Mission Possible 

by

Eyes Right

Mission Beach, CA -   There are three principal beach communities on the Pacific along the San Diego coast.  From north to south, they are Pacific Beach, Mission Beach, and Ocean Beach.  Recently I spent a week on the middle one, Mission Beach.
The community is on a narrow spit of land sandwiched between the ocean to the west and Mission Bay, formed by an inlet of the ocean, to the east.  Belmont Park, an old amusement park, complete with a wooden rollercoaster, sits at the corner of the southern  entrance from the mainland, West Mission Bay Drive, and Mission Boulevard, the only through street running from north to south.  Most of the roads perpendicular to Mission Boulevard are not streets, per se, but walkways, named alphabetically from Avalon Place in the south to York Place on the north end, the last before Pacific Beach begins with no warning.  Unnamed alleys are interspersed to allow access to garages for these “places.”  At random intervals, there are also a few larger streets which are named after California cities, all beginning with “San” or “Santa,” such as San Gabriel or Santa Clara.  The alphabetizing makes for easy navigation, but the narrowness of everything makes parking a supreme and, if towed, very expensive sport.
The first impression is that not much has changed since my last stay here in the late 1960’s.  Some of the older homes and apartments have been replaced by newer, more upscale structures, primarily along the beach front, but the same “surfer” mentality remains.  The three miles of beach is well tended by lifeguards in stations every few hundred yards.  Alternating sections of the beach are reserved for swimmers and surfers.  During this June week, there were plenty of both in the water, in spite of water temperatures in the 60’s.  It is a particularly broad beach which allows for volleyball, Frisbee throwing, horseshoes, smashball®, while still providing considerable room for sunbathing and water access.  Even on a sunny, warm weekend, the beach area is so spacious that there is plenty of room for everyone.
The major attraction of Mission Beach is its boardwalk, which travels the entire length of the beach.  Actually, it is not a boardwalk, but a smooth strip of concrete which runs parallel to the beach.  At any given moment, it is crowded with rollerbladers, joggers, walkers, skate boarders, and lots of bicyclists on beach “cruisers.”  The latter are fat wheeled bicycles with comfy seats – at throwback to the days when people leisurely rode bicycles for pleasure, rather than racing or climbing mountains.  The speed limit for everyone, no matter whether on foot or wheels, is 8 mph.  All of the homes on the boardwalk, now mostly upscale (several million dollars), are directly on the boardwalk, that is, you enter through a gate and are immediately on the porch.  The major pastime is for those in these homes to watch the people passing by on the boardwalk and for those on the boardwalk to scope out those sitting (usually with a beer or wine) in these homes.  
On any given afternoon or early evening, there seems to be an endless supply of “characters” on the boardwalk.  One older fellow on rollerblades glides along with his iPod blaring opera and classical music as he performs ballet maneuvers among all the walkers.  A woman, also not a youngster, weaves in and out of twenty small red cones spaced about 2 feet apart. She seems oblivious to the crowd passing by as if she is in a trance performing at the Olympics. [She is actually very talented].  Most of the younger women wear skimpy bathing suits in an obvious marketing ploy aimed at any “dude” who will buy them a beer or two at any of the several open air bars along the boardwalk.  
There was no sign of a recession here.  The bars were full, the shops were doing brisk business, and people were smiling.  It was not much different than the scene of Berlin in 1931 Weimar Germany just before the Nazis came to power as depicted in the play, Cabaret.  Hopefully, history will not repeat itself.
I thought you might like to know.
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