
By Jim Smith

Devin Petelski had just finished her shift at 
a detox center near Costco. At 11:45 pm on Oct. 
15, she pulled up to a stop sign at Glyndon and 
Venice Blvd and began a right turn onto Venice. 
She never saw the angel of death barreling to-
ward her in the form of an LAPD police cruiser. 

The car, with two officers, Eldridge and 
Vasquez inside, was hurtling east on Venice 
Blvd. at about 60 miles per hour, according to 
witnesses, with no headlights, flashing lights or 
siren. 

There have been different explanations of 
the officers' behavior from police. The day after 
the accident Lt. Paula Kreefft, a watch com-
mander at the Los Angeles Police Department's 
Pacific Division said the officers were not on a 
pursuit or responding to a call for service. 

However, when contacted by the Beach-
head, LAPD Detective Jesus Ravega said 
Eldridge (the driver) and Vasquez were re-
sponding to a backup call. However, he didn't 
know if they had time to radio in their intention 
to respond.

Driving without lights is called "silent run-
ning," a military term for stealthy cruising. 
Many Venice residents are familiar with this 
tactic of LAPD cars roaming on the streets of 
Oakwood and elsewhere. While silent running 
can be dangerous at any speed, it is foolhardy to 
drive at highway speeds on our streets without 
any lights. This time, it resulted in the death of 
an innocent. 

The Los Angeles Police Department patrol 
car was headed east on Venice Blvd. According 
to a family friend, Christopher Medak, two wit-
nesses saw the car turn off its lights and acceler-
ate when it turned onto Venice. 

They and two more witnesses saw the 
cruiser ram the side of Petelski's BMW. Her car 
was spun completely around. She didn't die 
until the next day, but was unconscious from 
this point. 

The impact also threw the police car into a 
tree by the side of the road. Both officers were 
taken to the hospital where they were treated 
for minor injuries and released. An Emergency 
Medical Technician, who happened to be driv-
ing east on Venice behind the police car, rushed 
to give first aid to Petelski, who was beyond 
saving. He was one of the witnesses who saw 
the police car speeding without lights.

It took paramedics 15 minutes to respond to 
the 911 call, even though they were only blocks 
away. However, within moments, says Medak, 
between eight and 14 patrol cars arrived on the 
scene. Residents had heard a loud crash and 
began pouring out of the apartment buildings 
that line this part of Venice Blvd. Police declared 
the crash to be a crime scene and told residents 
to go back inside. Some protested and contin-
ued their photographing and observation. De-
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Cost of wars: $925+ Billion  
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Scene of the crime:
The night Devin Petelski (right) 

lost her life to a speeding police 
car with no lights. Her car is on the 
bottom left. It was hit with such 
force that it spun around and is 
facing the wrong direction on Ven-
ice Blvd..

A well-kept memorial marks the 
spot.

Murder on 
Venice Boulevard

Photo by Jeanelle Lee

See Eyewitness Account 
by Ruth Fowler

on Page 4

Lincoln  Place  Tenants  Going  Home
Up to 83 one and two bedroom apartments 

will be reoccupied by tenants who were un-
ceremoniously evicted by AIMCO (Apartment 
Investment and Management Company), the 
large corporation that owns Lincoln Place. 
AIMCO and the tenants’ association have 
reached a tentative agreement that will restore 
many of the 80 renters who were removed from 
their homes on Dec. 6, 2005.

No date has been set for accepting rental 
applications nor have rents been set.

The tentative settlement will maintain the 
historic exteriors of the  buildings and return the 
property to rental housing use.  The only new 
construction will be the replacement of 99 units 
which were destroyed by AIMCO and the pre-
vious owner.  No height or density variances 
will be requested in connection with new con-
struction, which will return the project to its 

original 795 homes. However, city approval of 
the construction will be required.

The agreement also settles all outstanding 
litigation between AIMCO and former tenants.  
While the agreement will be final after signature 
by all former tenants participating in the settle-
ment and after judicial approval, it remains con-
tingent upon a separate agreement between 
AIMCO and the city of Los Angeles and agree-
ment with the returning tenants.   

AIMCO also recently settled with historic 
preservationist Amanda Seward and 20th Cen-
tury Architectural Alliance, which spearheaded 
the drive to obtain historic protection for Lincoln 
Place. That protection remains in force.

The buildings together with their character 
defining features which were constructed in the 
1950s will be preserved. “Under the agreement, 
this complex would be preserved for future gen-
erations,” commented Seward. 

“The settlement allows members of our 
close-knit community to return, preserves the 
buildings which we love, and charts a positive 
future for Lincoln Place,” says Sheila Bernard, 
the Lincoln Place Tenants Association President.

“Clearly, collaboration with the former ten-
ants, the city, and the community is far prefer-
able to protracted litigation,” added Miles 
Cortez, Chief Administrative Officer of AIMCO.
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Vending in Venice

Dear Beachhead,
I have just recently moved back to Florida after 

being a vendor on the Boardwalk for two years. I 
have listened to all the bickering between vendors, 
and between vendors and the Lottery Officials. Years 
ago Abbot Kinney wanted the Boardwalk area to be a 
place for artists and musicians. If he could only see 
what has happened to it.

I agree that there should be a lottery, otherwise 
chaos would ensue. But, what has happened is, it has 
become a swap meet. There is a place for everything 
in Venice. But too many genuine artists are being 
pushed out by junk.

Every third table has the same jewelry or Rasta 
type items. There are bugs in plastic, alligator heads, 
wind up toys, and more. All mass produced and 
bought downtown for pennies. How can the artists 
compete with that? Why should we give up what we 
were born to do, so that someone can sell alligator 
heads? I see nothing artistic about lopping off an alli-
gator head. And I am sure the alligator didn't either.

I understand times are tough and that those ven-
dors have a right to earn a living. But, the Venice 
Boardwalk is for free speech. Artists, poets, musicians, 
photographers,handmade items. The artists have put 
their heart and soul into their creations. They did not 
go downtown and purchase items with "Made in 
China" on the bottom. The artists did not go to the 
Mall to buy their talent. It is something they were 
born with. And Venice needs to get back to that.

My idea is to get the real artists out there. And by 
"real" I mean, not the vendors who are buying art 
wholesale, and reselling it on the Boardwalk. Yes, 
there are people doing that out there. And they too, 
are taking away from the real artists.

In January everyone will have to renew their 
vendors permits. There is enough time to try this idea 
out. If you want to be in the "I" Zone ( the artists zone) 
you should have to show that you do what you do. At 
that point once you demonstrate, you receive your 
permit. Everyone else will have to go to the "P" Zone.

All psychics, tarot card and the like are perform-
ers. They need to stop taking up space in the artists 
zone.

On Labor Day weekend, before I left I counted 
only nine artists in two hundred spaces. I too did not 
have a space for the last big weekend. But plenty of 
swap meet, mass merchandise sellers did though.

Lottery officials and the city need to take a stand 
on this. Otherwise very soon it will just look like a 
giant garage sale out there. As it is, I have seen people 
bringing clothes and items from home and selling 
them out there. Another problem is how many per-
mits does a family get? I have seen people at lottery 
with a half a dozen family members, all with permits. 
They don't sell out there, only one of them does. That 
is not fair to everyone else. Sometimes all of them get 
lucky and get a lottery draw. Then the next problem 
comes from selling spaces. This can be very lucrative 
in itself. There are "vendors" who have never sold a 
thing on the boardwalk. All they do is say they are an 
artist or whatever to get a permit, and their sole intent 
is to sell the spot that day. I have seen it at lottery 
many times. The demonstration part of getting your 

permit in the artist zone would get rid of that. Now 
one other problem with an easy fix. There are many 
vendors on the boardwalk who have not gotten their 
Sellers Tax ID number from the State. And they are 
out there every day selling. The easy solution to this 
would be, when you go to Lottery on Tuesdays, if 
your name is drawn as you go up front to pick out 
your spot, you must present your sellers ID. If you 
don't have one with you, you will not get a spot. It’s 
that simple.

All it comes down to is use it for what it was 
intended..Art, music, photography, handmade goods. 
Not all the mass produced crap. Prove you are an 
artist to get a spot in the “I” Zone. And since there 
seems to be so many of these swap meet vendors, 
they need to go to “P” zone.. And then divide the 
spaces in half. That will give them two hundred 
spaces to fight over and the artists can have the spaces 
they are supposed to have. The artists will have a 
hundred spaces, and all the artists will get a spot out 
there without the mass produced stuff taking up an 
artist’s spot.

My time in Venice was very educational. I got to 
see how people react when pushed. Let the "I" zone 
be for the artists only..Prove you do it, have a sellers 
tax ID number, and get your spot. There are less than 
one hundred true artists out there. Assign them their 
own spot, and that will be theirs for the year. Remem-
ber these are the people that can prove what they do.
The lottery will have to figure out how to deal with 
the “P” Zone. Too much of the identical items. I liked 
the idea of a message. But, that was not enforced. I see 
many in the P zone who do not go by the rules. It is 
supposed to be donation based. Not set prices. How 
they will fit hundreds of vendors into the “P” Zone, I 
don't know. Check on sellers IDs. But what I do know 
is, they need to keep the junk out of the artist’s zone. 
No bugs encased in plastic next to a beautiful oil 
painting.

Thank you,  Vicki Zinn (Ashworth)

After Obama...American Idol?
By Alice Cramden

Let me get this right.  We are in the midst of an 
economic Armageddon the likes of 1929. Obama, the 
great savior for whom I worked tirelessly for six 
weeks, whacking my back in the process, canvassing 
from door to door, regaling every neighbor in every 
neighborhood in greater Albuquerque, that he was 
the change we had been hoping for is now endorsing 
many of the same Bush programs that we “the peo-
ple” repudiated?  Obama said the public option was 
the only way to go on Health Care Reform. But now 
that is off the table.  Obama said he would renegotiate 
NAFTA?  Now his handlers say, oh that was just 
campaign rhetoric.  And while he promised to close 
Gitmo in one year, he supports rendition.  That means 
people are still going to get tortured, just not at Gitmo 
or in our country.  And there are to be no prosecutions 
for torture even though it is illegal; except if Eric 
Holder decides to; because we need to move forward. 

We will leave Iraq, but will keep 50,000 troops 
there as peace keepers. That will not include the thou-
sands more troops needed for the on-going war in 
Afghanistan and the troops needed to man the many 
bases which have since been built there.  They coinci-
dentally follow the path of the oil fields.  We continue 
to have a huge footprint in the Middle East assuring 
our position in the battle of diminishing reserves of 
peak oil.

 Now Obama, Bush and Congress have mort-
gaged our futures.  They’re selling us out to the Bank-
ers who basically now own the world – lock, stock, 
and barrel – in the biggest scam ever.  I really fear for 

–continued on page 10
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Into The Breach

Just when you thought it was safe to park 
your RV, the Coastal Commission is holding yet 
another hearing on November 5 in Long Beach.

The announcement from the Coastal Com-
mission says, “the purpose of this hearing is to 
consider the findings rather than to reconsider 
the merits of this project…” In plain English, 
they are going to adjust the staff report, which 
was in favor of Overnight Parking Districts 
(permit parking) in Venice. Since the Commis-
sion overruled the staff and voted against OPDs, 
they now have to have the staff justify their de-
cision. 

But just in case, it might be a good idea to 
attend the hearing if you feel strongly about the 
issue. The hearing begins at 9am. However, this 
item is number 19 on the day’s agenda and 
likely will not be heard until afternoon. There 
will be a webcast of the hearing on the Commis-
sion’s website - www.coastal.ca.gov - which 
might help you determine when you should 
leave for Long Beach. It’s about a 40 minutes 
drive. 

The meeting will be held at the Long Beach 
Civic Center, 333 W. Ocean Blvd.

For more information, call 562-972-9854.

“Reform” City Attorney 
Still Wants OPDs

Los Angeles City Attorney Carmen Tru-
tanich filed a “cross-complaint” in Los Angeles 
County Superior Court, Oct. 28, saying the city 
is not obligated to seek a coastal permit to im-
pose permit parking on unwilling Venice resi-
dents.

Trutanich did not say if he knows a victory 
in this case could severely weaken the Coastal 
Commission’s authority.

Rapist On The Loose
Calls to the Beachhead say that a rapist has 

attacked three women in the last few weeks on 
Ocean Front Walk. 

The attacker apparently hangs out around 
the bathroom on the sand near Horizon Ave.

Arnold Schwarzenegger, former 
Kindergarten Cop actor, reverts
The Governor sent a message to the legislature informing them that he 
was vetoing a bill. He couldn’t resist telling them in code what he 
thought of them. Thanks to the Bay Guardian for spotting this.

By Ian Lovett

We start the walk back up 20th Pl. “I’m look-
ing for a dresser, for my van,” Roger says.  
“Hopefully closer to Rose.” We don’t touch any-
thing on this street. Most of the dumpster lids 
here hang open, raided of anything of potential 
value. Some of the worst crack addicts hang out 
on this block, he says. But he still walks by, just 
to check.

We wind up Pacific, down 19th, up Speed-
way. He doesn’t even touch anything til we get 
to 18th Pl—presumably out of the crack addicts’ 
territory.  He opens the blue recycling containers 
looking for reading material.  Usually, a glance 
is enough—he lifts the blue plastic lid with one 
hand, leans forward, and gently lowers the lid 
again.  Occasionally, he reaches in, rearranging 
the cardboard or plastic bottles on top to see if 
there’s a magazine below, or removing a few 
glossy pages only to find a catalogue, not a New 
Yorker.

He leaves the trash containers beside the 
recycling untouched, but does lift the big metal 
dumpsters’ plastic lids—raising them with one 
hand, just as he does with the blue containers, 
peering in, very, very occasionally reaching his 
other hand inside to inspect something.  “I don’t 
like to dig around in there too much,” he says.

I lift lids, too.  I grab the handle between my 
thumb and forefinger, raising it up, peering in.  
If it looks like there’s something of interest, I’ll 
reach inside, unlearning a gamut of childhood 
lessons to reach my hands into strangers’ trash.  
I don’t want him to feel squeamish because I’m 
here—this is his livelihood, after all.  Yesterday, 
he took a trip up to Santa Monica to collect palm 
tree bark, to make treasure maps for tourists.  
Early this morning, he collected shells on the 
beach—to make jewelry, or maybe to bury as 
treasure. And now, the recycling.

We keep winding our way back towards the 
lot at Rose. East on the even blocks, north on 
Pacific, west on the odd blocks, north on 
Speedway.  Roger says he usually makes $15 or 
so off what he find here, but as we exit the num-
bered blocks, turning up Windward Ct, he still 

hasn’t deemed anything worth keeping. On 
Zephyr, we find a pile of Sports Illustrateds, 
months of issues some girlfriend or mother got 
sick of seeing piled on the floor. Roger collects 
them together at the top of the bin, but decides 
to leave them there. He’s not a sports fan.

Our first keeper comes in a dumpster on 
Horizon. “Hmm,” Roger says, smiling.  He 
climbs up the dumpster to extract the prize, rest-
ing his waist on the edge while his torso dangles 
down inside.  Once retrieved, he examines it—a 
wind chime, with metal tubes suspended from a 
wooden blue bird.  He places it in the plastic bag 
with the shells he collected this morning and we 
keep walking. East, north, west, north.

At the corner of Breeze and Speedway, we 
see a kid—maybe 17 years old and sporting a 
small ‘fro—edging a dumpster away from the 
wall.  He leans behind it and extracts four skate-
boards—all without wheels—then pushes the 
dumpster back flush with the wall.  Roger says 
hello as we walk by—a polite, cursory greeting: 
hey, how are you, great, good to see you.  He 
doesn’t know the kid’s name, but, like most 
people who live down here, he’s seen him 
around. The kid helps Vegan Man get his cart 
down to the boardwalk and set up in the morn-
ings—Vegan Man has a bad back.  I ask Roger 
where the kid stays. Roger doesn’t know, but the 
answer to the question is clear from what we’ve 
just seen.  During the day, sometimes, Roger lets 
people without their own places leave stuff on 
top of his van.  Or sometimes he let’s them just 
come sit in his van.

We keep walking, winding towards the lot.  
And we find everything. I actually find a 
dresser. But it’s wrecked—one of the legs shat-
tered, two drawers missing. We find a woman’s 
suit jacket. And shoes. And a duffle full of 
clothes. A couple weeks ago Roger found the 
vest Scotty was wearing at the lottery this morn-
ing.

We find books, a few of which Roger keeps. 
We find a beautiful, hand-carved wooden door 
leaning up against the dumpster’s side. A com-
puter keyboard. The box for a drill. Roger digs 
around in that container more than usual.  “New 
drill means there’s an old drill somewhere,” he 
says.  He might make sure to come back and 
check this same one next week. But for now, we 
keep walking.

 “Cats,” says Roger, as we start up Park.  
Eight or ten empty tins sit at the bottom of the 
container—I don’t think I’d have noticed, or 
known what they were, but Roger identifies 
them right away.  “At first you don’t notice the 
smell,” he says.  “But once you see it, you start 
to pick up the smell too.”  And he’s right—now I 
smell the cat food.

As we round the next corner, we find all the 
bins empty, lids hanging open—the garbage 
truck has beaten us to the punch.  We catch up to 
it a few blocks later. The garbage men wear sur-
gical masks and gloves. They pick up the bins by 
the handles and throw them into the compactor 
without so much as a glance at what’s inside, 
insulating themselves as much as possible from 
what’s around them, even the knowledge of 
what exactly it is.

What we’re doing, by contrast—actually 
looking through people’s trash—is incredibly 
intimate.  When I say this to Roger, he agrees. 
“Yeah, I get to see how they’re doing. If it’s been 
a good month, I can tell. Or maybe the next 
month I see it’s getting a little tighter with 
money.”  But it’s more than that—people’s 
whole lives are in here. What they eat, what they 
wear, what they bought this week, if they’re get-
ting laid, when it’s that time of the month, and, 
perhaps most personal of all, what they do and 

On the Boardwalk – Treasure Maps

–continued on page 8
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I took some pictures with my cellphone and 
eventually went to bed at 3am.

The next morning I found out my friend 
Krysta had been a passenger in a car traveling 
right behind the cop car. Her friend Zach had 
been driving her home. They had seen every-
thing. Krysta said the cop car had been traveling 
at speed on Lincoln with its lights on, and then 
had turned onto Venice, turned its lights off but 
had maintained the same speed - in excess of 
50mph - and had veered into the curb lane. It 
had then t-boned the BMW easing onto Venice 
Blvd from Glyndon. 

Krysta maintained the driver of the BMW 
had not been at fault. She and Zach had gotten 
out of the car to assist the girl in the BMW who 
was unconscious. 

Apparently 10 or 12 cop cars then turned up 
to attend to the cops - but no one attended to the 
unconscious girl who was still trapped in the 
BMW, until Krysta started screaming at them. 

Zach was an off-duty EMT guy so he gave 
the girl medical assistance. She could not 
breathe on her own. It was 10 or 15 minutes after 
the accident that an ambulance arrived, and ac-

cording to witnesses, it departed at leisure with-
out its emergency lights on. At this point the girl 
was still alive but in critical condition.

The story got worse. It turned out the driver 
of the BMW was a friend of many of my friends. 
She had been working as a counselor at a recov-
ery center on Glyndon Avenue until late at 
night. She had left the center, driven down the 
road, and had then been subject to this horrific 
accident. 

      Later that day - I think if I'm correct, on 
Saturday - the girl's life support was 
turned off and she passed away. Four 
of her organs were successfully used 
in transplants to save four anonymous 
people across the US. 
     The girl's name was Devin Petelski 
and she was a 25-year-old Los Angeles 
native with two years sobriety who 
helped other addicts in their recovery 
and was in her last year at Grad 
school. 
     Thirty minutes before the accident 
Devin had been on the phone to her 
father, who had just told her he had 
managed to find the money to pay for 
her last semester of college.
      Looking online at the reporting on 
the accident, I was immediately struck 
at the discrepancy of the news reports,  
many of which seemed to imply Devin 
had been responsible for the accident. 
None mentioned the speeding cop car 
with no lights on. No reports men-
tioned why it took seconds for ten or 
twelve cop cars to turn up at the scene, 
but 10 - 15 minutes for an ambulance 
to arrive. Some reports suggested the 
cop car was responding to an emer-
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1 1/2 Block South of Rose and Whole Foods
on West Side of Lincoln
Plenty of Parking behind store

By Ruth Fowler

I live at the intersection of Venice Blvd and 
Glyndon Avenue in Venice Beach. On October 
15, I went to bed early - about 11pm. I woke up 
briefly when I heard a horrific screech of breaks 
and a terrifying crash - but to be honest, when 
you live in Venice, you hear this stuff all the 
goddamn time and you learn not to pay atten-
tion to it. I've never been in a city so rife with 
traffic accidents. 

Just before 1am, I woke up again as my 
puppy needed to pee, and when I walked into 
the living room my roommates were standing 
there looking shocked and shaken. "How the 
fuck did you sleep through that?" Rob asked me. 
"A girl just got killed right outside our apart-
ment."

We went outside together and a mangled 
black BMW was sitting inches away from my 
Mercedes Benz parked on the South-East corner 
of Venice and Glyndon. My car was covered in 
glass and detritus, but was otherwise com-
pletely, miraculously, untouched. The BMW was 
completely caved in on the driver's side, and 
facing the wrong way. A cop car was on the 
sidewalk, at the steps to our apartment, 
smashed against a tree and with a broken 
sign next to it. Three fire engines were on 
the opposite side of Venice Blvd, and there 
were about ten cop cars. 

Rob had told me everyone had been 
ordered off the sidewalk by police and into 
the apartments when the crash had hap-
pened, and only now were they being al-
lowed outside. 

I walked down to my car and spoke to 
a female cop. She said the girl in the BMW 
was in bad shape and they didn't know if 
she was still alive. Perhaps she had been 
drunk, she said. 

The cops had walked out of the car but 
had been taken to hospital with broken 
arms and concussion. She didn't know 
whose fault it was. 

I took some pictures and we hung out on the 
balcony to our apartment block watching the 
cops start to arrest a bunch of Mexican guys and 
lead them away. This confused us. Were they in 
some way responsible for this horrific crash? 
What had gone on? Was the driver of the BMW 
drunk as some of the cops implied? Why had 
the cop car t-boned the BMW as it eased out 
from Glyndon Avenue attempting to turn right 
on Venice? 

gency call - if this was the case, why did it have 
no lights? 

Other reports referred to a bus which had 
apparently pulled over on Venice Blvd, obscur-
ing Devin's view as she tried to turn right - but 
this bus was not noticed by any eye witnesses, 
nor was it made clear why this bus might have 
been allowed to leave the scene of such a horrific 
accident. 

Many reports said Devin had gone through 
a red light at Glyndon, omitting the fact there 
are no red lights on Glyndon - only a stop sign. 
Others suggested there was a white van which 
had driven through the accident scene.

I don't know what the truth is, but I do 
know Devin Petelski was a sober, intelligent, 
beautiful, loving girl who shared many of my 
good friends here in Venice. Her hospital reports 
show that she was indeed free of any intoxicants 
or drugs of any kind at the time of the accident. I 
know that Glyndon Avenue is full of speed 
bumps and it's impossible to build any speed on 
that road. I know that the way the accident 
scene looked, it was clear that her car was hit at 
high velocity by the cop car. 

     I know that it must be a heartbreaking 
thing for her family to wonder why that 
ambulance didn't arrive sooner, and why 
an off duty EMT guy who was a civilian 
witness had to keep their daughter alive 
while officers from 10 or 12 cop cars at-
tended to the cops in the other car - victims 
who were luckily able to walk free from 
their wreckage while Devin could not.
     This was a terrible, horrific night for 
many, and what's worse is the fear that the 
LAPD will be unable to carry out a fair and 
unbiased investigation into the accident. 
The implications of this can be seen clearly 
here.
I was outside my apartment block today 
where many of Devin's friends, family and 
loved ones gathered to pay their respects. 
There was sadness, there was anger, but 

there was also joy and happiness that their be-
loved Devin had helped save four people's lives 
despite losing her own. I think all any of these 
people want now is a fair and unbiased investi-
gation into what, exactly, happened that night 
on Venice Blvd and Glyndon Avenue. Was this a 
police joyride that went tragically wrong? Is 
there some kind of strange cover-up going on? 

Responses to news reports have been over-
whelmingly in agreement that the cops were at 
fault - though a few unpleasant internet trolls 
have made their own untrue assumptions. 

I have to say, my faith in an institution that 
is meant to protect the people has been radically 
shaken since I arrived in America in 2005. Like 
many people who didn't know Devin but saw 
the strange aftermath of this tragedy unfold, and 
have seen the grief and the pain of those left be-
hind, I would like to know the truth, and I 
would like to believe that the justice system in 
this country will uphold the rights of an indi-
vidual against the establishment when the estab-
lishment has acted in error. The people have a 
right to know the full facts. To know why those 
random men were being arrested at 1am at the 
scene of the accident. To know why a speeding 
cop car - which may or may not have been re-
sponding to a call - did not have its lights on. To 
know why it took so long for an ambulance to 
attend to an unconscious girl in a critical condi-
tion.

If you or anyone you know was a witness to 
this horrific tragedy, or saw the immediate af-
termath of the crash, please email family friend 
Christopher Medak at Guvnor@mac.com

Rest in Peace Devin. I'm sorry I never got 
the opportunity to meet you. Thank you for 
touching so many lives while you were living, 
and after you have passed.

Eyewitness to “Murder on Venice Blvd.”

http://www.yovenice.com/2009/10/19/lapd-car-accident-in-venice-fatality/
http://www.yovenice.com/2009/10/19/lapd-car-accident-in-venice-fatality/
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/16/woman-2-lapd-officers-injured-car-accident/
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/16/woman-2-lapd-officers-injured-car-accident/
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/16/woman-2-lapd-officers-injured-car-accident/
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/16/woman-2-lapd-officers-injured-car-accident/
http://www.californiainjuryblog.com/2009/10/los_angeles_car_accident_invol.html#more
http://www.californiainjuryblog.com/2009/10/los_angeles_car_accident_invol.html#more
http://ladailyblog.blogspot.com/2009/10/did-something-shady-and-illegal-happen.html
http://ladailyblog.blogspot.com/2009/10/did-something-shady-and-illegal-happen.html
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/19/neighbors-question-fatal-police-crash/
http://www.scpr.org/news/2009/10/19/neighbors-question-fatal-police-crash/
mailto:Guvnor@mac.com
mailto:Guvnor@mac.com
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=154468494787
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=154468494787
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time when she would press it to ask for medica-
tion, no one would answer. Once, when I visited 
Rosa, her roommate, who had also buzzed for a 
nurse in vain, asked me if I would go to the 
nurses station, which was about 20 feet away, 
and ask someone to come to help her. I walked 
up to the station were an assorted crew of RNs, 
LVNs, secretaries, lab techs, etc. all seemed to be 
doing their best to ignore me. Finally, I said in a 
loud voice, “A patient in room so and so has 
been calling for assistance.” One of the nurses 
looked up from her pile of paperwork and told 
me, “We’re aware of it.” I tried to explain nicely 
that being aware of something and actually do-
ing something were two different things.

I don’t believe the nurses and other health 
care personnel are the evil ones. In most cases, 
they are understaffed, and overwhelmed with 
paperwork. The hospital is owned by Doctor-
Investors who are looking for a profit. How do 
you make a profit in health care - cut staff and 
raise fees.

The on-line ratings website, Yelp, gives MdR 
hospital two stars out of five. Here is one of the 
comments on Yelp, from Gail: “The people are 
very nice -- but the bill you get later will make 
you feel like they had a gun to your head the 
whole time!!!  Buyer beware!!  I'm up to almost 
$2000 for a tiny cut that required 2 drops of su-
perglue and one band-aid.  The band-aid alone 
was $90.  This is what's wrong with America's 
current medical system -- too much unethical 
profit taking.”

Needless to say, Rosa was not happy with 
the care at the hospital. Little did she know that 
there are worse places than a hospital. They are 
called nursing homes, and sometimes they are 
called rehab centers/nursing homes. Rosa was 
shipped out to the Playa Del Rey Care and Re-
habilitation Center, also known as Sunbridge 
Care & Rehabilitation, which is owned by the 
SunBridge Healthcare Corporation, a Wall Street 
firm. Well, Rosa took one look around the facil-
ity and promptly wheeled herself out to the 
street and caught a taxi home. 

The next morning, she pressed the reset but-
ton and started over by having her son drive her 
to the Cedars-Sinai emergency room. After a few 
hours of extensive tests, she was assigned a nice 
room with nurses who came when they were 
buzzed. It should be pointed out that Rosa was 
still in a great deal of pain since she hadn’t yet 
had any treatment of her broken heel and back. 
The good times at Cedars only lasted two days. 
She was again sent to a rehab/convalescent fa-
cility. This one, The Rehabilitation Centre of 
Beverly Hills (in Los Angeles) is a much more 
impressive building inside and out. Its claim to 

By Jim Smith

No matter what happens in Congress this 
year, the fight for real health care reform is just 
beginning. This year we are likely to see a bill 
that only the health insurance corporations can 
love. It will give them windfall profits by creat-
ing a true monopoly where everyone in the 
country is forced to become their victim. It 
doesn’t really matter which insurance giant car-
ries your health care insurance. They are all 
owned by the same ultra-wealthy crooks on 
Wall Street. At the very least, this has been a les-
son for the public of the vast power the corpora-
tions have over our elected representatives.

If a public option is included in the bill, it 
will likely be a watered-down version that takes 
the corporations off the hook for insuring the ill. 
When Wall Street crapped-out in its high-stakes 
gambling, Congress was there to reimburse 
them for their losses. Why should they be an less 
benevolent to the health care corporations who 
give them millions for their votes.

But health care reform means a lot more 
than who is going to carry the insurance. If those 
are correct who say America has the best health 
care in the world, if you are insured, then pity 
the rest of the world. Anyone who has been 
hospitalized or know some one who has been 
caught up in the health care system would not 
agree. In some ways the health care system is so 
bad, it is scarcely better than the criminal justice 
system (don’t go there, either).

Rosa’s strange adventure 
in a sick health care system

Here’s one example. A friend, who is a sen-
ior – we’ll call her Rosa – fell off a ladder on 
Sept. 5. She knew she had probably broken some 
bones. She crawled the length of her house into 
her bedroom where she called 911. The Fire De-
partment paramedics promptly picked her up 
and took her to the hospital. This being Venice, 
the nearest hospital is in Marina del Rey. Rosa 
doesn’t recall being asked if she wanted to go to 
any other hospital. 

After some time in the emergency room, 
where she was given morphine, she was taken 
to a hospital room. X-Rays and an MRI showed 
that she had a broken heel and fractured verte-
braes in her back. A doctor told her that the heel 
could not be set until the swelling went down. 
She was given a body brace for her back. Rosa 
was unable to see her regular doctor since he 
works out of Cedar-Sinai Hospital, and the Ma-
rina hospital is off limits.

For the next few days, Rosa lay in her hospi-
tal bed, often in excruciating pain. She had a call 
button for the nurses by her bed, but most of the 

fame is as the place where actress Shelley Win-
ters died (see www.rehabcenter.com). 

Curiously, integration seems to have failed 
in our schools and in convalescent homes. 
Nearly the entire staff were Filipinos and the 
doctors were Russians. A cynical mind might 
think that immigrants are hired because they 
can be paid less. This is one of the dirty secrets 
of the health care “industry.” It could not run 
without immigrants. A Filipina friend, who 
regularly visits the Philippines, tells me that 
health care in that former U.S. colony is declin-
ing due to lack of medical personnel. Many 
nurses receive their training there, and then im-
migrate to the U.S. where they gain employment 
through referrals by friends or relatives already 
working at health care facilities. The pay is 
much better than in the Philippines even if it is 
substandard by U.S. measures.

Despite its highfalutin name, the Beverly 
Hills facility is not accredited and it received the 
worst possible rating - one star out of five - in a 
U.S. News & World Report survey. Of course, it 
is another for profit operation. So far in her ad-
venture, Rosa has encountered only one non-
profit facility, Cedars-Sinai, which is undoubt-
edly the best of the bunch.

At the Rehab Center, the staff naturally 
wanted to do rehab on Rosa. When a doctor for-
bid rehab on Rosa’s injuries until she had her 
operation, the staff protested. Apparently rehab 
treatments are a lucrative business. When the 
staff was frustrated in their attempts to rehabili-
tate a broken foot, they began working on Rosa’s 
arm, which had not been injured in her fall.

A Russian doctor gave Rosa a referral, at 
last, to an Orthopedic Surgeon at Cedars. Unfor-
tunately, he was a hip specialist and didn’t do 
heels. But he knew someone who was a heel 
doctor. A week later, Rosa had her consultation 
and arranged for an operation two weeks later. 
By now, Rosa had had enough of institutional-
ized life, and again headed for home. But she 
had to go back again for the operation and a 
couple of days recuperating in a hospital room 
at Cedars. Then it was back home again. Rosa’s 
bandage around her foot cast is coming loose, 
and she still hasn’t had a consultation on her 
cracked vertebrae, but Rosa is happy to be out of 
the clutches of the health care facilities. She 
hasn’t seen the bill yet, which she hopes will be 
covered by Medicare and Medical, and she is in 
a three week waiting period to receive authori-
zation for a homecare worker who can help her 
in and out of bed and wheel chair. Meanwhile, 
Rosa has to pay for a home care worker out of 
her own meager pension.

What can be done to cure 
our health care system?

In 2007, I worked with a statewide group of 
doctors, nurses and health care advocates to 
draft a ballot initiative called the Health Security 
Act. This proposed California constitutional 
amendment would have gotten rid of the big 
corporate insurers, in favor of a state govern-
ment billing and payroll system, the so-called 
single payer, which could have saved Califor-
nians billions of dollars while improving health 
care.

Universal Health Care Versus the Corporations
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Skills Center Here to Stay
The Oct. 15 dedication of the new Venice 

Skills Center’s (VSC) permanent building 
after nearly 41 years of teaching out of many 
temporary structures gives the L.A. Unified 
school an all new feel.

Course offerings include computer re-
pair, graphic design, business English and 
math, computer applications, optical dis-
pensing, web design, Cisco networking and 
dental assistant. Most classes are open en-
rollment meaning that you can start the 
class anytime.

Classes at the facility are dirt cheap, 
with fees of only $30, plus some class ex-
penses. Seniors over 60, the disabled, people 
on public assistance and unemployment 
insurance get their fees waved.

Unfortunately, VSC no longer offers its 
popular auto repair services where residents 
could get their cars fixed for cheap.

L.A. City Councilmember Bill Rosen-
dahl and Steve Zimmer, L.A. Unified Board 
Member both spoke at the dedication. Prin-
cipal Cynthia Y. Tollette chaired the celebra-
tion. 
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Save Independent Media!
Support the

Free Venice Beachhead
Venice’s Nonprofit Newspaper

Beginning in 1968,
the Beachhead has been serving

Venice exclusively
and fearlessly

Here’s how you can help
keep a free press alive 

in our community:

73

Become a Sustainer – Itʼs $100/
year, but you get four free business-
card-sized ads and your name listed 
on page two.

Donate – The Beachhead is for eve-
ryone! If you donʼt have $100, send 
us a dollar or five dollars, or even 
stamps for our mailing.

Advertise – Rates are the lowest (see 
freevenice.org/Beachhead/Ad_rates.html), 
yet the Beachhead distributes more 
copies (8,000) per issue in Venice 
than any other paper.

Subscribe – Get a Beachhead mailed 
to your door for $35/year.

Distribute – Take a bundle (100 pa-
pers) each month to distribute on your 
street.

Write – Submit news articles, poems, 
letters, drawings, etc.

Shoot – Send us photos of Venice 
news, art, human interest.

•You can reach us at: Beach-
head, PO Box 2, Venice 90294

• 310-396-0811 • 310-399-8685  
Beachhead@freevenice.org

www.freevenice.org • 
www.venice-beachhead.org

mailto:Beachhead@freevenice.org
mailto:Beachhead@freevenice.org
http://www.freevenice.org/
http://www.freevenice.org/
http://www.venice-beachhead.org/
http://www.venice-beachhead.org/
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By Panos Douvos

On October 22, 2009, the West lost a great 
lyric poet. Steve Richmond's work spoke raw 
truths while offering sharp inner awareness. He 
published ten books and also appeared in Ken-
yon Review, Wormwood and Partisan maga-
zines.

Steve's friends considered him a most im-
portant poet – an American Rimbaud – and that 
"He didn't know how to be dull." His series of 
poems, Gagaku, sprang from listening to Japa-
nese Court Music that he was introduced to by a 
woman friend in UCLA's Ethno-Musicology 
Department. They were considered among his 
best.

At UCLA, in 1964, Steve wrote his first po-
etry book, and with a boost from Kenyon Re-
view, he left his law degree behind. Also while 
at UCLA he was asked by Jim Morrison to re-
view his poems.

Steve arrived in the Venice area in the mid-
dle '60s and in the early '70s ran a bookstore/
head shop at Rose Ave. and the Boardwalk. 
There he published a broad sheet, Earth Rose. Its 
most memorable front page was from a special 
"anti-war" edition. The entire front page simply 
read - FUCK HATE.

He became addicted to pain medication fol-
lowing surgery . . . An artist's tough road began 
but he was a poet's poet and prolific. Some phil-

Steve Richmond, 
Venice Poet, 1941 - 2009

istines dissed him -- the outsider, bear-baiting 
him for their own amusement – but as his good 
friend, Charles Bukowski,  said, “Hell never 
stops, only pauses.”

Spinning Off Bukowski is a very special book 
by Steve that is not to be missed. It details his 
spirited history with his friend and colleague 
Bukowski. [Sun Dog Press copyright 1996. 22058 
Cumberland Lane, Northville, MI. 48167.]

Steve had his share of the "barnacles of life," 
but he cleaned up the last several years, and 
now, after many pit-stops he has exited all too 
quickly.

We honor his talent, sharp intellect and ac-
tive search for truths. He will be missed as we 
look for others to fill his space . . . He said he 
liked my poem about him. . . I appreciated that.

A memorial for Steve is being planned for 
some time in 2010. Details will be announced as 
plans are formalized.

do not value—it’s all right here in the blue and 
black plastic bins they set out once a week.

It’s no wonder Roger skips the cans if a 
tenet’s outside getting the paper or leaving for 
work.  Even though he’s not doing anything 
wrong—he’s putting things to use that would 
otherwise go to a landfill—there’s still an inva-
sion of privacy involved.

By the time we squeeze around the side of 
the hulking, beeping truck, we’re almost back to 
Rose, and Roger’s enthusiasm has waned.  He 
peers inside, still, but stops digging around 
much.  One dumpster at the corner of Speedway 
he skips altogether. “That’s usually a nasty one.” 
He laughs.  “I don’t know, maybe it’s because 
it’s near the beach and people like to walk their 
dogs down here, but it’s always full of dog shit.”

We don’t find anything else, entering the lot 
with the bag of shells, the wind chime, and four 
books. In the shade between Roger's van and 
Scotty's, parked, as always, side-by-side at the 
south end of the lot, a few guys sit around, pass-
ing a joint.  Roger hands out the books, in case 
anyone’s interested. Vince flips through the one 
about John Lennon, setting the others on the 
ground. Scotty and Guy begin drumming. Next 
door, outside his van, Prospector plays chess 
against a guy with no shoes, carrying a loaf of 
bread in a plastic bag. Someone must have de-
livered bread this morning—bagels are scattered 
all over the nearby grass, where the seagulls 
pick at them.

Roger steps inside his van and shuts the 
door. Privacy, here, is hard to come by. This van 
is the only place that’s his—it’s where he sleeps 
and eats and shits and stores his stuff and 
watches TV. Even there, people are constantly 
knocking on the side, asking if he wants to 
smoke a joint, or if they can store something, or 
have a sit, or follow him in the alleys looking 
through garbage. And yet, he doesn’t shy away, 
doesn’t pretend to be asleep or refuse to answer 
the sliding door.

He emerges again a few minutes later, 
dressed just as he was before, in a Lakers shirt 
and the same jeans and zip-up sweatshirt he 
always wears.  He has no gloves, no mask. The 
goatee and slightly graying hair and those soft 
blue eyes are all in plain view.

On the Boardwalk 
– Treasure Maps

–continued from page 3

The single payer initiative would 
have provided for medical care for all 
California residents without premi-
ums, co-pays and deductible. In other 
words, free health care. What’s more 
it would have fully paid for all 
treatments, prescription drugs, de-
vices, emergency care, preventive 
measures, rehabilitative care, 
longterm care, mental healthcare, 
dental care, vision care, women's 
healthcare, and work-related injuries.

Like the Baucus bill in Congress, 
the state legislature wanted to know 
how much it would cost. The Attor-
ney General’s office did an analysis 
and reported that this initiative, 
which provided for free health care in 
California would cost “the low tens 
of billions of dollars." If it cost $20 
billion, this could have easily been 
raised by taxes on the filthy rich, on 
food and drink that are unhealthy, 
and on big corporate landholdings in 
the state. 

Unfortunately, the state Demo-
cratic Party machine would have 
nothing to do with the initiative, pre-
ferring to back the doomed Sheila 
Kuehl bill in the State Senate 
(doomed because they knew Gov. 
Schwarzenegger would never sign 
it). And the labor unions that had 

previously supported single payer bills and ini-
tiatives were involved in internecine battles. As a 
result we didn’t get enough signatures to put it 
on the 2008 ballot. Maybe next year.

In any case, the ultimate solution to what to 
do when people get sick is to remove the profit 
motive from health care. Why should anyone 
make a profit from your illness or injury? A sin-
gle payer system works well in most civilized 
countries. In addition, no one should be allowed 
to warehouse our elders just because they can 
make a profit. If there is ever a time when love 
and caring is needed,  it is with those who can-
not help themselves because they are too sick, 
too injured, or just to befuddled. 

Don’t let anyone tell you that the giant cor-
porations make health care better. They virtually 
steal new drugs, equipment and procedures 
from the universities, including our own public 
University of California. And then they sell these 
innovations back to us, even though they were 
paid for by taxpayer money. It is time for not just 
change, but a revolution in health care where we 
focus on making people well, not on making 
billions for corporations.

Universal 
Health Care 
Versus the 

Corporations
–continued from page 5
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Some days, i want to be a snail
with my home slung on my back
happy to meander after rains, alone
along the slick cement –
or say, determined to climb that cerulean wall
before me, clinging, clinging
to my insignificance
even as a great hand from the sky
attempts to pry me loose
from my deep purpose.  How i hold on!
Only then, cinched to my blue world
do i understand 
this is all that is necessary,
this is all that life ever asks of me –

–krista schwimmer

The Ballad of Bessie Mae
By Jim Smith

Bessie Mae road in to town
in a battered Chevy Suburban
Bessie Mae and her sons,
Larry and Charlie came to Venice
one summer day.

At first, they just wanted a place
to park and get some sleep.
Then Bessie Mae, told Larry and Charlie,
"I've just turned 97, 
and I want to feel the sand in my toes,"
So they hung out on the beach
with the other castoffs 
that nobody wanted.

Bessie Mae and Larry and Charlie
kickin back on Venice beach.

At night, Bessie Mae would sleep
sittin up in that old Suburban. 
Often interrupted 
by those we hire
to protect and serve.
One foul month bully
with a badge and gun
name of Hellaway
told Larry, "You're nothing but a pimp,
and your mother's a whore.!"
Larry said, "You're a disgrace to your uniform,
take off that gun and I'll fight you right now."

One day, the news media told their story
and off they went to a room in Van Nuys
where they could be “assisted” in their living.

It's only for three months, they agreed.
And furthermore, they won't separate us
we're a family, now and forever.
We'd rather sleep in our Suburban
down in Venice
than get trapped in a nursing home
and separated.

Bessie Mae and Larry and Charlie
still kickin back on Venice beach.

the eye of sunset
By hillary kaye

watching the eye of sunset
as it meets the Fall
drunk and bathed
and full of discontent
the hours of nothing
and sorrow
waiting out the full dark night
as it captures memory
that can not remember
faces or words
but knows losses
stifling
these things that
fit the heart
and break it
watching as they slowly wake it
and make more
room for something
unexpected

On The Re-Naming of Things
By Stuart Perkoff

If I were God & had a
choice of all the names I wd
change these:
" "      children to laughter
" "      love to laughter
" "      & other things I wd
rename poem & little & clean
I think I wd then
summon all my powers
& name the poet Death&Beauty
& watch the world shrivel

For My Friend
By Mary Getlein

It was a night like every other night -
I was watching lame t.v.,
and just nodded at him when he left -
a friend of mine,
going out the door -
he didn't come back -
a policeman came to the door instead -
He's not coming back, the policeman said
or words to that effect.
He rode off into the sunset and across the sky
he kept going
he never touched down.
We think we're going to be here forever -
then one of us leaves and we look around,
bewildered -
where did he go?
how come?
Why isn't he coming back -
but no one told me -
My cat cries my tears for me
my cat sounds like a rusty gate, over and over,
hoping I will notice him.
I'm still looking for my friend -
There are no promises on this planet
we only think there are.
We have to live while we're here.
If we put it off, we might miss it.

Finding Peace
We choose, wander, see, fail.
those we love suffer and die, strangers die, so do 
we.
no beauty, no joy is possessed, only discovered, 
created, hopefully cherished.
Dreaming while asleep is no dream, this is sta-
sis.
a life of dreaming is fine.
there may be better.
Of all worldly misfortunes, the largest is that the 
kindest heart is ever mirrored
by the ugliest and most ruthless of human 
beasts. it will find you.
Survival is a myth, simply to live
requires everything.
If you find yourself uncertain and afraid, you 
are not alone.
if you choose to hold somebody's hand, you do 
so alone. 
vast loneliness is found only in the company of 
one or many others.
Be careful in estimating your own wherewithal, 
once exhausted, your spirit like an elephant will 
seek the grave.
Of tomorrow? learn now,
it belongs to someone and someplace else.
Smile sincerely nonetheless.

–Joanna Silva

Numisma-Twists
Two faces of silver
one catches the light
the other is shaded
enveloped in night
the glittering facet
a china moon plate
eclipsed now and then
when the sun has a date
my urgent half dollar
brings sight to the blind
as dawn can dispel
a great weight from my mind
now the coin flips and moves
in an arc upward bound
each shimmering moment
apocalypse found
and the silver disc drops
while fifes and trumpets blow
our ice planet token
face down in the snow.

–Hal Bogotch

Can’t Erase The Past
By Nicole Rhoe

Is it over yet?  Is it a thing of the past?
Take my advice; I wouldn’t get comfortable too 
fast.
Government bandits did their best to make sure 
we don’t last.
I have news for them; our die is not yet cast.

To clean up these crimes there is work to do yet.
Watch out that we don’t go crazy like an Iraq Vet.
We are on the offensive like they did with Tet.
Military minded with our hearts set.

It takes an army of the poor
These bastards went too far, just like in every 
war.
They won’t ease up.  They have to finish the 
chore.
We’re on an Abu Ghraib leash with all fours on 
the floor.

Millions more of us are now without a roof for 
our head.
Even some of the richer folk are waking up with 
panic and dread.
The oligarchy’s poison pen writes in red
Like angry blood replaced with tyrannical lead.

We should restrict ourselves to the future says 
President Obama
But this unctuosity doesn’t account for our 
trauma.
CEOs of America stick us with walking their 
dogma.
We don’t need a conformist or a mythic papa.

I have yet to see ignorance destroyed.
Our schools are closing while more troops are 
deployed.
The tools of domination are their favorite toys
And we begin to understand war as did Tolstoy.

Barack’s knowledge of corruption is just scratch-
ing the surface.
But I believe he’s driven by good intentions and 
purpose.
Shit is getting bad and only some deserve this.
The ones who gave a standing ovation at the Re-
publican Circus.

Before we’re able to leave the past behind
We’ve got to reclaim our kids from Disney and 
restore their minds.
We’ve got to free all the people locked up for 
smoking The Kind.
Scratch out the eyes of the Justice System making 
sure that it’s blind.

This Paper 
Is A Poem



lieves the officers are continuing to perform 
their usual duties. One wonders what would 
have been the police response if someone else 
had been speeding without lights and hit and 
severely injured or killed someone? Would not 

he or she have been ar-
rested on the spot? Obvi-
ously, there seems to be a 
double standard.
This is not a death that 
the LAPD can brush aside. 
Petelski's family has 
hired Mark Geragos, a ce-
lebrity lawyer,  who has 
represented Michael Jack-
son, actress Winona Ryder, 
politician Gary Condit, Su-
san McDougal, who was 
involved in the Whitewater 

scandal, and Scott Peterson. He has 
also been a frequent guest on the To-

day show, Good Morning America, 60 Minut-
es, and on the Larry King show. Interestingly, he 
is a criminal attorney, who likely will be after 
more than civil damages. 

No matter what the outcome of the lawsuit, 
the policy that allows silent running must be 
stopped. Even if silent running helps nab drug 
dealers and petty criminals, it is not worth a sin-
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my children and grandchildren; what is to become of 
them now that their future is no longer theirs?? The 
whole thing reminds me of that PBS program about 
the Cherokees.  One of the wealthy Cherokee chiefs 
sold the Cherokee land against the will of the Chero-
kee Nation to the American Government and that 
paved the way for the Trail of Tears.

Get ready for our Trail of Tears.  Nader always 
said there was no difference between the Democrats 
and Republicans.  In his book, Don’t Start the Revolu-
tion Without Me, Jesse Ventura says politics is like 
wrestling; you all pretend to be adversaries, you 
know. . .  “I am going to kick your ass. . .” when in 
real life you go out for a beer.  It’s all show biz.  Eve-
ryone is basically on the same side, the money side 
and conspiring how to get more of it. . .money that is.  

Well, now it looks like they have scammed us 
royally, sold us down the river and now that Califor-
nia (and probably the country) is on the verge of 
bankruptcy, they will have reasons why there needs 
to be cut backs for Social Security,  Medicare, Medi-
caid, programs for the poor, etc.  You already hear it 
echoing in every nation, state, city, town all over this 
planet.   How does that work.  Let me see, they create 
the problem and then they create the solution.  

In her book, Shock Doctrine, Naomi Klein writes 
about the misery the IMF and World Bank caused to 
Latin American countries when they conspired with 
puppet dictators and sold out the people through 
fraudulent investments.  These puppet dictators sold 
all the resources and future labor of the people to the 
global corporate elite at huge interest payments.  It 
took years for them to get out of the IMF/World Bank 
web.  

It was the Milton Friedman, Chicago School of 
Economics model, capitalism run amok.  There was a 
slight wicked twist to it though.  They found that if a 
people were traumatized by either natural events 

tective Ravega said it was standard practice for 
police to converge on the scene if an officer has 
an accident.

Devin Petelski was in the prime of life. She 
had lived in Mandeville Canyon and in Bren-
twood most of her life. She went to good schools 
including Crossroads, Northwestern University 
and UC Santa Barbara. In her 25 years of life, her 
middle class upbringing had enabled her to 
travel the world and develop friendships with 
hundreds of people. She was not the typical per-
son who runs afoul of the LAPD.

It will be impossible for the LAPD to claim 
she was a gang member or a homeless person as 
they often do without evidence. Already, 
anonymous comments have appeared on the 
internet alleging that she 
was drunk or ran a stop 
sign, or both. Neither 
charge will stand up. She 
had just moments earlier 
finished working at the 
Clearview Treatment Cen-
ter, a detox facility down 
the street. She had been an 
active member of Alcohol-
ics Anonymous for the 
past two years. As to run-
ning the stop sign at 
Glyndon, her family and friends have 
been active in lining up witnesses, in-
cluding some who noticed that she had stopped 
before pulling out onto Venice.

There is a police investigation examining the 
incident. It will take two or three more weeks to 
conclude, said Ravega. He did not know 
whether there will be a separate Internal Affairs 
or Pacific Division investigation into the conduct 
of the officers. Ravega told the Beachhead he 
didn't think there was any wrongdoing. He be-

gle life. A better way to enforce the law must be 
found that does not endanger the public. At the 
very least, contact L.A. City Councilmember Bill 
Rosendahl 
at Councilmember.Rosendahl@lacity.org or 213-
473-7011 to urge that the LAPD policy that al-
lows silent running be ended.

It would be nice to be able to love the police 
for all the good things they do. But the constant 
misuse or overuse of the powers that have been 
granted them by the public they are sworn to 
protect, call for other emotions: anger and sad-
ness for their victims.

On Oct. 23, hundreds of friends of Devin 
Petelski turned out for a memorial service 
at Brentwood Presbyterian Church. Many more 
have written condolences to the family includ-
ing on Facebook. There has been no expression 
of sympathy from the LAPD, says Medak. 

On Oct. 24, the LAPD dedicated the most 
expensive police headquarters in history, in spite 
of record budget deficits in Los Angeles. It cost 
$400 million and is already filled to capacity. The 
building, with two small exceptions, will be off 
limits to the public. If there were any justice in 
this city, it would be named the Devin Petelski 
Center, or after any of the other countless vic-
tims of police malfeasance.

Murder on 
Venice Boulevard
–continued from page 1

Devin Petelski

Vigil for Devin Petelski 
at Venice Blvd. and 
Glyndon.

After Obama...American Idol?
–continued from page 2

such as a typhoon or war, they were more pliable and 
more complacent and more likely to go along with a 
program that under normal conditions they would 
fight.  Hence, the many wars, people disappearing, 
people being thrown out of airplanes, families having 
their children kidnapped, etc.  The people were 
brought to their knees literally.

Now we have our own version of shock doctrine 
being implemented here in America.  First 9/11 
qualified as a 10 on the Richter scale of human trau-
mas, wouldn’t you say? I mean it brought us to our 
knees.  There was Katrina; it’s stark message being 
that government is not there to help you but kick you 
in the butt.   

And then the cherry on top, the coup d’etat: the 
Economic Meltdown.  It was orchestrated by the very 
same robber barons who would end up having the 
solution for the problem they created in the first place.  
Alan Greenspan did admit he made a miscalculation 
by trusting the bankers would regulate themselves.  
Bernacke kept his job at the Federal Reserve and got 
reinstated for another four years.  

Geithner, Summers, et al. made sure the bankers 
all got their bonuses with TARP money.   Americans 
keep getting mad that these scoundrels keep getting 
promoted instead of getting fired for the jobs they are 
doing.  But hey, they are doing a great job.  They do 
exactly what the elite want them to do.  

Events of late have been quite interesting to me.  
It just all seems like a surreal movie unreeling.  The 
sheep have all been dumbed down over the last 20 
years.  They are just trying to cope with all the new 
harsh realities.  They really have no clue other than 
they really love and miss Michael Jackson.  The only 
voting they will be doing anytime soon (after the Ba-
rak let down) will be on American Idol. The guys you 
thought were the good guys are just shams; empty 
shells of toothy smiles.  The same shell games are  

carrying on the same program that the former presi-
dential puppet employed—keeping the rich, well, 
rich.  

Then there’s that talk again of the New World 
Order, and yes, even from the Messiah’s mouth.  I 
thought that nonsense was gone for good with the 
exodus of the old regime.  But there was Obama, in 
broad daylight, talking about the New World Order.  
It made me lose my sensibilities and there I was again 
googling PrisonPlanet.com, the Bilderbergs and the 
Reptilian Agenda.  Ouch!

Alice Cramden is the pen name of a Beachhead Collec-
tive member in the 1980s and 90s.

Black & White
Tuxedo 

Chihuahua
$150.

4 month old 
male

310-392-2162

Ph
ot

o 
by

 C
hr

is
to

ph
er

 M
ed

ak

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Winona_Ryder
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Winona_Ryder
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gary_Condit
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gary_Condit
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Susan_McDougal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Susan_McDougal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Susan_McDougal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Susan_McDougal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whitewater_scandal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whitewater_scandal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whitewater_scandal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Whitewater_scandal
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scott_Peterson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scott_Peterson
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Good_Morning_America
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Good_Morning_America
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/60_Minutes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/60_Minutes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/60_Minutes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/60_Minutes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Larry_King_Live
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Larry_King_Live
mailto:Councilmember.Rosendahl@lacity.org
mailto:Councilmember.Rosendahl@lacity.org


Free Venice Beachhead • November 2009 • 11

Sunday, November 1
• 3:30pm - 4th Annual Calavereando Dia 
de Muertos Celebration/Performance. Free 
- 1651 18th St. Santa Monica.
• 7:30pm -  “The Irish Vampire Goes West” 
- Venice premiere showing of a surreal/
gothic film. 681 Venice Blvd - 310-822-3006.

Wednesday, November 4
• 9:30am - Ocean Front Task Force - James 
Beach Restaurant, 60 Venice Blvd. Free
!        

Thursday, November 5
• 9am - Revised Findings hearing on Over-
night Parking Districts (OPDs) - Coastal 
Commission. Long Beach Civic Center, 333 
W. Ocean Blvd. - www.coastal.ca.gov - 562-
972-9854.
• 6:30pm - Medical Marijuana - VNC Town 
Hall - Westminster. Free.
! !

Friday, November 6
• 7pm - First Friday on Abbot Kinney 
Blvd.  - Stores open late, music, snacks. 

Monday, November 9
• 6-10pm - Argentinian Experimental 
Films - Unurban Coffee House. Free.
Wednesday, November 11
• 7:30 to 10:30pm - 2nd Wednesdays - Suzy 
Williams Sings. Danny’s Venice Beach Bis-
tro & Bar - 23 Windward. Free.
!

Thursday, November 12
• 7:30pm - Beyond Baroque 40th Anniver-
sary Reading by Poet Laureate of New Jer-
sey Amira Baraka, world renown political 
poet/scholar/written over forty books/
founder of the Black Arts movement. Be-
yond Baroque - $10.     

Monday, November 16
• 6-10pm - New York Experimental Films - 
Talking Stick. Free.

Tuesday, November 17
• 7pm - Venice Neighborhood Council 
Board meets - Westminster Auditorium.!
!

Sunday, November 15
• 11am - Minivan Kids Series: The Hol-
low Trees - Bluegrass, country, blues 
and jazz styles doing traditional folk 
songs. Air Conditioned Supper Club, 
625 Lincoln Blvd., $10/adults & $5/
kids. (under 2 free). 230-5343.

! Wednesday, November 18
• 7:30-10pm  - Diva Singer Kathy Leonardo 
performs, 50% CD sales to Boys and Girl’s 
Club of Venice. Danny’s Venice Bistro & Bar 
- 23 Windward.
• 7:30pm - LA Monthly Review Discussion 
Group on “New Deal” public employment 
programs. Yahoo Colorado Center Commu-
nity Room, 2500 Broadway, Santa Monica, 
390-0306. Free.

Friday, November 20
• 7:30pm - Published poets Patty Seyburn 
and Judith Taylor read their poems. Beyond 
Baroque. Free.
"

Sunday, November 22
• 2pm - Meet and Greet the new United 
Methodist Pastor, Janet Gollery McKeithen. 
See the remodeled Sanctuary. 1020 Victoria 
Ave. Refreshments. Free. 391-2314
• 4pm - Tribute to Mark Cheka (1923-2004), 
pioneered many painting styles and served 
as Frank Zappa's first manager. Other poets 
will read in his honor. Beyond Baroque. Free
"

Monday, November 23
• 6-10pm - Canadian Experimental Films 
Unurban Coffee House. Free.

! Tuesday, November 24
• 8:15-11:15pm - Singer Suzy Williams - 
Angel’s Piano Bar & Supper Club - 2460 
Wilshire Blvd., Santa Monica. Free

Wednesday, November 25
• Happy Thanksgiving! - 11-2pm - Tentative 
plans are to have the annual “Feed the Beach”  
on Westminister Avenue at OFW. Permit appli-
cations are pending, so call first: 452-3034 or 
fruitgallery@yahoo.com - Free.

Monday, November 30
6-7:30pm – Stargazing with Sidewalk 
Telescopes, Great fun for kids. Abbot 
Kinney Library. 

Coming Attractions:
• 7pm, Dec. 4 - Arts & Crafts Fair - 
California & Electric - 393-1046.
• 7:30pm , Dec. 6 - Beachhead Poets 
read (see page 12) - Beyond Baroque.

Location Guide
• Abbot Kinney Public Library, 501 S. Ven-
ice Blvd, 821-1769
• Beyond Baroque, 681 Venice Blvd. 822-
3006
• Danny’s Venice Bistro & Bar - 23 Wind-
ward.
• Electric Lodge, 1416 Electric Ave, 306-
1854, max10@electriclodge.org
• The Good Hurt, 12249 Venice Blvd, 
www.goodhurt.com
• Hal’s Bar and Grill, 1349 Abbot Kinney 
Blvd., 396-3105 - www.halsbarandgrill.com
• Oakwood Recreation Center, 757 Califor-
nia Avenue.
• Pacific Resident Theatre, 703 1/2 Venice 
Blvd. 822-8392 - 
www.pacificresidenttheatre.com
• SPARC - Social and Public Art Resource 
Center, 685 Venice Blvd. 822-9560 x15.
• Talking Stick Coffee Lounge, 1411c Lin-
coln Blvd. 450-6052 www.thetalkingstick.net
• United Methodist Church and Audito-
rium, 2210 Lincoln Blvd. (at Victoria).
• Unurban Coffee House, 3301 Pico Blvd 
Santa Monica.
• Vera Davis Center, 610 California 
Avenue.(310) 305-1865. Fax 305-0146.
•Westminster Elementary School, 1010 Ab-
bot Kinney Blvd. (enter auditorium from 
Westminster Ave.) 606-2015

Ongoing Events
• 12-2pm - Thursdays - Blues at Uncle Darrow’s 
featuring “Joe Banks and Friends” - 2560 Lincoln 
Blvd. 310-306-4862. Free.
• 11am to 4pm - November 14 thru May 30 
Skateboard Evolution & Art Exhibit. Admis-
sion $8, kids under 12 free. California Heritage 
Museum, 2612 Main St., Santa Monica.

The Beachhead Calendar is a public ser–
vice to the community of Venice. Our goal is 
to list free events within Venice. If you 
charge for your event, please consider 
taking out a $25 or larger advertisement.

Last year’s Feed the Beach 
on Thanksgiving

Photo by Venice Paparazzi

CommUnity Events – day by day
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Celebrate the Beachhead – 41 Years Old!
Beachhead Poets Read

plus Open Mic
7:30 PM, Sunday, Dec. 6

at Beyond Baroque (Old City Hall)
681 Venice Blvd.
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Karl 
Abrams 
reading 
Stuart 
Perkoff

Krista
Schwimmer

Hillary
Kaye

Celebrate the Free Venice Beachhead's 41st Anniversary with readings by these 
Beachhead poets: Krista Schwimmer, Jim Smith and Hillary Kaye, plus Karl Abrams 

will read the poetry of Venice's great beat poet, Stuart Perkoff. He was the founder of 
the Venice West Cafe Expresso and, along with Tony Scibella, Frankie Rios, John 

Thomas, Lawrence Lipton, James Ryan Morris and others who defined the beat expe-
rience in Venice in the 1950s and 60s. Perkoff's poems appeared regularly in the 

Beachhead in the 1970s.  $7.
If you want contact information: 310-399-8685 - www.freevenice.org - 

Beachhead@freevenice.org

Jim 
Smith

Lost pet or stolen bike?
Now thereʼs help from the Beachhead!

For $5 run a photo and a short description.
Send the $5 to Beachhead, PO Box 2, Venice 90294

If possible, email the photo and text to: Beachhead@freevenice.org
The Free Venice Beachhead publishes the 1st of every month.

New Developments With 
Medical Marijuana Is Topic Of 
Neighborhood Council Town Hall

A Town Hall at Westminster Audito-
rium, 1010 Abbot Kinney Blvd. will be held 
at 6:30pm, November 5, to air community 
views about the facilities and to hear from a 
representative of the city of Los Angeles who 
will discuss a new ordinance controlling the 
dispensaries.

Medical researchers have found more 
than 250 illnesses whose symptoms can be 
treated with cannabis, including cancer, nau-
sea, vomiting, premenstrual syndrome, unin-
tentional weight loss, and lack of appetite, 
asthma, Glaucoma,  inflammatory bowel 
disease, migraines, fibromyalgia, multiple 
sclerosis, spinal cord injuries, alcohol abuse, 
attention-deficit disorder, arthritis, athero-
sclerosis, autism, bipolar disorder, depres-
sion, and many 
more.

On the other 
hand, a government 
study concluded that 
smoking cannabis is 
not recommended 
for the treatment of 
any disease condi-
tion, but did con-
clude that nausea, 
appetite loss, pain 
and anxiety can all 
be mitigated by 
marijuana.

A pre-1934 cannabis dispenser
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