The Society Page By Gene Mahoney

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

At the Warfield: Punk band Gogol Bordello
with Ukrainian frontman Eugene Hutz. 3/6.

At The Ritz in San Jose: Metalachi: The
World’s First and Only Heavy Metal
Mariachi Band. 3/21.

Muni is going to increase their fares in July
to $3. Basically, people who pay their fares
are subsidizing the fare-evading bums who
don’t pay. In 2024 it was claimed that 30% of
Muni riders don’t pay. What? More like 30%
do pay. Ending fare evasion will work
wonders getting rid of the people who come
to this city and get free rent for doing nothing
all day. When Willie Brown ran for mayor 30
years ago he mused about having gang
members patrol the buses. Maybe that wasn’t
such a bad idea. Some black eyes and fat lips
may convince fare evaders to part with 3
bucks. Tell Muni how you feel. A letter is
probably worth 200 emails. Muni is at 1 S.
Van Ness Avenue, SF, CA 94103. (Maybe
you should leave out the part about the black
eyes and fat lips.)

A couple of issues ago, Ace wrote about this
guy in Berkeley who used to walk around
naked in public, back in the 1990s. By that
time, it seemed that streaking had faded from
society’s memory. Streaking wasn’t as big as
disco, bellbottoms, or platform shoes in the
1970s, but there were reports of streaker
sightings here and there that made the news.
What was streaking?

Streaking was the act of running naked in
public. Probably the most famous streaking
incident was at the 1974 Academy Awards.
Back then everyone watched it — it was just
as big as the Superbowl. Winners picked up
their awards and thanked people. They didn’t
bore and nauseate the television audience by
rambling on about social justice, etc.

Anyway, just before the show’s host,
esteemed British thespian David Niven
announced The Sting as best picture, a
streaker made it from one side of the stage to
the other. Niven quipped, "Well, ladies and

gentlemen, that was almost bound to happen...

But isn't it fascinating to think that probably
the only laugh that man will ever get in his
life is by stripping off and showing his
shortcomings?"

The streaker went on talk shows afterwards
and claimed it wasn’t planned by the
Academy Award producers (though there’s
debate about that). His name was Robert
Opel. Opel taught English as a second
language for the Los Angeles Unified School
District — until he was fired for the streaking
incident. In 1976 he ran for U.S. president
with the slogans “Nothing to Hide” and —
since this was right after Watergate — “Not
Just Another Crooked Dick.”

SAN FRANCISCO HERALD
February 2026

Robert Opel

David Niven (Photo by Allan Warren)

In 1978 he moved to San Francisco,
apparently under the impression the city
would be more accepting of his bisexuality.
He opened Fey-Way Studios, a gallery of gay
male art at 1287 Howard Street. Everything
seemed to be going well for him. Until in
1979 when he was murdered. Apparently a
couple of guys claimed he sold them some
bad drugs the night before, demanded drugs
and money, and when he claimed he didn’t
have any drugs, they shot him. He was 39.
The assailants were caught and sentenced to
life in prison.

There’s a more in-depth article about this
titled “What Became of the Oscar Streaker?”
by Michael Schulman that appeared in The
New Yorker and is available online.

Besides disco, bellbottoms, platform shoes,
and streaking, do you know what else was
prevalent in the 1970s? Dog-doo. There
weren’t these clean-up-after-your-dog laws
then, so it was all over the place. Which
reminds me of this classic Herald archive that
I don’t have room to reprint here. So go to

SanFranciscoHerald.Net, click on archives
for 1998-2005 at the top of the screen, then
click on the archives for Lee Vilensky, and
you’ll find the best free verse poem you’ll
ever read titled “Dog Shit in Left Field.”

Father’s Day By Ace Backwords

My relationship with my father was pretty . . .
unsatisfying. I guess that’s one way I could
put it. Most of my relationship with him over
the years could be characterized as a.) long
periods of anger, followed by b.) long periods
of indifference (where I mostly just tried to
block him out of my life). Followed by c.)
brief periods of respect, admiration and even
gratitude.

The last time I saw my father was in the
summer of 1999 (man, THAT went by
fast!).He came to the Bay Area for a couple
weeks on a vacation, mostly in the hopes of
rekindling some kind of relationship with my
older sister (who also lives in Berkeley), who
had pretty much completely disowned him,
and refused to see him during the visit. At the
time I felt I was on reasonably good terms
with my Dad, and had resolved most of the
issues that I had had with him in the past. So
I ended up going out for coffee or lunch with
him on multiple occasions during the course
of his visit. But a weird thing happened: The
more I saw of him, the more I disliked him.
It’s like it kept reminding me of all the
reasons why I had disliked him in the first
place (many of which I had forgotten about at
that point).

So after that, I didn’t have much to do with
him over the next 20 years. Aside from
occasionally writing him a letter.

Until in 2018 when I suddenly got the news
that he only had weeks to live. So I made a
frantic effort to reach out to him before the
clock expired and managed to talk to him
once on the phone.

And then shortly after that, he died. The end.

Words from our Sponsors — uh, Sponsor

Pat’s Café, 2330 Taylor (off Columbus).
(415) 776-8735. Breakfast, lunch, & weekend
brunch. Indoor & outdoor dining. 7:30 AM —
2 PM daily. Takeout, call directly or order
online. PatsCafeSF.com

The San Francisco Herald is ©2025 by Gene
Mahoney Good Clean Fun comics are fiction.
Global headquarters: P.O. Box 843, Redwood
City, CA 94064. (SanFranciscoHerald.Net)

That’s it for this issue, folks! Hey, let’s try
to quit being so angry all the time and try
to get along with each other more. Give it a
shot. You may feel better. Take care.



GOOD CLEAN FUN - Written, Drawn, & ©2026 by Gene Mahoney — “Minnesota Snow and I.C.E.”
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HEWO, Ress COKPS, T Am THE
PRESS’ SECRETARY FOoR MINNESOTA
GOVERNOR TIMm WALZ.,
MY MAME 15 CHANTEUSE.
I'M HERE To ADDKESS SOME

S

THAT THe GOVERNR IS NOT

COOPERATING WITH I.C.E. AGENTS

ANP LETTING ANTI-L.C.E.

PROTESTS GET OVUT oF ConTROL
70 DIVERT ATTENTION

RECENT ALLEGATIONS ASAINST FRomM THE
e SO-CAUED
THE GOVERNOR. T SOMALI FRAVD SCANDAL .
| .
I — =
AND LET ME STATE THAT &, 0 TO ENSURE THAT ATTENT [ON
AS A MEMBER OF THE LOCAL /5;/\/07' DRAWN AWAY FROM THE

LGBTQ® CormuiTY, AM FROUP
OF THE SUPPORT WE HAVE SHOWN
THE LOCAL SOMALL CoriruNITY.

EVEN THoUSH THEY
ReALLY, ReAlLY
HATE Us.

THESE BI6, BEEFY . MASCVLINE
T.CE. AGENTS, (PANT! BanT PANTT)
THESE STRONG; ToUGH, MACHO
T.C.E. AGENTS, (PAnT! FANTIANTT)
WITH THEIR MUSCULAR BODIES,
CPANT! PANT! FANT ! PANTT)
WITH THEIR BULGING BICEFS ...
C PANT! PANT PANT! FANTI)
v ANP BULGING TROUSERS !
" - TN

S0-CALLED SOMALI FRAUD SCANPAL
AND TO THE WONDERFUL FROTESTS,
IT’S IMPORTANT THAT AGITATIRS,
UM, T MEAN FROTESTERS, DON'T
ENGAGE (N RISKY BEHAVIOR
THAT CAN GET
THEM HURT...
OR KILLED:.,
OR WORSE.

\

HA! THATS RICH!

WHAT A Joke! '
THE LAST THING HE LMNTS IS TO
DIVERT MEVIA ATTENTION FROM
SOMETHING THAT, LIKE, HE IS SO
[NNOCENT OF. AS PURE As THE
MINNESOTA WIND-DRIVEN SNVOW.
BEsIDES, WHO CARES %,

THEN AGAIN, WHO ARE WE TO
TELL YoU WHAT TO DO%
“IF You WANT TO HOP IN A CAR
AND Mo DoWN AN T.C.E. AGENT,
OR BRANVDISH A GUN [N THE
MivpLle oF A RIOT...
FolloWw YoUR BLISS.
JusT BEWARE V
OF THese
BAKBARIC,
NeANDERTHAL
T.C.E.

THUGS.

L

WITH THEIR FIRM, ROCK-SOLID T

BUTTOCKS... BUNE OF STEEL ! (GuLr!)
NO WONDER S0 MANY WOMEN GO
10 THeSe ANTI-IL.E, PROTESTS
AND CONFRONT L.C.E. AGENTS.,
IT5 THE onLY PLACE THEY CAN
e AROUND REAL MEN TOPAY !
(WITH GUNS LIKE PHALLIC SYmeoLs |

Couir!) These BARREL -(hesTen)
SPecimENs OF MaNHoOD!!!
(PAvT! PANT!) THESE TESTOSTERONE
FiLLED HorTIES! (PanT! PANTY)
UH... No @UESTIONS TOPAY!

I'm ovTTA HeRe!
WHERES THE ResTREOM T/
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