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Happy 100th Birthday, Venice!

100 YEARS
OF 

SOLICITUDE 
IN VENICE

By Marizsa Bravo-Casillas

Who is the most significant person in Venice
History, you ask? This question is easy for me to
answer. It would be my Great-Great
Grandmother Secundina Roman Villa (my Nana),
my Great-Grandmother Guadalupe Francisca
Villa, and my Grandmother Irene Vasquez. The
reason is simple, because they are the only
women who are able to share the truth about
how it was to live in Venice as Mexican women.
A story that I can connect with.

What was it like to live in Venice, you ask?
My Great-Grandmother Lupe has told me stories
about how she searched for work to support her
family and children, but no one wanted to hire a
“dirty Mexican.” 

She almost got a job at the Pioneer Bakery,
but the other women working there at the time,
refused to work with her, so she was let go. 

My grandmothers often recall the most diffi-
cult times of living through the depression. They
explain with pride how they survived during
those times, boiling beans, making tortillas by
hand, cooking nopales (cactus), and gathering
yerbas (herbs and greens) from areas in the city
that are now populated by condos and business-
es. 

It was my Uncle Magie who shared with me
that celery use to grow along
Culver Blvd., a story told to him
by my Great-Grandfather
Santiago Bravo, who fathered 8
children and also lived in Venice.
Along Olympic Blvd., my Nana
and Grandmas use to go into the
fields to gather yerbas, and
shared how corn use to
grow where SMC now
stands. 

To live off the land,
as our ancestors before
had done, is one of the
most precious gifts that
has been passed down.
That is how my Great
Grandparents survived
during the Depression.
The strength and deter-
mination in these
women, this is what runs
through my body, mind
and soul. I come from

strong roots. Strong roots in family, culture, and
of Venice running through my veins.

My grandmother Irene, shares stories of
dances at OPP (Ocean Park Pier) where she met
my Grandfather Jimmy Bravo and where Zoot
Suit riots took place. She also shared how she
would walk in the sand from Sunset Ave. to the
Pier, during her first pregnancy with my Uncle
Frankie, so that he would come out. A story that
my mother also recalls as her own, in the same
way that I can say... I have made that walk
myself. 

Venice is where, my grandparents lived, on
both sides of my family. Members of the Bravo
Family, and the Villa Family still do. This is
where my father ran the streets with all his
cousins and friends. He shared stories of playing
in the boat, outside of what is now Washington
Mutual bank, on Lincoln Bl. I loved going to

Venice Boardwalk with him,
where he knew almost everyone
there. From the handball courts,
the performers, even the “winos”
(before they were called home-
less.) He knew them all, and
everyone knew him. Mousie, they
called him because of his ears.

More stories about
Venice – pages 4, 5

The writer’s Great Uncle Louis Roman Villa,
Great-Great Grandmother Secundina Villa,
and Great-Grandmother Lupe Villa

Three Venice generations: 
the writer’s grandmothers

1920 Venice

CASUALTIES IN IRAQ
U. S. 1,744 Dead – 172 this month

U. S. Wounded 13,074 – 1,479 this month

Iraqi Dead: 22,582 – 25,590
This month: 748 – 814

(some sources say 100,000+ Iraqi dead)
Source: antiwar.com

Be Part of History
Send a message to the 200th

Anniversary of Venice
An Open-Mic Session at the Circle will be

videotaped for posterity. DVD copies will be
distributed to libraries for safe keeping 

until July 4, 2105.

Ever wonder what Venetians were really like 100
years ago? Now’s your chance to let future genera-

tions know what we’re like in 2005. Everyone can
speak; priority will be given to parade participants.

VENICE PEOPLES CENTENNIAL
Beachhead • Venice P&F • Venice Arts Council

11AM, Monday July 4th
Begins: Venice City Hall, 681 Venice Bl.
Ends: Venice Circle, Main & Windward

PRIZES 
for the best costumed person & vehicle

–continued on page four
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collective staff of the 

BEACHHEAD COLLECTIVE: 
John Davis, C.V. Beck, Carol Fondiller,
Marjorie Hinds, Theresa Hulme, Yolanda
Miranda, Lydia Poncé, Jim Smith, Alice
Stek, Suzy Williams 

The FREE VENICE BEACHHEAD is pub-
lished monthly by the Beachhead
Collective as a vehicle for the people of
Venice to communicate their ideas and
opinions to the community at large. 

The Beachhead encourages anyone to sub-
mit news stories, articles, letters, photos,
poetry or graphics of interest to the Venice
community. The staff reserves the right to
make all decisions collectively on material
published. There is no editor on the
Beachhead. The printing is financed by ads
and donations. The articles, poetry and art
work express the opinions of the individual
contributors and are not necessarily the
views of the Beachhead Collective.

To submit material, include your name and
telephone number. Anonymous material
will not be printed, but your name will be
withheld on request. If return of material is
desired, a stamped self-addressed envelope
is required. No payment is made for mate-
rial used. Mail to: P.O. Box 644, Venice, CA
90294. Web: <www.freevenice.org> 
Email: <Beachhead@freevenice.org> 

Our Mission Statement
Oh Holy Shit
The Thought Police are rising

It is the Time
for the Beachhead’s rebirth

Now is the Time to get your
thoughts

together
If you care whether
you have a thought of any worth.

Thoughts left of Center
Homeowner or Renter

Put your Head where your Pen* is
Send it to us use your wits

and if we like it
We’ll print or plagiarize it

or tear it into
teeny tiny

bits
– by the Slumgoddess

*Pen: Antique Term for Word
Processor or Computer

Beachhead Sustainers

Become a Beachhead Sustainer

The Beachhead needs you
We are a non-profit community paper. If you
haven’t already, please become a Beachhead
sustainer for $100/year or a subscriber for
$35/year. Don’t have the bucks? Want to help
by distributing a bundle of 100 papers in
your neighborhood, once a month? We’ll
deliver to your door. Call 399-8685.

The Torso
Dear Beachhead,
Ah, the “torso.” I find a great deal of irony in the

brouhaha over the statue proposed for Windward
Circle. Whether I like Graham’s sculpture or not is
beside the point here. I should, I suppose, disclose that
I have a Graham nude print hanging on a wall in my
home.

Many years ago, perhaps someone with a better
memory than me will fill in that blank, there was
another statue that elicited a similar response from the
community. Except that then the community activists
both encouraged and collaborated with the placement
of the “winged lady” in the circle. 

The artist, whose name completely escapes me,
had quite illegally installed the statue at the County of
Los Angeles’ headquarters in downtown L.A. The
county was not at all pleased and ordered it removed.
The artist then tried to give it to the City which
proved just as amenable as the County. Into the breech
stepped, where else but, Venice. 

A community activist knew and contacted the
artist and, with the support of many others, a deal was
struck. And what a deal it was. 

In the dead of night the statue and a crane came
to the Windward Circle and the “winged lady”
became part of Venice. People hated it and people
loved it, but for many of us it was simply a way to
thumb our noses at the City. Does that sound familiar
to any of you? It should come as no surprise that the
City had the statue removed, many years later, as clan-
destinely as it was installed. 

Perhaps there’s some kind of lesson here though I
confess that I’m not at sure what it is. Maybe it is sim-
ply that Venice has changed and I’ll leave it up to you
to decide if it’s for the better or not. 

Moe Stavnezer

Gunfire: What is it good for?

“Bang-wiz-pop.... oh what a situation we’re in
once again. Twice a year some rejoice, while others
freeze up, and hide”                             

Should we shy away from celebration and duck,
or let tradition rain? 

After living in Venice long enough it’s easy to dis-
tinguish, by it’s frequency, the difference between gun-
fire and fireworks. Should we retreat and take cover,
or celebrate the glowing party that plays on? 

Shooting off firearms in Southern California was
originally adopted from an East Coast and the tradi-
tional Chicago ghetto ceremony that was performed
by individuals who armed their homes for protection.

If one didn’t have to use their weapons for self
defense through a lengthy period, a ceremonial cleans-
ing of the barrel was performed as a good luck omen
to welcome a New Year.

Mostly the guns where aimed at rivers, lakes,
oceans, and/or open areas. Los Angeles fostered this
tradition and included the sky as it’s ambient territory
to rejoice and fulfill the 4th of July and New Year’s
Eve ceremonies. Incompetent firearm hackers who dis-
regard the safety of others by aiming their guns
straight upward, rather than out to sea, cause stray
ammunition to strike innocent victims though their
carelessness. 

A remedy for this inherent obsession would be to
aim at a lawn or dirt, but not ones foot, and certainly
not in the air, while eliminating the possibility of a
fatal casualty. This safer alternative might penetrate an
underground pipe, but at least would not endanger
lives. 

Have a festive 4th of July, and comfort your pets
and elders.  

Rich Mann

More Letters 
on page 11

Freedom statue that graced the Venice
Circle until it was spirited away by a city
gang. Photo by Jim Smith, retouched by Rich Mann

Dear Beachhead:
As you are aware, my good friend, Lydia Ponce,

asked me to support your newspaper. I am pleased to
do so. Attached is my check. Additionally, I am a sub-
scriber.

From time to time I may not agree with the posi-
tions articulated in you paper; however, I aggressively
support the opportunity and “right” for you to take
these positions and offer an aggressive advocacy of
those of those positions. I believe that essential hous-
ing services should be provided and that those servic-
es should be offered at a reasonable, appropriate and
realistically affordable price. 

I do not believe government should regulate
enterprise. However, the beauty of Venice ought to be
its diversity. Every citizen that lives in the Beach
Community welcomes the opportunity to enhance
“public safety.” Beautifying and enhancing the neigh-
borhood is terrific. Art festivals, parties, picnics are
wonderful. 

However, I believe that our community is honey-
combed and impregnated with thousands of “boot
legged” undocumented second units or “bonus units”
which are extremely nice and very affordable. I feel
that your newspaper should encourage the Mayor,
new Council person, and the regional and local plan-
ning officials to adopt an “Amnesty” program for all
of those converted garages, unites attached to garages,
and its built-over garages, without building permits
wherein they are offered for rent at a very decent dis-
count or affordable price.

Most one-bedroom apartments or studios at or
near the Beach often rent for as much as $2000 per
month. Yet, a beautiful studio having been converted
from a garage, or a portion of a garage, may be
offered for rent for as little as $600 or perhaps less.
The homeowner obtains some extra money, and at the
same time people in our Community can live in
Venice and walk to the beach.

Simply stated, it is a “win-win” situation. This is
a crusade that should be embraced by your publisher
and others. 

Best of luck. Thank you for allowing me to
receive a copy of the paper.

Very Truly Yours, 
Michael Millman (Law Offices of Michael Millman)

“Bootlegged” rental units

Nobody Leaves Venice
Dear Beachhead,
Who can explain the allure and mystique of

Venice Beach as a place of legend, a New World
Shangri-la? It’s like a lost country with a succession of
“good old days.” People now probably think the ‘90s
were the good old days, and in that decade, new
arrivals viewed the ‘80s as the good old days, and so
on for a hundred years back, with everybody regret-
ting that they missed the best part by only a few years.

Be that as it may, the cachet lent by a Venice
address is as real as ever. To this day, artistic types
residing in Santa Monica and Mar Vista and Marina
del Rey still fudge a bit and say “I’m from Venice.”

“People want to see it function and, if possible,
want to live in it,” as Sweet William wrote so many
years ago. But not everyone who wants to live in
Venice, can. It’s logistically impossible. Some are lucky
enough to dwell here for a while at least. As the same
commentator also said, “After getting what they need
from the experience, they move on.”

Physically, but not spiritually. “Nobody Leaves
Venice” is one of the themes explored by
VirtualVenice.info. That section of the website is an
anthology of memoirs, reminiscences, thought pieces
and feeling pieces, from Venetians both past and pres-
ent. The page has more than 30 entries now, and
there’s room for plenty more, including yours. 

Contact me at webslave@virtualvenice.info 
Pat Hartman
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By John Davis

Language is holy. It conveys the stories of
who we are and what we believe. Words hold
longer than empires. They cross absorb and bind
cultures. So what is an immigrant? Or is
“Integrant” a better word. 

The dictionary offers two explanations of
immigration, one political and one scientific. Pol-
itically speaking the term denotes people who
leave one country to settle permanently in anoth-
er. The scientific definition is of a plant or animal
that establishes itself in an area where it previ-
ously did not exist. Humans are of course ani-
mals. 

Our understanding of the term immigrant
should not be restricted to the political meaning
for that tells only one side of the story.

Beginning with the scientific it is well known
that every human is the descendant of an African
Ancestor. Human lineage has been traced by
comparing the DNA in contemporary humans to
determine their path of migration across the
globe. Like branches of a great tree trunk people
moved around the globe from Africa. Some
branches grew larger and some died out entirely.

Humans evolved to meet the demands of
various environments. Mighty mountains and
vast seas isolated our tribes. Cultures differenti-
ated. Food was different, clothing was not the
same and some recipes were spicy while others
were bland. Human skin changed to a rainbow
of hues. 

As societies developed human interaction
occurred on these geographic borders allowing
us to enjoy the diversity of our species. We are
all diverse and not one of us is the same.
Humans are in a constant state of flux and to
deny it is inhuman.This adaptive response is the
success of our kind.

By Jim Smith

The headline on the
June 24 Los Angeles
Times article (Venice Turns
100, but Not
Without a
Fight) should
have been
“Those
Wacky
Venetians are at it again!”

It seems it’s even harder for the Chicago
Tribune overlords at the downtown media
monopoly to accept the idea of Venice than it was
for the Chandler family and their real estate
cronies. Perhaps the lack of artistic or lifestyle
originality among these ruling circles has made
them envious of a small, but vibrant community,
scarcely 100 years old. So instead of even-handed
coverage of Venice, every story is a variation on
the theme, “those wacky Venetians...”

In spite of the newspaper’s bias, the Martha
Groves article does have a point: the Venice
Centennial Committee has very little to show for
its work. New arrivals moving to Venice in a few
months or next year will never know there was a
centennial unless an old-timer tells them. 

An obvious problem with having a meaning-
ful centennial celebration is that Venice does not
have a city government to spearhead it. Come to
think of it, Venice does not even have a function-
ing neighborhood council, thanks in part, to the
fervent opposition of some who now call them-
selves the Venice Centennial Committee. 

And neither does Venice have a friendly L.A.
City Councilmember to support the centennial.
Venice’s last elected city councilmember was
Ruth Galanter, a Venetian, who was removed
from her position in a bloodless coup performed
by the L.A. City Council. In Galanter’s place,
they imposed Cindy Miscikowski - and her faith-
ful deputy, Sandy Kievman - who proceeded to
support everything Venetians hate, including
Playa Vista and LAX expansion. Newly elected
Bill Rosendahl, who is expected to pursue a more
Galanterist policy, will not take office until July 1,
three days before the centennial.

Kievman - who has proclaimed her disdain
for all things progressive about Venice, including
this newspaper - has inserted herself as co-chair
of the “official” Centennial Committee. 

The Committee - whose other co-chair is
David Buchanan of the Marina Media Group -
has acted strangely in the eyes of many
Venetians. It has invited corporate contributions
and sponsorship in an anti-chain store communi-
ty; it has planned for swimsuit (women-only)
contests; and it entertained the idea of making
Arnold Schwarzenegger the Grand Marshall of
its parade. Its website contains a history of Venice
that proclaims: “In the 60’s, the beach area of
Venice was taken over by winos, drug addicts
and motorcycle gangs.” This is a period which
many Venetians are nostalgic about, and consider
the wellspring of present day art and culture. 

In order to celebrate Venice history since the
60s, the Beachhead created the “Venice Peoples
Centennial,” as an umbrella group under which
to hold events that honor the people whose
struggles saved Venice during the last 50 years.
The Peoples Centennial has since been endorsed
by the Venice Peace & Freedom Party and the
Venice Arts Council. Events include the annual
Venice Independence Day Parade (July 4) and
free shows at SPARC.

Even so, its doubtful that many Venetians
will have more than a foggy idea that without
people like John Haag, Rick Davidson, Anna
Haag, Marge Buckley, Jane Gordon, Earl
Newman, Mary Lou Johnson, Bea Free, Marvena
Kennedy, Morrie Rosen, Carol Berman, Maryjane,
Vera Davis, Bob Wells, Abe Osheroff, Sadie
Doroshin, Steve Clare, Flora Chavez, Elizabeth
Elder, Barbara Avedon, Moe Stavnezer, Arnold
Springer, Sheila Bernard, Ruth Galanter, and
many more, there would not be a Venice as we
know it. They fought off the developers, the
downtown bureaucracy, the landlords and the
police in order to defend Venetians who were vic-
timized by those groups.

And it’s unlikely that many Venetians will
have heard of the many accomplishments of
Action Industries, the Venice anti-poverty non-

Venice muralist Judy Baca and SPARC led an artistic counter-demonstration, June 25, to the anti-immigrant SOS
(Save Our State) protest of Baldwin Park’s monumental art at its MetroLink station. It was the second attempted
assault of the art by SOS, which was greatly outnumbered on both occasions. Photo by Jim Smith

Immigration or Integration
However in the advent of purely political

societies borders were represented as geometric
lines on a map and replaced the geographic
boarders that were natural to people. Of course
drawing lines does not automatically separate
one culture from another because the family lives
on both sides.

For this reason political lines fail. Culture is
osmotic in nature like a sponge absorbing and
expelling humanity across such lines.

Therein lies the rub. Immigration is now a
term of political art. In this use the implication is
divisive, protectionist, and demonizing. It is a
term of denial for those who fear the death of a
stagnating monolithic culture. It is the hypocrisy
of the static. Things change and time is not
frozen.

When humans first came to California they
immigrated. The first were Asians, also descend-
ed from Africa. Europeans then followed and
integrated.

We should remove the pejorative political
use of the term immigrant from our language.

Except for the first Asians here we are all
integrants, not immigrants. 

Integration is a word that heals, is acceptant
and shines with truth. Read the definition. What
do you think?

“The bringing of people of different racial or
ethnic groups into unrestricted and equal associ-
ation, as in society or an organization; desegrega-
tion.”

Integrant means, “Constituting part of a
whole; integral.”

For me, this is what California is about.
Integration is the heart of our well being. As the
most culturally diverse City in the entire world,
we in Los Angeles have good and constant cause
to celebrate our emerging world culture, for we
are in the world’s eye.

profit corporation that built the 15 low-income
HUD building in Oakwood and opened grocery
stores on West Washington (now Abbot Kinney
Blvd.), before its spectacular collapse in the 70s
amid charges of embezzlement and corruption
ended hopes for nonprofit housing for a decade. 

Here’s an idea for
lifting the historical fog
about Venice. How
about if one of the
celebrities and artists
occupying a million-
dollar homes men-
tioned in the Times
article steps forward to
pay for every issue of
the Venice Vanguard
(which covered most of
the first 50 years) and
the Free Venice Beach-
head (which covered
most of the past 40
years) to be put on the
internet where they
would be accessible to
everyone and not just a
few historians. Between
the two newspapers, John Haag at the Venice jail in 1969

more than 80 years of Venice history is covered.
The cost of scanning and maintaining a web site
would be chicken feed for a rich person and a
great service to Venice. It could be one of the few
lasting and tangible results of the centennial.

Those 
Wacky 

Venetians
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100 Years of Solicitude 
– continued from page 1

Even today, when I put on my Rollerskates and
dance down in Venice to the music, I stare out
into the ocean, and am grateful to have been
blessed with the stories and memories of my
family living in Venice way back when. Back
when we knew are neighbors, when all of my
family could afford to live in Venice, even back
when the Pitbulls use to roam the streets of
Venice.

I am blessed to be able to say, “My Great
Grandfather and my Great-Great Grandmother
have been living in Venice since the early 1900s.”
Not too many people living in Venice can say
that. My Great-Great Grandmother Lupe Villa
who is currently 96 years old, is STILL living in
Venice. This is her home, this is our home. This
is where the spirits of my father, Tia Linda,
Uncle Frankie, Nana, Uncle Berna, and so many
more relatives, come to visit us. 

I am blessed to be able to say, “My Great
Grandfather and my Great-Great Grandmother
have been living in Venice since the early 1900s.”
Not too many of people living in Venice can say
that. My Great-Great Grandmother Lupe Villa
who is currently 96 years old, is STILL living in
Venice. This is her home, this is our home. 

On Venice’s 100th birthday I am respond-
ing to the Beachhead’s call for reminis-
cences about the community. It’s been

30+ years since I met Venice and my never good
memory has not improved. I tend to remember
the good stuff so this may seem a bit romanti-
cized. But, what the hell, a little romance never
hurt anyone. 

There is very little commonality between the
Venice of today and Venice of 1972, when I got
involved in the community. The community was
so different then: the peninsula was just starting
to get rich, the canals were the cheapest place to
live and were falling apart with rundown houses
everywhere and walkways that were crumbling,
you could walk down OFW on a Sunday and see
your friends and the people who came to Venice
then actually came for the beach! There was no
Silver Strand development (oil wells still dotted
that land). In the 70’s Venice was considered by
the City of L.A. as a major haven for heroin
addicts. That was determined by the number of
reported Hepatitis cases and Venice was at the
top of the list. It was a place to stay away from. 

When I got involved in Venice, Oakwood
was largely black, North Beach &
the Canals were hippie havens and
there was no organized communi-
ty-wide political anything. There
were real neighborhood restau-
rants along OFW that you could
walk in to and join friends for
breakfast. There were neighbor-
hood bars like the Dew Drop inn &
The Brig where there are now
fancy restaurants. There were
music places like the Comeback
Inn, The Blue Lagoon Saloon, St.
Charles & Honky Hoagies Handy
Hangout (the first place I saw and
danced to Greg Hines’ band, Severance). There
was an activist Israel Levin Center, run by
Morrie Rosen, which provided meeting space for
many groups and championed the cause of sen-
ior citizens. 

There was the Beachhead, which, by the way,
was almost always supported entirely by ads.
That’s not a criticism of the current paper, but it
does, I think, say something about the status of
the paper then and now. I think it also says a lot
about the community then and now. The
Beachhead published the first article I ever wrote
and many more afterward. I was a collective
member for 5 years (a hangeroner for years
before) which had a profound influence on me. It
involved a commitment like none I’d ever had
before or since. It meant a day long meeting for 3
Saturdays of every month, writing and typing,
on a manual pawnshop purchased typewriter,
articles and quite literally pasting up the paper.

What to leave in and what to leave out. There
was no online edition of the Beachhead because
there was no online and there were no comput-
ers so the typefaces varied depending on who
typed them. 

There was Free Venice, the North Beach
planning task force and JOYA, which were the
genesis of a community political movement that
neatly dovetailed with the anti-war movement.
There was also a great camaraderie among
activists back then. Meetings frequently became
parties or sharing a meal together. We partied
together, danced, ate, made wine and slept
together. We agreed or agreed to disagree on var-
ious issues. We were friends and that is what I
value the most about those days. 

The Venice Town Council (VTC) of the 70’s
and 80’s cannot really be compared to the neigh-
borhood councils of today. The major reason is
that the VTC didn’t depend on the city (certainly
not the councilperson or any City Agency) for
anything. Anyone could participate in the neigh-
borhood and general meetings and the city had
no approval power over elections or anything

else. The VTC, created by
Councilwoman Pat Russell as a
way to harness opposition to her
grandiose plans for the communi-
ty, quickly became her worst
nightmare. It became a unifying
force in opposition to the major
development schemes that were
on the drawing board. 

I am not suggesting that there
was complete harmony on the
VTC because there was not. The
canals area was the most radical,
North Beach progressive but not
so radical, Oakwood eventually

dropped out, there was almost no activity east of
Lincoln, the peninsula was wishy washy and the
Silver Triangle was more to the right than any
other area. But, even then, almost everyone
involved in the VTC opposed the major threats
to the community: hotels along OFW, the Marina
Bypass, expensive development almost any-
where. 

We also had a new tool to protect the com-
munity; the passage of proposition 20 (Coastal
Act) in 1972! I cannot overstate the importance
of that law and its impact on Venice. Suddenly
there was an authority above the city, an authori-
ty that we took complete advantage of in oppos-
ing everything from new roads to new buildings
and advocating affordable housing over housing
for the wealthy. The senior housing at #1 Venice
Blvd, Navy St. & OFW, Tabor Courts on 4th
Street, among others, exist because of this. Much
of this, after 25 years, has evaporated. All of the
new affordable housing in Venice can be attrib-

uted to the Venice Community Housing Corp.
(the brainchild of Steve Clare) which, I am very
proud to say, I helped to found

I salute the Venetians who still fight the
good fight! I must, however, confess that the
fight for the Venice that I once knew was over
quite a while ago. Venice is now a rich, desirable
place to live and you are fighting to preserve
what little of the old Venice that remains. I have
not lived in Venice for some time now and, to be
quite honest, I don’t miss the place. Venice today
is far more like the Venice of 100 years ago than
30 years ago. It’s become a kind of amusement
park (one of the top tourist attractions in L.A.) as
Abbot Kinney envisioned back then. 

I can honestly tell you that Venice changed
my life. I learned about community and the
value it brings to life, I met people who, after 30
years, remain my friends, I support and occa-
sionally contribute to the Beachhead. But now I
email people instead of actually talking to and
seeing them which was what Venice was all
about back then. We, and Venice, have all
changed in the last 30 years. Many of the people
I met then have scattered to the winds or, far too
many, have died. But, what I learned has stayed
a central part of my life and I am grateful for the
experience. 

Happy Birthday Venice, you have my best
wishes and my love, Moe

Venice Changed my Life by Moe Stavnezer

© www.richymann.com



By Carol Fondiller
The Establishment Parade vs. the “People’s Parade” but first,

background. Background is all. I remember the parade that didn’t
happen in Venice.

Those nasty un-patriotic beer swilling pot smoking coffee
drinking hippies and Beats and Commies as Werner Scharff and
the Venice Civic Union used to call them, and if one indulges in E-
mail, that vicious, crude and lying effluvium, the same swill slightly
recycled still eminates from some flea ridden hound’s master’s website.
“Anti-Progress” they bark un-American they whimper Aging Hippy
Commie Dope Smoking Beats they whine, as they cower in their lairs
wishing they could afford to live in Malibu but absenting that, these
rabid whelps will endeavor to move disagreeable elements out of
Venice, i.e., patrons of Los Trocas on Rose Avenue, clients of the Venice
Family Health Clinic. (Many of the nouveau hip donate money to St.
Joseph’s and the Venice Clinic. They love poor people just not in their
backyard, the street they live on, the libraries they patronize, the shop-
ping centers - you get the drift. They love you in Biafra just not on San
Juan Avenue.)

In 1968-1969 the threats Venice faced were the same as now. People
who had been paying their mortgages and their rents for years were
faced with what were called improvements – and to be fair, some of the
improvements would have been beneficial – street lights paved side-
walks, etc. But most of the improvements centered on getting rid of
small cottages and hotels that were part of
Venice since it’s inception. And in the
improvements the casualties would be low
income people. Folks who bought the little
houses to live in, and renters who looked on
Venice as their home.

But they were soon told by the powers
that be, the City of Los Angeles, the banks
who acted in collusion with property owners
who owned large plots of land, that the
property owner and renter alike, were
expendable. they were to be displaced for a
better use of the land, Werner Scharff’s
vision of Miami Beach West. 

The Venice Survival Committee, and the
Free Venice Committee, one of the first
groups to advocate secession from Los
Angeles, fought back. These groups were
organized by the Peace and Freedom Party,
and despite red baiting, police and F.B.I.
harassment, these groups managed to rally
people to fight for the right to live where
they were. It wasn’t as if these rich people
were happily doing whatever rich folks do,
and suddenly all these ground apes, knuck-
les dragging on the dirt, invades their mansions, peed in their fountains
and their Perrier, it was the other way around. Low income people liv-

By Pano Douvos
The Golden Age of Venice for me was the late 60’s and

through most of the 70’s. The highlight was the glorious Venice
Canals Festival. The free-wheeling “open house” celebration cap-
tured the spirit of that special time. It epitomized the arts ferment
and the counter-culture activism. Jim Morrison and the “Doors”

set the tone playing on the boardwalk at the Cheetah, a large hall with a
dramatic 20-30 foot high wine-colored curtain. 

Venice was being re-energized by the creative artists musicians and
poets who began to gather. At John Haag’s Venice West Café important
Beat-Poets such as Jack Hirshman and Stewart Perkoff read their work.
In scattered studios artists Billy Al Bengston, Ken Price, De Wayne
Valentine, Fred Eversley and Ed Gilliam were completing prime sculp-
ture and paintings. 

Hot hangouts formed at the boardwalk’s Sidewalk Café, the Earth
Rose Headshop of poet Steve Richmond and at the La Fayette Café. The
spacious Gas House Coffee Shop was memorable for its energetic paint-
ings plus the dude reclining on pillows in the decorated bath tub,
serenely reading his book...(The Gas House was torn down ages ago.) 

A “small village” atmosphere flavored Venice at the time. People
walked talked made art, music and love not war. Individualist in free-
expression mode continue to congregate but the “bump-into-friends”
aspect may have changed some and shifted, but the vitality remains. 

The Venice Canals Festivals were a festive time for sure, the many
diverse activities difficult to
encapsulate. The celebrations
held in late summer I believe for
4-5 years in the late 70’s, covered
a 3 or 4 day period. The original
canal summer cottages had been
rented then fixed up into a
bohemian low-rent haven.
Chianti wine and recreational
drugs flowed. Every other cottage
became a mini-band stand or art
gallery, that’s with ducks...(and
their contributions). 

To get the visuals, you see
artistically decorated quarters,
red canoes, multi-colored ducks,
in brilliant sunshine and clean sea
air. There’s at least four canals
and maybe eight picturesque
bridges. Now add a swirling
band of open friendly people.
That mix would be my cottage-
renting friends Rick Sinatra, Osah
Harmon and Danielle Greco.
Mary Lou Johnson owned her

house and succeeded in holding out against all buyers.
I moved into inner-Venice when I joined the Venice Beyond Baroque

Poetry Workshop and later wrote with the staff on the Free Venice
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Venice Lagoon (now the Circle), 1925. In the foreground is the Race Through
The Clouds roller coaster. It had two tracks, with two cars racing each other.

Venice and the next 100 years

When Venice stopped a (police)
riot by stopping a parade

–continued on page 8

–continued on page 10

The Fog of Forgetfulness
By Jim Smith

A fog came last night around midnight, enveloping and
caressing Venice. It took us back in time, first erasing the hi-rises
looming in the Marina, and then the giant condo boxes down
the street disappeared. The universe shrank to a few hundred
feet, this way and that.

It reminded me of the fogs of 40 years ago. They came to
Venice nearly every night, and often in the daylight, as to a
young beauty in her prime (Venice was past 60 then, but she
looked mighty good to us). The little buildings on the Ocean
Front seemed like barely-visible toys from the surf. The narrow
streets of Venice shank even more, their boundaries wraping
indistinct in the haze. Now and then, someone would appear
out of nowhere before walking past and disappearing in the
other direction. The mystique of Venice as a land apart owed
much to these frequent visits by the clouds.

There were no tourists back then and we felt invisible in our
fog-covered village. No prying, greedy L.A. eyes could see us
behind our clouds. Some say the heat of so many more cars
nowadays have driving the fogs away, except on rare occasions.

There are stories that when the fog lays thick, the intersec-
tion between parallel worlds is near. Did some of our friends of
long ago wander through that gate, or did we? One pea soup
night, did we get swept away from the peaceful world that
we’ve forgotten except in dreams, and into a world with wars
and monsters like Nixon, Reagan, Schwarzenegger and Bush?
And if so, will a fog like the one last night someday carry us
home?



The Venice Carnavale, June
25, brought out the throngs to
the Circle.

Kathy Leonardo, left, was
one of the local performers at
the all-day festival.

A car and bike show
included the 1950 Ford, above,
that always keeps an eye on the
road.
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It’s not easy representing Venice, 
and the Military-Industrial Complex

When Jane Harman appeared at the Venice Farmers Market, June 3, she
was met by polite, but determined, Venetians who were upset about her
vote in the House against a measure calling on President Bush to set a date
for the beginning of troop withdrawal from Iraq.

She was also questioned about her stance on a right-wing Constitu-
tional Amendment banning flag burning. A few days later, a Venice con-
stituent called her office to urge her to drop her support for the amend-
ment. 

The first paragraph of her letter says much about her position, and her
attitude toward Venice:

CONGRESSWOMAN JANE HARMAN 36TH DISTRICT
June 15,2005

Dear Mr. Adcarian:

Many constituents have contacted me about amending the Constitution
to prevent desecration of the United States flag. During a visit to the
District over the Memorial Day recess, hundreds of veterans and their fami-
lies in San Pedro, Redondo Beach and Hermosa Beach urged me to contin-
ue my support for flag protection while, several days later in Venice, pro-
testers challenged my stand on the issue.

...
I appreciate your taking time to share your views with me.  Please stay

in touch.

Regards,

Jane Harman 
Member of Congress

You’ve read the newspaper, now get the toys. Hey!
Where are our royalties?

Venice Adult School/Venice Skills Center Graduation Ceremony on June 16
at the Venice High School Auditorium. Interested in learning a skill? See
their website: www.veniceskills.org                Photo: Detroit Flanagan



By  Beth Miller 
(exerted from Beachhead of July, 1988)

Last December I was put in touch with
Regina Hyman by a long-time Venice resident
and friend who inspired me to move here a cou-
ple of years ago.  I wanted to get to know all
parts of the community, the way I once knew
Berkeley.  It is hard for me to  write about
Oakwood, as it is hard for me to write about the
homeless, because of my fear that anything I  say
will be interpreted as the arrogant musings of a
middle-class radical. Still, I was fascinated by
Oakwood because of all the scary cliches (I have
two friends who live on Brooks who never notice
any drug traffic.) People talk about gangs and
crime and drugs.

In the 1920’s a small Black (now called
“Negro”)  community that was centered north of
Electric Avenue between Westminster and San
Juan Avenues, mainly employees of Abbot
Kinney, was established in Venice and grew with
its expansion.  So there is a historic Negro sec-
tion of Venice, the most striking monument of
which may be the Abbot Kinney  residence itself.
It was moved from its original site on an acre of
land to its present  location at 1310 Sixth Avenue
in the block adjoining the public library in the
late twenties.  Kinney bequeathed this house to

Irvin Tabor, his long-time trusted chauffeur and
personal assistant.  Mr.and Mrs. Tabor lived at
that address  for over forty years,and the house
is still a lovely and gracious residence.  In short, I
had a particular interest and was grateful to
Regina for showing me Oakwood from her point
of view.

One sunny winter afternoon, I picked up
Regina Hyman at her building near Broadway
and Sixth.  As we drove around, John Haag,
another long-time Venice resident, at the wheel,
we passed what is known as “the Reverend
Holmes’ Church” several times, the First Baptist
Church.  We also passed the Friendship Baptist
Church, located across from the Oakwood
Wesley House on Broadway ( a place where help
is offered to the homeless in the form of food
and shelter).  In addition to the Reverend
Holmes’ church (the church Regina attends), the
Body of Christ Church, the Second Community
Baptist Church,and the Bethel Church of God
and Christ.  Quite a few churches for such a
small area.

We pass up and down streets with small
houses, many owner-occupied for many years,
many of the owners Black.  Regina identifies the
apartment buildings which are or were Black-
owned and informs me of the history of the gov-
ernment buildings put up by HUD in 1971 for
low-income residents.

When Regina first came to Oakwood a
decade ago, roosters crowed every morning, an
acoustical treat she had never experienced in
New York City. One of her neighbors used to
keep chickens in his back yard.  Another old gen-
tleman on Seventh and Vernon fixes cars and
teaches young man from the area how to fix cars
too.  Indeed on his block, I counted thirteen
Hispanic boys working on cars.  The pleasant
house has fruit trees standing on the corner, you

think you’re in a small town.
The small town is gradu-

ally disappearing as a small
town.  the place where a nurs-
ery school used to be is now
one of many sites under con-
struction.  A sign on the struc-
ture of the future apartment
building says ”Beverly Hills
Construction Company.”

I see the spot where the
only grocery store in the
Oakwood area used to be,
fallen to a zoning change.
Now people have to walk
quite a distance to buy a car-
ton of milk or a package of
cigarettes.  I notice buildings
recently repainted and some
apartment buildings
rehabbed.  Regina points out
a fancy building where a one-bedroom apart-
ment costs $900, just a few doors away from a
dilapidated house.  Venetian diversity prevails in
Oakwood.

She also delights in showing me some of the
newer esthetic oddities in the district, such as the
unusual building on San Juan Avenue near the

corner of Sixth, created by a
German artist as both a
dwelling place and stu-
dio. He hired unem-
ployed neighbors to
work on the construction,
but sculptures in the
front yard are his own
work.  

Sunset is a pleasant,
quiet street with many sin-
gle-family houses. One big
apartment building has
greetings of the season in
Spanish spray-painted in
white snowy stuff on all the
windows facing the
street.The building seems
clean and well-kept-up.There
are people looking out the
windows smiling.  I find it
radiates a happy atmosphere.

In any case, it seems to me that the Hispanic eth-
nicity of Oakwood is on the rise, certainly it is
visible in the small commerce, such as shoe
repair and small appliance repair shops on
Lincoln and food wagons on Rose.  But there
was a Black community here before there was a
Hispanic one.

Abbot Kinney employed Blacks on the staff
of the Kinney Amusement Company and a small
Negro ghetto, centered north of Electric Avenue
between Westminster and San Juan Avenues,
began in the 1920s.  Kinney for years retained
Arthur Reese,one of the earliest Negro settlers in
Venice, as his interior decorator.  It was Reese
who decorated the famous Venice Dance
Pavilion as an indoor garden and designed the
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A TRIP THROUGH OAKWOOD

Affordable housing 
in Oakwood

huge revolving ball with bits of mirror on its
surface, the kind of ball you see in movies  of
the period, with colored spotlights turning the
ball into a magical predecessor of rock-n’-roll
high-tech light shows.

Two hours pass and we still haven’t
exhausted the subject of community spirit or
visited Melvin Haywood, the man who tutors

children for free at the old Venice Library
on California and Electric.  I promise to
return to chat with him.

We drive west on Rose Avenue, which
is recently being referred to as the ”Rose
Corridor,” and notice the increase on the

chicness scale as you approach Main Street.
There are a bunch of Latinos buying tacos at the
Isla Bonita across from the Rose Cafe, and it
seems to me that there really are two Venices in
sight here.  The contrast between rich and poor
is no less apparent in Venice than in Rio de
Janiero. As I regard the street from the Rose
Cafe, the mixture of people passing by reminds
me of crowds in Ipanema.  You can sit and have
a beer at a cafe and watch the rich tourists min-
gling with boutique shoppers, bohemians, and
the homeless.  We lament that certain groups
have been trying to move the Venice Free Clinic
and Saint Joseph’s away from Rose because, in
their view, these establishments “attract a bad
element” to Venice.  I don’t  know exactly what
the bad element is that they’re referring to, per-
haps the transients.  As most Venice residents
know, for many years the Venice Free Clinic has
been doing an admirable job despite severe
space limitations, as has Saint Joseph’s.

Still, we are all aware that there are real
estate investors, agents, and developers who
have vested interests in the gentrification and
“development” of our city.

For the operators and entrepreneurs, the
historical preservation of Venice and of the com-
munity spirit of Oakwood are minor considera-
tions in their pursuit of personal fortunes.

An Oakwood Sidewalk

Carol Tantau being presented with
California State Legislature Award: Woman
of the Year, by State Senator Debra Bowen.

Ms. Tantau has been active in Venice
Community Affairs for many years,
including in the Abbot Kinney Blvd.
Association and is Past President of the
Venice Chamber of Commerce.

She helped found a program to stop
violence against women, and volunteers
many hours to respond to emergency calls
from battered women.

The Award Ceremony was held last
month at Just Tantau, her shop on Abbot
Kinney Blvd.

The wine flowed freely as Ms. Tantau
played the piano. Among the dignitaries
were: New City Councilman Bill
Rosendahl; former City Councilwoman
Ruth Galanter and Venice Neighborhood
Council officers.



High Noon at Lincoln Place
By Sheila Bernard

Landlord AIMCO is only accepting rent for the first 18 days in July, which means that
come July 19th, AIMCO will file unlawful detainers against about 120 households. Those
who will not get unlawful detainers are seniors and some disabled residents whom
AIMCO acknowledges to be entitled to one year, rather than the usual 120 days.

The tenants are defending the evictions on several grounds. AIMCO has not read the
law on what constitutes a disability for the purpose of deciding who gets to stay a year.
For this particular purpose, the definition of disability is exceedingly broad, even includ-
ing corrective lenses. This is very important for tenants, because otherwise, only seniors
and people with federally-recognized
disabilities would be left alone in
empty buildings as of Day 120. 

We are prepared to go to court
whenever the first unlawful detainer
hits. We are confident that all the 170+
households at Lincoln Place will be
able to stay at least a year while we
beat back our lawless landlord.

Meanwhile, the appellate cases
(LPTA v City of LA and 20th Century
Architecture Alliance et al v City of
LA) will be heard on Thursday July 7
at 1:30. A victory in either case would
afford a measure of protection to the
buildings, while we fight the evictions
to protect the people.

It’s going to continue to be a
bumpy ride. Hold on tight.
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Beachhead. The poets I met include Tom Waits
and Wanda Coleman. I later became acquainted
with John Doe and Exene Cervenka of the Band
X. I sculpted a portrait-bust of Exene...at the
Beachhead Arnold Springer was the most equal
among equals. Those writing and contributing
on the staff were Chuck Bloomquist, Moe
Stavnezer, Olga Palo, Osan Harman and myself
amongst other.

I great picture of the people and history of
Venice can be found in the book “Call Someplace
Paradise” by Pat Hartman. It can be ordered at
Small-World Books or through www.Xlibris.com.
Hartman’s book is chock full of engrossing anec-
dotes of Venice and its spirited locals. I could
have been one of her characters but she failed to
record my participation in the Venice Nude-
Beach scene (of the early 70’s if I remember
right.)

Happening spots in Golden Age Venice
included live music at the Come Back Inn on
West Washington, now Abbot Kinney. Across the
street was the perfect home for rhythm and blues
in a righteous wood floored down and dirty
establishment, the Taurus Tavern. It should be a
historical landmark, but it is a chichi restaurant. 

A living landmark is Swami X. He was a
long-time feature standing on the benches down
on the boardwalk. He presided for years, offer-
ing his very clever material of a radical political
and lusty-vibe kind. He peppered his delivery
with the attack humor of a stand-up comic.
Today he sometimes contributes, mainly poetry,
to the Beachhead.

I was introduced to the aura of Venice at the
Church-in-Ocean Park at a performance night.
Goldie Glitters was the transvestite master of
ceremonies, on stage bare to the waist with a
jewel in his navel. He later was chosen
Homecoming Queen at Santa Monica college. 

At neighboring Synanon, a large drug-rehab
center, Saturday nights were music concert
nights. The music-heavy clients formed top-
notch groups and rocked. The nights were
always well attended. One client told me that I

didn’t know life if I had never been down in
“Junky Hell.”

I experienced Venice as a mostly a laid back
if lively place. The only riot I saw was a police
riot on a July 4th holiday some 10 to 15 years
ago. An out of control cop was waving his gun
around. He had this black kid handcuffed and
pinned down on his stomach on the boardwalk.
He suddenly just hauls-off and boots the kid on
the side of his head...forget that he was sur-
rounded by a crowd of beach-goers. 

Bill Attaway is a hard-working Venice artist
currently producing large 20 foot tall ceramic
sculptures, with a totem-like piece recently
located near the beach west of Windward Ave.
One day he allowed me to assist him by adding
a small ceramic piece to a large wall mosaic he
installed near Muscle Beach. He continues the
Venice art heritage, as does my long-time friend
Emily Winters, well noted for her large wall
murals which can be seen in several prominent
locations. She is an activist citizen of Venice and
a stabilizing force as chairman of the Venice Arts
Council, marked by her present task of curating
“the Venice Artist about Venice” exhibit - the
opening reception will be at SPARC on July 9th,
6 to 9 pm. 

Bravos here go to Steve Clare for his com-
mitment to his low-cost housing efforts and also
to Jim Smith for his Beachhead and political
organizing efforts. Also kudos for Arnold
Springer and Moe Stavnezer who forced the
builder into including needed low-cost housing
and inside parking in the building I live in.
They’re to be commended for their long-time
Venice activism. 

Possibly the counter-culture community
changes, but Venetian Veteranos remain to fight
the good fight, thus sustaining the uniqueness of
Venice. A June KCET Program on beaches gave a
national Number One rating to the Venice
“Mardi-Gras” Boardwalk and Beach.

The Venice Canals Festivals were shut down
by the powers-that-be in one big misguided
change. The festival was a beautiful sharing time

in a beautiful setting. A vision of a better future.
We memorialize the past 100 years, but the
future also needs tending. 

Venetians could be catalysts for change to a
co-operative peaceful society. Women could
influence their sisters to get out of the
Army...then influence the testosterone tribe to
say no to war. We won’t go. 

Conflict resolution by arbitration will stop
war senselessness. Venice America can be the
small-acorn start of a Venice Sunshine Festival
for all the world.

Venice and the next 100 years –continued from page five

A SEASHORE MEMOIR,
celebrating Venice’s 100th Anniversary,
1905-2005, by Maryjane 
Reviewed by Emily Winters

Maryjane’s big book “A Seashore Memoir” celebrat-
ing Venice’s 100th Anniversary 1905-2005....is a modern
summary of the recent 50 years of Venice Arts and
Activism, plus a summary of Venice’s first 50 years. A
must for any Venice activist/artist who has participated
or viewed the many struggles of Venice. A beautifully
illustrated work where the drawings alone are worth the
price of the book. The text is a thorough and artful record-
ing of the Venice experience from a person who has dedi-
cated her life to Venice. A collectors item for sure.

The Argonaut newspaper of our Bay, here, which has
never printed a book review, did so for this book. The lit-
erary world well known figure, George Drury Smith
wrote a full 2 page review, showing a few of Maryjane’s
105 ink drawings of real Venice sites; and the main pub-
lisher, David Asper Johnson wrote his editorial, also prais-
ing the book, in the June 2, 2005 issue. Venice Magazine
will note the book, also. It is of ink drawings, black and
white photos, historical papers, and text on Venice.

Maryjane has held weekend evenings of side walk
sales and signing of the book pricing it at cost, $35. It is
also available at her Pacific Resident Theatre and again, at
her pro bono benefit and “world premiere” slide show of
five artist photographers 6 with prints of Venice: 1955 -
2000. On Friday, July 8th at 8 pm $20 at the door, on
Saturday, July 9th $100 for any couple on with a reception
catered by James’ Beach, and with the photographers.
Reservations: 822-8392.

The book at retail cost, is at the new Venice book
store, The Commissary, 68 N. Venice Blvd. 827-7083. Also
at Small World of Books on Ocean Front Walk 399-2360;
Hennessey and Ingalls in Santa Monica 458-9074; Craig
Krall Gallery at Bergamont Station 828-6410’ and SPARC
“Venice Artists About Venice” exhibition, 685 N. Venice
Blvd. Venice, 822-9560x10. The retail cost is $60. 

Support

P.O. Box 1312, Venice, CA 90294
24hr. Hotline: 310.281.6877

In Brief...
✒ The Board of Neighborhood Commiss-
ioners has approved rules for a Sept. 10-11
election. Venice Progressives say the rules dis-
criminate against the homebound and allow
candidates to help write the procedures.
✒ New Mayor Antonio Villaraigosa has told
the city planning department to insist that an
Environmental Impact Report (EIR) be re-
quired for the massive Lincoln Center project.
It’s a new day when the Mayor comes down
on the side of residents and against develop-
ers. His position may scuttle yet another
attempt to build the too big development.

✒ Fifty - count em - 50 appeals have been
filed with the Coastal Commission opposing
the “Torso” statue in the Venice Circle. A hear-
ing may be held next month. Opponents have
already accomplished one goal - to block the
erection of what they say is an inappropriate
piece of art in the Venice Town Square during
the centennial.
✒ Half a dozen misdemeanor tickets written
for opposition to the OFW Lottery are making
their way through the courts. Barbara Peck
received a ticket for holding a sign, “Stop the
Lottery” in one of the “designated” spaces. She
is demand a jury trial for violation of her right
to free speech.



FREE VENICE BEACHHEAD • July 2005 • 9

P o e t r y
ON RETURNING TO VENICE

By Stuart Z. Perkoff

time is confused on the streets of my city
returning, it is now & always as i walk
thru footsteps of memory

fog limits vision, & my eyes turn
inward, where birds fly the feet
over paths of intricate memories

ghosts over my shoulder do not push or press
rather, their eyelessness peers to pierce
the veiled images of the future, or
the flowers ballooning from the clouds of mist

2.

all is not voice
or vision.  real walls
separate the rooms
within which movements
are limited by space. & the bodies
within it

what endless histories
walk each separate flesh
each mind touching
its own
chronology
which goes beyond, encompasses
boundaries & isolations
within rigidity
the flow of continuity

3.

o ghosts
o my past
the face i wear

o my city
my flesh
the space given

yr voices in my ears
yr tears in my eyes
hands touching
songs ringing
from room to room
in the houses of my mind

HERE (for Venice)

Here
no one quite belongs
each of us an unexpected
face.
Our life stories meet
in quick, sharp scenes.
Not belonging,

none of us say,
“what are you doing 
Here.”

Pam Emerson
(Reprinted from the March 1974
Beachhead)

REPLY TO THE 
CALIFORNIA COASTAL COMMISSION

STAFF REPORT ON # 8 BROOKS, VENICE

By Michel Evelyn

Bicycling down doubt-shadowed alleys
lit by the half-light of a night ready

Venice,
I lower my lids, look through

lashes as I coast to where
Windward Avenue and Main

circle.
The cement undulates,

I look through, looking through the ground
I can see the canals embalmed

in their asphalt shroud.
My reflection quivers in shimmering

black top.
Obliquely glancing I see

S shaped ladies dangling parasols,
waiting for the 6:15 gondola.

Scuttling, circling round the corner,
small boys in sailor hats

throw sleazy popcorn at indignant
birds.  A little girl in pink bows

and troublesome white stockings
takes it all in.

A Carny dream man in a boater hat
and rolled up sleeves snaps his

suspenders   at the future ghost of me
and I shiver in the airless twilight

of my present.
I glide through cement water.

My Galaxy Flyer, a sedate barge drawn
by legendary ducks.

I look up at the dappling leaves of trees
shedding lace curtain light on the streets

of Amaroso Andalusia Patricia.
Down to Ocean Front Walk and I am
jostled by ghostly crowds scented with

summer memories of cotton candy hot
salt sweat, the dog-eared scrap book rem-

embrances
of a little girl in troublesome white

stockings who took it all in.
And white glazed tile all progressed over

with glitter stucco
Where Linnie Canal is alchemized by

golden graft
into Bellini

Out of my eye's corner, a shadow soundlessly
bicycles through the chiaroscuro secret Venice alleys

all future-clean and wide enough for
thing-filled vans.  The bicyclist

sees the ghosts of poets impaled on charred
skeletons of gaudy pigeon marked columns
built on smokey dreams of Sweet Caporal

coasting to where
Windward Avenue and Main

circle, the future ghost
glances obliquely through lowered lashes

and glimpses me gliding
thoughtfully as I glance obliquely

through lowered lashes
to catch a glimpse of

S-shaped ladies 

FROM MY MOUTH
(from a notebook, found in an alley)

By Anonymous

I don’t know why I think this...
sometimes I dream that my friends
have to make decision over me,
or my enemy.

As I watch them, one by one,
side with the enemy, a tear
drops from my heart, so I don’t
let them know that I feel betrayed.

Then they say to me, 
“Don’t worry about it!”

Clan Of Darkness
By Validus Veritas

I belong to a tribe unholy, engulfing me,
permeating my presence.. I see the past

Quickly I see, laid before me, my heritage..
My ancestral tree

My father, was so adored,
He had the very stars on his tongue.
With a wave of his hand, he could command an army,
Yea, even the hosts of man
Destined for greatness, and yet that same patience,
brought him to ruin

My mother, was so ignored,
She has the sense of the wisest judge..
but somehow that wasn't enough.
She would try to save, to solve a behavior
with a rod of furor, timeless and envious.
But my father's will and charm were too great,
and he embraced his destruction.. with seeming joy

My father's father, was so enslaved,
A Master of vessels, great and majestic,
At first glance, he was mighty, but his fool within.
rent with a grin, found a release, and increased veloci-
ty
toward the slide of infernal entry, even deception.

My father's mother, was so inebriated,
Not of the vine, but of ignorant bliss,
A kiss, and all was well, a spell unbroken..
a wrong word spoken, and anger swelled upon my
father's back.
No stick of wood, nor iron skillet could quench the
burning,

the yearning for revenge, on the one who leaves, and
always deceives.

My mother's father, the epitome of Evil,
Known of many names, Father of Wrath, Enticer of
Demons,
Will of Wills, Smiter of Youth.. yet damned by truth..
untold.
A legacy shorn of sheep unshaven, pitiless and care-
less.
Vengeance via castration would scarce be justice, for
such crimson cruelty,
life cannot redeem, the seams of scars left untended..
swells of blood in pools thereof

My mother's mother, was so blind,
Seeing her savior in forms unwritten, smitten by
need,
Greed.. an all-seeing eye; Deny, and LIE!
A sacrificial lamb, a wicked scam.
How can such depravity exist in society?
By this type, one who sees and turns unseeing, unbe-
lieving,
as the child screams

Six.. the number of predecessors.. count them.
And here I stand, my will in hand, intact.
I must act.. Now it is I that man the helm, my own
realm to create.
The odds are unfavorable, One will vying six,
I summon my strength, and at length begin the path,
where wrath unfolds.
Horrors untold.. I face them daily, three in my face,
three in their own place.
But burdening my mind, I must find the will to
defeat, these miserable cretins

I will.



fields:  philosophy, science, religion, sociology,
technology, psychology, quantum physics, etc.  

Social evolution and truth seeking are essen-
tial cravings of the human soul.   The personal
growth that can occur just from seeing one
movie can profoundly influence human evolu-
tion.  The cinema circle seeks to transmit the
good vibes to the masses.  The Information Age
brings this access, across cultural and geographic
lines, facilitating transmission of our highest
selves, shared with the world.  

Recommended Films evoking the Spirit:

What The Bleep Do We Know?

Kumba Mela

Indigo

The Corporation

Karma (by Teri Rose)

Not surprisingly, over 100
Spiritual Cinema groups exist
worldwide.   Mass media is one
of the most powerful institutions
in the world.  Connecting people
through entertainment is very
influential.  Not money motivated
nor the movie of the week yet,
this genre of cinema will be
increasingly popular as the times
get darker.  When the student is
ready, the teacher will come.
And we starving students, espe-
cially in the Western hemisphere,
could certainly use some social
evolution.   

The Institute provides support to those who
wish to exercise a craving to ‘break on through
to the other side.’   The ‘other side” flirts with
lightness, human triumph, enlightenment and
evolution.  The vibration of the universe
emanates from each of us.  If we can awaken the
light within each other, our collective vibration
grows stronger and brighter and enlivens
Mother Earth.    

The group encourages new members and
welcomes donations as tax-deductible.  They
meet regularly to discuss creative endeavors,
share insight and develop synergy towards a
theme that, though overdue, has come in to its
own.    

For more information/becoming a member,
visit www.ise-la.org.  Namaste!
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ing by the ocean! Much too good for them -- and
money, honey, could be made. As one of the mini
speculators, Alan J. Radford, developer of the
unsuccessful Washington Square project said,
“Water and poor people don’t mix”. The city saw
tax dollars and the speculators saw more -- the
only barrier to wealth were those annoying peo-
ple who already lived there.

In ‘68-69 this pot had been boiling for years.
Confrontations with the, at that time, the lackeys
of investors and banks, the LAPD, and the Venice
residents were common and sometimes brutal.
Protests against the war in Viet Nam were sav-
aged and spied upon, the F.B.I. was trying to
infiltrate the Peace and Freedom Party. And as it
is today, people question loyalty to cover up their
own lack of commitment to the principals of the
government’s contract with the people - the Bill
of Rights and the Constitution. 

The Free Venice Survival Committee and the
Peace and Freedom Party decided to take back
America. It was also discovered that in 1905
Venice was officially opened. What better way to
say Happy Birthday America and Happy
Birthday Venice than with a parade? -- Indeed, it
was thanks to the Free Venice Beachhead years
later, that Venice’s Birthday was taken note of by
the establishment. 

So this “unamerican” bunch of hippies of
every color and persuasion, radicals aging and
otherwise, bikers, librarians, poets, drunks,
REALLY SQUARE homeowners, and churches
got together a parade committee. We worked on
it for months. 

Parade permits were applied for and denied.
So, we decided to walk our parade route. We
hadn’t counted on parade horses or motorcyclists
but the motorcyclers, most of whom hung out in
the pagoda by Breeze Ave. So, we through we’d
just walk, obeying all the traffic signals and
allowing traffic and pedestrians to pass without
being blocked. We leafleted and planned, and
met. The meetings were open, and, for the limit-

ed resources of P and F the publicity was perva-
sive. 

The police started warning people to stay
away from the parade.

As the 4th of July neared, the police were
more present than usual. Police rode motorcycles
up and down the Ocean Front Walk. Portable
booking stations were installed in the oil holding
facilities by Windward and O.F.W. Police cars
sirened up up and down the streets. 

I was living at Westminster and West
Washington Blvd. (Now Abbot Kinney Blvd.)
opposite Westminster School. I was awakened
several days before the Fourth by something fly-
ing overhead. The police were practicing landing
and take-off maneuvers with their helicopters on
the school playground. 

People were told by Councilman Marvin
Braude’s office to stay away from Venice. I
believe the the newspaper, the Evening Outlook,
even printed cautionary tales regarding the forth-
coming July 4th radical-led riots in Venice. Did I
neglect to tell you that we had children’s groups
and the Israel Levine Senior Citizen Center
signed up for the parade? We also had a boom
box contingent. 

As the 4th got closer as in 2 days before, we
began to hear rumors of a “Police Action”, that
is, being clubbed by a baton wielding L.A.P.D.
officer for just being there. The day before the
parade, we faced the reality that an un-armed
peaceable joyous celebration with flags children
dogs and PEOPLE would be clubbed and beaten
for just walking celebrating their town’s and

their country’s birthday. We sat up all night
debating. I remember crying because we really
had to call off the parade. We called, explained,
re-leafleted walked and got the “walk” cancelled.
Ah, but the cops had their fun anyway. It seems
some hippys took responsibility to save lives and
stood on entrances to the beach with signs say-
ing, “Stay away from Venice Beach! Police Riot

Planned!” “Free Venice!” These people were try-
ing to save lives. They were arrested and
roughed up by the police. We were also castigat-
ed by a group of self proclaimed radical docu-
mentary filmers called NEWSREEL for not going
forward with the parade so they could film the
confrontation between the cops and the citizens.
They missed the drama of people being driven
out of their homes and prevented from partaking
in a celebration.

Subsequently, the Peace and Freedom Party
and the Free Venice Committee and the Free
Venice Survival Committee sponsored other
parades. They were fun, they were funky and
anyone could join. No charge. Eventually the
City even signed our permits. 

So excuse me if I feel a bit out of sorts when
I see “my” parade being co-opted by profit mak-
ers. Listen I hope the Venice Centennial
Committee has a great time. I’m really happy
about my Centennial calendar, and I want a
Centennial T shirt (XXXL) but I miss the sight of
Happy Jack ex-biker riding a car down the
O.F.W. with a beer and a broad YES! a broad on
each arm, the low riders, and the fife and drums
led by John Haag holding the Don’t Tread on Me
flag. 

So, it’s interesting to me to see that the same
issues are still here in Venice, only bigger and
meaner. And one other anecdote from the parade
that never was. 

July 5th, I was walking down the O.F.W.,
when I was stopped by a white haired woman.
“Thank you”, she said “Thank you for cancelling
the parade.” She pressed $5.00 on me for the
Beachhead into my hand. 

So, I don’t begrudge the City sponsored
Venice Centennial, with it’s masks and cars. I just
want some of the new arrivistes to realize if it
weren’t for us ol’ rads cranks and socialists there
wouldn’t be, as Ruth Galanter said, anything left
to fight over.

Stopping a riot by stopping a parade – continued from page 5

By Theresa Hulme

The Institute for Spiritual Entertainment
recently held an awards festival honoring sup-
porters who have lead the group now recognized
as a major presence in modern cinema.
“Spiritual Cinema” is the best description of a
film genre that promises to grace us with good-
ness in the decades to come. Spiritual Cinema
pioneer, director Stephen Simon received a spe-
cial award for his contributions to the cultivation
of the higher self.  Simon’s early films include
“What Dreams May Come” and “Somewhere in
Time,” now both classics.    The organization
supports films that elevate consciousness.
Smart films.  Deep films.  Films that help us poor
humans to evolve.   We certainly need it.   

The mission of the group known as ISELA
(Institute of Spiritual Entertainment-Los
Angeles) is to inspire individual and social trans-
formation by awakening the light within.  The
‘circle’ creates films which present a foundation
of ‘oneness,’ rousing the heart, soul and mind,
reflecting one another as intricate parts of the
same whole.   Instead of division, separation and
violence, the cinema circle works to promote
unity, human goodness, love, awareness and infi-
nite growth, with universal appeal.  

With the current tidal wave of corporatized,
soulless entertainment, major media outlets are
advertising and profit driven, rather than heart
and mind centered.  American media is especial-
ly infamous for polluting the world with gratu-
itous violence, cold and empty sexuality, mind-
lessness, brazen aggression and very poor taste.
Spiritual Cinema reflects the shadow side of this
human condition.  In the spirit of the late great
Carl Jung, we should thank the person who
shows us our shadow side.  In darkness, we see
the light. 

The universal themes illuminate insight and
healing through a multitude of human thought

Cinema with Soul – Helping Human Evolution
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By C. V. Beck

As an apparent hardware groupie, I
developed my list of favorites.  In this
order, Gerald's, B&B and Busy Bee and
also the late, lamented and much missed
Armstrong's, West LA, gone about 10
years now.

Just in the past two weeks, to my hor-
ror, I saw in the weekly paper, the "You
Know," that Gerald's is going down, clos-
ing their doors after 51 years at the same
place.  I must assume that business had
been diminished by the Home Depot,
down the hill, in what used to be that
beautiful piece of nature, that very open
space area known as Ballona
wetlands...now also disappearing, being
too rapidly replaced by what looks to me
like the Cross-Bronx Expressway and
Parkchester!

Thinking back on the I guess not-
enough-times I had been going to Gerald's,
I remember it was quiet.  I guess too quiet
but the service was always knowledgeable
and very personable,

on the human scale and very satisfac-
tory.  I would go out of my way to go
there because of the "Old-Timey" quality
which I miss in LA.  The prices were good,
too, as were the sales.

I looked forward to the back page of
the "weekly" with the Gerald's ads and fre-
quently found a sale I needed to attend.

I recall also, when the Hotel Furama
was going to expand, (unnecessarily, I felt,
after a period of just not really doing any-
thing,) that I had a faint feeling of unease
about Gerald's at that time, which I prompt-
ly dismissed.  I never dreamed that Gerald's
would be the next victim of the now very
apparent hyper-over-development to take
place in Westchester, now, I guess, going to
become Playa Vista South...Damnit!  This
"world class city" concept is really destroy-
ing everything worthwhile about Los
Angeles as fast as possible.  What I really
don't understand is why a terrific backbone
of the community like Gerald's, should not
have been given adequate time to relocate,
rather than breaking that which was not
broken by "fixing" something that didn't
need fixing.  Some truly affordable housing
would work just fine at the Furama loca-
tion. 

Finally, perhaps more important are the
circumstances of the employees of Gerald's
Hardware.  I have heard reliably that about
40% of the employees have been promised
other jobs in the community.
Unfortunately, that leaves 60% unaccounted
for at this point in time and let's just hope
these people do not drop through the
cracks and join the ranks of unemployed
and/or homeless.

Good Bye to my favorite Hardware store

Drowning in trash
Dear Beachhead,
For many years I have seen signs and posters

reminding people to not trash the beaches and storm
drains which empty into the ocean.

The next posters that I would like to see are:
"Please, Don't Trash My Neighborhood."

It is very disheartening to have small-time con-
tractors dump all the trash from their job sites, all
over the West Side of Los Angeles, into the alleys and
sometimes even the front yards at Lincoln Place
Apartments, in Venice.

We are not the City Dump! Then again there is
no charge to the dumper to pile up garbage, paint,
broken furniture, shelving, doors, lumber, tile, sheet
metal, used paint rollers and brushes, hunks of dry-
wall, boxes of filthy clothing, broken electronics, and
tools, etc., etc., every weekend.

These dumpers arrive in stealth mode, avoiding
the security personnel, quickly dump their trash, and
leave very quickly. They have scoped out the area
and know the streets for quick escapes.

I doubt if they would appreciate someone dump-
ing trash at their homes.

If their customers can afford to do remodels in
their homes in Beverly Hills, Culver City, West Los
Angeles (90025, 90049), Santa Monica, Mar Vista, they
can certainly afford to pay for the removal of their
own trash to a proper facility.

Such a sleazy way to do business and an
extremely rude manner of behavior toward us in
Venice, your neighbors.

These dumpers must have had very poor
"upbringing." They show lack of respect for others. 

–Barbara Eisenberg

Morrison and the Spirit of Venice
Dear Beachhead,

Unfortunately, my memories of venice Beach
extend, only, to the past three summers.  (I was privi-
leged to have vacationed here!)  I love the beach.  But,
unlike in the usual shore community, I sensed an
easy-going, creative, and individualistic atmosphere
in this town.  I felt free and comfortable in my own-
eclectric-skin.  And I made some friends. As a result,
it was difficult to return to the hectic and cruel East
Coast, where winter resides annually for five months!

My knowledge of Venice beach first came while
reading a biography of one of it’s famous residents --
Jim Morrison.  He had his creative beginnings here!
Jim Morrison is a most significant figure because the
characteristics of venice are reflected in much of The
Doors music, his poetry, and his Life.  For me, Venice
Beach represents Freedom.  Jim Morrison practiced,
albeit dangerously, and professed Freedom. His soft,
rich baritone seems to call to the lapping ocean.  His
mural, defiantly, watches over and protects the town.   

Jim Morrison is Venice Beach!
Sincerely Yours,
–Lynette

Is the Beachhead Socialist?
Dear Beachhead, 
I like your paper. It embodies Venice, my relative-

ly new and probably temporary home. I am far from
being a conservative on social issues. In fact, I am a
libertarian. 

I find it frustrating, whilst reading your paper,
that so many seem to equate being a true “Venetian”
with being a Socialist. Venetians, understand that to be
on the left is to be for a centralized government, ie the
City of Los Angeles. 

Given the unique nature of this town, it would
seem obvious that being independent is the best thing
for Venice. Unincorporate! I don’t know what the legal
process for the latter is. 

One thing that would also seem obvious is that
excluding the so-called yuppies from the bohemian
utopia is not the way to go. If you, the people are so
quick to point out Venice’s capacity to and tradition of
welcome the masses in their myriad forms, then, the
Crate and Barrel crowd must be included too. What’s
more, money is needed in Venice. With self-govern-
ment, we can agree on what kind of architecture suits
Venice best.

One thing that writers in the paper are keen on
griping about is high rents. It is true that it is a fascis-
tic policy to keep people from sleeping in their cars or
feeding the homeless. The City of Venice ordinances
could ensure that people’s freedoms are not violated
thusly.

Housing should not be a commodity...but beach-
front housing is. It simply is. One could live further
inland and pay affordable rent. Many want to live by
the beach. Beachfront housing is limited. It stands to
reason that the demand exceeds the supply. This is a
natural phenomenon. Now let us look at the unnatu-
ral phenomenon of rent control: the cost of maintain-
ing a building exceeds the stabilized rent of a given
property. The landlord leaves the building abandoned,
to decay, to become an unseemly sore on a neighbor-
hood, attracting undesirable elements to our commu-
nity. This pattern has been repeated wherever rent
control has been implemented. Guys, it doesn’t work.
Absolutism, real or preceived, doesn’t work either. It
doesn’t do to boil things down to “the rich get richer,
the poor get poorer.” Most of us are in between.

Let us be independent. In order to be independ-
ent, we need money. Let us then organize and think of
ways to infuse the community with a growing econo-
my. It doesn’t have to be a little version of the 3rd
Street Promenade. Our shops on Abbot Kinney prove
that.

The homeless are an issue that nearby Santa
Monica has to contend with too. I am glad, for one,
that they do not have to freeze to death, that they can
find a place on the beach to lay their heads down. Let
us not exaggerate their contribution to Venice howev-
er. Waking up to a broken car window is so unpleas-
ant. It strips one of his or her power to the degree that
one is often led to calling the police. It would be so
much better for all concerned if the people called were
local Venice law enforcement officials rather than the
notorious LAPD.

Can someone better informed write in and tell me
what it takes to becoming unincorporated? Can an
older wiser soul elucidate me and, doubtless, others
on why this hasn’t been done yet?

Leyla K 
(The Beachhead responds: The Beachhead Collective

eschews the profit motive in publishing the paper, which
obviously makes us “socialist.” Otherwise, we don’t agree
on a lot of things. But to say that we’re a bunch of lovers of
the city of L.A.’s oppression hurts us deeply. If the
Beachhead has stood for anything theses past 37 years it is
that Venice would be much better off if decisions affecting
our lives were made here and not in downtown L.A. Are we
being too subtle?)

Devil with a Briefcase
-at the site of the Pavilion




