













































































Casa Madrona. The name is Spanish
but don't let this confuse you. Frankly
speaking nothing is more French in all
of France. As I said, we'll return in a
moment to Snoopy and Santa Rosa, but
first hear me out about Casa Madrona:
Hidden among trees and shrubs and
great bursts of blood red bougainvillea,
Casa Madrona® is as European as a
snifter of campari. Its 12 rooms fetch
$12.60 to $18.90 a night, double, along
with a continental breakfast which is
delivered by the chambermaid. Just as
it's done in Europe. Or if guests prefer,
breakfast may be taken on the balcony
with its wicker furniture and a breath-
taking view both of the Bay and boat
harbor.

Casa Madrona occupies the oldest
home in Sausalito—a snug three-story
frame dwelling which has offered shel-
ter to a series of occupants for more
than 100 years. First the private home
of a lumber baron, it was launched as
a guest home during the California
Gold Rush. Enter Robert Henri Des-
champs, ex-hero of the French under-
ground and host par excellence. M.
Deschamps scraped, painted and
papered, transforming Casa Madrona
into  Sausalito’s warmest bedrcom — a
typical French country inn. As the pro-
prietor of Casa Madrona, M. Des-
Cl}‘“"fps also acts as maitre d’ of La
Vivoir, a cozy French restaurant on the
lower level. Candlelight dinners are
serveq daily between 6 and 10 p-m.,
fe‘dt‘lll‘mg_ such choices as Les Pigeons
de Berville, Canard de L’Esterel, La-
pereau Bracomnier, pepper-steak and
({thel‘ entrees. Along with the candle-
light and wine, guests are served a
helping of romantic French melodies.
With a few bars of La Mer they get
to wondering if perhaps this isn’t Cap
Ferrat rather than Sausalito.

Now to get on to Santa Rosa and

Snoopyville, which is only an hour or
so beyond M. Deschamps’ charming
French inn. This town where Snoopy
lives was unearthed by the late horti-
culturalist, Luther Burbank. He called
it “the chosen spot .on earth—the air so
sweet it is a pleasure to drink it in.”
Well, the air remains sweet and fresh
and there among its red barns and
green hills the Peanuts gang has found
their happiness:

Those who would suggest that
Snoopy is nothing more than a pen-
and-ink character created by Charles
Schulz need only look in on the ornate
ice skating rink where the Head Beagle
performs daily. It's more than a dog
house, this shelter occupied by Snoopy.
Cartoonist Charles Schulz and his wife
Joyce call it the Redwood Empire
Arena. While the graying artist watched
from the balcony, Snoopy moved
around the ice, skating in time to a
happy waltz that had the entire crowd
Lumming. It was all somehow reminis-
cent of Disneyland. Here was some
pint-size human dressed up in a Snoopy
costume, looking for all the world as if
perhaps he'd just skated out of your
morning newspaper.

Schulz says even he gets the feeling
sometimes that Snoopy is alive. He
signed autographs while Snoopy held
court at a post-skating birthday party
for a 6-year old. Of Snoopy, Schulz
says he comes alive from memory—the
memory of a dog he once owned in a
small town in Minnesota. He hates to
admit it. but he also owned a real live
dog once named Snoopy. The trouble
was, this particular Snoopy got in all
sorts of fights with other dogs. “So we
had to give him away,” Schulz said,
wagging his head in that shy way
Charlie Brown does.
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In Santa Rosa, Snoopy and the ice
arena have brought the town a new
industry: tourism.-Snoopyville being so
close by San Francisco, visitors in
caravans of cars and buses make daily
pilgrimages to Snoopy’s dog house.
That is, ice house. Schulz spends much
of his time skating with the crowds at
the arena, a man obviously unimpressed
by fame as well as fortune. The reason
he and his wife came to build the
arena was simple enough. They're crazy
about ice. Coming from Minnesota they
went off looking for some place to skate.
When they found none they decided to
build their own. It was no small under-
taking. By the time they painted in the
last Swiss alpine scene the new ice
palace came to a cool $2 million plus.

From outside the whole place more
resembles a snug inn transplanted from
the distant Alps—a huge, ornate, lodge-
like place surrounded by redwood trees,
pine, fir and bowls of flowers hanging
from Bavarian-style lamp posts. To
create the life-like murals facing skaters
inside the arena, Schulz sent two pho-
tographers clear to Switzerland. It's the
sort of wholesome atmosphere expected
at Disneyland, a refreshing flashback to
a time when the world was a simpler,
happier place and America entertained
herself with circuses and fairs and
buggy rides.

Few felt, in the beginning, the arena
would be a success. As it turned out,
Snoopy’s new home was a howling suc-
cess. So successful, in fact, that ice
skating is offered as an accredited
course at Santa Rosa Junior College.
Strangely, practically no one in town
had ever skated before. Schulz’s wife
Joyce spends up to 18 hours a day
supervising the activities at Snoopy’s

(Continued on page 26)















































































