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Romantic getaway §

Don't be looking for the falls and a collection of tourist traps when you
visit Niagara-on-the-Lake. While It may bear the name of the famous
falls, it's attraction isn't water, but screnlty mixed with a touch of ro-
mance and history: For more on thls romantic getaway, see Page 6D,

Tl Obseruer & Ercentric Newspapers

Avant-garde dress is a somewhat common
sight along the sireets of downtown Royal Oak.
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By Sharon Dargay
slali writer

Jim Moore, 28, an artist from Ferndale, turns heads in Royal Oak
of leather, ai

with his be-yoursell

treuse halr.

Dondero's homecoming parade decked out in blue and
white, and sinking your teeth Into a jelly-filled doughnut

I admit It. I'm biased about Royal Oak. I've lived
* ‘there for 35 years, and I llke it,

But I'm a tad rattled by the Increasing number of
people who paint my hometown as a haven for the hip,
trendy, avant-garde — a sort of Mayfleld-cum-Blrming-
ham =— and nothing more.

“Royal Ouk Is a lot more than upscale restaurants,
art galleries and klds with magenta-colored crew cuts,"
1Inwardly hear the June Cleaver slde of me fuming.

“It’s families strolling the streets on summer nights,

from 's Bakeey,” I reason, shaking my hip
violet tresses untll my avant-garde earrings from Patth
Smith's jangle llke cymbala. * -

For a natlve Royal Oaker ke me, the town Is both as
mundane as a trlp to Ace Hardware store for garden
hose and as offbeat as a shopplng spree for leather
whips and lace stocklngs at Nolr Leather.

IT'S A llitte schlzophrenic,
But that's part of the clty’s charm.
The scarch for dawntown Royal Oak starts with the

Tom Riloy
with modols, raliroad memorabilla and old

Warp Factor

Karlos Bamey
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By Joan Boram
speclal wrlter

The Detralt metropolitan area,
liko that of most targe cltles, can
boast of several clubs whoso select
membershlp is based on soclal con-
ncctlon, famlly connections, school

RT afflilatlons and/or net worth.
- One of the most excluslve clubs ls,
fittingly, one of the most non- osten-
- tatlous. No charlty balls, no regattas,
) here! Membership is strictly limlted

to 340 born-agaln children and Is, for
now, irrevocably closed.
l We're referring to the Crayola
Club at Les Auteurs, the popular
. 150-s¢at bistro in Royal Qak, one of
Esquire mogazine's best new res-
taurants in 1988,

In keeplng with the bistro image,
chef/proprictor Kieth Famle used
shiny white paper to cover the ta.
. * bles. Providing architeets, cartoon-
ists, doodlers and graffiti artlsts

with an assortment of crayons just
naturally evolved.

Doodlers delight
in Crayola Club

. perlwinkle crayon was dull or burnt

blue

peaple who work, live and shop the city.

I've always wanted to talk to a punk rocker, so one
Saturday, I headed for the corner of Washlngton and
Fourth.

Beth Mlller, a member of Royal Qak’s first famlly of
publishing, mixed caslly with others who sported leath-
er jackets and neon-colored halr. Her uncle ran the iown
newspaper before the family sold out to a corperation
several years ago.

BUT SELLING out deflniicly wasn't Beth's problem,

The 16-year-old Birmingham Scaholm High School
junior held a red carnation In her hand and talked about
her plans to ("Thank you, Lord") move back to her na-
tlve Royal Qak.

Dressed in white stretch pants and a black Beity Boop
T-shirt, Miller Is a bockend to her best friend, Holly
Drozln, who's 16 and a Dondero student, outfitied in
black stretch pants and a white sweater.

Jeers and stares {rom passing motorists don't faze the
palr, who prefer scdate picnies in Oakview Cemetery
with thelr spikey-halred friends to shopping sprees at
Benneton.

“I'm happy the way I am,” she sald. “I've trled many
different ways to betong. I don't belleve in preppy
things. I don’t like going out and drinking. I don’t fcel
like I belong when I go out with people like that.”

“THE BIGGEST thing Is to be yoursell. You don't
have to be like the other glrls,” Drozin chimed in.

Their 28-year-old friend, Jim Moore, an artlst from
Ferndale, terntd heads In passing cars with his be-your-
self of leather, al blue feans and
carrings. His painted, trinket-laden jacket jangled like
wind chimes when he moved. Wisps of chartreuse halr,
colored with ink and acryllc paint and baked by a
crimplng lron, were sceured with feather and bone.

Like Moore, many of the punks arc “artlsiic or musi-
cally Inclined.”

LES AUTEURS attracls an arty
group of gourmets, who raved about
the mozzarclla pizza and basll in-
gulne, but complained when their

slenna missing. 5

Finally, o patron brought in her
own box of crayons and requested
(hat it be put aside for her.

Voila! The ldea of the Crayola
Club was born.

“Jt Just took off,"” Famle said.

For an annual {ee of §5.50, mem-
bers get thelr very own box of 64
crayons. Each box 1s numbered and
placed In the Crayola Vault. Each
member's name and membership
number is engraved on a brass plate
that marks his or her crayons' loca-
tion in the vault.

Soon, a- “crayoller,” bearlng a
sharpener on & sliver chaln, will go
from table to table, “Would you llke
your magenta sharpened tonight,
sir?” For now, staff members take,

Club.

7

photos by STEVE CANTRELL/itatt pmlog'?plm

jeans and carrings, trinket-laden jacket ond whisps of cl;n:h
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“People are just fod up with 9-to-5 jobs and tired of
belng clones,” he sald, “Most of us are really harmlcs.”
Even so, Monica Breen, another Blrmingham i?i-

her [ T

ent, against o
band, "Dog Horn Cross,” with punk musicians, :

“I'D RATHER NOT be lumped in with that because
we're a different kind of thing,” she sald, lingering near
Cinderella’s Attic, a vintage clothing shop. 4

“Can we say It's punk rock fn 50 far as punk rock
means fight bull shit?" added anothcr band member,
trylng to be helpful. "Our musle is not purely entertain-
ment.” K

Corner Coney ~ that's entertainment. Nick Kahalan,
Its resldent Johnny Carson, provides hot dogs, colfce
and other lunch counter fare In the seven-seat diner he
bought from “a nice Albanlan guy" four years ago.

His continuous banter Is an added bonus. oo

“Hey, I won the Oak-Apple run,” he boasted, claiming’
victory in a recent town fool race. -

“Yeah, he took a cab," quipped his cldest son, Jack,

»

his two sons filled plates and mugs.

“You know, we have an employec lounge In the back* |
with tennis courts, a swimmlng pool, sauna and billlard - ,
hall.” T

DISHES CLATTERED like applause as Kahaluninnd -

Customers gulped down coffee and chuckles. ..

“I never look at another woman, I have a very jealous -
wlfe. I met her on parole.” .

Across the strect, Mark Parton took a qulck break in’
the kltchen of hls 1950s-style diner, R and J Coffee Shop:

“It’s like belng at ‘Cheers' here,” he sald. “You know .
how they say at the beginning of the song, ‘Where every-:
one knows your name?* ' Lo

Mark and hls brother, David, bought the restaurant .
from thelr father four years ago, continuing the 37-year:
traditlon of Parton family ownership.
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