millicoma Marsh. As any hiker who has conquered the icy flanks of a glacier to return with the graceful memory of a single mountain lily is quite aware, it is often a modest wonder that makes a journey worth the while. A short distance from Coos Bay is a near-perfect example called Millicoma Marsh.




  Located at the south end of Coos Bay (the bay, not the timber town), the marsh is the wet tip of a broad peninsula between Isthmus Slough, with its log-booms and cattails, and Coos River, an unassuming stream draining dozens of creeks out of the southern Coast Range. It’s also home to osprey, kites, egrets, herons, ducks, geese, and bashful coots.




  A mile-and-a-half hike through their marshy turf takes off from the sports field of Millicoma Middle School, between the scoreboard and a roofed picnic site. A raised trail, often choked into a tight path by blackberry vines, loops out into the marsh past meadows and ponds to the edge of the bay and back to the sports field across a shell midden that was once an outdoor kitchen for local Native Americans.




  Not only a stroll for avid bird-watchers, this easily accessible walk is an excellent opportunity for anyone of any age to spend time in a natural setting. There are sheltered benches and interpretive plaques and, at an obvious intersection, a side trail that continues east to an observation deck. Watch out for banana and chocolate slugs. You don’t want to serve up a banana split with your boot.




  Down on the northern edge of Oregon’s banana belt (Coos Bay to Port Orford), after a windy summer slides into traditionally sloppy September, days actually get warmer, and the sun busts up clouds to command a bright blue sky and the wind gentles down to a sweet breeze.




  A jaunt along the Coast before the onslaught of relentlessly overcast days has other advantages: There are fewer folks to elbow through to get to the sites and sounds; RV caravans have dwindled; baggy shorts, dangling Leicas, and pastel flip-flops are in short supply; and scenic-knockout picnic spots are both available and bountiful.




  BANDON




  Twenty-five miles south of Coos Bay, Bandon sits on the southern bank of the Coquille River. Easily the liveliest spot on the South Coast year-round, Bandon is particularly engaging during its autumnal days when brisk seaside siroccos lighten up for a while.




  A historic resort town that survived devastating fires in 1914 and 1936 to emerge phoenixlike with flashy new feathers, Bandon has Old Town, a picturesque boat basin, a famous cheese plant, a cranberry sweet shop, and a historical museum that tells the remarkable tale of this fishing village that was enticing tourists as early as the 1920s.




  A jaunt to this charming little burg at the mouth of the Coquille River should start with a visit to the lighthouse on the north jetty. This 47-foot austere Italianate tower no longer beams its warning seaward but remains as Bandon’s official icon. A drive through Bullards Beach State Park just north of the bridge across the Coquille leads to the lighthouse. It’s open only during summer but worth a visit to wander about its base at any time of year to get a splashy feel for the rough history of timber schooners, stern-wheelers, and fishing boats that challenged the most dangerous bar on the Oregon Coast.




  After a vigorous stroll on Bullards Beach or across the river to the sand reaches south of the Coquille (check out Elephant Rock, Face Rock, and a host of sea pinnacles and offshore islands), you can take your fresh hunger down to the docks along First Street. Here, you can rent a crab pot from Bandon Bait and Tackle (110 First St., 541-347-3905) and catch your own dinner complete with pincers or have the best fish and chips in the county casually served at the Bandon Fish Market (249 First St., 541-347-4282).




  After lunch its fun to walk along the bouncing docks in Bandon’s boat basin, where a small fishing fleet sustains a local maritime tradition. Between the docks and a bluff are dozens of crafts and gift shops, chic boutiques, bookstores, and a half-dozen robust eateries. Of particular note are the Bandon Card and Gift Shoppe (265 Second St., 541-347-9214), a rambunctiously visual treat and The Cobbler’s Bench in the old Masonic Hall at 110 Second St., in which a real cobbler repairs footwear on antique equipment. A renovated Old Town, combined with postcard-perfect beaches nearby, makes Bandon a premier destination.




  Oregon’s South Coast in autumn is a little-known place and time. The stormy weather of September and most of October eases for a while and honest-to-raingod balmy days bring coastfolk a short break before the gray settles in for the winter. This second summer also offers travelers a chance to savor an off-season, low-key adventure they needn’t share with mobs of tourists jamming the salty boulevards.




  LANGLOIS TO THE ELK RIVER




  One good bet is the reasonably untrammeled, often stunning terrain of North Curry County. After US 101 leaves Coos County a few miles north of Langlois, there is a shift in the flavor of the territory. It’s a bit more mystic, perceptibly more distant from the “Valley” and its throb and clamor of civilized pursuits. The little town of Langlois (Francophiles, forget the correct pronunciation—it’s Lang-LOYSE) has minimal amenities but a couple of neat antiques stores.




  Perhaps of more interest is Floras Creek, a fairy-tale stream tumbling down from the Coast Range. According to folklore and enthused newspaper accounts, a blustery storm in 1893 toppled an oak tree on a Floras Creek farm to reveal an ancient wall that was obviously not the work of indigenous peoples or Europeans. Amateur archeologists and historians ventured a guess that the discovery was a remnant of the Lost City of Quivira sought in vain by the conquistadors. Uh, maybe it’s the air down there.




  After Floras Creek, the road swoops down into lowland with a village in the middle aptly called Denmark. A glance to the west to catch a distant view of the Pacific explains why Scandinavian settlers felt at home.




  Don’t expect a lot of roadside attractions along the stretch between Langlois and Port Orford. You’ll not find a single T-shirt or homey painting on a crosscut saw for sale. But there are reasons to turn off US 101. A good choice is the Sixes River, easily recognized by a sign and a grocery store that’s been around for awhile. As you start upstream you’ll pass the ghostly remains of the town of Sixes. This small town was once the hangout for miners and loggers with a post office, store, blacksmith shop, and hotel. The Sixes River is obviously a hot spot for trout and salmon fisherfolk. As opposed to the Elk and Chetco Rivers, the fish spawning up the Sixes are prized natives, not hatchery stock. The locals celebrate their stream’s celebrity status. You’ll drive by mailboxes in the shape of a lunging chinook and other domestic pescatory motifs.




  For a few miles the Sixes runs wide and gravelly with evidence of old and more recent mining claims seen on ledges and bars. Four miles upriver you’ll come to Edson Creek Boat Launch and County Park. This Curry County facility is tucked in a narrow, pleasant meadow along the banks of Edson Creek. Lots of grass and tables with grills make it a great picnic spot.




  Eleven miles from US 101, where the north and south forks of the Sixes join, the Bureau of Land Management operates the Sixes River Campground. Units are spread out in a forested area with lots of room for campers.




  Beyond the forks, the river gets wilder as the road climbs into a bedrock canyon. Unless you are a reckless adventurer with an all-road rig, this is a good place to turn around and head back.




  The next turn is another river road up the celebrated Elk River. A designated Wild and Scenic River, the Elk flows into the ocean just south of the Sixes. Seven miles upstream, a fish hatchery open to the public gives stoppers-by a chance to learn how steelhead and salmon are raised for release in local rivers. Then you’ll climb into one of the most scenic river canyons in the Pacific Northwest. Fir and hemlock line the riverbank, cedar and madrone rise along hillsides, and, for a short while, a lovely arbor of white alders frames the road. And down in the green, white, and blue splash and flow, there are gravel bars of speckled granite, carved channels of striated white quartz, moss-thick boulders with bracken, licorice, and maidenhair fern.




  Sunshine Bar at 12 miles up, and Butler Bar 3 miles farther, are agreeable little campsites, but the gem in this setting is Laird Lake Campground 10 miles beyond Butler Bar. Not as developed as the other two, Laird Lake has two wood-sorrel carpeted campsites installed along a jump-across creek.




  After a meander up the Elk or Sixes River, it’s just about 7 miles south on US 101 to Port Orford, where visitors can enjoy the sight of fishing boats lifted to a dock or lowered into the sea with cranes. Beyond this historic fishing village, Humbug Mountain rises 1,756 feet right out of the ocean! A winding trail leads to the top and a view of this magical seascape. On the route out to Blanco just north of Port Orford there’s a right turn that will take you down to the Hughes House, a Victorian home built in 1898 for rancher and county commissioner Patrick Hughes. It’s open as a museum from May 1 to September 30, but it’s worth a side trip for a quick look even if it’s closed. While you’re down on the coastal flat, reconnect with the Sixes River in a picnic area between the Hughes House and the river’s last mile to the sea.




  A nighttime tour of the lantern room in the 1870 Cape Blanco Lighthouse offers visitors a chance to climb 67 steps back into history. The guided tour starts in Port Orford where lighthouse buffs are shuttled out to Cape Blanco, a 186-foot headland that is reportedly the most westerly point in the contiguous United States. Here, at the tip of this rugged promontory, visitors will enter the oldest and highest lighthouse in continuous use in Oregon. Rather than a brisk walk-through, the visit is a two-and-a-half-hour program of living history with a costumed tour guide playing the role of the lighthouse keeper and his wife telling stories of local historical context.




  i The exception to all Oregon Coast weather is Brookings, where it is possible to enjoy 70-degree days in January.




  The evening visit is available throughout the year unless gusts (ever present even during second summer) start blowing over 70 miles per hour. There’s a free daytime tour of the lighthouse that doesn’t include a hike up to the lantern room.




  After trekking up a couple of rivers and beachcombing along the Coast that Sir Francis Drake dubbed New Albion, it might be time to get a bite or shop a bit in Port Orford or “Port Awford” as the longtime locals say. This seaport offers visitors the historic and, to some, the disconcerting sight of offshore Battle Rock upon which explorers held off attacks by irate Native Americans. Another scene to check out is the dock where fishing boats are lifted or lowered into the sea with cranes.




  GOLD BEACH AND BROOKINGS




  Gold Beach, the next village south of Port Orford, serves as the outfitting center for jet boaters and hikers heading up the Rogue River. Then south of Gold Beach, Brookings is the jump off for the Chetco River and the remote, virtually unexplored Kalmiopsis Wilderness. The last good camping spot before the border is Harris Beach State Park just north of Brookings.
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  The history of the Oregon Coast is one of mystery, adventure, discovery, perseverance, intolerance, and economic prosperity. Before we start the parade of gold-hungry buccaneers, courageous explorers, and stalwart pioneers, here’s a quick look at the land.




  Largely made up of headlands, cliffs of black basaltic rock, long stretches of beach, and towering cones of sand dunes, the coastline was the ending spot of long masses of lava flowing westward from earthquakes and volcanoes. A good example is Tillamook Head, the final point of a 400-mile-long flow of lava coming all the way from Idaho about 15 million years ago.




  Since then, erosion and storms have whittled away at the coast, but essentially it’s the same as it has been for a million years—a special, wondrous strip where the massive Pacific Ocean meets the final northwest edge of the country.




  PRE-EUROPEAN HISTORY




  Before the European explorers arrived on the Oregon Coast in the mid-16th century, the Native American population numbered roughly 45,000. As with all the aboriginal peoples of North and South America, the Oregon tribes are assumed to have arrived from the far eastern plains of Siberia 8,000 to 10,000 years ago, following game animals as they crossed the frozen Bering Straits.




  Their population shrank at the beginning of the 19th century: Smallpox and other diseases, combined with conflicts generated by the incursion of farmers, miners, and other settlers, decimated the tribes. Below we give a quick sketch of tribes that once roamed along the coast.




  Salish




  The Salish are a large tribal group that occupied a coastal zone stretching from the Strait of Georgia in British Columbia to the Puget Sound area of Washington state. Their territories skirted the proud, ferocious Chinook at the mouth of the Columbia River, but then continued along the coast as far south as the Siletz River in Oregon. The tribe lived in wood-plank houses with intricate wood carvings, including totem poles, and subsisted primarily on fresh, dried, or jerked salmon. Known for their generous ritual of distributing wealth at “potlatches,” the Salish held parties at which they celebrated their wealth by giving much of it away.




  Tillamook




  The Tillamook, Nehalem, and Nestucca, living along the Salmon and Nehalem Rivers, were numbered at over 2,000 by Lewis and Clark during their visit in 1805. By 1970 this clan grouping had been reduced to 139.




  Siletz




  The southernmost Salish tribe once lived on the river that bears its name. There are still a few Siletz on the Siletz Reservation upriver in the rural portion of Lincoln County. The Siletz still sell canned salmon and Native American memorabilia in shops along the Coast.




  Alsean/Yakonan/Siuslaw




  The Alsean on the Alsea River at present-day Waldport, the Yakonan on the Yaquina River near Newport, the Siuslaw on the Siuslaw River near Florence, and the Lower Umpqua on the lower Umpqua River near Reedsport are all linguistically related river-estuarine tribes. These Native hunters and gatherers gleaned shellfish and seined for salmon; hunted seals and elk; and gathered and traded for dentalia shells—a collectively recognized coin of the realm stretching from the far north to mid-California.




  It was estimated in 1780 that these tribes numbered 5,000. After the arrival of land-hungry Europeans and the frictions that sparked the hostilities of the 1850s, most of these tribespeople were relocated to the Siletz Reservation on that part known as the Southern or Alsea Reservation. Currently, the combination of these tribal clans, with the exception of the Siuslaw, is the Confederated Siletz tribe.




  In 1916 a small number of surviving Siuslaws joined the Hanis and Miluk Coos to form an extension of the Coos.




  Kusan Tribe




  Two tribes that coexisted along the coast between the Coos and Coquille Rivers are the Hanis and Kusan. The northern division was the Hanis, or Coos proper, who lived around the bay and river that bear their name. The southern division was the Miluk on the lower Coquille near its estuary. The two tribes, numbering roughly 2,000 in 1780, harvested crabs, clams, and mussels from the sea and journeyed upriver to hunt the animal that is now known as Roosevelt elk.




  After being moved to the Yachats agency of the Siletz Reservation and eventually returning to Coos Bay to reclaim their identity, the Coos, now about 300 strong are currently working toward economic independence via a proposed gambling casino and other projects.




  Coquille




  This string of clans that for centuries camped along southern Oregon’s Coquille River has historically been plagued by hostile neighbors and racist newcomers. Now, vigilant stewards of our diminishing wild forests are concerned that the “Kokwell” won’t appropriately care for their ancestral forest.




  This tale, a good example of how history has treated these migrants from Siberia, begins when these particular nomads arrived in the 800,000-acre territory fed by the west-flowing river that now bears their name. Here, they lived peacefully as gatherers of an estuarine bounty, as hunters who trapped elk in deep pits in mountain meadows, as fisher-folk who caught slippery salmon in willow weirs and who smoked lamprey eels over alder fires, and as harvesters who dug and toasted white camas bulbs.




  To celebrate their harvests, they danced with woodpecker and puffin beaks clacking around their ankles. To spruce up, they plucked whiskers out of their cheeks with clamshells. To supplement their diet in spare times, they spiced their meager meals with skunk cabbage leaves. When someone passed on, they solemnly placed dentalia shells in the mouth of the dead for spending money in the hereafter.




  The Mishi Kwut inetunne camped along the four forks of the upper Coquille and spoke an Athapascan tongue similar to Navajo and Aztec. Downriver, the Na-So-Mah and other Penutian speakers such as the Miluk or Lower Coos shared their native voice with the Hopi and Zuni. In time, clans on both the lower and upper river were lumped together as the Coquilles by late-coming, note-taking Euro-Americans.




  The tribal families along the Coquille River were first mentioned by Hudson’s Bay Company trapper Alexander McLeod, who ambled by in 1826. He concluded that the locals were honest, if canny, traders. The Coquilles then got a taste of Anglo arrogance on July 3, 1828, when explorer Jedediah Smith and his party tore down riverside homes near the mouth of the Coquille, lashing the stolen planks into rafts to cross the river.




  After gold was discovered in 1852 at Whiskey Creek, 10 miles north of the Coquille, tension between downriver Coquilles and oft-drunken miners escalated. In January 1854, a gang of 40 miners went .50-caliber ballistic, killing 16 and wounding dozens more. Then a year after this massacre, a few Coquille warriors participated in the 1855–56 Rogue River Indian War, storming out of the upper Coquille to burn cabins and cause retributive mayhem. By 1856, all but a handful of Coquille were either killed off, had intermarried, or traveled a trail of tears to Fort Umpqua or Yaquina Bay.




  Those who were left were astonished when Grandmother Rock, a huge pillar jutting up from a bluff overlooking the Pacific near Bandon, was blown up in 1881 and its blue schist debris used to build a jetty, which was completed in 1900. The destruction of this sacred pillar, once used for shamanic ceremonies, was a formidable symbol of the disintegration of the Coquille, but it took an official act on August 13, 1956, to conclude over a century of insults suffered by the tribe.




  On that date, the Termination Act, signed by President Eisenhower, announced that the Coquilles and 42 other bands of Native Americans west of the Cascades no longer existed. After a long struggle that lasted into the politically charged ’80s, the 600-strong tribe was reinstated in 1989. Part of the agreement was the submission of an economic self-sufficiency plan. The Coquille purchased a huge plywood mill along U.S. 101 and turned it into the Mill Casino, a popular haunt for locals as well as tourists. With timberland returned to the tribe by the Bureau of Land Management, an assisted living facility, and other holdings, the tribe has dramatically bolstered its fiscal health.




  PIRATES AND EXPLORERS




  Although many think that the first explorers along the Oregon Coast were Europeans who made the arduous trip around the tip of Tierra del Fuego, there are records of earlier explorations. A fifth-century Chinese journal gives an account of a Buddhist priest’s travels to a strange land he called Fu-Sang. The details of Hwui Shan’s travelogue suggest that he sailed down the west coast of America, and legends among the Native Americans describe boats that might have been classic Chinese junks.




  Definitely on record are the adventures of Sir Francis Drake. In 1579, this legendary English explorer and buccaneer sailed his Golden Hinde up the Pacific coastline past the promontories at Cape Blanco and Cape Arago to be the first European to venture north of California. It is unknown and fiercely debated where he actually set foot. What is known is that he named the region New Albion because of the similarity of the headlands at Cape Blanco to the White Cliffs of Dover in his homeland.




  What lured him up the coastline was not only the thrill of discovery but the opportunities to raid the Spanish vessels laden with gold from the looting of the Aztec and Incan territories. After marauding his way north, Drake decided to search out a passage that would bring him safely east to England. This hope was virtually universal among nations that wanted the riches of the far Orient delivered as quickly as possible to their national coffers. The search for the Northwest Passage would dominate exploration of the North Pacific for centuries. But Drake had challenges, among them the “vile, thicke, and stinking fogges,” and was forced to eventually give up his quest and sail west past Asia and Africa and back home to London.




  In 1592, in response to the smashing success of the English pirate, the Spanish commissioned Greek captain Juan de Fuca to head north up the coast in search of new claims and more gold. De Fuca returned jubilantly, claiming that he had discovered the Northwest Passage. Although he was as wrong as all the other searchers for the elusive shortcut home, he did get a great stretch of water named after him (the Strait of Juan de Fuca in Washington).




  Another Spanish sea captain, Sebastian Viscaino returned from his exploration with the news that the Oregon shoreline was empty of navigable harbors or usable inlets.




  But that grim news didn’t stop the explorers and seekers of wealth. New players on the scene were the Russian fur traders who ventured across the Bering Strait and down Alaska to northern California in the mid-1700s. Now the Natives were bartering with, selling furs to, and pestering the English, Spanish, and Russians, who all claimed the new land for their own. With the high prices paid for fur pelts, there was a frenzy of trade: 200,000 pelts were delivered to China and Europe before the sea otters were virtually eliminated along the Oregon Coast.




  In 1776 English Captain James Cook, a hero for his circumnavigation of the globe (1769–71), was appointed commander of an expedition to explore the Northwest coast in search of the Northwest Passage. His motivation was heightened by a promised reward of 20,000 pounds if he discovered that route. Leaving England with two vessels, the Discovery and Resolution, Cook ventured along the Oregon Coast. The first prominent headland Cook sighted was Cape Foulweather, just north of Yaquina Bay. Reversing his course, he sighted another headland just south of Coos Bay, which he named Cape Gregory, later given the name Cape Arago. Eventually Cook traveled to Hawaii where he was slain by Natives.




  By 1776, when Americans declared their independence from England, the Spanish had established a permanent settlement at San Francisco Bay. A year earlier, the Spanish sea captains Bruno de Heceta, Juan Perez, and Juan Francisco de la Bodega y Quadra sailed north from San Blas, stopped briefly near the California-Oregon border, and then made it as far north as Vancouver Island. Heceta Head, the scenic headland north of Florence, was named after Heceta.




  English Captain John Meares discovered Cape Lookout and Tillamook Bay in 1778, dubbing it “Quicksand Bay.” Meares sailed past the Columbia River but failed to identify it as a major river.




  In 1788 Robert Gray’s ship, Lady Washington, sailed up the Oregon Coast anchoring in Tillamook Bay, where he traded and quarreled with local Native Americans. The first known contact with South Coast Indians came three years later in 1791, when Captain James Baker’s Jenny arrived at Winchester Bay at the mouth of the Umpqua River.




  In 1792 English Captain George Vancouver, commanding the warships Discovery and Chatham, sailed up the Northwest coast, claiming all of it for England. On April 24, 1792, he anchored his ships just south of Cape Blanco at present-day Port Orford, naming the spot after a colleague, George, the Earl of Orford. Perhaps the most significant discovery on the part of the British was the crossing of the Columbia River bar by Captain Gray’s Columbia Redivivia on May 11, 1792. Gray journeyed about 14 miles upriver, planting the U.S. flag and claiming the grand River of the West for the United States.




  So it was a high time for adventure, trade, piracy, and discovery along the West Coast. All of this set the stage for the grandest tale of all—the overland trek of the Corps of Discovery led by Meriwether Lewis and William Clark. After visionary President Thomas Jefferson acquired the massive territory west of the Mississippi River in the Louisiana Purchase, he commissioned his young secretary, Lewis, to assemble a team to map out what Jefferson hoped would be a trade route from St. Louis, Missouri, to the Pacific. He was wrong, but the maps drawn, specimens taken, Native tribespeople interviewed, and the brave endurance of the Lewis and Clark band made remarkable history. Leaving Missouri in 1803, they journeyed across the northern plains, across the Rocky Mountains, and down the Snake and Columbia Rivers to that day, November 7, 1805, when Clark wrote in his journal: “Great joy in camp we are in View of the Ocian, this great Pacific Octean which we been So long anxious to See. And the roreing or noise made by the waves brakeing on the rockey Shores (as I suppose) may be heard distinctly.” Actually, it wasn’t really the Pacific but the lower Columbia’s estuary. After eight more days of floating westward, they climbed Cape Disappointment to see the sparkling Pacific. The lads wintered near Astoria, hiked down the coast to gather salt and a few chunks of blubber from a beached 100-foot whale, and then, grousing about grey clouds and constant drizzle as do all Pacific Northwesterners, they reversed their journey and headed home to a tumultuous welcome.




  One last historic narrative is well known on the southern Oregon Coast—the Skirmish at Battle Rock. In 1851, Captain William Tichenor decided to establish a seaport in the tranquil cove that is now Port Orford. Tichenor’s plan was to construct a headquarters for the shipment of huge masses of gold yet to be gleaned from northwest gold rush sites. He hired a crew to camp on a large rock in the center of the cove, left supplies and a four-pound cannon for defense, and said he would be back in two weeks with more supplies. The 400-foot-long promontory was quickly assaulted, and 17 Natives died in the conflict, mostly from cannon fire. The Europeans managed to escape the rock and straggle north to the nearest settlement.




  We can only imagine the ghostly shapes of the ancient sailing ships wending up the coast to unknown territory; we can only surmise how it felt to find a “New England,” a land rich with furs to take home to Russia, and more riches for the royal court of Spain. But driving past Port Orford on US 101, it’s hard to miss Battle Rock, with its sparse growth of wind-battered spruce and fir trees and the echo of that four-pound cannon.




  EUROPEAN SETTLEMENT




  After the close of the buccaneering and exploring era, settlers flocked to the Oregon Coast to search for gold in the black sand of the beaches, to establish commercial fishing plants, to mine for coal and ship lumber down to booming San Francisco, and to begin constructing a chain of resort/destination villages that now dot the Coast. Here are a few short tales of towns settled by those who pioneered the Coast, endured howling winds, thunderous rainstorms, and lonely isolation.




  Lakeport




  Let’s start with a grandiose mistake. At the turn of the 20th century, a group of investors attempted to create a resort town south of Bandon. Their plan was to build a town called Lakeport around a man-made lake fed by local streams. A canal would be dug a few miles to the ocean. Boats would sail up the canal laden with rich tourists, thus creating “The Venice of the West.” The lake was dug, a hotel built, and then, as the canal was about to be dug as well, an embarrassed engineer informed the investors that their property was below sea level. So much for the scheme of Lakeport.




  Newport’s Fashionable Seasons




  A brief history of the settling of Newport is a capsule sampling of how villages along the Oregon Coast grew from rough camps into present-day tourist meccas—all without canals that would send the Pacific cascading into their shops, hotels, and restaurants.




  Those were stylish days at the beach as Newport turned from the quaint 1800s to the faster-paced 20th century. A remarkable moment captured by local merchant and photographer A. L. Thomas shows a crowd of vacationers and locals in their fashionable best, promenading along the jellyfish-sprinkled plaza beneath the bluffs at Nye Beach. Instead of contemporary down vests and padded parkas, the women wear long dark skirts, white puff-sleeved blouses, and Sunday gone-to-meetin’ hats while they hold parasols against the high sun. The men stand about in impeccable bowler hats and three-piece suits. Down closer to the surf, not-so-stiff youngsters cavort in saltwater-soggy, neck-to-ankle swimming togs.




  In 1904 Thomas published Glimpses of the Sea Shore at Newport, Ore. The selection of photos included his famous shot of “Jumpoff Joe,” a huge sandstone arch north of Nye Beach that has since washed away. As these alluring photos and word of Newport’s tourist amenities spread throughout the country, more facilities and activities emerged at this booming resort. Along with horse rides north to visit Yaquina Head Lighthouse and meanders to browse curio shops for agate-adorned lamps and shell-speckled crockery, to sample cookies at Polly Anna Bake Shop or taffy at the Cozy Corner Confectionery, there was the inevitable visit to The Natatorium.




  “The Nat,” as it was fondly nicknamed, was a large wooden building that held a swimming pool of salt water and a dance floor. Built in 1912, this recreational wonder was also the site of a miniature golf course, roller skating, movies, boxing matches, and concerts by those big bands that motored between engagements in snub-nosed busses.




  The Nat burned to the ground in 1921, but was quickly rebuilt to once again become the center of the Nye Beach social scene. It was torn down in 1967, and little evidence of The Nat remains—only photos, fond memories, and fragments of its foundation in a vacant lot behind the Yaquina Art Center, once a clothes-changing station for swimmers.




  Another long-gone amenity was Dr. Minthorn’s Hot Sea Baths, a three-story building just south of The Nat. In the late 1890s and early 1900s, hot seawater was piped into porcelain tubs for folks seeking a soothing way to recuperate from various ailments. A popular feature of this sanitorium was a veranda enclosed in glass where a bather could enjoy the sun and avoid the wind.




  The most notable remnant of Nye Beach’s heyday is the Sylvia Beach Hotel (267 N.W. Cliff, 888-795-8422, www.sylviabeachhotel.com) a charmingly renovated historic landmark built between 1910 and 1913. Originally named The New Cliffhouse, it became the Hotel Gilmore in 1921 when Peter and Cecile Gilmore traded their chicken ranch for the hostelry. It later fell into dis-repair until it was reopened in 1987 by Sally Ford and Goody Cable. The two owners renamed the hotel in honor of Sylvia Beach, who operated the Shakespeare & Co. Bookstore in Paris during the 1920s and ’30s. Now a resting and reading retreat for book lovers, it offers 20 guest rooms, all named after and decorated in honor of various scribblers. Lodgers can stay in the Agatha Christie, Robert Louis Stevenson, Jane Austen, or Mark Twain Rooms. Or if one is bold, there’s the Edgar Allan Poe Room, a gothic little chamber with an ornament a bit more foreboding than a dangling participle.




  Seaside




  Railroad mogul Ben Holladay built this first coastal tourist mecca, an attraction for tourists since the early 1870s. His key service was a train that ran from Portland to Seaside. Since then, the town has continued to flourish as a tourist haven, particularly during spring break, when thousands of college and high school students come to visit and blow off some steam.




  Lily Bulbs




  A special industry, the growing and shipping of lily bulbs in the Chetco Valley, took off during World War II when the Japanese bulb growers stopped exporting their products to the United States. Now only 10 farms exist but they produce 95 percent of the Easter lily bulbs for the world market.




  Fire Bombs




  In World War II, the Japanese also had an influence on the Oregon Coast when their planes dropped incendiary bombs on Coast Range forests—reportedly the first bombs of any sort dropped on the American mainland. The plan was to start huge forest fires, thus distracting the western coastal defenses so that the Japanese could attack. The problem was that the bombs landed in forests soaking wet from constant torrential downpours. The fires were extinguished by this inclement weather.




  Hume’s Salmon Canneries




  Robert D. Hume, deservedly know as the “Salmon King,” started the first West Coast salmon-canning plant on the Sacramento River in 1864. He then built another cannery at Astoria and in 1876 started a salmon cannery on the south bank of the Rogue River at Gold Beach. The cannery at Gold Beach turned out three-quarters of a million cans annually between 1880 and 1900.




  Bandon




  Founded by Irish baron George Bennett, who named it after his home in Ireland, Bandon soon became an important port on the South Coast with exports of lumber, fish, woolen goods, and dairy products. After the completion of a jetty in 1912, the maritime traffic across the wicked Coquille River Bar was safer and increased dramatically. The town also grew into a rip-snorting resort burg with horseracing, a swimming natatorium, gambling parlors, and a number of dance halls. But a fire in 1914 along the waterfront, and another in 1936 throughout the town caused by the spread of flames by oily grease, made headlines throughout the nation. Now, rebuilt and prospering, Bandon is a popular stopping point for many travelers. The sea stacks and other scenic off-shore rocks, long driftwood-littered beaches, and numerous restaurants and shops have returned this town to the days when it was the place to head for to cool off when the hot days of the Willamette Valley became unbearable.




  CONTEMPORARY DAYS




  In recent years the history of the Oregon Coast has been relatively calm compared to its tempestuous older days but there are a few notable events worth mentioning.




  The Bonfire of the Sentries




  Portland-based freelance writer and environmental activist Phillip Johnson created an answer to his frustrations with hit-and-miss efforts to protect the Oregon Coast. His vision was an unbroken chain of dedicated guardians keeping watch over the state’s shoreline.




  In 1992 The Oregon Shores Conservation Coalition (OSCC), founded in 1971 in support of Governor Tom McCall’s beach bill, was suffering setbacks due in part to underfunding and not enough help to cover meetings and hearings and crucial circumstances affecting the environmental health of the Coast.




  Then, while looking out to sea from a bluff overlooking the Pacific, an idea occurred to Johnson, a history graduate with a degree in medieval European studies. During medieval times, sentinels stood by woodpiles spaced along coastal headlands. If attackers came by sea, the guards would set bonfires to alert the locals. Johnson imagined a similar network of citizen experts, a cadre of Paul Reveres in wind-breakers from the Astoria Bridge to the California line—one person taking responsibility for each of Oregon’s coastal miles.




  He launched his idea in November 1993 with a small grant from the McKenzie River Gathering, a statewide funding organization that provides seed money for projects and programs. The Coast was divided into 311 segments based on accessibility and topography such as river mouths and jutting capes. More than 170 miles are now cared for but more remain.




  The Exploding Whale




  Whales have always drifted in from the briny depths to beach as confused yet alive creatures or dead masses of blubber. For Native Americans, a beached whale was cause for great celebration—a grand example of their motto that when “the tide comes in, the table is set.” For contemporary Euro-Americans, it was a different matter in November 1970. After a whale had washed up on a beach near Florence and was beginning to perfume the air, the Oregon Highway Department decided to clean it up by blowing it up with half a ton of dynamite. The plan was to break the carcass into little bits that would be nibbles for gulls, crabs, and other scavengers. But the plan went awry when the dynamite exploded the whale into huge chunks that rained down upon the startled crowd and smashed a nearby car.




  Two Unsolved Mysteries




  Port Orford Meteorite




  Geologist Dr. John Evans was a wandering scientist/adventurer who collected hundreds of rock samples in his rambles about the Sierra Nevada, Rockies, Cascade, and Coast Range mountains during the late 1900s. After Evans returned to the East Coast, one of his specimens turned out to be a chunk of pallasite, a rare type of meteorite known as stony-iron. Although he did note that the irregular-shaped mass weighing an estimated 11 tons was found 40 miles from Port Orford, its precise location was not in his notes. Since the discovery of the meteorite fragment and Dr. Evan’s sparse notes, the Port Orford Meteorite Society has led hundreds of attempts to find the meteorite, but its location remains a mystery.




  The Beeswax Shipwreck of Neahkahnie Mountain




  Neahkahnie Mountain, a 1,600-foot cape rising just north of Nehalem Bay, is the site of two of the most intriguing legends in Oregon history. When the first Europeans settled in the Nehalem country, they were amazed by a plenitude of wax on the beach. Tons of it! Some of the chunks weighed 200 pounds, others were candle-size. Skeptics claimed that the substance was natural paraffin produced by coal or petroleum. Then cakes of wax were found stamped with the letters HIS, the sacred monogram of the Catholic Church. The local Natives told a story of a beeswax ship wrecked by a storm. The survivors had been accepted into the tribe; some behaved so obnoxiously that they were killed, and others were adopted and produced fair-haired progeny.




  Spanish shipping records give credence to the tale. One of their beeswax ships bound from Mexico to Manila in 1772 disappeared. So did the caravel San Jose, en route from La Paz to San Diego in 1769. It seems likely that one of their vessels, bound for distant Spanish missions, ended up illuminating the cedar huts of the Clatsop Nation.
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  Bordered by the Coast Range mountains to the east and besieged by the Pacific Ocean to the west, the Oregon Coast requires some effort to get to and some effort to travel once you’re here. Of course, the remoteness of the Coast is mostly a boon. The natural landscape is varied and dramatic and relatively unspoiled. The human landscape has also benefited from being remote. It hasn’t completely succumbed to the modern project of making every town look exactly alike.




  Traveling the Coast may bring some surprises. Parts of the road fall into the sea, sometimes closing it. Curvy two-lane highways make high speeds dangerous. Bends in the road may reveal views so amazing that they demand you pull over to look at them. The lesson here: Don’t be in a big hurry.




  BY CAR




  Roads




  U.S. Highway 101




  US 101 runs the entire 400-mile length of the Oregon Coast, from California in the south to the Columbia River and Washington state in the north. The central artery of the Coast, it provides the main north-south route for tourists and residents alike, so it is heavily traveled. Sometimes the volume of traffic will astonish even the seasoned native. US 101 follows the shore, usually within sight of the ocean. Driving along US 101 you will see spectacular beaches, lush forests and lonely meadows, mysterious dunes and flourishing farms, and bustling tourist towns and fishing villages. Most exhilarating are Pacific vistas as the road clings to the rocky side of a bluff with the ocean crashing into the shore hundreds of feet below.




  US 101 is susceptible to landslides and therefore road closures, making life difficult for both natives and tourists, who may have to travel miles and miles out of their way. This is one high-maintenance road. However, because of this susceptibility, it is also maintained very well by the hosts of engineers who are constantly evaluating its condition. You would be wise to call the Oregon Department of Transportation’s road condition report at (800) 977-6368 or visit www.tripcheck.com, before going anywhere along US 101 and also for mountain pass information.




  This highway has plenty of roadside services, but sometimes it’s a long way between them, so keep an eye on the gas gauge. You should also be aware that US 101 is called “Highway 101” by most locals, though for the sake of consistency with road maps we have retained the technical name here. The highway also often changes names when it reaches a town, as in Brookings, where it is called “Chetco Avenue,” or Gold Beach, where it is called “Ellensburg.” But US 101 is still clearly marked, even if the street signs say something unfamiliar.




  U.S. Highway 30




  Following the Columbia River, this busy highway is the most direct route from Portland to Astoria. It is also the most direct route from Washington state. If you are coming from, say, Seattle, take I–5 south to Longview, Washington; from there, cross the Columbia River into Oregon over the Lewis & Clark Bridge, which will deposit you onto Oregon soil and US 30 at the little town of Rainier. Follow the road west toward Astoria.




  Coast Range Roads




  Most east–west roads to the Oregon Coast cross the Coast Range mountains, some following rivers for nearly their entire length. Some roads have significant changes in elevation and others have only modest elevation changes. Whether or not there are major changes in elevation, all the roads demand alert driving, since you will find dips, curves, deer, and little towns, and since you will be sharing the roads with trucks. US 26 is the way of choice for weekending Portlanders, who share the road with farm and logging trucks. The road stretches from Portland to a convenient location on US 101 between Cannon Beach and Seaside. In the winter, chains or other traction devices may be required. Highway 6 follows the Wilson River from west of Portland to Tillamook. A road of gentle curves, it can be a slow, if pleasant alternative to busy US 26, though the eastern end of it is more developed every minute. Highway 22 leads from Hebo to Salem; it crosses Highway 18, which leads from McMinnville to Otis, just north of Lincoln City. Locals say to beware of casino traffic on Highway 18. US 20 accompanies the Yaquina River from Corvallis to Newport, a good and very pretty road, though it can be pokey in places. Another pretty highway, Highway 34, follows the Alsea River from Corvallis to Waldport. Eugene residents take busy Highway 126 through timber towns to Florence and the sand dunes. Highway 38 is a pleasant road leading from Drain to Reedsport along the Umpqua River. It’s the most direct east–west route to the South Coast. Highway 42 leads from the Umpqua Valley near Roseburg to Coos Bay through the aptly named town of Remote. You may see other east–west roads marked on your map that appear to lead to the Coast. Don’t count on their being paved.




  i The Oregon Department of Transportation (ODOT) has two excellent resources to alert you to state road conditions. Call (800) 977-6368 to check the latest road information or visit www.tripcheck.com. You will be able to see for yourself through cameras keeping watch at Port Orford and Yaquina Bay.




  U.S. Highway 199




  This road, nicknamed the “Redwood Highway,” lies between Grants Pass and Crescent City, California. South Coast residents traveling home from Ashland and Medford use it, detouring into California for nearly 60 miles. They also sometimes use US 199 to connect them to I–5 in Grants Pass when they want to go to Portland and beyond, on the theory that driving the length of Oregon on I–5 will be faster than driving the length of Oregon on US 101. The road winds from Grants Pass to Crescent City with gentle curves and wide lanes, through the lonely mountain country where the Siskiyous meet the Coast Range. While most of the route is easily traveled, the western end of the road is very slow as it accompanies the Smith River and twists through the beautiful redwood groves of Jedediah Smith State Park, before it spills abruptly into coastal California farmland. A 20-minute drive north puts you in Brookings. Note that when you reach the California border, not far past the town of O’Brien, there will be a State of California agricultural inspection, so eat up all the homegrown produce before then.




  Renting a Car




  It is not easy to rent a car on the Oregon Coast. Hertz has an outlet in Astoria at 1492 Duane St., (503) 325-7700. Enterprise also has rentals in Astoria at 644 W. Marine Dr., (503) 325-6500. If you’re coming from far away and you want to drive while you’re here, your best bet might be to fly into Portland International Airport and rent a car there.




  BY BUS




  GREYHOUND LINES




  (800) 231-2222




  www.greyhound.com




  The Greyhound bus travels along US 101. Coastal Greyhound bus service is arranged by independent agents rather than official Greyhound ones, but many of the agents can give you tickets, a place for regularly scheduled stops, access to transfer routes, and package express delivery. Sometimes the agents are within restaurants, travel agencies, convenience stores, or other businesses. Other stops along the route might be signs posted on the highway, with no ticketing or other services; for these you need to make arrangements with Greyhound.

OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_014.png
Bandon






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png
°

10 20 km South Coast

20mi

[SH]
o
B






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
v
7]
©
=

O
—
=)
=
D)
]

o

INSIDERS’ GUIDE®






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png
[SH]

oro

osare) gfinos Valey

Cor alli§' o

ern Ridge

eservoir]






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_009.png
N o -
® 5 o oim Tillamook






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_013.png
/ﬂ

DF J o
DL@FIJI:I

Eﬁmgm
Lt

Coos Bay






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_016.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_011.png
[
D:ﬁiﬁﬁ
JEEIE






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_008.png
Cannon Beach






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.png
® g <>‘zso,zosvsm 0’5 mi. Gearhart and Seaside






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_012.png
[l

\:FNHMJ
D

Cape
Perpetu
and Yachats

\

200

Florence






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_010.png
I Lincoln City






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.png
eLIOISY






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_015.png
Brookings

t

|

|
i

—T
s

!
|
il
-
i
]};

L
il
-

o
|
L LTl

Togoa\ )|
2 3 e 2 £ i
p §
@l .
g
A
- i m Gty b
) q o 3‘3
s
I -






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png
o buy books n quantity for corporate use
orincentives, call(800) 962-0973
or e-mail premiums@GlobePequot.com.






