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

At the Warfield: Olivia Dean, 8/3. The 
Budos Band, 8/23. Supergrass, 9/6. 

Jack Diamond died 15 years ago. His real 
name was David Singer and he was a disc 
jockey at KFJC, the radio station in Los Altos 
known for playing obscure music. He had a 
deep voice but managed to not sound 
masculine. Jack, me, and a few other guys 
would regularly hang out at Cafe Borrone in 
Menlo Park, until we discovered he was 
saying unflattering things about us behind our 
backs. Then he had to sit at another table 
away from us.  

Prior to his excommunication, he wrote a 
piece for the Herald about how a couple who 
were fans of his radio show invited him to 
their home for Thanksgiving, and he ended 
up running out of the place because he 
thought they were going to kill him. 

I interviewed him about his radio show - and 
the fact that he used to have a vending 
machine business. Jack mentioned how 
people would bash in his machines if they 
lost money in them, so the greatest day of his 
life was that time on the news when some 
guy shook a vending machine and it tipped 
over and killed him.  

He wrote a story for the Herald about how he 
hated his father. That as a kid he broke his 
arm playing football and his dad couldn’t 
stop laughing. He wrote that his dad thought 
the only thing President Nixon did wrong 
regarding the Watergate scandal was get 
caught. Which explained why, when Jack got 
caught shoplifting, and started vomiting 
profusely because of it, his father chased him 
around the living room yelling “THIS IS 
WHAT HAPPENS TO YOU WHEN YOU 
GET CAUGHT!” 

Jack claimed his dad was a notorious 
tightwad. That he started a vending machine 
business after he retired, had lots of money, 
but never spent any of it on him. It just sat 
there in the bank. One day Jack woke up at 
dawn and opened the trunk of Dad’s car, 
where he kept bags of coins collected from 
the vending machines. Jack angrily scooped 
the coins up and threw them in the air. He 
could hear the coins hit rooftops. He returned 
inside. Later that morning, the neighborhood 
kids were yelling excitedly that “IT RAINED 
MONEY!” His father never mentioned it to 
Jack -- it probably freaked him out too much.  
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Jack ended the story that he hoped it haunted 
his father for years to come.  

Then Jack wrote an angry letter to me that I 
published in the letters section. He went on 
about how his stuff is great and everyone 
thinks it’s great and he doesn’t need me. 

I think that was a common thread with Jack, 
and why, when his chain-smoking habit 
caught up to him and he died at age 55, he 
was pretty much friendless. It seemed like 
when he started to become friendly with 
someone he would sabotage the relationship. 
I found it kind of unsettling how blasé 
everyone was about his death. Everyone was 
puzzled why I was kind of sad for the guy. I 
could see their point. He said nasty things 
about me, too, not just them. He was a very 
unhappy person, so I guess it’s not as sad as a 
very happy person dying. Yes, he was a 
weird guy. But I guess I’m kind of weird, too. 

 

The man, myth, & legend: Jack Diamond 

Remember the news in March about that 
store manager at Walgreens in the Castro 
who finally got so fed up with shoplifters that 
he punched and kicked some scumbag who 
stole a bottle of shampoo? Unfortunately, he 
was convicted of assault and is headed for the 
hoosegow. Mr. Guang Hong is (was) the 
store manager and the scumbag is named 
Larry Whitlock.  

And a big shout-out to Kamala Harris, the 
former California attorney general who 
helped get Proposition 47 passed by selling it 
to the public as the "Safe Neighborhoods and 
Schools Act,” which drastically lessened 
penalties for crime, including shoplifting. All 
these upstanding citizens have since moved 

out here. Gee, it’s too bad she didn’t become 
president. She could have done to the whole 
country what she did to California.  

The movie actor Michael Madsen died 
recently. In 2006 the Herald printed some of 
his poems. Here’s one… 

Baseball 

Dodgers 
leading the Padres 3 to 1. 

I read Ron LeFlores’ book and 
one on A.J. Foyt. A fake by Butler 
…and the count is 1 and 1 to Mike. 
5:1 Dodgers as I write, Piazza hits a 

homer and Cincinnati waits… 
Tommy Lasorda’s son dies 

of AIDS, and he kisses 
Piazza. 

 

Words from our Sponsors 

Throwing an event? NEON has it all. All 
inclusive pricing. Indoor/outdoor spaces. 
Outside/food and drink welcome. 125+ five 
star reviews on Google. Email 
events@neon.work or call 415 907 5051.  

Happy Hour Special, 3PM - 6PM: Tecate $3, 
Corona $4, Modelo $5, Bare Bottle $6, 
Sangria $8. Chisme Cantina, 882 Sutter. 
(415) 370-7070. Catering available. 

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  
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