Myself? I was a 17-year-old high
school jock at the time who was
just beginning to dabble with LSD.
So the whole David Bowie thing
seemed a little too gay and campy
for my tastes. But what the hell. I
couldn’t turn down a free ticket.

DAVID NOT LIVE
Fondly Remembering The
Thin White Duke

Bye Bye, Bowie: I first saw David
Bowie in the summer of 1974 at
Madison Square Garden. New York
City, baby. The “Diamond Dogs”
tour. . . I don’t think I had actually
heard any of David Bowie’s music at
the time. Aside from maybe “All
the Young Dudes” by Mott the
Hoople (which Bowie wrote).
My older sister’s boyfriend was a
huge David Bowie fan. Which was
weird. Because he was mostly a
Grateful Dead Deadhead. And you
wouldn’t think that somebody like
that would be a David Bowie fan,
too. But there you go. Anyways,
he had an extra ticket for the
Madison Square Garden show. So I
tagged along.
I knew that Bowie was a big
sensation in England at the time.
The leading light of the “Glitter
Rock” movement. The Next Big
Thing according to the media. But
he hadn’t quite caught on in
America yet. Though the media
hype machine was pushing hard.
Bowie — who was always one step
ahead of the game — captured his
own phenomenon perfectly with his
Diamond Dogs album cover.
Presenting himself as a Barnum and
Bailey freak show.

I still vividly remember that
Diamond Dogs show 41 years later.
Big dramatic entrance. Bowie
reciting his “rats as big as cats”
soliloquy. This apocalyptic rant.
Ending with him shouting: “THIS
ISN’T ROCK’N’ROLL, THIS IS
GENOCIDE!!” And then bursting
into the music. And he’s got these
two half dog / half-human
creatures that he’s holding on long
leashes. And they’re scampering
across the stage like barelycontrolled wild animals while Bowie
is singing. A helluva’ entrance.
And, unlike so many other
concerts, Bowie held your attention
for the entire rest of the show.
There was something captivating
and magnetic about Bowie. You
couldn’t take your eyes off of him.
But it wasn’t just Show Biz shtick.
Even at age 17 I could tell there
was a high intelligence behind the
sensation. Something conceptual.
The allusions to Orwell’s “1984”
and all the rest of it. For once
there was some real substance
behind the Next Big Thing hype.
There was also this zany humor
along with the outrageousness.
And people forget: This was the
era of “jam rock” where rock stars
took the stage wearing blue jeans
and work shirts and turned their
backs to the audience and did 20
minute guitar solos. It was very
innovative for the times, the way
Bowie put together this show that
was choreographed almost like a
Broadway theater production, but
without losing the spontaneity and
rawness that made rock music so
great in the first place. But the
bottom line (which sometimes got
lost in the mix because of all of
Bowie’s other talents) was that
Bowie was an extremely tuneful

songwriter, belting out one great
song after another.
What can I say. I became a lifelong David Bowie fan after that
Diamond Dogs show in 1974. And
I’ve enjoyed just about everything
David Bowie has done since then.
Ace Backwords
Esteemed underground writer

When I first found out about David
Bowie's passing, I had just logged
onto social media late on Sunday
night and immediately saw
someone's post about it in the
newsfeed. I remember just blankly
staring at it in state of disbelief for
a long time before my brain could
register what I had just read. I
found myself unable to speak and
immobilized with a flood of grief so
intense I couldn't even cry but tears
ran down my face. I was in a state
of shock, I felt sick on a deep
physiological level. It felt strange
I'd have such a visceral response
upon hearing of a celebrity's death.
My mind was fluctuating between a
numbness of denial and sudden
rushes of emotional devastation. I
kept whispering to myself, "No, this
can't be, no he can't be dead, not in
my lifetime." Bowie felt immortal
and because he was being reborn
over and over in a continual
metamorphosis on the world stage,
he was like phoenix always rising
from the ashes. Surely he would
never be gone forever, surely he
had not left us, the man who
consoled us with the lyrics: "Oh no
love you're not alone, give me your
hand, ‘cause you're wonderful."
Growing up with all of Bowie’s
incarnations throughout my life, it
felt as if he was a part of me,
deeply resonating in my psyche
since my formative years. To many
of us, his music was the soundtrack
to some of our greatest life
experiences. His lyrics were a
passionate clarion call to celebrate
and express openly our otherness,

he inspired those of us who were
different and alienated to embrace
this proudly.
I immediately posted on social
media how I was feeling and started
to see an overwhelming outpour
from friends online who felt the
same, reminiscing his legacy
together. For those of us who felt
so alone being the outsider or
ostracized for our uniqueness,
suddenly the pain of his death
brought us together, our memories
uniting us on a universal level. I
never cared about celebrities or
fame nor could understand why
people idolized or deified them. I
learned to separate the art from
the artist. David Bowie was the
exception; he was not just a
performer but multifaceted
characters in all consuming drama
not unlike that of the Pierrot which
inspired him. He was more than an
iconic aesthetic, musician, actor,
poet, philanthropist: he was
transcendence itself, a living
canvas of exploration, pulling us
out of ourselves into magical realms
and mysterious dimensions, feeding
our senses with the arcane, the
taboo, esotericism, the sublime. As
teacher, prophet, alien preacher,
he was a prolific catalyst of change
in the 20th century, an exponent of
total autonomy, the ascended
master of Theosophy ushering in
the new Aeon. Bowie seemed like a
mythological being that lived
outside of space and time and an
inner space alien, alchemy's
androgyne, who taught us to see
our world through new eyes. His
music spoke on behalf of an
identity, spirituality and sexuality
that we denied and kept hidden
behind societal mores and its
oppressive inhibitions. He had such
a profound impact upon society, as
a liberator and cultural agitator, he
changed the world forever. The
following week laid heavy on my
mind and I felt this indescribable
emptiness. Losing Bowie was as if a
great light and brilliance had gone
out of the world, one that we

would never see again for another
thousand years. As he traveled
through these various epochs, we
bore witness to his prophetic
visions which illustrated our
history.
As a goth teen in the 1980s, when
androgyny and gender bending was
at its height among the mainstream
after the cultural inception of the
70s glam rock movement that
Bowie manifested with Ziggy
Stardust, Bowie's albums Station to
Station and the Berlin trilogy,
mainly Low and Heroes, were the
soundtrack to the emergence of the
Symbolist inspired goth movement.
Low was the defining album, along
with Joy Division's Unknown
Pleasures, in its aching, tormented,
and haunting beauty. The Thin
White Duke became a stylistic icon
for the poetic, fatalistic
romanticism that we lived in, full
of existential nihilism, drug induced
spiritual exploration and sexual
experimentation that always verged
on self destruction, suicide or
overdose. We lived each day as if it
was our last, many were using
heroin heavily and so the song
“Heroes” was a kind of anthem,
that we could be each other’s
heroes but just for one day. Making
sanguine promises late into the
night: "I, I will be king, you, you
will be queen… we can be heroes,
forever and ever." We lived in this
fragile promise of forever lost in
our youth. Low was a musical
liminal state between this
otherness and the desperate
longing of the outsider to find
solace. The sampling of the song
“A New Career in a New Town”
from Low on the last song of Black
Star, was as if to say he's ready to
face his death and begin a new
existence.
As I scoured through friend's Bowie
revelations, some people began to
tell heartfelt stories of knowing him
on a personal level. The stories
were fascinating, ranging from
Shade Rupe's recollections of the

black humor shared while working
with David Bowie on the set of Twin
Peaks to Steve Severin of Siouxsie
and the Banshees reminiscing of
opening for David Bowie in 1987
during the Glass Spider Tour, which
inspired him to write his
autobiography. It was during this
same tour my then boyfriend had
invited me to meet David Bowie
backstage, as his uncle had opened
for him years earlier on the Serious
Moonlight Tour and were friends.
Imagine as a teenager, the impact
an opportunity like this would have
on you, it was surreal. A few years
later in 1991, I was working at the
Warfield for the Tin Machine shows
and invited that same boyfriend to
work alongside me. Strangely the
audience was near empty and
Bowie spent almost the entire show
singing to us as we stood in the
balcony. We planned to be married
and it felt as though the theater
venue had become a church that
night, and we took our vows of
matrimony as we sang his lyrics in
unison.
Bowie’s album Black Star was his
swan song and a culmination of his
esoteric studies, illuminating us
with this knowledge he'd gained
over decades. The last song on
Black Star has the lyrics: "Seeing
more and feeling less, Saying no but
meaning yes, This is all I ever
meant, That's the message that I
sent, I can't give you everything."
The esoteric symbolism aside, to
me, Bowie is telling us to live
fearlessly and without inhibitions,
to see everything with great awe
and wonder without fear or
judgement, to be open to
experience the unknown and to
never let your fears keep you from
speaking your mind with full
authenticity, so that you die with
no regrets. And he can't tell us
everything because we have to
follow our own paths and hearts.
Zora Burden
Another esteemed underground
writer

Station to Station is my favorite (or
should I write favourite) album of
all time. I must have spent at least
1,000 hours of my life listening to
it. Even now, I'll blast the CD in my
car. That constant ringing in my
ears and mild hearing loss is
probably due to Station to Station!
Bowie was ahead of his time and
changed the course of pop culture
and rock music.
Ken Vollmer
(Friend of Gene Mahoney from
1979 – 1987 and 2013 – Present)

The first time I encountered David
Bowie was in 1979, when I was
about 14 years old. It was watching
him on a TV commercial for his
album, Lodger, which featured the
video for his song “DJ”, showing
him smashing records and
collapsing into some venetian
blinds. I was repulsed.
Later that year he appeared on
Saturday Night Live and performed
some more of his artsy Berlinperiod shtick (Bowie did
“Sprockets” on SNL ten years
before Mike Meyers and his Dieter
character did). I thought he was
mentally ill.
My friend Ken (see above) slowly
got me into the Thin White Duke, as
did this older guy down the block
who wanted to be a rock star. By
1981 my record collection was no
longer a Bowie virgin, and included
The Rise and Fall of Ziggy Stardust
and the Spiders from Mars as well
as its follow-up, Aladdin Sane.
Bowie performing “New Wave”
almost a decade before “New
Wave” was invented.
Bowie’s best-selling work, Let’s
Dance, was released in 1983, and
its commercial sound, bland title
and silly cover art turned off much
of his fan base.

Regardless, Bowie was more
popular than ever, and apparently
happier than he’d been in a long
time. The songs off the album
(“Let’s Dance”, “China Girl”,
“Modern Love”, etc.) had a more
positive vibe than the gloomy tunes
of his past decade and a half in the
limelight.
My godmother (see below) took me
to see Bowie at New York’s Madison
Square Garden on his Serious
Moonlight Tour the next year, and
to this day, it’s the best concert
I’ve ever attended. It wasn’t just
music – it was a performance.
And in many ways, I wish it ended
there. Not him dying. I just wished
that was it, in a way. The memories
didn’t get any better. Sure, Let’s
Dance probably wasn’t his best
album. There was none of his
trademark oddness about it. But
after 15 years of being weird, what
was wrong with an album of smart,
uplifting pop tunes?
David later dismissed Let’s Dance
and its two follow-up albums,
Tonight and Never Let Me Down, as
his “Phil Collins years”, and seems
to have as much of a disdain for
them as his original fan base has.
The dark Bowie slowly crept back
into these new, happier Bowie
records (“Loving the Alien” on
Tonight and “Time Will Crawl” on
Never Let Me Down). That old
Bowie peculiar-vibe accelerated on
his 1987 The Glass Spider Tour. I
saw him at San Jose’s Spartan
Stadium for that. It was good, but I
preferred the show I saw in New
York three years earlier. Bowie had
reached his 40th birthday, and to
see him perform amidst sci-fi type
stage props evoked memories of
him a decade earlier, and to me it
felt tired. It was like watching one
of his less-talented imitators like
Gary Numan or Steve Strange than
David himself.
During The Glass Spider Tour,
Bowie mentioned his favorite band

were the Screaming Blue Messiahs,
a band that was experimental,
noisy, and... awful. In 1988 Bowie
formed a band called Tin Machine,
which was experimental, noisy,
and… awful. Tin Machine had a
short life, detested by critics and
fans alike. Bowie then went solo
again, releasing a few more albums
over the next three decades, with a
more avant-garde sound – or so I’ve
heard.
They didn’t sell very well, and they
weren’t played on the radio much,
if at all. And I’m not complaining. I
had no desire to listen to David
Bowie anymore. Not that it’s
necessarily justified, it’s just the
way it is. Or was.
So long, David.
Gene Mahoney
SF Herald
Editor/Publisher/Delivery Boy

When I was younger, early high
school, I was lucky enough to be
taken to various shows on Broadway
and at Radio City Music Hall. When I
first saw David Bowie perform on
TV, I thought immediately of those
earlier days when I had seen British
performer Anthony Newley. Bowie's
voice and the way he moved in
performance in general was quite
reminiscent of the great Newley in
the shows "Stop The World" and
"Roar of the Greasepaint". There he
was, this young, thin version of
Newley. You couldn't take your eyes
off him. Mesmerizing.
Over the years, Bowie, unlike
Newley, was able to translate from
one medium to another...from
concert stage, to video, to live TV,
and to film...Bowie was always a
wonder. You had to just stop and
watch him. It was years later that I
read Bowie had been influenced, or
at least was a big fan of Newley's.

In any event, when I was fortunate
enough to see one of his new videos
being showcased on MTV (we all
waited with baited breath), I was
never disappointed. In person it
was even more obvious that he had
this incredible prana aura that
lured you in, this great skill that
only the giants have. The Serious
Moonlight Tour comes to mind.
Bowie's magic filled Madison Square
Garden. He took us in, portraying
his many characters, but always
gave us his all. For many years, we
were more than happy to fall under
his spell.
May you rest in peace, Mr. Bowie.
Can't wait to see you one day again.
Patricia Kearney
(Gene Mahoney’s Godmother)

The Society Page
By Gene Mahoney
Thanks to Ms. Cassia Homann for
getting me into this year’s Silicon
Valley film festival – Cinequest
(recently voted the best film
festival in America by the readers
of USA Today).
I dreaded opening night when I read
about the movie scheduled. It was
called “Eye in the Sky” and was
supposedly a morality tale about
the ethics of taking out terrorists if
an innocent bystander goes along
for the ride, too. The film starred
Helen Mirren (an actress who
moved out of England, claiming it
had become too much like America,
then moved to America) and the
late Alan Rickman (a self-described
“card-carrying member of the UK
Labour Party”), so I feared the
worst.
Gavin Hood, the director, was
interviewed before the movie, and
mentioned that his film wasn’t a
traditional action flick because it

examined how two sides felt. Here
it comes, I thought, a celluloid
lecture on how terrorists aren’t any
worse than Western Civilization is,
and when the closing credits arrive,
the lights will go on, we’ll all hold
hands, and sing that old ditty by
the Youngbloods…
Come on people now
Smile on your brother
Everybody get together
Try to love one another
Right now.
But what a surprise. The film did
try to explore two sides – people
trying to stop terrorists and people
who have to live among them. “Eye
in the Sky” is an intelligent,
suspenseful, edge-of-your-seat look
at an anti-terrorist operation
conducted by American, British,
and Kenyan military operatives,
along with the moral (and political)
dilemmas they face. Helen Mirren
does a fine job but the Most
Valuable Player Award would have
to go to Alan Rickman, who begins
his scenes with self-deprecating
humor, settles into an air of quiet,
though cocksure, confidence, and
ends the film with a rousing
admonition that had the entire
audience applauding.
The film also stars Aaron Paul from
“Breaking Bad”, Barkhad Abdi from
“Captain Phillips” and was written
by Guy Hibbert.
Closing night at Cinequest was a
less satisfying experience. The
movie featured was “The
Daughter”, written and directed by
Simon Stone, based on Henrik
Ibsen’s “The Wild Duck”. Modern
audiences may think of it as a Sam
Shepard-type thang set in the
Australian bush instead of the
American prairie (the family with a
dark secret that ultimately gets
revealed and the anguish that
follows, etc.).

Depressing. A good movie to jump
out a window to. Actually, it was a
pretty good movie (despite the
unresolved ending), thought it
didn’t really do it for me. Some
good performances throughout,
though. Starring Geoffrey Rush
(from “Shine” – a good movie
though if you saw the trailer you
pretty much saw the whole thing),
Ewen Leslie, Paul Schneider, Anna
Torv, Odessa Young, Sam Neill
(“Jurassic Park”, “Sirens”, etc.)
and Miranda Otto (who was
interviewed afterwards and showed
up to the closing night party).
Looking forward to Cinequest 2017.
xxxxxxxxxx
Russian Hill Upholstery and Décor is
still located in Nob Hill, not Russian
Hill.
xxxxxxxxxx
I know I had promised that the
Herald would now come out every
other month, instead of quarterly.
Then I realized I barely had
anything remotely interesting to
write about every three months,
much less every two months, so
we’re back to this thing being a
quarterly publication. Visit
SanFranciscoHerald.Net to check
out the archives for material you
may have missed.
xxxxxxxxxx
The San Francisco Herald is
copyright 2016 by Gene Mahoney
(except by work not done by Mr.
Mahoney, as artists retain the
copyright to their own work). The
characters, events, and situations
in Good Clean Fun are fictitious;
any similarity to persons living,
dead, or in hiding, are purely
coincidental. The usual rules of
fiction and parody apply. None of
the events ever took place. The Mr.
Fabulous stories are fictitious; a
parody. Contact: Gene Mahoney,
P.O. Box 843, Redwood City, CA
94064

The Wrath
of the
Knitting
Needle
By Allison Parks

The Parks household was rife
with sibling warfare. The
marathon battles raged daily
between me and my
nemesis/brother, Christopher,
aka, Sistopher. I was a short,
transparently white child. At
4'8" I was so alabaster in color
that you could see my veins
through my pasty flesh.
Sistopher, on the other hand,
was a blubbery lummox of a
man-boy who sprouted into a
freakily early puberty that
caused him to grow to his full
height, 6' 2", in the 5th grade.
His body odor was so repulsively
pungent it would fill up our
father's van and he had to be
coated in a layer of Arrid Extra
Dry before entrance into the
van was permitted.
In strength (and stench) I was
completely outmatched, but I
had perfected the art of the
booby trap, as well as the art of
throwing blunt objects
(snorkeling masks, croquet
balls, soccer trophies) at his
face and running into my room
and locking the door. I also
liked to cut my nails into points
and wait patiently for him to
beach himself by the pool.
When he'd develop a crispy
sunburn, I'd spring forth from a

nearby bush and tear away his
flesh with my claws. Then, of
course, dart into my room with
rabbit-like speed before his
lumbering ass could catch me.
One day, after a savage beating
that left giant purple bruises all
over my tiny, transparent being,
I knew he had to pay. And pay
he would. I would construct the
most vicious of booby traps—
something even the Vietcong
would envy. I would take that
fat bastard down...hard.
I was off to my room to look for
tools. Shove a Skipper doll up
his ass while sleeping? No, I
couldn't get near those chubby
mountains, plus I think this was
during his "wiping is a waste of
time" phase. The oldie but
goodie, Ex-Lax brownie? His lard
ass could certainly use the
weight loss, but no, the
discomfort of diarrhea wasn't
enough—he needed to feel
serious pain. Then I found my
weapon of choice in the closet:
a knitting needle (which was
strange because nobody in the
family knitted). I bent the
knitting needle into an L shape,
fished it into the carpet in the
entryway to his bedroom with
the point sticking up, and
draped one of his pit-stained
double XL NASCAR tees over it.
Surely he wouldn't notice the
giant point amid all of the filth.
I scurried off to my room across
the hall, got under the covers,
and joyously anticipated his
bloodcurdling wails of agony as
the needle penetrated his portly
flipper. As the rattles of his
giant footsteps began ascending
the stairs, I couldn't wait! When
he reached the top of the stairs,
I was ready to burst with joy. A
few more lumbering steps....
and silence. He'd made it past

the trap, and I heard a rustling,
a fart, silence, and then a
snore. Dammit! The fatty had
stepped over the needle and
into the safety of his
Transformers-themed bedroom.
Then, suddenly, the parental
unit's door opened. A few steps
later I heard the frantic scream
I had been waiting for, only,
much to my horror, it was
coming from mother, not
brother. The knitting needle
had pierced the bottom of her
right foot and jutted out the
side. Later she would recount
the incident as, "I thought I was
hit by a stray bullet." Mother
pulled her foot off the needle,
blood spewing out both the
point of entry and exit, and
hobbled into her bed. Father
and Sistopher quickly ran to her
rescue. I, on the other hand was
absolutely terrified of the
punishment that would ensue,
and sheepishly shimmied
beneath the covers.
Surprisingly, nobody came in to
scold me. This made me even
more nervous. I lay awake most
of the night terrified of what
trouble morning would bring.
But, morning came, I went off
to school, and still nobody
scolded me.
Years later Mother would say, "I
didn't say anything because I
didn't know what to say. It was
so diabolical, I was afraid of
you." Plus, I think she knew in
her heart of hearts that Chris
did indeed deserve the needle's
wrath. And although he wasn't
injured by the needle, my
unrequited attack wasn't
completely without purpose:
Sistopher feared my chilling 8year-old capacity for evil and
didn't beat me for nearly three
weeks.###

