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Are you ready for a change?
Learn real estate investing!
We are a community of real estate investors (with locations
nationwide) who are always looking for motivated people
that want to learn how they can become financially independent. We build our teams with folks who have the drive and
determination to make a change!
Real estate investing can be a very lucrative venture *if* you
know what you are doing. Learning how to find deals and
make money is something most people consider only possible
with years of experience and a ton of cash. Neither are necessarily true and we can show you how this can be a realistic
and attainable goal.
If you are someone who's ready to make a change, please
send your full name along with your contact phone number
and email and I'll contact you within the next 24 hours (48
hours if on a weekend). We'll go over your interests and goals
to see if there's a good match!

To start on your new path, text or call me at:
916-542-9421

The Society Page
By Gene Mahoney

Luisa’s, that Union Street institution
that moved to Nob Hill not too long
ago, that fine Italian dining spot, is no
longer at 1550 California Street. It’s
gone and has been replaced by Tuba
Express since January. Jenni, the
manager, says the new restaurant is an
extension of Tuba, which is at Guerrero
and 22nd Street in the Mission. Both
Turkish-Mediterranean restaurants are
owned by Huseyin Ozyol and Serkan
Karabacak.

and I had flight benefits up until age
22. They would have cut off at 18 if I
hadn’t wasted time and money getting
a useless degree.
I went there to promote a client’s
Carnegie Hall debut. She’s the lovely
and talented Jeeyoon Kim, a classical
pianist who hails from Korea and makes
her home in San Diego (get her new
CD, “Ten More Minutes”). I heard the
gig went well. And you know the old
adage, “How do you get to Carnegie
Hall? Go to West 57th Street.”

Eddie, another manager, hails from
Istanbul and claims the restaurants are
the most authentic Turkish ones in San
Francisco.

Right after I moved to California I had
this girlfriend who lived in Nob Hill,
and we used to hang out at The Front
Room restaurant when it was located
on California Street and Larkin. Then it
moved to where Tuba Express is now
before closing years ago.
XXXXXXXXXX
Russian Hill Upholstery & Décor is still
located in Nob Hill, not Russian Hill.
XXXXXXXXXX
As you know, even though I was
conceived here in San Francisco’s Nob
Hill district (at the St. Francis Hotel
overlooking Union Square), I was born
in New York City and raised on Long
Island.
In December I visited the Empire State
for the first time in over 20 years. Hard
to believe, as I used to visit there all
the time when I was going to college.
My dad worked for American Airlines

Anyway, just before I got on the flight
to the Big Apple, I washed up in the
restroom at the SFO terminal. Looking
around, I thought, Is this where it
happened?
And what is it? Well, let’s back up a
bit…

Jenni says this one is called Tuba
Express because they serve lunch to
go, unlike the Mission restaurant, but
it’s still a formal dining experience.

Right after he said that, Luisa walked
through the door and announced she
was opening a new Luisa’s restaurant
on Polk Street, probably by the end of
April.

Yeah, it sure looked better than the
crime-ridden, graffiti-effaced dump it
was in the sixties, seventies, and
eighties. This 22 year old guy I talked
to at a bus stop couldn’t believe New
York used to be like that before Rudy
Giuliani began his Travis Bickle routine.
I wish he’d move out here and run for
mayor. Rudy. Not the guy at the bus
stop. Though who knows, maybe he’d
make a great mayor, too.

Jeeyoon Kim
And thanks to my Aunt Louise in
Whitestone, Queens for putting me up
(and putting up with me). And hello to
my cousins, Andrea and Rachael who
stopped by. I guess this is my new
home when I head back there, not
Nassau County where I was raised.
Everybody I knew there is either
somewhere else now, dead, or they
don’t want to see me.
Actually, Whitestone is right next to
the town I was born in – Flushing. (I
know, what a name – blame the
Dutch.) Flushing is heavily Asian now –
all the signs downtown are in
Mandarin, Cantonese, Korean,
Japanese, Vietnamese, etc.
Manhattan looked clean as a whistle.
All the dining establishments had this
corporate shopping mall feel to them –
no more old Italian restaurants where
Michael Corleone grabs a gun hidden in
the toilet and makes a hit. And there
were no panhandlers on the street, no
porno theatres in Times Square – just
lots of police carrying heavy artillery –
kind of an Israel or 1980s Northern
Ireland vibe.

In 1983 a low budget talk show
debuted on some UHF television station
in Southern California. It was called
“Hot Seat” and was hosted by a cranky
middle-aged man named Wally George.
Wally sat at a desk. Behind the desk
were pictures of John Wayne and the
Space Shuttle. The conservative Wally
would interview someone who would
sit in the guest chair (a.k.a. the Hot
Seat). The guest was always a liberal
(or someone pretending to be a liberal)
and Wally would interview and insult
him or her. Then he’d throw him or her
off the show as a bunch of drunken frat
boys in the audience would chant,
“Wally! Wally! Wally!”
Also in 1983 a nationally syndicated
talk show debuted. It was called
“Thicke of the Night” and starred Alan
Thicke, whose claim to almost fame
was writing theme songs for sitcoms
like “Diff’rent Strokes” and “The Facts
of Life.” A critical and commercial
disaster, the show tried to save itself
by constantly featuring an up and
coming comedian named Arsenio Hall…
and Wally George.
The studio audience on Wally’s show
cheered him, but the crowd on
Thicke’s show jeered him. So did the
host and his guests. (It was on this
show that Wally revealed he was the
estranged father of actress Rebecca De
Mornay and lambasted the movie
“Risky Business” in which she played
the prostitute girlfriend of Tom
Cruise’s character.)

However, Wally and Arsenio couldn’t
save “Thicke of the Night.” It was
canceled in 1984.
In 1987 a talk show debuted on WWOR
– TV, channel 9, serving New York’s tristate area. It was similar to Wally’s
show, but with a bigger budget.
The host, Morton Downey, Jr., wasn’t a
cranky middle-aged man, but an angry
middle-aged man, who would enter the
stage along with two bodyguards, and
high-five members of the studio
audience, who chanted, “Mort! Mort!
Mort!”
Morton Downey, Jr. had a similar rightwing, populist world view to Wally
George, who complained that Downey
had stolen his act.

country, including Jim Gabbert’s “TV20” here in San Francisco.
If memory serves correctly, the media
reports were that Morton Downey, Jr.
came to the Bay Area in 1989 to
promote his show for channel 20. The
last night he was here, he had a few
drinks on Jim Gabbert’s yacht, then
headed to SFO to catch a plane back
east.
Before his flight he went to use the
men’s room. That’s where and when he
claimed a few neo-Nazi skinheads
attacked him, cut off some of his hair,
took out a felt tip marker, and drew a
Swastika on his face. The police
investigated and found no evidence of
an attack. Downey didn’t file a police
report.

As noted earlier, the crime rate was
much higher back then, so guests like
Curtis Sliwa of the Guardian Angels
received the utmost respect. Liberal
guests were ridiculed by Downey and
the audience, then often thrown off
the show. The luckier ones just got
cigarette smoke blown in their faces,
slowly and deliberately, by the host
(he smoked four packs a day).

Most media analysts cite the November
1988 brawl on Geraldo Rivera’s talk
show as the beginning of Trash TV (i.e.
Jerry Springer, Jenny Jones, Maury
Povich, etc.), but Morton had Geraldo
beat by two months.
In September 1988 on Downey’s show,
black civil rights activist Roy Innis
knocked black so-called civil rights
activist Al Sharpton on his butt,
igniting a melee among the audience.
(The Geraldo brawl was also started by
Roy Innis. Repeatedly called an “Uncle
Tom” by a white supremacist, Roy
finally choked him, then the crowd
joined in. So if you think of it, Roy
Innis is the father of Trash TV. Though
true to his civil rights cred, he was an
equal opportunity ass whooper. No
inclusion rider necessary.)
“The Morton Downey, Jr. Show”
became a big hit in the New York area,
and the program was soon syndicated
to numerous stations around the

Then the 80 cigarettes a day habit
(that he was proud of) caught up to
him. Diagnosed with lung cancer in
1996, he had surgery and became an
anti-smoking crusader.
He died in the spring of 2001, before
9/11 happened.
Before the Iraq War happened.
Before a lot of things happened.
XXXXXXXXXX

Herald Archives:
In 2001, the Go-Go’s, that all-girl “New
Wave” band from the ‘80s, released
their first new album in years. We
expressed interest in interviewing
them before their appearance at THE
WHEREHOUSE in Colma, but didn’t hear
back from their management. Then we
got a call when apparently no other
media outlet was interested. Their
comeback album surprised us, as it was
just plain great.
We interviewed Kathy Valentine from
the band. When we showed up
backstage after their Warfield show
she looked visibly annoyed that she had
to come over and say hello to us for
five seconds.

Morton Downey, Jr.
If you think of all those fake neo-Nazi
attack reports after Trump won the
2016 election, Downey really was
ahead of his time.
So that’s the it referred to earlier.
Downey’s show was canceled shortly
after it.
He resurfaced a few months later on
the CNBC cable network with a kinder
and gentler version of his infamous
show, but it never caught on and was
soon canceled.
Though he was once featured on
“Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous,”
Downey was now broke, appearing in
TV movies like “Revenge of the Nerds
III” to survive.

Also backstage, I made brief eye
contact with Charlotte Caffey of the
band. Then I gave the ol’ “Hi, how’s it
goin’” head nod and she flipped out in
anger. Hey, maybe it wasn’t her.
Maybe it was a woman who looked just
like Charlotte from the Go-Go’s
backstage at a Go-Go’s concert.
Jane was nice.
A few years later, big-time rock
promoter and my pal, Ian Copeland,
passed away, and I attended the
funeral at the House of Blues in West
Hollywood.
On the way to the upper level in the
elevator, everyone was somber and
quiet. A fortysomething woman with
blond hair pulled back looked at me
and gently said, “You have a piece of
tissue paper on your chin.”
I said, “I do?”
She said, “Yes, let me get it.”

She pulled it off my manly jaw.
The elevator doors opened and some
guy stepped between the woman and
me. We lined up to sign the guest
book. I signed my name. Above my
name was the signature of the guy in
front of me. And above his name was
the signature of… Charlotte Caffey.
Charlotte kept me from walking around
Ian’s funeral, with Andy Summers,
Stewart Copeland, Miles Copeland, et
al in attendance, with a wad of tissue
paper stuck on my chin.
Belated thanks, darlin’.
You go-go, girl.
Even in death, Ian Copeland brought
out the best in people.
The Go-Go’s musical “Head Over
Heels” debuts here in San Francisco at
the Curran Theater on April 10th. Then
it heads to Broadway in New York,
debuting June 23rd at the Hudson
Theater.
In late June the Go-Go’s will appear at
the Fox Theatre in Oakland. All five
members. Kathy Valentine rejoined the
band.
And to commemorate all this, here’s
Kimberlye Gold’s concert review of the
Go-Go’s when they visited here in
2001. Visit Kimberlye’s online archives
for her reviews of the “God Bless the
Go-Go’s” album, her interview with
Kathy Valentine at THE WHEREHOUSE
in Colma, and some stuff about Kathy’s
other band.

Almost Famous
By Kimberlye Gold
The Go-Go’s - live at the Warfield,
Aug.21

Go. Right now. Get off your ass and get
it down to the nearest place that sells
CD’s and buy it!!!! Did no one read my
review of "God Bless The Go-Go’s" in
the July issue??? It is THE BEST RECORD
OF THE DECADE!!!
Okay — now on to the review of the
first time I’d seen them live since 1981
at The Old Waldorf when I was, well, a
lot younger. Let’s face it, The Go-Go’s
were never renowned as a great live
band. They were, and continue to be a
great, fun band. It would be difficult,
even if you were having a bad night or
had a headache or breaking up with
someone, or whatever, not to still have
a good time at a Go-Go’s show . The
almost capacity crowd of 30/40
somethings waited with great
anticipation for their princesses of pop
to show them how it’s done. A
recorded female voice who announced
herself as God introduced the girls (so
they’re 40-something, they’re still
"girls" to me, hey, I’m a girl, too!)
First things first: the mix was AWFUL.
It was really muddy, all the
instruments sounded bad, except for
Gina Schock’s drums, which were okay,
not great, and the background vocals
were practically non-existent, which
was a travesty. Lead singer Belinda
Carlisle, looking not "zero size", but
leaner than in her Go-Go’s heyday,
wearing a silver lame’ midi skirt, a
black sweater, and heels that she took
off immediately, sounded better than I
had ever heard her live, probably
because she was so buried in the messy
mix! They opened with "Head Over
Heels" and delivered a high energy set
that was a mixture of their giant hits
like "We Got The Beat", Vacation", and
"Our Lips Are Sealed" and album cuts
that were cool, like "This Town" off
their debut album "Beauty and the
Beat”, and a good dose off their
fabulous new CD "God Bless The GoGo’s" (Buy it now!!!)
Unfortunately, you would never know
how great this new CD is from this
show, and even though the crowd
seemed to be having a ball and sang
along to all the old songs, I only
noticed three people in the whole
damn place who seemed to be familiar
with the new songs, even the single,
"Unforgiven". What’s wrong with you

people?? There are some killer new
songs, like "Stuck In My Car" and
"Automatic Rainy Day", check ‘em out!!
You still love your girls, go buy their
CD!! The girls looked like they were
having fun, Jane Wieldin dressed like a
cute, little new wave priest and
everyone prancing around and jumping
up and down. Yeah, there were a few
mistakes here and there, but who
cared? That’s not why the fans came.
They came to have a good time! In
spite of the security people who
thought they were cops and popped
balloons and tried to stop us!
Backstage, we got to say hello to tour
manager Jim "You don’t mess around
with Jim" Silva, who we mentioned in
Kathy Valentine’s interview, and Gene
gave a copy of that issue to his
girlfriend, Jane Wieldin, who obviously
had not been informed of this
development in her personal life that
we had so carefully documented.
Unfortunately, we only got to speak
very briefly to our friend Kathy (who
you think might have been a tad
friendlier, since we had given she and
her other band so much attention!). Oh
well. Most entertaining was an
adorable, young Japanese pop band
who barely spoke English and came all
the way to America to see The GoGo’s! They brought all this stuff with
them to show anyone who would pay
attention to them, including us. Jane
and Charlotte Caffey thought they
were so cute and were making a big
fuss over them. Unlike the fuss they
weren’t making over us. But it was late
and I was tired and it had been a long
night. And so we got the hell outta
there, too… God Bless The Go-Go’s.
Buy it...###
The San Francisco Herald is copyright
2018 by Gene Mahoney (except work
not done by Mr. Mahoney as artists
retain the copyright to their own
work). The events, situations, and
characters in Good Clean Fun comics
are fictitious. Though well-known
people appear it’s a work of fiction
and the usual rules apply. None of
these events ever happened.
Contact: Gene Mahoney, P.O. Box 843,
Redwood City, CA 94064

“Best sushi I found in San Francisco. Fresh food and very kind service.”
Pascal Brax
Google Reviews

Akiko’s Sushi Bar

Dine-in or Take-out

542A Mason Street

Union Square

San Francisco

(415) 989-8218

Telegraph from Berkeley
By Ace Backwords

Charles Bukowski and
Hunter S. Thompson:
A Compare and Contrast Thing
It’s interesting to compare Charles
Bukowski and Hunter S. Thompson.
They have a lot of similarities as well
as differences.
Both came into prominence through
the ’60s counterculture press.
Bukowski writing a column for the Los
Angeles underground newspaper Open
City in the late ’60s. And Thompson
writing for Rolling Stone magazine in
San Francisco a couple years later.
Both would become just as famous
(and notorious) for their larger-thanlife personas, as they would for their
writing. Both were kind of self-styled
“outlaws.” Both were famous for their
chemically-altered states: Bukowski,
mostly on booze; Thompson on booze
and a wide variety of drugs. Both were
macho kind of “man’s man” writers,
reveling in booze, broads and barroom
brawls. Both had an affinity for violent
sports: Bukowski as a boxing aficionado
and Thompson with his love of football.
Both were wildly admired by Hollywood
actors. Johnny Depp became close
friends with Thompson, while Sean
Penn was close to Bukowski for a
while. In part because the two writers
embodied the two traits most revered
by actors: They were both
outrageously original characters. And
they could both write the kind of words
that made actors look good when they
performed those words.
Both Thompson and Bukowski saw
themselves as “outsiders.” Thompson
had a life-long chip on his shoulder
from growing up as a poor Kentucky
hick from the wrong side of the tracks,
who viewed the Louisville high society
with both envy and contempt.
Bukowski was raised in a grim and
loveless household; his alienation from
mainstream society further heightened
by a terrible case of adolescent acne

that left him permanently disfigured
and turned him into, in his words, “the
ugliest man in Los Angeles.”
One key difference: Hunter S.
Thompson was almost an instant
success. His first two books — Hell’s
Angels and Fear & Loathing in Las
Vegas — were not only smash hits, they
were cultural sensations that rocketed
Thompson to super-stardom. Whereas
Bukowski’s road to success was a
smoother, more gradual ride. He didn’t
begin to gain real prominence and
fame until he was in his 50s. And his
career — and his output — would
continue to grow right up until his
death at age 73.
Thompson, on the other hand, would
spend most of his life striving (and
failing) to come up with a second act
after his initial success. His third book,
Fear & Loathing on the Campaign
Trail,’72, showed promise that
Thompson could develop beyond
merely writing about America’s
subterranean underbelly (biker gangs
and drug subcultures) to that of a keen
observer of mainstream America. But
it would be pretty much downhill from
here on in for Thompson as a writer.
His subsequent books would mostly be
slapped-together attempts at rehashing
his former glory.
Rolling Stone writer, David Felton,
probably pin-pointed the reason for
Thompson’s lackluster second act when
he pointed out: “Being a celebrity is
easier than being a writer. One thing
Hunter does not enjoy is writing. He
hates it and he fears it. He would
rather do anything than write, even be
a celebrity.”
Unlike most writers — who tend
towards being introspective and
solitary, and have the kind of
personality that lends itself to sitting
alone in a little room with just a
typewriter for long stretches of times
— Thompson was an extremely
outgoing and sociable person who liked
to constantly be surrounded by people.
He liked to have a court of people
around him at his Colorado home, with
him as the center of attention,
performing for an audience. To get
him to sit alone at a typewriter was
like pulling teeth. Editors and

publishers soon realized that in order
to get anything out of Thompson they
had to ply him with a full-time
assistant who would badger him and
bribe him, 24 hours a day, in the hopes
of pulling some words out of him.
Bukowski, on the other hand, loved
nothing more than to be “sitting alone
at the typer, with a bottle of good red
and classical music on the box. It’s the
best party in town.”
Another difference between the two
men: In my opinion, Thompson’s basic
personality had a deep streak of
infantilism to it. He was like a superbrat that needed to be constantly
indulged and pampered. One friend
maintained that Thompson’s love of
drugs was primarily an offshoot of his
deep fear, and low threshold, of pain.
The smallest injury — a stubbed finger,
anything — would send Thompson
running for his medicine cabinet. And
the slightest discomfort would inspire
the most violent outburst of childish
temper tantrums.
Whereas Bukowski always struck me as
more of a fully developed adult.
Bukowski largely saw human life as a
grim and painful affair. But fancied
himself as the great battler. No
matter how tough life was, Bukowski
would always be tougher. Fighting to
his very last breath. “I judge a man by
how he walks through the fire.” And on
his tombstone, Bukowski would have a
silhouette drawing of a boxer.
Thompson, on the other hand, would
commit suicide at age 67, for the
reason that life was “no longer fun” —
words that one could easily imagine a
child uttering.###

The Oakland Tribune
Whenever I go by the Oakland Tribune
building I get an acid flashback to
1980. At the time I had spent the
previous couple of years homeless and
living on the streets of San Francisco,
or working as a bike messenger and
renting out flophouse hotel rooms in
the Tenderloin. But, after getting one
too many knives pressed up against my
neck, I decided to see if I could clean
up my act and see if I could make a life
for myself. Seemed worth a try.

So I took several showers, bought a set
of clean clothes, and applied for a job
at the Oakland Tribune. I had always
been interested in a career in
journalism. Mostly from reading
“Jimmy Olsen – Cub Reporter” comic
books as a kid. It seemed like an
exciting field, chasing after crime
scenes and making witty repartee with
Lois Lane and Perry White, the editor
(“Don’t call me Chief!”). Plus, Jimmy
Olsen was “Superman’s best pal.”
Which seemed like a great fringe
benefit of the reporter’s life. (Like
most of my life’s ambitions, they were
directly culled from the comic books of
my youth.)
My plan was to start at the bottom,
like Jimmy Olsen, and work my way up
to the top. My plan worked beautifully.
Well, the first half of it did. I got a
minimum wage job in the phone sales
department selling subscriptions. And I
stayed there for 5 months until I finally
quit in disgust.
They had one good sales pitch: “Buy
one month and get the second month
ABSOLUTELY free!” For some reason, it
was the added “absolutely” that made
the sales pitch work. But even then,
you’d have to dial 200 numbers and get
200 rejections before you got even one
nibble. In fact, the job was mindnumbingly boring.
My problem as a salesman was: The
boss always stressed, “The first two
‘no’s' count as ‘maybes.'” But I always
stupidly assumed that no meant no,
and never pushed the issue. So I was a
complete loser.
The whole set-up reminded me of high
school. We all sat at these desks under
fluorescent lights, writing down boring
information on our note-pads, while
the teacher/supervisor glared at us
from the desk up front. I realized, This
is what they had been preparing me for
all those years in school.
The top phone sales person on our floor
was this huge, middle-aged woman,
about 6-foot-2 with a huge beehive
hairdo that seemed to add another 6
inches, and glasses right out of the
“Far Side”. But she had the cutest,
sexiest, giggling, purring voice you ever
heard. Guys would order 3 or 4
different subscriptions and try to ask

her out on dates. She was smooth. She
could make a phone sales pitch for a
newspaper subscription sound better
than phone sex.

forget, sorry” (which was his sardonic
response to his panhandling
experiences where people told him
“Sorry” a 100 times a day).

The only real excitement was when an
earthquake hit one day. The phone
room was on the 9th floor of the
Oakland Tribune building, and you
could actually feel that old building
swaying back and forth. Back and
forth. A very queasy feeling. For a
second I thought the building might
actually snap in half and we’d all
plummet to our deaths, and
subscriptions to the Oakland Tribune
would come to a grinding halt. But no
such luck.

The Sorry guy basically thought human
life was shit. And that everybody who
was in it, including him, was shit. He
usually didn’t get angry or worked up
about this. He thought life was such
shit, it wasn’t even worth getting
excited over. He mostly sat alone on a
park bench all day, sort of silently
smoldering with disgust. He was a total
loner. I don’t think I ever saw him
hanging out with another person. I
suspect he found the whole concept of
“friendship” to be absurd, if not
repulsive.

My only career “advancement” was
when somebody saw some of the
cartoons I used to feverishly doodle on
my note-pad while I was making calls. I
was hired to draw a caricature of Billy
Martin, the baseball manager, for an
in-house promotion about the Oakland
A’s. But if that rag had any balls they
would have immediately hired me to
write a 5-days-a-week column on any
subject I desired. Within two weeks I
guarantee you, they would have had a
thousand outraged letters-to-the-editor
demanding I be fired, as well as half of
their advertisers dropping out of the
paper in protest. (Them newspaper
guys are always saying, “There’s no
such thing as bad publicity.” But you’d
be surprised how FEW of these gutless
editors have the balls to actually test
that premise!)
Anyways, after about 5 months I
couldn’t stand that job anymore, and
the idea of having knives pressed up
against my neck really didn’t seem all
that bad. So I quit my job and reverted
back to my Skid Row lifestyle.###

Lake Merritt
Whenever I think of Lake Merritt I think
of this guy I used to know back in the
’90s whose body was dredged up from
the Lake.
They used to call him “the Ray Charles
guy” because of his uncanny
resemblance to Ray Charles, with his
black shades and jutting jaw. Or “the
Sorry guy” because of his endlesslyrepeated catch-phrase, “Sorry, don’t

I remember this typical Sorry scene.
One afternoon this charity group was
giving out free bag lunches to the
homeless. Sorry expressed his
contempt for their offering by making
a big show of opening up his sandwich
and tossing it on the ground. Then he
dumped his bag of potato chips on the
ground, took a bite out of his apple
and tossed that on the ground, wadded
up his paper bag and tossed that on the
ground. Sat there on the bench,
smirking, surrounded by garbage. Some
people are beyond helping.
Sorry was one of those guys on the
street scene who you actually see
disintegrating right before your eyes.
Sorry liked to smoke crack. And he’d
regularly have these drug-induced
strokes. You wouldn’t see Sorry for a
couple of weeks. And then he’d show
up and it would be like: “Well, it looks
like Sorry got a couple of more limbs
paralyzed.”
The word on the streets was that he
had burned somebody on a drug deal,
and that’s how he ended up in the
drink. Which seemed plausible.
When I think of Sorry I’m struck by the
wide range of human experiences.
Everyone comes up with their own
unique take on what this life is all
about. Which is our right as human
beings. Like so many street people,
when he disappeared he was almost
instantly forgotten. But for some weird
reason I keep remembering them.###

More Herald Archives
from the early 2000s…
Bag O' Shit
By Lee Vilensky
A woman gets into my cab at
Bush and Taylor carrying a
small bag of shit. She directs
me to Fillmore and
Washington. I turn up Taylor
and head west on Pine. She’s
seated driver’s side rear and
has the bag ‘o shit out the
window.
“Sorry about the smell.
You’re probably wondering
why I have this bag of smelly
poop.”
I’m listening to the Giants
game. I turn down the
volume. “Alright….let’s hear
it.”
“It’s my puppy’s stool. I’m
taking it to the vets so they
can analyze it. My puppy’s
been very sick. We have to
get there in 15 minutes, or
the sample’s no good.”
The Mets hit into an inning
ending double play, and I
turn off the radio. “You
mean after 15 minutes it
becomes a worthless bag of
shit?”
“Yes. I’m sorry for the
smell.”
“I noticed you didn’t use a
Ziploc baggie. It wouldn’t
smell so bad with a Ziploc
sandwich baggie.”
“I don’t have any Ziploc
baggies.”
“How do you carry your
sandwiches to work?”
The woman makes a funny
little sound by pursing her
lips and exhaling through
clenched teeth. “I don’t
carry sandwiches to work in
little baggies.”
“But you carry shit in little
baggies and walk around
lower Nob Hill, and get in

cabs. You’d be surprised at
how handy small, Ziploc,
sandwich baggies can be.”
“Don’t you think California
St. would be quicker?”
“Absolutely not.” I turn the
game back on.
“You don’t have any pets, do
you.”
“No.”
“I thought so. If you could
open your heart to an
animal, you’d understand
why I’m doing this.”
“I’m still working on
humans, then I plan to move
up the food chain to
animals.”
The woman laughs at this. I
know how to turn on the
charm.
I pull over at Fillmore and
Washington.
“Could you wait for me? I’ll
be a couple of minutes, then
I need to go to Geary and
Jones.”
“Will you be returning with
the sample?”
“No, I’m leaving it here for
testing.”
“No problem.”
The woman walks into Pets
Unlimited, and I notice that
she has a nice ass. I put on
my flashers, and start eating
a turkey sandwich.
Meanwhile, Bonds actually
gets a pitch to hit and
dribbles a grounder into the
heart of the shift. I open all
the windows and save the
sandwich for later. I can see
into the reception area, and
the woman is arguing with a
man at the front desk. She’s
trying to give him some shit
and he’s giving some right
back.
I turn off the engine and
briefly consider going back

to school. I could graduate
at 48 years of age and go on
some interviews. I take some
comfort in knowing that I’ve
got enough Ziploc baggies at
home, to last me well into
fall.###

Haddon Tool & Die
By Lee Vilensky
We all got the job at the
same time. Me, Don, Eddie,
Bomber, Charlie (who was a
dead ringer for Pete
Townshend), and
somebody’s cousin.
Graveyard Shift-midnight to
9 A.M. We were supposed to
de-burr metal plates that
were to be sent to
California, and put into a
linear accelerator. What we
did was de-burr 4 or 5, put
them on top of our piles, and
go to sleep, or have forklift
races, or drink. I had no idea
of the purpose of these
plates, how they fit into the
accelerator, or what a linear
accelerator was, nor did I
ever ask. The inspector, who
was just as lazy as we were,
would inspect the top 3 or 4,
then go across the street and
drink in the bar till 4 A.M.,
come back with a To-Go
drink, inspect 3 or 4 more,
then pass out in the
employee lounge. He was
middle management. It was
a nothing job, summer job,
throwaway labor, quick
cash, going back to college
in the fall anyway job, for
the other guys, but not for
me. This was the beginning
of my being scared witless,
every day, for about 10
years.
There was a man who’d been
employed there for about 35
years. He’d started at 17,
and at 52, was for all
intensive purposes, dead. He
was wrung out, pasty,
empty. 35 years of sucking
propane fumes, bordered by
punching in, and out. His job
was to watch a machine
stamp out plates of rivets.
Small rivets with a highly

specialized purpose, of
which we never learned nor
cared. When the rivet
machine broke down, he’d
make a phone call, and
another man would come
and fix it, after which time
he’d continue watching,
until it broke down, then
he’d……35 sumbitchin’ years,
I couldn’t even look at the
guy. The boss still didn’t
know his first name.
The summer ended and the
guys went back to school. I
stayed on for a while, ate
my lunch at 4AM, by the
light of the moon, on the
banks of possibly the most
polluted river in the United
States, the mighty Delaware,
once proud, now a fetid
stream of shit and industrial
waste, separating Camden
N.J. from Philadelphia. My
mother grew up in
Philadelphia and went to
Overbrook High with Wilt the
Stilt, but that didn’t explain
what the hell I was doing
drinking my lunch at 4AM,
outside of a tool and die
shop when my guidance
counselor in high school told
me I’d scored exceptionally
high on certain standardized
tests developed at the
University of Iowa.
I moved on to similar jobs,
small rooms, peculiar
friends, sadness, followed by
small bursts of joy, followed
by forced nihilism,
alcoholism, a brief interlude
of Buddhism, blood in the
feces, cross-country car
rides, acting lessons, fallen
arches, desperation,
acceptance. I’ve stayed in
touch with Don and Eddie.
The job at Haddon Tool and
Die was such a departure
from the rest of their lives,
that they can hardly
remember it. A vague
recollection like a high
school hand job. I have to
write about it as a reminder
that things could be worse
and to keep from
fretting….considerably.###
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