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DONE to conduct community meetings beginning May 4

City Agenc y Rejects Decer tif ica tion of Venice
Neighborhood Council; Calls for New Election

Windy Day on Ocean Front Walk

Mystery at Venice
Skills Center
By Majorie Hinds

Is the principal of Venice Skills Center, Dr.
Fred Hermosillo, honoring a gag rule imposed
by LAUSD? 

Hermosillo refuses to explain why, on
April 18th, he notified instructors at the Venice
Skills Center (VSC) that their services would
not be needed for the summer session.
Hermosillo would not acknowledge the letters
he sent to faculty members and declined to
state whether or not skills training would be
available this summer. Members of the com-
munity , and students, who depend on the cen-
ter for vocational training and employment
preparation, want to know if the school will be
closing.

Nancy Woodrum, Administrator of the
Regional Occupational Programs of LAUSD,
and Hermosillo’s supervisor, denies exhorting
silence from the principal and his staff on this
subject. Her position is that the decision per-
taining to VSC summer offerings will be made
within the next two weeks. Tacitly admitting
that a reduction of services is being consid-
ered; she maintains ignorance on the subject of
the layoff notices.

It’s a troublesome matter if LAUSD’s
budget dif ficulties necessitate the closure of
VSC for one semester. More disturbing, how-
ever, is the implication that school officials
were forbidden to discuss the issue with stu-
dents. The question of whether Hermosillo
elected to withhold information from the pub-
lic, or whether his superiors instructed him to
do so, matters little. 

The more pressing question is: why the
subterfuge? A desire to cash in on the current
market value for prime Venice real estate is
almost too easy of an answer. But let’s not dis-
miss it as simply too obvious, or because
Woodrum denies the connection.

Like all schools in the LAUSD, this train -
ing facility receives funding based on average
daily attendance. The heads being counted at
VSC include those with disabilities, people of
color, individuals living at shelters, English
language learners, and all manner of folks
earnestly readying themselves to participate in
the workforce.

Closing for one semester would deflate
attendance figures for the following semester.
Schools can be shut down due to insufficient
attendance.

Funding earmarked for remodeling the
VSC campus has been available for several
years. If LAUSD were to proceed with this
project it would demonstrate a commitment to
the future of this valuable community
resource. According to Woodrum the work is
scheduled to begin this fall. Let’s see that is
does.

To support the Venice Skills Center, contact
Nancy Woodrum at 213-241-3153.

CASU AL TIES IN IRA Q
U. S . 1,572 Dead – 4 4 t his m onth

U. S . Wounded 11,595 – 6 9 t his month
Ir aqi Dead: 21,239 – 24,106

This month: 3,969 – 4,457
(some sour ces sa y 100,000+ Ir aqi dead)

By Jim Smith

During April, it became clear that the Grass
Roots Venice Neighbor hood Council (GRVNC) is
not DONE. Instead, some of the major critics of
GRVNC got BONC-ed when they least expected
it.

This semantic foolishness is possible because
some of the city agencies ruling over
the neighborhood council system have
rather interesting acronyms - DONE is
the Department of Neighbor hood
Empowerment which was created to
assist the 80-odd councils in the city of
L.A., while BONC is the Board of
Neighborhood Commissioners which
oversees DONE's behavior. It is made
up of seven appointed commissioners
who apparently have taken an oath
that they will never all appear at the
same meeting. Must be a national secu-
rity thing.

On April 24, many Venetians found a flyer
on their front door that was not from a Thai
restaurant. It was from DONE, announcing three
community meetings which it believes must pre-
cede a new GRVNC election. Many other
Venetians, particularly apartment dwellers did
not get the flyer. In any case, the first meeting
will be held May 4 at Westminster school (see
box).

For the past several months, Venice Forvm
(which doesn't really stand for Financiers
Organized to Ream Venice Mercilessly) members
and friends have been on a campaign to decertify
GRVNC. These solid citizens - who include
Marta Evry, renown for expediting a vote by her
dog; Richard Myers, who single-handedly over-
turned last year's GRVNC’s election on a techni-

cality; shopping center developer Greg
Fitchitt; Joe Sheilds, who has some-
thing to do with the law firm of
Latham & Watkins which also repre-
sent Trammel Crow developers; Rick
Feibusch, who calls his email rants, The
Watchdawg; and other assorted devel-
opers and absentee property owners
have been pleading with BONC for
months to decertify GRVNC. No mat-
ter that no neighborhood council has
ever been decertified and there are no

discernable reasons to abolish the council, except
that people they don't like beat them badly in the
last two elections. 

Decertification Nixed
The decertification strategy hit a brick wall at

the April 5 when an outpouring of Venetians
determined to save their neighborhood council
showed up at the BONC meeting in West L.A.

DONE
Community

Meetings
6:30 – 9 PM

Westminster
Auditorium

1010 Ab bot Kinne y
on

May 4, May 19,
J une 2

Beachhead urges votes 
for Villaraigosa and Rosendahl on May 17

Villaraigosa for Mayor
We shouldn’t have to spend time and money

for a runoff election on May 17. The city of San
Francisco has wisely converted to Instant Runoff
Voting to ensure that the wishes of the majority
are reflected in just one election, not two.

We hope that Antonio Villaraigosa will sup-
port IRV and a host of other reforms if he’s elect-
ed Los Angeles Mayor. It’s a safe bet that Hahn
won’t do much for another four years if we’r e
foolish enough to reelect him. 

Venice is only one one-hundredth of the city
of Los Angeles, but that doesn’t mean we don’t
care. 

Rosendahl for City Council
Reading and listening to the basic statements

of 11th Councilmanic District candidates Krisilof f
and Rosendahl, it's hard to tell the dif ference
between them.

According to their literatur e both are inter -
ested in creating more affordable housing. They
both question the wisdom of the current plans to
expand LAX, they both want City Hall to take
advice and input from community groups espe-
cially the Grassroots neighborhood councils, and
they are both against crime- and for the environ-
ment.
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The 
collective staff of the 

BEACHHEAD COLLECTIVE: 
John Davis, C.V. Beck, Carol Fondiller ,
Theresa Hulme, Vessy Mink, Yolanda
Miranda, Lydia Poncé, Joanna Silva, 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>
Copyright 2004

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

Sinking Torso
Dear Beachhead,
Know what would be funny? If they set up that

big ol’ heavy thing and it just sinks. The traffic circle
used to be the lagoon, after all. Maybe the fill isn't too
tightly packed.

If there's a statue of anybody in that location, my
vote is for the Beat poets.

Pat Hartman

Statue Gallery
Dear Beachhead,
I'm for the statue.
How about getting busy with a statue gallery

from the library to the beach all around the traffic cir-
cle and in the pavillion area.

Then we can stretch them up and down the
boardwalk.

Possibly they can be made to be requisite offer-
ings for passage of various permits and the like. We
can be a Venice version of the Roman forum.

No politicians, OK.
I think lots of 'em would be really cool.
I still think we should get Jack Daniels to give up

$ to make a 100-ft-high Jim Morrison down at the
Pavillion. This one should be pure tacky glitz with a
hollow interior that we can allow people to climb into
like the dinosaurs out in the desert.

Peace and Love Yo.
Chuck Dukowski

Lincoln Center does not fit
Dear Beachhead,

The Lincoln Center project is one that affects all of
Venice in terms of traffic, density, precedent for height
and affordable housing. It is a development that does
not fit Venice. The meetings of the Venice Community
Coalition, which has been fighting this project, have
been evenly divided between residents on the east and
west sides of Lincoln Boulevard. The percentage of
renters to homeowners is about 40%. At all the large
public meetings the vast majority of those opposed to
Lincoln Center were from the west side of Lincoln
Boulevard. This is a Venice issue.

Laura Silagi

Farmers Market in the Circle proposed 20 years ago
A plan for a Farmers Market in the Venice traffic circle once a week was proposed in 1985, and

inspir ed this drawing in the Beachhead (May 1985) by Pete Savino.
The proposal was from a group calling itself, “Hearts of Venice.” They also promoted an indoor mar-

ket space at 185 Windwar d Avenue for vendors who “ar e currently receiving violation tickets on the
boardwalk.”

At the last minute, promised permits fell through and the Farmers Market was moved to Park Place,
between Windwar d and Market Streets.

826LA
Dear Beachhead,

I’m writing to tell you about 826LA, a new non-
profit tutoring organization on Venice Blvd. I thought
you might be interested in hearing what we do.

We offer free drop-in tutoring for students ages 8-
18, free workshops and special events. We also work
with local schools on specialized projects and offer
free Story Time on Saturdays for childr en ages 3-6. We
have other locations around the country and are
thrilled to become part of the Los Angeles
Community .

If you know of anyone who would be interested
in our organization, please let them know. We’d also
love it if you’d like to publish a link to our website on
yours. We are trying to get the word out.

Please visit our website to learn more:
www .826LA.org and please feel free to contact me
with any questions.

Sincerely, Claire Smith

Venice Garden Tour
Dear Beachhead,

Ever since Abbot Kinney envisioned recreating
Venice, Italy along this stretch of swampy coastal
marshland, LA's Venice has been marching to its own
beat. As the Venice Garden Tour reveals, this couldn't
be truer than when it comes to how Venice residents
create their outdoor environments. The Venice Garden
Tour offers a once-a-year opportunity to discover
some of Venice's' most innovative gardens. The 2005
tour, Saturday, May 7, from 10 AM to 5 PM, will high-
light gardens located around the Venice Canals, Silver
Triangle, and Rialto areas.

Celebrating its 11th Anniversary , the Annual
Venice Garden Tour, founded by Co-Chair Jay Grif fith,
will showcase gardens to satisfy every taste, from clas-
sic English-style cottage gardens to bold post-mod-
ernist compositions. There are gardens where
resourceful recycling gives discards new life; gardens
where otherwise unlikely combinations of cacti, tropi-
cal plants and English roses thrive in harmony.

What began as a modest walking tour over 10
years ago has become a much anticipated event that
draws a thousand garden enthusiasts from Southern
California and beyond. While the Venice Garden Tour
provides attendees with a day of inspiration and
delight, the proceeds go to the Neighbor hood Youth
Association's Las Doradas Childr en’s Center and
Learning Center to provide childr en in Venice’s
Oakwood area with the care and guidance they need
to become productive, fulfilled members of the com-
munity . Over the past ten years, more than 400 chil -
dren and their families have benefited from the educa-
tion-based programs offered by the Center. The effec-
tiveness of these programs has been demonstrated by

the children's achievements. Teachers at nearby
Broadway Elementary say that Center participants
start kindergarten more prepared than other students,
and that their social and cognitive skills are stronger.

According to Vendella Barnett, Executive Dir ector
of the Neighborhood Youth Association, “The Las
Doradas Children’s Center is a safe haven for childr en
with bright minds who are carefully nurtur ed by a
dedicated staff. These childr en become effective learn-
ers who are ready to enter and excel in kinder garten.
And when our childr en succeed, we succeed.

Linda Lucks

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 commit to distributing a bundle of 100
papers in your neighborhood once a month? Call 399-
8685.
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A Little Bit of Amsterdam…For Now
By Bram Toker

“The other day, a headline in the L.A. Times
caught my eye. ‘City to Limit Pot Clubs.’” said
my recent acquaintance, “I didn’t even know
there were any in SoCal! I thought only those
lucky folks up north were civilized enough to
have them. I read further into the article—no
phone number, no address for any pot club. 

I was about to dismiss the article as pur e fab-
rication like the spate of young writers who
made up their news stories. I reread the article,
looking for clues. No, the club owners claimed
they were closing a public service, made regula-
tions; no toking on the premises or in one’s car,
no loitering or merchandising any other pharma-
ceuticals.” 

I interrupted my acquaintance, “So are the
pot clubs real?” “Well, according to the article I
read,”…he wiped off the latte foam from his
moustache with his napkin…”W ait a minute,” I
said, “What article are you talking about?” I hate
to be outtr ended by some absolutely inherently
hip acquaintance—you know the sort of person,
when you mention you were at a party to honor
Bill Maher, say, he would say, ‘Oh, I missed that
party. I was in Monaco at the funeral, Stephanie
looked gorgeous. I wish I’d been there, Bill’s a
good head.’ And you know he’s talking about
Hillary’s Bill. 

“The April 2, 2004 issue, L.A. Times
California section…any-
way, some cities are
looking to ban the
clubs…”

“But they’r e
here? They’re really
here?” My eyes welled
with tears of frustration.
“And now they’ll be
gone before I even see
one…”What medical
condition do you have
that warrants the med-
ical use of marijuana?”

“What medical condition DON’T I
have?” I snapped. “Several medical doctors have
recommended ingesting ganga for the chronic
pains that flesh is heir to.” My acquaintance
stared into space then refocused on me “They’r e
here. Proposition 215 that Californians voted for
is HERE! Marijuana medication is legal in
California. Compassionate care centers do exist
and they exist in SoCal or will until the City
zones out.” He excused himself pulled down his
fedora and slid out of sight on sneakered feet.

I sat at the outdoor table, panicked
because I might never see Amsterdam with its
Vlamink sky or its liberal attitude towards prod-
ucts cannabis, but also because my acquaintance
left me to pay his bill. But my eye was caught by
the back page of an alternative weekly paper.
Compassionate care ads. Hmm.

So a few days later after calling the num-
ber listed in the ad, I called my M.D. Well yes,
she said I do think reefer helps assuage the pain.
I know it assuages pain. But no I won’t write a
recommendation. Crazy I’m not she said. Click.

Ah, but hope abounds. For a fee, a mod-
erate fee, a doctor, an M.D., would be at the com-
passionate care center to examine. After selling
my first born, I left the stultified atmosphere of
Venice and headed east to a recently incorporat -
ed city. On a sunny patch of street which housed
a health food super market, thrift shops and cot-
tages looking like Nathaniel West just left was
my grail Compassionate Care Organic Farmacy
(I.P. Cit.).

A large imposing security guard was
standing by the doorway. I walked inside. A
young woman asked for my California I.D. She
was, I could tell, an aspiring actor. She asked me
to sit in the waiting room. Some were already
patients and were greeted with collegial warmth.
Black softly dressed couple on a sofa, Native
American décor, subdued lighting, an ear-ringed
man with intriguing tattoos thumbed through a
magazine.

Every once in a while a name would be
called. They were escorted to the mysterious
back section. A young Asian woman came in to
see the doctor and was directed to an ATM
machine discreetly stashed between the puf fy
couches. After a short (for a doctor ’s visit) wait I
was escorted to the doctor ’s office.

He didn’t look like an M.D. but there
was his diploma. I told him my doctor said I
should use marijuana for pain and anxiety. He
recommended chiropractic. He noted my doc-
tor ’s name and gave me a certificate “complies
with prop 215 the Compassionate Use Act of
1996——Bram Toker is under my medical care. I
have evaluated the medical risks of cannabis use
with him/her as a treatment pursuant to
1136.2...I recommend/appr ove of my patient’s
use of marijuana…etc., etc.” Signed Dr. yes med-
ical license #—.

Back to the waiting room. Copy of cer-
tificate plus the original, and my California I.D.
card, and a list of other organic pharmacies and
centers from Long Beach to San Francisco all
handed to me including a ticket to wait to go
into the “farmacy.”

I was escorted into a place that was as
quiet (even with the Rolling Stones in the back-
ground) and discreet as Cartier ’s, Tif fany’s, or a
Beverly Hills plastic surgeon’s office.

I was handed a menu. Mountain High,
Red Beard, Budda varying prices well within
“str eet” price, I’m told, never having bought any
cannabis since the late ‘50’s. After studying it, I
went up to the glass enclosed counter. Never had
I seen such a variety of leaf and plants. Oils,
infusions, distillations and edibles were also for
sale. The slender curly haired man, one of sever-

al clerks (bar tenders?
dispensers?) behind the
counter weighed out
my purchase carefully
and put it in a sturdy
bag. As I left I noted
that the atmosphere of
the waiting room was
one of optimistic antici-
pation. And those exit-
ing including myself
looked complacent.
The tall broad guard
smiled and nodded as I

left.
When I got home there was my small

packet of “legal” high. In the brown paper bag
along with the packet were rules regarding
behavior—no driving while using, no heavy
machinery, no smoking in the parking lot, no loi -
tering, etc.

How civilized, I thought. Just to go in
assisted by knowledgeable clerks (assistors? dis-
pensers? Weediesters?), courteous and friendly
receptionists, and interesting, diverse and articu-
lated clientele. I almost felt legit.

But there are many clouds on the hori -
zon.

This June, a ruling by the U.S. Supreme
Court might determine the futur e of such, as the
L.A. Times so inelegantly called the compassion-
ate care centers, “pot clubs,” not to mention the
effect the federal Controlled Substances Act
might have on the future of medical marijuana in
California as well as several other states.

Where are those Confederate flag wav-
ing states rights patriots when we need ‘em?

The case is called Ashcroft vs. Raish and
involves the rights of a physician to prescribe
what she feels will improve her patient’s health. 

Maybe Venetians in the near futur e will
have their own dispensaries—or get busted for
one seed. 

Oh Wheel of Fortune

Sta tue of Imita tion
By Carol Fondiller

It must have been a slow news day for the
L.A. Times on Saturday April 16th when it ran
one of it's boiler plate "oh those Wacky
Venetians" stories on the front page. Below the
fold, but definitely on the Front Page.

This time, it was about the objections of the
Venice Community to the placing of a torso on
the Venice Traffic Circle. And as usual those
funny zanies at the Times missed the point.

The point missed was a lack of process in the
choice of art work, and the perception that if one
were famous enough and had rich patrons, one
could dump anything they wanted in Venice.

We’re certain that Robert Graham is a sensi-
tive artist. And, he is a resident of Venice.

But, just because he is an artist and therefore
has elevated sensibilities does not mean that he
or any other artisty-poo that inhabits Venice has
get a right to shove his stuff on Venice. That
Damned Masonic Symbol at the end of Wind -
ward Avenue is bad enough.

And bad enough is the fact that the statue is
a legless armless headless torso – but what's a
memorial to Elizabeth Short, the Black Dahlia,
got to do with Venice?

Suddenly Mr. Doumani, a Peninsula resi-
dent, promises several hundr ed thousand dollars
for this statue and the cash strapped city - can't
afford beach benches - comes across with some
matching funds. When people objected to the
lack of process, they were threatened with the
withholding of any more artworks in the futur e.
“W ell if you bad little childr en don’t like oat-
meal, you won’t get any more food in the
futur e.”

It isn’t as if people in Venice didn't have
Visions about what to do about the traffic circle.
In previous issues of the Beachhead, many cre-
ative and wonderful ideas about how to make
the circle outstanding were published. And the
Beachhead is certain there are more innovative
ideas out there.

But the process was ignored, and about six
business people who form the circle business
association decided what they wanted, and
bedazzled by Mr. Graham's fame, accepted the
torso statue.

But in a renaissance style mix of expensive
art and high politics the L.A. Times pursued the
matter in an attempt to shame the people of
Venice. Venice ain’t what it was, the editorial
(Thursday, April 21) claimed, no more free
thinkers and diversity . Just soaring property val-
ues and gentrification.

The Times said that the protest was over
morality rather than quality . No, not necessarily.
It was a matter of having an art thing dropped in
the middle of downtown Venice that didn’t
involve the community , nor did it represent the
community . The proposed statue isn't even an
original work. It looks like a knock-of f of statues
that he did that litter Beverly Hills.

Perhaps Mr. Graham might design a statue
of Jefferson Davis and plant it is Watts, or maybe
a statue of Emperor Maximillian in East L.A.

Venus
de Milo
lost her
arms
during
her full
and
active
life.
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35 Years Ago This Month
Thirty-five years ago, many Venice residents

were busy participating in the largest strike in
U.S. history. In reaction to President Nixon's
invasion of Cambodia and the killings of student
protesters at Kent State in Ohio and Jackson State
in Mississippi, college campuses shut down
throughout the country, including at UCLA and
Cal State campuses. 

The history of this strike is largely ignored,
but the facts are impr essive:
– over 100 American campuses closed on strike each
day for the remainder of the school week after the
Kent massacre;

– ultimately , nearly 5,000,000 American students joined
the national student strike;

– more than 500 American colleges & universities were
closed by mid-May;

– more than 900 colleges & universities closed before
the end of May, 1970;

– approximately 80% of US colleges & universities
experienced protests;

– approximately 175,000 faculty members joined the
protests;

– more than 35,000 national guardsmen were called
into action in 16 states;

– 30 ROTC buildings were burned or bombed by stu-
dents prior to May 16, 1970;

– at the University of Wisconsin alone, 27 firebomb -
ings were reported;

– in May, 1970, across America, there were more fir e-
bombings & arsons than in any month since those
government statistics began;

– highways, expressways, city streets & railroad tracks
were barricaded across America;

– on May 9, 1970, over 150,000 protesters, mostly stu-
dents, converged on Washington, DC,. President
Nixon, Henry Kissinger & others were kept in the
White House protected by armed military guards with
machine guns. The White House was surrounded &
protected by a cordon of bumper-to-bumper buses;

– on May 16, 1970, BUSINESS WEEK magazine
warned: “This is a dangerous situation. It threatens the
whole economic & social structur e of the nation.”

– President Nixon’s memoir reveals the days after
Kent State as "...among the darkest" days of his presi-
dency;

– former Supreme Court Justice Earl Warren said Kent
State sparked the worst American crisis since the Civil
War;

– 100 art museums & galleries closed in solidarity with
the student strike;

– according to the WALL STREET JOURNAL, over 500
US GI’s deserted each day in May, 1970;

– according to THE LONDON EXPRESS & US military
intelligence, each week in May, 1970, over 60 US
troops in Vietnam (mostly African-Americans) crossed
over & joined enemy forces -the Viet Cong;

– after the Kent massacre, entire companies of US
troops in Vietnam refused orders to invade Cambodia;

– in solidarity with the US students, numerous US sol-
diers wore black armbands and refused to fight any
longer in Vietnam;

– combat refusal became so common that entire com-
panies were established in Vietnam to include the
many non-fighting soldiers;

– Vietnam Veterans Against the War, a group of anti-
war veterans returned from Vietnam, increased their
membership by 50% in May, 1970 - they led many
campus protests & strikes after Kent State;

– on Armed Forces Day, May 16,1970, there were
marches, rallies & rock festivals at 22 US military bases
involving 43 differ ent anti-war veterans' groups;

– military leaders cancelled Armed Forces Day events
at 28 other bases due to planned anti-war demonstra-
tions;

– 1,000 marched through the streets near Fort Hood,
Texas, shouting "Avenge Kent State!"

– only a few days after Kent State, President Nixon
limited the US invasion of Cambodia to 35 kilometers
inside Cambodia & two months maximum duration;

– within two months the US troops withdr ew from
Cambodia.

Finally on April 30, 1975, the Vietnamese
marched into Saigon and ended the war most
Americans did not want. It was a crushing defeat
for U.S. warmongers and a great victory for
peaceniks in Venice and around the world.

By Theresa Hulme

The U.S. Supreme Court presently hinges
threadlike in a delicate balance of right, middle
and barely left. Of the 9 justices on the bench
today, 4 are over 70 years old. 2 are over 80.
When one or more of these justices retires within
the next four years, the already conservative
majority that sometimes swings, will most defi -
nitely swing to the ultra- conservative right with
a Bush appointee. 

The present justices are responsible for
selecting George W. Bush for President after the
election scandals of 2000.  Supreme Court jus-
tices dictate many laws that affect our daily lives
and are appointed for life. Theirs or ours.

Of the current 9, 3 support women's rights, 3
oppose and 3 vacillate in ambiguity . Strangely,
only two justices are women. 

Though many in California live under the
myth that the Golden State will be protected
from the overturning of Roe vs. Wade, we need
look no further that the Terminator himself,
Arnold Schwarzenegger.  Having displayed and
admitted more respect for Hitler than for women
and their bodies, the Gropenator, in his short
time in office, has already openly attacked
female majority professions such as nurses and
teachers.  

Mom, I feel sick. Though the writing is on
the wall, many women are passively accepting
the demise of their basic civil rights. Hidden
under the cloak of Christianity , Bush’s ultra fake
wing Administration is using empty religious
rhetoric to vehemently defend a child before
birth.  

However , after the child is born, she’ll be
born into increasing poverty with no health care,
no living wage and attend the worst public edu-
cation system in the industrialized world. She’ll
breathe toxic air, drink dirty water, and have
nursed from mothers milk laced with rocket fuel,
thanks to the nuclear weapons manufactur ers
and military bases that are her close neighbors,
anywhere in America. 

As a mere economic unit, she’ll soon be
pumped with corporate recommended pharma-
ceutical drugs.  Eventually, at the mall or at
school, a military recruiter will spice up a deal to
serve a ‘patriotic’ duty and fight a fake war, in a
poor, far away, dark-skinned Third World coun-
try. This is the Bush abortion policy.

The scheme is simple yet frightening and
deadly: slowly chip away at civil rights (Patriot
Acts I & II).  Build-up the prison industrial com-
plex and fill it with minorities, mostly blacks,
Latinos & immigrants. Strip them permanently
of the right to vote or participate in a democratic

society.  Dismantle the middle-class, shifting
power and money to the corporate elite, less
than 1% of the population.  Create desperation
among the working class by cutting social pro-
grams. Make education out of reach to those that
can’t afford it, offering the military as bait for
college funding. Exploit women and childr en
through cheap, slave-like labor. Control media
outlets, feed lies, and dumb down. Send in the
corporate suits to push fancy drugs, numbing a
majority of the population. In true capitalist
fashion, fatten everyone up with fast food junk
that sickens and isolates.

The nucleus of this scheme? Women com-
prise about 51% of the total population. If this
segment can be controlled, restrained, manipu -
lated and power over her body seized, the patri -
archy reigns and only small fringe groups
remain to fight a colossal evil.  With women
dependent, disgraced and demoted to second
class citizens, the empire is easily able to contin-
ue its violent imperialist agenda.  

Some sources report the actual death toll in
Iraq exceeds 100,000, mostly women and chil -
dren.  If Iraq is a microcosm of U.S. social/for -
eign policy, it can serve as a reflection of what’s
in store for American women under the new
Regime:  Corporate controlled patriar chal capi-
talism. 

Once known as Mesopotamia, Iraq is the
birthplace of civilization.  If Mesopotamia is a
metaphor for the womb, we eerily witnessed as
Bush carelessly dropped bombs on Baghdad.
As part of a military strategy, military command-
ers have regarded the rape of women (but not
men) as a significant wartime bonding experi-
ence. The mere presence of war is a cause of
rape. Though severely underreported, many of
these rapes occur within the U.S. military , upon
enlisted females. As Army Generals were cleared
in the Iraq prison abuse scandals, so they are in
cases of rape.  

With no respect for Mother Earth, depleted
uranium now permeates Iraqi soil and water. A
generation of Iraqi babies drink poisoned moth-
ers milk.  In Texas, mothers milk is found laced
with rocket fuel, from U.S. weapons corporations
recklessly ejaculating poison into the earth. 

Though the bombs on America’s women
may not explode instantly with depleted urani -
um, the parallels are clear. Our demise is slower,
sneakier and sugared with the empty rhetoric of
‘fr eedom and democracy.’ However , the end
result is painfully obvious: the rape & destruc-
tion of our Mother Earth.  Mom, now I REALLY
feel sick. Anyway , to her and all Earth Mothers,
Happy Mothers Day!

VCHC Hosts “Clean-up”
Day, May 20

Venice Community Housing Corporation’s
(VCHC) L.A. Bridges Program is hosting the sec-
ond annual community cleanup day from 9AM-
1PM, May 20.

Venetians are urged to come to the Oakwood
Recreation Center, 767 California Avenue to take
part in a massive community clean up effort. 

VCHC is offering free bus transportation for
schools that would like to bring their entire
classroom. Free T-shirts and lunch will be pro-
vided to everyone who calls 390-8555 to register
in advance.  

Last year more than 250 local youth partici -
pated in the event.  According to local resident
and VCHC board member Jataun Valentine, “the
youth worked really hard and were determined
to leave the Oakwood neighborhood spotless
and sparkling… all of my neighbors were
encouraged by their relentless efforts to do
something for their community .”

Co-sponsors include: Mark Twain Middle
School, Oakwood Recreation Center, Venice 2000,
the City of Los Angeles Community Develop-
ment Department, Community Outr each for
Prevention & Education (COPE) and Inside Out
Community Arts.

A Warm & Fuzzy Mothers Day



rialist society - flourished in Venice. They
became a particular target for the wrath the Los
Angeles imperium. The Gas House at Market
and the Ocean Front, one of the first coffee hous-
es, was destroyed to force the Beats out. Up on
Dudley Avenue, the Venice West Cafe, was
closed when patrons rose to recite poetry with -
out a city permit. The battle for free speech
spilled out onto the walks and streets of Venice
and is still going on.

As the 60s progressed, cheap rents attracted
more free spirits to Venice, to the outrage of Los
Angeles authorities. Rock concerts on the beach
turned into police riots, living in Venice while
Black became a crime, and smoking far less dan-
gerous herbs than Kinney did was called a crime
wave.

New schemes from the good citizens of Los
Angeles to destroy Venice emerged: 

“Let’s run a freeway through it. It could go
right through the middle of Venice!” 

“Let’s turn the canals into a yacht harbor.”
“Let’s bulldoze North Beach and build hi-

rises.”
The well-named Venice Survival Committee,

Free Venice, the Peace and Freedom Party and
other efforts to stand up against overwhelming

power were vilified in the L.A.
Times, the Santa Monica
Evening Outrage (Outlook),
and on radio and TV. No one
stood up for Venice except
Venetians.

By the 1980s, Venice wit -
nessed its first Yuppie invasion.
The media stopped playing up
how dangerous Venice was
with motorcycle gangs, V13,
and its own ghetto. Now,
Venice was becoming trendy.
Expensive restaurants opened
on Market Street and West
Washington (now Abbot
Kinney). Instead of being one
of the cheapest rental areas,
Venice became one of the most
expensive. Still, thousands

hung on to their rent-controlled apartments in
their beloved Venice. 

Twenty years down the line, the transforma-
tion continues. Los Angeles has stopped trying
to destroy Venice by simply tearing down our
homes and colonnades. Now they destroy our
once-unique community by granting permits for
bland monstrosities devoid of character. Even
beautiful Lincoln Place, home to generations of
working class and retired Venetians, is targeted
to be condo-ized.

Today, almost every
street in Venice has one or
more of its own fortr ess-
like giant boxes looming
over carefully-designed
Craftsman houses. Nearly
every day, another over-
sized fence goes up to
shield new arrivals from
their neighborhood. 

Down the street rumbles
a giant SUV. Soon, as if by
magic, a garage door rises.
Without a word, the glorified
truck glides into the open cav -
ity, and boom, the door closes
behind it. Was there someone
at the wheel behind the tinted
window? Was it an alien
being who can only stand
erect in a 30-foot-high cube?
We’ll never know. The cur -
tains are drawn and the door
remains shut behind a high
fence.

Alas, the barbarians
have breached the walls.
Venice is doomed. 
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Poor Venice, so far from the Goddess, so close to
Los Angeles.

One hundr ed years ago Venice was built on
wetlands with drug money. It’s been downhill
ever since.

Abbot Kinney had a vision. It wasn’t from
what he was smoking, Sweet Caporaltobacco, a
deadly drug that ultimately killed him and many
other users. Kinney turned a swamp into a mini-
Venice, Italy, complete with canals, gondolas and
high cultur e, and named it...Ocean Park! It was-
n’t until 1911 that Venice became Venice. No mat-
ter. It’s the myth that counts.

On June 30, 1905, the canals began filling
with ocean water. Thousands made the long trek
from Los Angeles, but alas, for cheap thrills, not
high cultur e. The amusement park, the beach,
bars and gambling attracted the Angelenos,
many of them just off the train from the mid-
west.

Incessant fir es, stagnant water in the canals
and civil corruption were the main attributes
that Venice shared with its namesake (at least the
canals didn’t double as sewers in Kinney’s rendi-
tion).

Kinney’s smoking ultimate -
ly caught up with him in 1920.
A month after his death, the
pier burned down. The imperi -
alists from Los Angeles saw
their opening and began agitat-
ing for annexation of Venice.
Promises of cheap water, civil
improvement and a booming
business climate were all the
urging the Philistine business-
men needed to join the “new
residents” sent to Venice by
L.A. in voting for annexation.
In 1925, Venetians lost their
independence and are suffering
yet.

Instead of civic impr ove-
ments, Venice’s decline gath-
ered speed under Los Angeles
rule. The new hook-and-ladder truck owned by
the Venice Fire Department was taken away and
replaced by a clunker. The famed Venice
Miniatur e Railroad was uprooted. 

Los Angeles sent an army of occupation –
the LAPD – and they’ve been with us since.

Fortunately, Abbot Kinney’s will stated that
he was giving the canals to the city of Venice on
the condition that they remain canals forever.
Unfortunately , Los Angeles sued to break
Kinney’s will and won in the Supreme Court.
Traffic replaced serene gondolas in central
Venice.

In 1930, oil was discovered in Venice. The
Peninsula became a giant oil field. Had Venice
still been a city, it would have been fabulously
wealthy. Instead, it became a dump. 

A few years later, Santa Monica Bay was pol-
luted by sewage - for years. No one bothered to
fix it. Venice was quarantined. When Los
Angeles finally did get around to building the
Hyperion Sewage Treatment Center, it needed
somewhere to dump the sand and dirt. It was
dumped on Venice.

By Venice’s 50th anniversary, Kinney’s
dream could pass for Tijuana. In fact, it did, in
Orson Welles’ movie, Touch of Evil. But the
worst was yet to come.

In the early 60s, Los Angeles moved in for
the kill. Using “code enforcement,” the building
and safety department condemned 60 percent of
the historic old buildings in Venice. Many of
them housed bingo parlors and thousands of
elderly Jews who were survivors of Hitler ’s con-
centration camps and garment factories in New
York. St. Mark’s Hotel at Windwar d and Ocean
Front Walk, easily Venice’s most beautiful build -
ing was obliterated by L.A. wr ecking balls
despite a determined fight by its owners to save
it.

By then, Venice had become an oasis of cul-
ture, although perhaps not as Abbot Kinney
envisioned. The Beats - poets and critics of mate-

Out of the
Litter Box
By Ali Katz

This cat is not a happy cat. It seems the rip
out the amenities crusade is going full tilt Boogy
in Venice, what with doing away with benches
pay phones etc.

But in other parts of the city, according to the
L.A. Times, March 28, 2005, such as Vermont
Avenue, new get that? NEW bus benches are
being installed. Ali called the council office about
the theft—the taking of bus benches and Sandy
Kievman said that iron (wrought) benches are
being installed—And, she added, they had noth-
ing to do with the metal leaners. That was the
province of the Metropolitan Transit Authority .
Kitty called them, but they have yet to return the
call.

Ali was also informed that those “leaners”
are being used in Europe—Well Ali’s not going
THERE any time soon, but isn’t it sad that the
Europeans always take what‘s tinny and cheap
from the U.S. and use that?

Ali Katz is also vexed that streetlights are
installed in certain parts of the city that are
attractive and have a 19th century feel to them.

These lamps could be shaded so as to shine
on the ground and not in someone’s window .

Several years ago this type of lamp was pro-
posed for the O.F.W. refurbishment. No go said
Rec and Parks.

Now this cat doesn’t begrudge attractive
pleasant lighting in other parts of Los Angeles.
This feline just wonders why Venice doesn’t
Qualify .

Linda Lucks community activist and one of
the founders of the Venice Garden Walks was
terminated by the Gubernator from her position
on the State Medical Board. She was outspoken
in her support of pro-cannabis M.D.s.

This cat tried to call the Gov. to find out why.
Ms. Lucks was not re-appointed…He could not
be reached for comment….What is that funny
smell coming from the tent?…Could it
be…CUBAN cigars? And aren’t imports from
that commie island illegal? Oh, what to do.

And did you hear? The Gubernator got
taken to task for using state employees to build
sets for the Arnold to speak in front of, as he
talks about cutting pensions for these very same
state employees.

Well, maybe steroids don’t shrivel one’s
cojones after all.

That’s all for Meeow!
Oh Rats Dept.: Forgot to mention Ms. Lucks

was also a Beachhead “Collectivite” in the Day.

Case in point
















