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In San Francisco: 

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

If you read it in the Herald, you 
probably know it already: 

Legion San Francisco, a shop and art 
gallery, moved from Chinatown last 
June to 808 Sutter Street in Nob Hill. 

Fine Art photographic prints from the 
Farallon Islands on display at 
Slowbender Gallery, 909 Sutter Street.  

Little Henry’s Italian Food, run by that 
nice couple from Cambodia, has 
closed. A fixture on Post and Larkin in 
the Tender-Nob for… heck… must 
have been decades… I remember that 
place when I lived in the 
neighborhood in the mid-1990s… it 
will be missed. As a matter of fact, a 
note was posted on its front window 
that read “We Will Miss You Henry.” 
The owner’s name wasn’t really 
Henry, but a nice sentiment 
nonetheless. We Will Miss You, 
Chung.  

“Waitress,” a musical, opened last 
month at the Golden Gate Theatre. It’s 
based on the movie written, directed, 
and co-starring Adrienne Shelly, 
released posthumously after her death 
in 2006.  

Police found Shelly, a 40 year old 
actress with a husband and 2 year old 
daughter, hanging in her New York 
City apartment and deemed it a 
suicide. Then Diego Pillco, a 19 year 
old illegal alien construction worker 
from Ecuador, confessed to attacking 

her, murdering her, and then hanging 
her to make it look like she took her 
own life. 

On the Peninsula: 

Su Hong Chinese restaurant in Palo 
Alto is shutting down next year after a 
41 year run.  

 

Happy tenth anniversary to Café Zoe 
in Menlo Park. I used to stumble in 
there for morning coffee on my way to 
the gym, and considering what I look 
like when I roll out of bed, it was nice 
of them to let me in that place. I’m off 
to work at an ungodly hour nowadays 
and they open at 7, so I haven’t 
stopped in for a while. Kathleen, the 
owner (she goes by one name, like 
Cher or Madonna) bought the place 
from these Russian guys a decade ago 
and named it after her daughter. She 
has wine and beer now, as well as live 
music, and she is a sweetheart, so if 
you’re anywhere near Facebook 
headquarters, check it out.  

XXXXXXXXXX 

There’s a hidden art gallery at 32 W. 
25th Avenue, second floor, in San 
Mateo. Open weekdays from 9 to 5. 

XXXXXXXXXX 

 

(Photo of Andy Warhol by Jack Mitchell.) 

“Contact Warhol: Photography 
Without End,” an exhibit of contact 
sheets and negatives from the Andy 
Warhol Foundation, is at Stanford 
University’s Cantor Arts Center 
through January 6th.  

Much is made about what Warhol 
once said – that in the future 
everybody will be famous for fifteen 
minutes. This exhibit showcases what 
he did – carry a camera at all times – 
an even more accurate harbinger.  

In addition to the photos, there are 
some silkscreens and paintings. Liza 
Minnelli seems to be the most 
ubiquitous celebrity featured at the 
exhibit. There are also a fair amount 
of shots of Bianca Jagger, Debbie 
Harry, Truman Capote, and Victor 
Hugo (not the guy who wrote “Les 
Miserables” – Halston’s gay lover). 
There’s even a bit of John Lennon (at 
Warhol’s The Factory) and Nancy 
Reagan (at the White House, not 
Studio 54). I didn’t see anything of 
Mary Woronov and the Chelsea Girls, 
though.  

If you want to read a much better 
written account of the exhibit than I 
just gave, read “AndyWarhol: The 



Fame Game” by Sheryl Nonnenberg 
in the Palo Alto Weekly (available 
online). 

XXXXXXXXXX 

The Nob Hill Gazette, that swanky 
publication chronicling the lives of the 
beautiful, affluent, and uppity people 
of the City of St. Francis, was 
delivered to my driveway recently. I 
live on the Menlo Park/Palo Alto 
border, and the Gazette now has an 
edition for the Peninsula.  

On a similar note, I have a confession 
to make to readers of the San 
Francisco Herald. In February I started 
several abbreviated editions of the 
Herald serving Palo Alto to 
Burlingame.  

Yes, I’ve been cheating on you. And it 
gets worse. As I write this, it looks 
like I’ll be expanding the Herald 
beyond Nob Hill to include Russian 
Hill, North Beach, the Mission, Bernal 
Heights, and the Haight as well. I have 
another business that takes up most of 
my time, so there’s a good chance I’ll 
get sick of covering the other 
neighborhoods and go back to just 
“proudly serving Nob Hill.” We’ll see. 
It’s just some masochistic thing I have 
to get out of my dysfunctional system. 
Oh, I forgot – the Herald is being 
published monthly now. So yeah, this 
probably isn’t going to work. Oh well.  

XXXXXXXXXX 

Nob Hill sure has gotten louder lately 
with those Marriott hotel workers 
protesting for higher wages. I passed 
by the Marriott in downtown San Jose 
last month and strikers were banging 
on drums and screaming into 
megaphones there, too.  

Sometimes in life, if you really want 
to help somebody, you have to tell 
him what he doesn’t want to hear. (I 
still use “him” as a gender-neutral 
pronoun, sorry if you’re offended.) So 
when a millennial woman on the 
picket line tried handing me a leaflet, I 

told her this strike of theirs wasn’t 
going to work, and told her why.  

She yelled, “Shame on you!”- then 
went on about how the hotel treats her 
like the S-word and that I should have 
more respect for her. Sorry if I hurt 
your feelings, Ms., but do you know 
who should have more respect for 
you? The people who have you hold 
up signs declaring “One Job Should 
Be Enough.” 

The idea that having one job as a 
bellhop, to support yourself in the 
most expensive place to live in the 
country, is disrespectful to anyone 
with a basic understanding of 
economics. If the hotel does increase 
workers’ salaries by a substantial 
margin, some workers will have to be 
laid off for the hotel to make its 
budget. (Ever consider working for a 
different place that pays more?) 

Even if the hotel raised salaries and 
didn’t lay any workers off, they’d 
have to raise the rates for hotel guests, 
which would most likely result in less 
people staying at the hotel in favor of 
less expensive ones, which means less 
revenue, and then the layoffs would 
begin.  

If you want to support yourself with 
one job here, become a tech genius 
who works at Google or Facebook. 
Even then, you’ll be putting in a lot 
more hours than you ever would at the 
Marriott.  

I don’t mean to be rude, but if you 
believe the “One Job Should Be 
Enough” mantra, you probably aren’t 
smart enough to do that. So consider 
doing what many Bay Area people are 
doing - move out of the Bay Area. 

Yeah, I know, it’s my favorite place 
on Earth, too, but it’s not worth the 
cost to live here for most people.  

My father once asked this guy why he 
left New York for Florida, and the guy 
replied, “New York is a great place to 

be if you’re a billionaire… or a 
welfare recipient.” 

Sound familiar? 

Hey, millennial gal – it’s too late for 
53 year old me, but you can still 
escape and have a good life in a less 
“hip” place. Maybe raise a family in a 
nice house instead of living with 
roommates in some hole-in-the-wall 
that runs you $4,000 a month.  

Just a thought. Take some action. Live 
in the real world.  

Listening to a “socialist” senator from 
Vermont (who owns three houses) 
promising you free this and free that 
isn’t going to get you anywhere either.  

After a while you’ll just feel Berned. 

XXXXXXXXXX 

Earlier, in this here column, I 
mentioned that there were 
“abbreviated editions” of the Herald 
on the Peninsula. Abbreviated? In a 
nutshell, they pretty much just consist 
of this column. The better stuff like 
the comics and Ace Backwords, etc. 
just appear in the San Francisco 
edition.  

And why is that? For the same reason 
I live in Silicon Valley instead of San 
Francisco. People move to the suburbs 
to escape things like crime… filth… 
and the San Francisco Herald. 

(Hey, suburbanites – for the whole 
Herald visit SanFranciscoHerald.Net.) 

XXXXXXXXXX 

The San Francisco Herald is ©2018 by 
Gene Mahoney (except work not done by 
Mr. Mahoney as artists retain the copyright 
to their own work). The characters, events, 
and situations in Good Clean Fun comics 
are fictitious; any relation to persons 
living, dead, or in hiding is purely 
coincidental. Though well-known people 
and places appear, it’s a work of fiction, 
none of the events ever happened. Contact: 
Gene Mahoney, P.O. Box 843, Redwood 
City, California 94064 
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Ace Backwords: 
Egomaniac 
By Ace Backwords 

 

"The stage performer wears his vanity 
like the flimsiest set of armor." 

So said Jackie Gleason, or words to 
that effect, or maybe I just made it up. 

But it’s true what they say: To be a 
performer, an artist, a writer, to be in 
Show Biz, you have to have a "strong 
ego." There may be those rare 
moments when 20,000 people are 
wildly applauding the Greatness that is 
You. But the other 23 hours and 50 
minutes of the day, you're on your 
own.  

Generally if you don't believe in 
yourself and your talents -- often in 
the face of overwhelming evidence to 
the contrary, or, even worse, complete 
indifference -- then almost nobody 
else is gonna believe in it, either. 

George Harrison once said words to 
the effect: "The media builds you up 
and makes you famous so they can 
make money off you. Then they start 
tearing you down to make money off 
of that." 

Of course it’s probably a little 
disingenuous for ole George to put 
himself in the victim category, as if 
the media tricked him and forced that 
darn fame on him. 

Almost everybody I know that did 
become famous, only achieved that 
dubious honor by obsessively chasing 
after it for years and years (though it’s 
also true that there are rare cases of 
accidental fame, people who just 
happen to be in the right or wrong 

place at the right or wrong time; 
family members of spectacular crime 
victims, for example. Or people who 
are just so brilliant that they can't 
avoid fame. But these people are the 
exceptions to the rule.) 

The other day I was sitting on a street 
corner with this other 50-something 
street person friend of mine, and we 
were commiserating on the state of 
our failed lives. 

"Well, you WANTED fame," he said 
to me. "That’s what you wanted, isn't 
it?  And you are famous, aren't you?" 

And it made me wonder. In truth I've 
always been extremely leery of fame. 
It’s a very toxic and unhealthy thing 
for one’s ego to be singled out like 
that. And the sheer fact of thousands 
of people knowing who you are, and 
sticking their noses into your business, 
can complicate your life in a thousand 
hideous ways. And this, too (which is 
probably a BIG surprise to all the 
people who imagine "fame" as this 
wonderful thing, of people applauding 
them and giving them awards):  Half 
the people that know you probably 
hate your guts. They're either envious 
of your "success,” or pissed off about 
something you said. (There was one 
guy here in Berkeley who walked 
around in a rage against me for 15 
years over a comic strip I had drawn. 
When he finally confronted me, with 
teeth-gritting anger, it turned out he 
had projected the exact opposite 
meaning onto the strip than I had 
intended.) 

On the other hand:  The building 
where I rent an office recently got sold 
to a new owner, who is in the process 
of gentrifying it and throwing out all 
the old tenants. And so my immediate 
reaction was: "Maybe if I got another 
hit of fame, maybe if I got my picture 
on the front page of the paper again, 
that would impress the new owner and 
he wouldn't think I'm a useless bum 
and throw me out on the streets."  So 

"fame" has always been a two-edged 
sword in my mind. 

My problem regarding "fame" was: 
What got me into this so-called 
business in the first place was the 
purity of "self-expression."  In other 
words, I wanted to make a career out 
of shooting my mouth off. The 
problem was it’s like any other 
business: In order to make money, you 
have to advertise your product and 
invite the public to sample your wares. 
In the case of self-absorbed artistes, 
this boils down to advertising 
yourself. 

In 1990, CBS News did a national 
feature on me and one of my artistic 
efforts. It was an interesting 
experience to get to observe the media 
machine from the inside looking out. 
And, because of the television 
exposure, we managed to sell 2,000 
copies of the product we were 
hawking at 10 bucks a pop in 2 weeks 
(they don't pay millions for those TV 
ads for nothing!). A couple years later, 
the TV producer approached me about 
doing another feature on me. Which I 
turned down. Much to his shock. 
Kinda' like: "Do you know how many 
people would give their right testicle 
for this kind of publicity?  You can't 
reject us; we're the ones who reject 
you!"  The TV people seemed deeply 
offended by my attitude. In truth, I 
didn't even own a TV, haven't watched 
that shit in 15 years. And was even 
less interested in being on TV. 

So I guess I really didn't want fame all 
that bad. For television is the prime 
engine of the fame machine. I'm not 
sure what I really want. Though 
whatever it is, I often suspect it is not 
available to me in this universe.### 

Read the latest issue of 
the Herald (as well as 
previous ones) at 
SanFranciscoHerald.Net 





DINE-IN AT

882 SUTTER ST
SAN FRANCISCO
#CHISMESF

CONTACT AT

4 1 5 . 3 70 . 7 070
CHISMESF .COM

@CHISMESFC A N T I N A

open
late!

MANY
VEGAN

FRIENDLY
TACOS,
SIDES,

DRINKS

CATER
DELIVER
DINE-IN
PICK-UP

TACOS
GUAC
+BEER


	herald_cover
	November18Society
	comix
	November18Ace



