HISTORY

SANTA CRUZ

From French-cut beaches
to Pacific Garden Mall

By PAUL BEATTY with bikini-striped lemmings from
Sentinel Staff Writer Santa Clara Valley.
"N A DAY crystalized in Warm sand, where a young mom

chases her ecstatic, droop-suited 3-
year-old, in and out of the sun-stroked
crowd, teasing the child, ‘‘Here I
From its Frenchcut come. Here I come. I'm gonna

; o tcha. I'm gonna getcha.”
beachgs to its lounging “‘trolls™ at the B¢
Top of the Mall, Santa Cruz is a stroll Her words echo down the beach
on the sunny, the slummy, and the wherg 4 dnppmg.Adon}As 'chases his
funny sides of California life. g!gg‘:lmgr Apuredite, h I|r"n gonna
Street theater-in-the-round, acted ge}ffa. n:jgo(r:ma getc gi h Gould
out by new-wave punkers, reaping a l‘he%uar hi 3?:‘:(;‘ 1€ ) o‘;‘ '
rich reward in middle-class’ glares; perched on his stilted tower, Wajches
shoppers and shopkeepers trading over .the sunseekers and the sea, aqd
plastic for plastic; attorneys arguing worties about ta y;)unglfman ‘fho '
their latest briefs while women win- ~ SW!Mming ;’Ut 00 ;r. lt,r;e wm;gr:
dow shoppers read promises of *‘30 wavesd k‘:.c l.lf‘p an 14 r()jo lzguar hb
percent off all lingerie."" Already at a AEOUSHE, S5 MES MU GUpEnc. 2 1
bare minimum. A cameo appearance surfers an.d strong swimmers nearby.
by an androgynous couple, daring to P'eople like EI‘IC . Graves, Bn'an
walk hand-in-hand. And always a O'Reagan, Eric Mxtche}l and. Then
moving, laughing backdrop of the Morley who have gone into the sea
young. ' and saved lives before.
" Santa Cruz belongs to the young. Soon, the city will have a rescue

We begin the walk early at the Main team, they say.
Beach where the sands are sprinkled

sunshine, Santa Cruz is
the second best feeling in
the world.

pull p
in 1983 and went home. For 20 zany
Don De Amicis dished out humor
every hot dog — “a little ice cream
ur hot dog, kid?” We lost Don when

e city’s  been massmg ai'oqnd i
{for so long, workers from pri
cted firms know all the shopk
irst-name basis. “‘Hi Ray, how’s the
w business?’”’ one yells to fo cop.
1y Parodi as he opens the door tr::%”
‘Bella Vita Delicatessen. o
esh crab is $3.95 a pound today, and
sellers in blue coveralls, swea ;
scarves, unload “local” fish
New Eng‘land Alaska

»

: s and stirring up tourlsts mﬂl
mentos from Santa Cruz. ‘
_ We pass a row of restaurant
ramar, Gilda’s, Malio’s, ‘
and the Sea Cloud — to stop at the
olphin at the end of the wharf for
n chowder, San Francisco Sour
by-red wine from Felton.
sherfolks at the rails, each
in optimism, watch gulls wheel
the clean blue overhead. Sea lions gmyt
among the grubby pilings.
32 fuffedglr:d ny)cknsh eyeballs us from
boat rental shop as we head to the
‘Boardwalk, its rides like beached sea.
skeletons in the sun. The.
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quick as a ca med wﬁme,
used»&a%mwdsmm his mast
the racing car game.

‘Overhead, the Skyride slides baal“vﬂ
forth carrying two riders doomed tqm
aloft forever.

* Sentinel reporter Joan Raymond will

never ‘;%get them _—
Boardwalk =“ mm’ by s flavored with air.
i ! Past the Asti

e | used to be t

Don’t guess at what lives down there now.

nnleashed by big buckaroos. 4 A
There’s Donatelli’s gelato nook wh
the proprietor insists American ice cre

d Avenue bars and
lem back to earth e | Arrow Bar. The “
' rescue, Joan was taking " A’s,” they were called back then
beach and noticed that two Skyrxders were \ old-timers now talk of the “Two A’s.’
¢

still up there, calmly sitting in their little | Arrow is now the Blue Lagoon.
space car. ‘Wander north, past the'Santa Cruz Com-
“She returned to the newsroom and | munity Credit Union near the Pacific Ge
caﬂeﬂ ‘Boardwalk President Charles Can- : and Silver Exchange and into the gar
field. “Why did you leave those two people section of the mall where red-bri
on the Skyride?” she asked, thinking it ‘

. planters serve as seats and grow peéopl
would be a good idea to get their telem ' and green things.

numbers and to wring out their mlsemle  “Tloveit. It's the most ‘dejlig’ (wo
experience for a news story. ~ ful) downtown area in the world. E

Charles paused for a moment, therf;md, ~ for Vejle,” says a lady from Denmar
“Oh, those dummies.”

His cavalier attitude shocked the i‘rd
ened newswoman. ‘This guy will never be
picked as Mr. Sensitivity,” she thought.

Charles explained that what sheé had
seen were manikins — Flintstone look-a-
likes — plunked aboard to attract luen i
tion. | !

Joan says she still wants them reﬁed j
: M interviewed. |

Weutart our walk to the Pacific GMen
Mall, crossing Beach Street, lined with
Moroecan motels — the Casablanca Alad-
«din’s Inn and the Magic Carpet. Around
the corner on the Washington Stre&ﬁx
tension — or Front Street, who can tell the
difference? — is a sign left by Otto when
he ran his beach rentals, pleading tlatwe
“Follow the Washington Senators.”’

Instead, we follow the yellow ilnck
road, East to the El View Motel where we
side-step to find the stairway to the mall.

At the bottom of the stairway, some
.weary soul has written, “WE NEED
WOVE AND FOOD.” Other graffiti dips

numerology to declare: “T i
AﬁAN EQUAL 666” — Satan

'!!he Catalyst fits Santa Cruz like a We

bar, owner Randall Kane is talking |

an entire generation. i
A touch of grace is found upstairs n%z.

bar and pool room where shooters '

Jade Stokes cooly make their shots, and

msm
- On the street,

HEALTH, OR 1’:4:;@!;;&‘1

‘once a clear, clean mm s&eam
m the river path and onto the mll

L oo L piaitaie at

basung in the golden glow of a flltﬁed ‘

— a skylighted chamber where we are
keyhauled under a hanging rowboat vgnile“.
eating chili and cornbread. Over by the

musician who this very night will degfe i

Me:mptm
her silent guitar.

“Pretty Mama’s”" is the prettlest name
for a store, and it’s filled with women and
a guy named “Chuck” who doesn’t know

We're grateful the clty passed a law
_ against skateboards as one nearly cuts us
. off at the knees.

The city cop on mall duty is probaMy

. counting his days until he gets paroled

backtomgnmpmuorthepolwebak
um&ppﬁyum@shgkm the
Street” assignment.

mmwmwammg
W by nature, it is

s:-m Cruz s a town of activists mw

: H m issue today.

A Yellow Cab driver laughingly lepun
elderly woman into the Palomar Hotel,

mmmmw

cart preparmg a bagel for a local mg:y
‘who intuitively senses those hot d
‘die when you eat them. Saint Luke was
healer, Levey’s been told, and sagl, 1
guess I heal hunger.” :

across the street. A popcorn stand run by
a !!are Krishna disciple, who one day,
without cause, was shot and shghtly
wounded by a 75-year-old man passing by.
~iA block away, street singer California
Slim saw the shooting and said to himself,

my music.’

Slim is still around. And, under kis his
‘real-life name, Bob Rowe, teachesmm‘
at West Valley College. !

‘Upstairs at Leask’s, Samuel ‘Sandy
Leask IV keeps the family tra ogr
whﬂedammlusmmim. dis-

ogs don't

Four years ago, she had comgeﬁmn

. I sure hope that guy with the gﬂi likes

Cm—




. .comparison.

*- St.-George guests pass the day tuned in

~on the mall’s live MTV, and the passing
‘parade of lunchers hits Zoccoli’s at noon to
pick up an avocado and cheese on rye and
to say ‘‘Hi-ya” to John Mills who wants to
talk to,us about the local news.

‘United Cigar is a wind tunnel that blows
_everybody through at some time, except
for the feminist demonstrators who got

locked in until the police could arrive and
stop the rending of Penthouse magazines.

The unofficial Mayor of the Mall,
‘Gerald, tells us today, ‘‘The clock at Coun-

ty Bank is two minutes slow.”’
~ Gerald, a man of the streets for 17

. years, is not an unusual political figure for

" _In the past four years, the town has had
two socialist mayors, followed by a gay
mayor. The present woman mayor, a fem-
inist and a progressive, is a little dull in
‘Duffy’s Deli is a joy for coffee and
political gossip with Councilman John
Laird. Neal Coonerty is pondering in his
Bookshop Santa Cruz if he should run for

.. eouncil. He never quite decides.

We’ve reached the top of the mall and in
front of Plaza Bakery find a column com-
manded by an aeried American Eagle,
cast in metal and dedicated to ‘‘the
‘Soldiers and sailors of all the wars.” Ex-
cept the sides we don’t support in
Nicaragua and El Salvador. Take your
Across Mission Street, the city recently

L put up “sunrise to sunset” signs at

Seribner’s Park where the homeless hang
out until they can slip off to their secret
‘campsites. It took city workers two hours
to plant the signs and the homeless wasted
seven minutes uprooting and hiding them
in the bushes. -

The walk is over. .

We turn and look back down the mall in
the broken, golden light. Seeing'its stores,

its trees, its great variety of people.
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