
The Society Page     By Gene Mahoney 

Russian Hill Upholstery & Décor is still 
located in Nob Hill, not Russian Hill. 

At the Warfield: Snail Mail, 5/4. Chet Faker, 
5/5. Cabaret Voltaire, 5/15. 

 

No, this isn’t a phone sex ad from a 1995 
issue of the Bay Guardian, with ad copy like 
“Totally hot Persian babes want to talk to 
YOU!!!!!” 

This is the niece and grand-niece of the late 
Iranian Major General Qasem Soleimani. The 
general was responsible for the deaths of over 
600 American military personnel from 2003 
to 2011. In 2020 the Trump Administration 
blew him up with a drone, so he finally got 
that dream date with 72 virgins.  

So, looking at the above picture, you must be 
thinking, Wow – they sure have relaxed the 
dress code for women in Iran! 

Not exactly… 

The Bush Administration designated 
Soleimani a "terrorist" in 2005. The Obama 
Administration admitted the niece and grand-
niece on tourist visas in 2015. The Trump 
Administration granted them "asylum" in 
2019. The Biden Administration issued them 
with full green cards in 2021.  

Yes, the hottie relatives of the general 
responsible for all those roadside bombs in 
Iraq and Afghanistan were living in Los 
Angeles, before their green cards were 
revoked and some mean old I.C.E. thugs 
picked them up (JUST BECAUSE THEY’RE 
BROWN-ISH PEOPLE). 

Actually, all those social media posts they 
made calling America “the Great Satan” and 
their communication with Iran may have had 
something to do with it.  

Was it junk food? Hip-hop music? Reality 
TV shows? What did it? How did this 
country get so stupid? 
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Real Housewives of Tehran: Above is an 
Iranian woman about to get stoned… to death. 
Below is a woman hanged, which is regularly 
broadcast on Iranian television (don’t know if 
you can get it on Hulu). Pray for peace? 

 

The Perils of Piss Jars  By Ace Backwords 

For nine years (1998 to 2007) I rented out a 
little office in the legendary Koerber Building 
(Ramparts magazine, KPFA radio station) in 
Berkeley for $115 a month. And for nine 
years I secretly lived in my office (it was 
against the law, it was zoned for business and 
not residential, but I’m an outlaw, man . . .  or 
at the least a borderline criminal). 

Anyways, I had just moved into the building 
in 1998, and I was trying to be as discreet and 
secretive as possible. For my big fear was 
that if the manager or the owner of the 
building found out I was secretly living in my 
office they’d give me the boot and I’d be 

back to being homeless and sleeping in the 
bushes or in doorways — a fate worse than 
life itself. So I was really trying to mind my 
P’s and Q’s. 

So to avoid detection that I was living in my 
office, instead of using the restroom down the 
hall 30 times a day, I would urinate in a “piss 
jar” — this big gallon water bottle that I used. 
And then deposit the contents in the restroom 
toilet down the hall, every couple of days 
when the jar got full of piss. I was being 
discreet, you dig? 

Then one night in 1998 — I think I’d only 
been secretly living in my office for about 2 
months at this point — it’s around 2 in the 
morning. And the building is virtually empty 
aside from me (everyone else — the normal 
people — worked a 9 to 5 at their offices and 
then split). So that was the perfect time for 
me to take my gallon jug of piss and empty it 
in the restroom. (I’m playing it cool as usual). 

Only SOMEHOW I managed to drop my 
gallon piss jar on the floor of the hallway. I 
forget how it happened. But I dropped it. And 
all I could think was “YOU STUPID 
IDIOT!!” Especially when the cap to my 
bottle came off and all of my bright yellow 
urine began spilling out onto the floor of the 
bright red carpet of the hallway. 

So now, suddenly, it’s 2AM. And I’m no 
longer “discreet.” In fact, I’ve just made a big 
yellow stain on the bright red carpet. So now 
I’m in a panic. There’s a big puddle of my 
personal urine that I’ve just dumped onto the 
hallway carpet of this nice pristine office 
building. I’m exposed. And in a very 
vulnerable position. The only thing I could 
think of doing was getting a whole bunch of 
rags and getting down on my hands and 
knees and try to mop up as much of the urine 
as I could. Then I got a bucket of water and 
dumped that on the carpet. To try and clean 
up the urine smell. And I then I dumped a 
whole bunch of liquid hair shampoo on the 
mess. That was the only kind of cleanser I 
had at my disposal. So I’m scrub scrub 
scrubbing over and over. 

And I spent HOURS on my hands and knees 
vigorously rubbing and massaging and 
wetting and drying and scrubbing that plot of 
carpet in the hallway of the Koerber Building. 
In the hopes of concealing my terrible 
blunder. I think it was 4 in the morning when 
I finally gave up and collapsed in a heap in 
my little office that I was still sleeping in (at 
least up to that point). 

The first thing in the morning when I woke 
up I rushed out to assess the damage. You 
could still see the remnants of the wet spot. 
But when I stuck my nose in it, it didn’t smell 
of urine. And gradually the stain faded away. 
And I lived happily ever after for another 
nine years in my office until I finally got 
thrown out. The End. 
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