The Society Page
By Gene Mahoney
1998 marks the twenty year
anniversary of many things. This
column will cover four of them.
It’s the twenty year anniversary of the
Seinfeld finale. I remember moving to
Los Angeles in 1990 with my friend
(just like Laverne and Shirley). He
knew someone in The Biz, and
managed to get an unpaid internship at
Liberman/Hirschfeld Casting, who did
the work for Seinfeld.
My friend quickly realized trying to
make it in Hollywood involved doing a
lot of dull work for no money in the
hope of making it in an industry where
virtually no one made it, so he quit
after a few days.
Right after he resigned, I called them
up, went down for an interview, and
got the job. I mean, the unpaid
internship.
The people there were nice, but after
a few weeks I came to the same
conclusion my friend did, so I quit, too.
(Check the end credits for Seinfeld and
you’ll see the name Brian Myers. He
and I were the interns at
Liberman/Hirschfeld Casting. I took off
and he went on to a successful career.)
I had been in the Bay Area prior to that
for five years and missed it. Northern
California was now where I would call
home. I moved back here, worked for
some newspapers, started my own
newspaper, then watched helplessly as
the newspaper industry collapsed.
Seinfeld went on to become the most
successful and critically acclaimed
show in the history of television. So I
guess everything worked out for me.
1998 is also the twenty year
anniversary of the death of Frank
Sinatra. It turns out that Frank died
during the West Coast airing of the
Seinfeld finale. The ambulance had
little trouble making it to the hospital
as traffic was very light (everyone was
home watching Seinfeld).

Nancy Sinatra was planning on visiting
her father that night but decided to
watch Seinfeld instead.

monthly, then went monthly. Then it
went bi-monthly again. Then I think
monthly again.

1998 is also the twenty year
anniversary of the birth of Google.
And, once again, I’ll make this all
about myself.

In 2006 it became a quarterly with over
30 editions from Gold Country to Tinsel
Town. Then it ceased print publication
in 2008 and limped along online-only,
half-heartedly, until it returned to
print in 2014 as a photocopied
newsletter, left at coffee houses
around the Bay Area. Then it was
online-only again in 2015. Then in 2016
it appeared as this voice of Nob Hill
thing.

Google started in a small office space
at 165 University Avenue, in downtown
Palo Alto. It was located above
Chimaera, this used book and record
shop – ironically, two more products
Google helped destroy. I remember
going up there and asking if I could
interview them for this new publication
I had, but they blew me off. It may
sound funny now, but back then I
thought they had this great new
product – much better than the heavily
marketed Yahoo – and wanted to help
them get the word out.
The Seinfeld finale, the death of Old
Blue Eyes, the birth of Google, and
now… by a long shot, the least
important twenty year anniversary of
2018 – heck, maybe of all time. (Who
says nice guys finish last? I’m not a nice
guy and I finished last.)
This issue marks the twenty year
anniversary of the San Francisco
Herald.
As you know, the Herald started as a
photocopied newsletter for San
Francisco’s Nob Hill district. It went on
to become a newspaper distributed in
cafes, bars, and other businesses all
over the Bay Area. Eventually it had
over 30 editions distributed in
California, from Sacramento to Santa
Monica.
Actually, that isn’t chronologically
correct.
The Herald started as a newspaper
distributed around the Bay Area. Then
it had over 30 editions distributed in
California from Sacramento to Santa
Monica. Now it’s just a photocopied
newsletter for San Francisco’s Nob Hill
district.

I don’t feel bad about the Herald’s
decline, though, as the entire print
media industry has gone downhill in
flames. You can’t take it too
personally. Besides, this hyperlocal
newsletter model might be the future
of print. I won’t get into that now, but
at a later date.
I had planned on publishing a book the best of the Herald’s first twenty
years. Then I figured, why bother?
People can read the archives online.
Besides, there are hardly any
bookstores around anymore. And I’m
not going to sell it on Amazon. I hate
Amazon – they helped put the Herald
out of business. (I hate Jeff Bezos’
laugh, too.)
I was planning on having a twenty year
anniversary party at this bar in Nob Hill
called The HydeOut. Then I realized
most of the writers for the Herald
during its heyday wouldn’t show up.
Steven Capozzola (a.k.a. Mr. Fabulous)
moved back to New York, I think. I
don’t know what happened to Harris
Rosenbloom. James Dylan is either in
Afghanistan or the Philippines, I guess.
I ran into Lee Vilensky a while back,
but I don’t have his phone number. I
remember his email address, but I gave
up using email years ago. He has a
Facebook account but I don’t use
Facebook. I hate Facebook – they
helped put the Herald out of business.
(I hate Mark Zuckerberg’s hoodie, too.)

It doesn’t feel like it’s been twenty
years – and why should it?

Howard Hallis is probably still in Los
Angeles. Haven’t seen him in years. I
doubt he’d show up.

From 1998 to 2005 it was a Bay Area
newspaper that started off as a bi-

Kimberlye Gold and I were going out
for most of her tenure at the paper.

Some of you accused her of being the
Yoko Ono of the Herald. Haven’t seen
her in a long time, either.

I could invite the general public, but
all it takes is one nut-job to show up
and… forget it.

Another twenty year anniversary: Hang
Art Gallery at 567 Sutter had theirs in
June.

As for the post-heyday contributors to
the Herald…

Actually, in a way I’m glad there won’t
be a twenty year anniversary party. At
my age I hate going out.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lana Alattera has been published here
since around 2001. And I’ve never met
her. Rachael Clegg submitted
interviews with rock stars from
England, where she lives. (You can buy
a calendar with photos of her walking
around the Isle of Man, naked, at
RachaelClegg.com.) Allison Parks is
busy running her tanning spa in Napa.
So I doubt Lana, Rachael, or Allison
would show up.
I can’t imagine Ace Backwords leaving
Berkeley to attend a Herald twentieth
anniversary party. Heck, I can’t
imagine him leaving Berkeley for
anything.
Craig Clifford, the Herald’s web site
technician… na, he wouldn’t show up.
He left the Bay Area and is extremely
busy at work. Plus he has a wife and
kids.
Terri Nunn of the 1980s new wave band
Berlin… who appeared on the cover of
the Herald numerous times… would she
show up? Doubt it.
Regarding that aforementioned bar in
Nob Hill where I considered having the
Herald twenty year anniversary party…
I ran into a guy there.
I knew him growing up on Long Island.
He was a good friend in fourth grade,
fifth grade, and sixth grade – and a bad
one in seventh grade. I hadn’t talked
to the guy in close to forty years. He
said he moved out here in 2003. I
moved out here in 1985.
So I would have moved from New York
to California - started my own
newspaper out here - and for the
twenty year anniversary party for the
publication - the only person who
would have shown up would be this guy
I knew in fourth grade - back in New
York - whom I hadn’t heard from in
forty years - who would just be there
because he always hangs out at that
bar anyway.

Though not as much as I hate Amazon
and Facebook – they helped put the
Herald out of business.
Oh, and Google… you suck, too.
XXXXXXXXXX
In San Francisco: Streetlight Manifesto
performing “Everything Goes Numb” in
its entirety, Mephiskapheles and Kitty
Kat Fan Club, 7/26, Regency
Ballroom… American Aquarium, 8/14,
Slim’s… At Nob Hill Masonic Center:
Lucinda Williams with Steve Earl and
Dwight Yoakam, 8/1, Van Morrison,
8/14, Erasure, 8/17, Korn, 9/12,
Sebastian Maniscalco, 9/20… At the
Warfield: Rodriguez, Veral Sola, 8/17,
Halestorm + In This Moment, 8/23,
Caifanes, 9/13… At Great American
Music Hall: Toad the Wet Sprocket,
7/21 – 22, Reckless Kelly, 7/25, Hop
Along, Thin Lips, 8/8, An Evening
with Belly, 8/10, Amanda Shires,
8/18, The Marcus King Band, 9/11…
MARCH: A Graphic History of the Civil
Rights Movement, Cartoon Art
Museum, through 9/4… Futurefarmers:
Out of Place, In Place, Yerba Buena
Center for the Arts, through 8/12… At
Spoke Art Gallery: David Welker, 7/7 –
28. Nadezda, 8/14 – 25. Helice Wen,
9/8 – 29.
XXXXXXXXXX
Russian Hill Upholstery & Décor is still
located in Nob Hill, not Russian Hill.
XXXXXXXXXX
So long, Bruce Bellingham. The
longtime San Francisco journalist you
could often see around Nob Hill
watering holes passed away recently. A
nice guy every time I ran into him. His
brother wrote an obituary in the
Marina Times if you want to look for it
online.
XXXXXXXXXX

If you read it in the Herald, you
probably know it already:
Brainwash, the grunge laundromat in
SoMA – closed a few months ago. I
remember that place when it first
opened - must have been around 1987.
Those were the days – the DNA Lounge,
Brainwash, Live 105 (now Alt 105).
Remember Neurotic Records which was
located above it? Anyway – so long,
Brainwash.
XXXXXXXXXX

I got to meet an aspiring Bay Area
filmmaker recently, though I didn’t
attend the screening of her movie.
She’s not what you think of when you
think of “an aspiring Bay Area
filmmaker.” She’s a resident of Silicon
Valley (Los Altos), has worked as an
electrical engineer (she has a
doctorate in that profession), a
manager at IBM, a marketing director
for a startup company, and the head of
a residential construction company.
Though busy running a business and
raising two daughters, she pursued her
dream of becoming a filmmaker. She
has a degree in film from San Jose
State University (where she was her
class valedictorian).
Yeah, I know. I hate her, too.
Actually, she was very nice when I met
her. And modest, too – she never
mentioned her achievements – I had to
read about them in the Palo Alto
Weekly (the article is called “Shadows
in the Valley” if you want to find it
online).

Her name is Saila Kariat and her movie
“The Valley” had a brief run at Palo
Alto’s Aquarius Theater and San
Francisco’s Embarcadero Center
Cinema in June.
“The Valley” is about a wealthy IndianAmerican family living in Atherton,
who seem perfectly happy, until their
college freshman daughter commits
suicide.
Kariat is Indian-American herself and
lost a brother who suffered from
mental illness.
“The Valley” debuted at Silicon
Valley’s Cinequest film festival last
year and has had screenings at 25
festivals internationally, winning 12
awards and 19 nominations.
XXXXXXXXXX
This column began with references to
some twenty year anniversaries, and
we’ll end it with another one, which
sadly has similarities with “The
Valley.”
2018 is the twenty year anniversary of
the death of my best friend (the guy I
went to L.A. with after college to work
in show biz). Rest in peace.###
XXXXXXXXXX
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Telegraph from Berkeley

The Lusty Lady
By Ace Backwords
Back around 1990 I used to know this
beautiful young stripper. She was the
girlfriend of a good friend of mine. So
that’s how I got to know her.
She was about 19, with a wholesome,
girlish beauty. She had big, glassy cateyes, and short but thick black hair,

and long long legs. She was a number.
Generally she dressed fairly
conservatively when she wasn’t
working. But — like a lot of off-duty
strippers — she usually had this subtle,
little extra dash of sexuality to her
look that hinted at her possible
availability.
She worked at the Lusty Lady Theater
in San Francisco. One of the hipper
strip clubs (lot of women with tattoos
and piercings). And we would
sometimes have long conversations on
the telephone, and she liked to titillate
me with stories about some of the
weird things her customers asked her
to do (like pissing in a bucket or doing
weird lesbian acts). I had worked at
the Mitchell Brothers strip club when I
was a young man (no, not as a
stripper). So we had that milieu in
common. So we would trade stories
about some of the weird stuff we had
seen. I was fascinated with the subject
of sex back then and used to think
about sex all the time (every now and
then I could also think about sports,
but that was about it).
We also both wrote columns for one of
the more prominent punk rock zines of
the time. So we had that in common,
too. And we would exchange gossip
about some of the local hipsters and
scenesters that we both knew.
But I think the main reason she was
interested in me was because I was
good friends with her boyfriend’s exgirlfriend — the one before her. And I
think she sort of viewed the ex as a
potential rival. So she would sort of ply
me for information about her character
(and potential weaknesses) in case she
ever got into a cat-fight with the ex
over the boyfriend, and needed some
weapons in her arsenal. She was kind
of Machiavellian like that, viewed the
people around her as kind of chess
pieces on a chessboard, and you always
sensed that her interest in you was tied
into whether you were useful to her.
She had a cute, girlish manner, but you
could sense a definite hardness under
the surface. Something I guess you
needed to survive in her profession.
With its underlying premise of: You can
use me if I can use you.

Like a lot of young lovers, she and her
boyfriend had their fair share of drama
and spectacular fights. And sometimes
they’d break up, and she’d be crying
and wailing and imploring him to take
her back. I think my friend could never
get used to the fact that his girlfriend
was a prostitute (she was too classy to
be a streetwalker, but I think she
usually had a string of sugar daddies
lined up on the side).
Anyways, they finally had one last big
fight and broke up for good. And that
was the last I ever saw of her.
Until around 1998. I was walking across
the Berkeley campus when this
attractive, young co-ed stopped in
front of me and said “Ace??” Turned
out she was using the money that she
earned stripping to put herself through
college. Which I thought was
admirable. So many of the women in
that milieu get stuck in that sexual
underground. And when they lose their
sexual attractiveness they’re pretty
much used up. But when you’re
beautiful and intelligent and full of
ambition (like her) all sorts of doors
open up to you.
We sat on a campus bench and talked
about old times. Her ex-boyfriend —
and my friend — had ended up killing
himself. “I don’t know what I saw in
that loser,” she said (like I said, she
was a bit of a hardened case).
And we talked about the punk rock
zine we used to write for. I ended up
having a falling out with the publisher,
concluded he was slimy and dishonest
and disassociated myself with his
magazine. But he had recently died, so
the local punk scene was buzzing with
glowing tributes and hagiography in
honor of the allegedly great man. So
she asked me if that had changed my
opinion of him. “Hell no,” I said. “I still
think he’s a dirtbag.” (I guess I’m a
little hardened myself).
And that was the last time I ever saw
her. I have no idea how her life turned
out. But if I had to take a guess, I’d say
she married some rich guy and lives in
a suburb somewhere, and is a prim and
proper and respectable middle-aged
lady. And most of the woman at the
local PTA would probably never guess
about her colorful past history.###
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Herald Archives
It’s the twenty-fifth anniversary of
“August and Everything After,” the
breakthrough album by Counting Crows,
and the fifteenth anniversary of my
interview with their lead singer.
I wish I had saved the semi-literate
emails from that woman in the
boondocks – somewhere in America’s
heartland – who wanted Mr. Duritz and
me to visit her on her farm and be
shown a, ahem, good time. Not because
I regret having missed out on some sort
of swingers’ weekend inspired by
Stephan King’s “Misery,” but because it
would have added entertainment value
to the piece, considering the inane
questions I asked poor Adam.
Still thinking of “Raining in Baltimore”
by the Crows playing at the end of “The
Last of the Watermen” episode of
“Homicide: Life on the Street.”
Lee Vilensky’s piece that follows is from
2001, I think. Maybe 2000. I forget.
A Brief Chat with Adam Duritz, lead
singer of Counting Crows

because of that stuff. We didn’t really
have a big following. All our other bands
had big followings. Like my other band,
The Himalayans, was popular.
GM: Was that the one that sounded like
late Roxy Music: the “Avalon” period?
AD: No, that was more Counting Crows.
The Himalayans was more like heavy,
distorted, weird guitars -- big drums.
More of like an alternative band.
GM: That doesn’t sound like your
influences; like Joni Mitchell, Bob Dylan,
Van Morrison -AD: Well, you can find the Sex Pistols
and the Buzzcocks in there. The Dead
Boys, too. People decide what your
influences are, but I like a lot of music.
GM: Where are you from?
AD: Berkeley. I went to Oakland when I
was ten. But I lived most of my life
there.
GM: In the liner notes to your new
album, Hard Candy, you thank
Mohammed “the Mayor of Berkeley”
Muqtar. I’m trying to think of which one
he is. I know a lot of the Berkeley street
people. Like, you know the Hate Man -the guy who would heckle all the
preachers in the street and wear that
skirt?

(Photo by Zach Klein)

AD: Yeah, but Mo’s not a street person
(laughs). He’s the Associate Dean of
Student Services for the Athletic
Department at Berkeley.

Gene Mahoney: So when did you guys
start? In ‘88?

GM: That shows you where my head’s
at.

Adam Duritz: ‘89.
GM: Where? In Berkeley?
AD: Uh, yeah.
GM: Where did you guys get your start?
At Berkeley Square? The Gilman Project?
AD: Our first gig? Um... we had a little
version of the band in ‘89 that just sort
of split up, I think, and then, uh... I was
in some other bands all over the Bay
Area and Dave and I were doing open
mics just on our own, like at The
Firehouse and Mad Dog in the Fog. We
did one at the Paradise. Then we
started getting offered regular gigs

AD: At Cal he’s known as the “Mayor of
Berkeley”. Literally he and I walk down
the streets, and I am a well-known
figure at Berkeley. I lived there for 20
years and I went to college there, and I
still spend a lot of my time there, and
I’m in a huge rock band. And more
people know Mohammed. I mean the guy
is like a saint. He is the guy that makes
sure everybody stays in school, helps
them get to their classes, makes sure
everything works out, talks to their
families. All over the world people know
him. It’s amazing to me. He just touches
everybody’s life. I was in Utah the other
day and I was with Tom Holmoe, who
used to be the football coach at
Berkeley. He came out to the show and

we were just talking about stuff, and
Mo’s name came up and he said, “Man,
if there’s one thing I’m going to miss
about Berkeley more than anything else,
it’s seeing him every day.”
GM: In the early ‘90’s there seemed to
be a brief period when rock music got
exciting again, which kind of mirrored
what happened a decade earlier; punk
bands like the Clash and the Sex Pistols
gave way to what they called new wave
bands, like the Police and U2. Ten years
later grunge bands like Nirvana and
Pearl Jam broke and then we had bands
that were more refined, like you-AD: I think music’s always good. The
only thing that ever changes is when
people decide to notice it. Like, I think
grunge mostly sucked. I think Nirvana
was amazing. But I’m sorry, ten years of
dressing in flannel and acting just like
Nirvana does not make you a great
band. To me we have nothing to do with
Nirvana, except that we both wrote
great songs. I think we’re songwriting
bands. I think Pearl Jam started off
really great, too. But everything else
that follows... I mean, you’re good if
you’re good, not because you sound like
whoever that was. I love the Strokes, I
dig the Hives, I think the Vines’ album is
pretty good -- is everybody going to do
it now? Does this mean that music is
fresh because now we’re noticing all
these bands, just because there’s
something new for the media to get
excited about?

GM: There must be pressure from the
record company to sound like whoever’s
popular.
AD: I think they’re looking for those
bands. I don’t think they’re making
some band sound like that. You can’t do
it as a band either. No one is musically
good enough really to pull it off. A lot of
people think you are but there isn’t that
kind of musical adeptness in the world.
Bands come up influenced by those

bands and the record companies chase
those bands.
GM: I want to talk to you about the
Counting Crows Trader Network.
It opens all your shows to the tapers? I
never heard of a band encouraging that.
AD: My parents brought me up not to be
too big of a hypocrite. We’ve never
discouraged tapings at shows. One of
the reasons we came out and said it is
that you can have all the security
meetings you want to, you can tell the
people that this pass gets you back
stage and they’ll still not let people
back stage, you can tell them that
you’re allowed to take photos and
they’ll still grab it because they forget
it. We thought it would be easier just to
come out and say it.
GM: I guess no one really buys the
bootlegs until they’ve bought all of a
band’s albums anyway.
AD: I agree. That’s my impression.
Bootlegs are more expensive. They’re
for people who like music. To me it just
makes your live shows more famous. It’s
all about getting people talking about
your live shows, because with the
Internet being the way it is, and
downloading being the way it is, the
fastest-decreasing thing in the world is
the amount of records we can sell. I’m
pretty happy with our record right now;
it’s gold. In any other year that would
have been platinum.
GM: You’ve taken flak from critics
lately that you’ve just been singing
about how hard it is to be a rock star.
But you were saying that is your life
right now; what else do you know about?
AD: Yeah, the only thing I have to say
about that is, “Fuck off!” Where do you
get off telling an artist what he should
be writing about? That subject matter is
not in your jurisdiction. I write honest
songs that have feeling. So this is my life
right now. People chase me down the
street. It’s fucking weird. I hadn’t
changed at all. I was really still just the
same nice, normal guy. The world was
suddenly populated by a bunch of
fucking idiots, as far as I can tell.
The reason why artists write about fame
and how weird it is, is because everyone
acts like a fucking idiot. It becomes a

license to be a loon as far as I can tell,
and you are the loon magnet. I accept
that’s the way the world is, and critics
are going to bash that thing, because
it’s too easy to bash. Because even if
nobody knows me they want it. They
want your life without acknowledging
what it is. Well, okay, you can’t have it,
because you didn’t spend all those years
in your bedroom practicing the fucking
piano. You don’t get my life without
working for it.
I earned every moment of it. Years and
years of struggle. I went out and got
jobs. Others got good jobs and made
money and got on with their lives, and I
struggled as a construction worker and a
landscaper to get here. This didn’t drop
out of the sky for me. I always promise
my fans I’ll write honestly, so I do. If I
had written an album about something
else I’d have broken that promise.###

DOG SHIT IN LEFT FIELD
By Lee Vilensky
Picked up a woman in my cab at Turk
and Leavenworth.
She was a light complected, black
woman, wearing billowy, peasant-type
pants.
She smelled bad. Really bad. Like shit.
She must of weighed over 200 pounds.
She kept wiggling in the back seat,
making the cab tilt left and right.
Left and right. Back and forth. Aft and
stern.
Port and Starboard. It was a rough
crossing.
She got out at 16th and Mission, but she
didn’t really leave me.
Her smell lingered, pervaded, a
remembrance past, of fecal matter, lost
love, gangrene, sour grapes, dog shit in
left field.
I opened all the windows and sped
away.
Got flagged at 18th and Dolores.
Young man hops in and tells me, "USF."

A minute later he informs me that there
is a turd on the floor.
I pull over, and we both get out and look
at it.
There it is. In the back, on the floor.
A perfectly formed log. Stinkin’ Lincoln.
You couldn’t draw a better turd.
I told the passenger, "You couldn’t draw
a better turd."
Looking at it, I realized that it scared
me.
I was afraid of other people’s shit.
This was something I hadn’t realized
until that very moment. So I learned
something about myself.
I took the classified section of the S.F.
Chronicle, and rolled it into a scoop.
The Chron finally realizing its potential.
I judged the shot to be a 3 iron.
I placed the tip of the scoop under the
middle of the turd and flipped it with a
counter-clockwise motion of my wrist.
It flew out of the cab and onto the
green bordering the sidewalk, an easy 6
inch putt for birdie.
The passenger got in front and I
delivered him to USF.
He was a good kid about the whole
thing.
Made a good bong and beer story.
I wish all my customers were such good
sports.
That night I laid in bed and thought
about the woman.
Was she married? Did she have a lover?
Was she a good kisser?
Did she take a cab every time she
needed a bowel movement?
I started to get aroused.
I took out my 1978 calendar of topless
Hawaiian girls, and things moved quickly
from there.###

