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By Gene Mahoney 

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

The Ha-Ra Club, that bar on Geary (at 
Larkin) has a sign on its front door that reads: 
“Air Conditioning for your Comfort.” We all 
know how sweltering hot San Francisco can 
get in December, so you know where to cool 
your heels.  

Noise Pop Music & Arts Festival 30th 
Anniversary, 2/20 - 26. Visit 
noisepopfest.com for more info. 

At the Warfield: Phil Lesh & Friends, 12/27-
28. Destroy Lonely, 1/19. Dark Star 
Orchestra, 2/3-4. At the Regency Ballroom: 
Giant Rocks, 12/20. The Sound of 
Animals…, 1/6. Jazz is Dead, 1/23. Fitz and 
the Tantrums, 1/25. 

XXXXXXXXXX 

Happy Holidays, everyone! Thanksgiving has 
passed and now it’s Christmas time. These 
are the holidays where people are overcome 
with a sense of obligation to help those less 
fortunate. No, I’m not going to ask you to 
send me money.   

You got sick and tired of quick wars that 
turned into long occupations in Afghanistan 
and Iraq? Imagine how those doing the actual 
fighting felt. Donate anything (even ten 
bucks, whatever) to Warrior Foundation 
Freedom Station and help our veterans have 
transitional housing from the military to 
civilian life.  You can volunteer with them, 
too. All the info is at warriorfoundation.org. 
The Armstrong and Getty Show, a morning 
radio program heard locally on KSFO (560 
AM) has an annual fundraiser for them, not 
only because of their wonderful work, but 
because they spend so much of the money on 
the veterans, as opposed to some charity 
organizations that seem to have a lot of 
overhead expenses.  

Do it today, okay? If you like this newsletter, 
please send something in. If you think it 
sucks, please send something in.  

I wish I had done that in 2017 instead of what 
I did then. My friend convinced me to help 
him volunteer at this fancy restaurant in 
Silicon Valley that gives away free turkey 
dinners at Thanksgiving. A KCBS radio 
reporter interviewed him before the diners 
arrived, and my friend told the radio audience 
that he was proud of the restaurant owner for 
giving away free dinners, and he was honored 
to help those less fortunate by volunteering to 
serve them. Then the doors opened and the 
diners stampeded in.  
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We imagined they would be homeless and 
destitute, but they turned out to be almost 
exclusively old Asian people who looked like 
they could afford to buy turkey dinners.  

The tables weren’t that close together, but 
there were several times I saw people at 
different tables elbowing and yelling at each 
other. As soon as everyone finished eating at 
a table, restaurant workers would clap their 
hands and shout at them to vacate the 
premises, as if they were cattle.  

My friend pointed out that he wouldn’t want 
to spend Thanksgiving there, even if the meal 
was free.  

The volunteers were quite competitive in 
serving those “less fortunate.” Especially this 
one woman. I asked her to hand me 
something she was next to and she shot me a 
Give Me A Break, You’ve Got To Be Kidding 
look, then raced to the diners, tray in hand, to 
show everyone she was the hardest working 
volunteer there, and the one most likely to 
make it past the pearly gates.  

Diners had a choice of milk or water with 
their meals, but this one guy in his twenties 
asked if I could go behind the bar and pour 
him some Cointreau. I shot him a Give Me A 
Break, You’ve Got To Be Kidding look.  

My friend and I left sooner than all the other 
volunteers did, disheartened by what we saw, 
with a lower opinion about mankind than 
when we entered the restaurant.  

So instead of contributing to the obesity 
epidemic this holiday season, send Warrior 
Foundation Freedom Station something. 
Anything. I wish the guy who owns that 
restaurant would do that instead of… never 
mind. Happy Holidays!### 

Give Today to 
WarriorFoundation.org 
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The Hickory Farms Holiday Platter 

By James Dylan 

It struck me suddenly the other day while at 
work. I was looking for grub in the small 
refrigerator at my workplace and saw a small 
block of "Suisse Cheese" from Hickory 
Farms. Besides the color, it didn’t look too 
much like "Swiss Cheese". I took it out and 
read the label: Pasteurized Process Cheese 
Food Swiss Type Flavor. I kid you not. But 
me being a hungry male bachelor, I figured 
"What the hell..", opened it up and took a 
bite. 

Well, that was a big mistake. It was a dry, 
gummy substance that sucked all the 
moisture out of my mouth, and I spit it out 
into a wastebasket. And this is where, as I 
said, it struck me. 

Man, how far I’ve come since I left the 
Midwest. I remember growing up how 
Hickory Farms products were considered 
high-class, and we always gazed at the 
cheeses and sausages with envy, as we could 
never afford them. We always considered the 
Hickory Farms store at the mall an upscale 
kind of place where we never shopped, 
because it was "beyond our means", and 
though we looked down on the other retail 
workers as below us, the workers at Hickory 
Farm were not the usual run-of-the-mill class 
of retail workers - they were gourmets! 



And if by some twist of fate one of them 
actually offered us a sample as we walked 
by…! 

It meant we were weeded out from the 
general riffraff of the mall, it meant that he 
saw us and knew, just knew, that we were 
people that could appreciate fine Hickory 
Farms food products! It was like being over 
to a socialite’s house to hear a sample from 
the latest version of Mozart’s Le Nozze di 
Figaro! And even though you were headed 
for the Orange Julius across the way before 
he spotted you, you wouldn’t dare go there 
now, as you were upper class now, and 
couldn’t have him see you slumming. After 
all, you had a reputation to uphold. You and 
the gourmet retail guy from Hickory Farms 
were in this together! Like Nile and Frasier 
Crane. 

If, by some good fortune, our family received 
a "Hickory Farms Holiday Platter" as a gift, 
we were shocked, shocked!, at the decadence, 
the extravagance of it all! 

We would usually set the platter, usually 
consisting of various flavored cheeses, (such 
as Hickory Smoke, which by an unwritten or 
unmentioned rule, was always reserved for 
my old man) and a couple sausages. It was 
the centerpiece of the table for days. We 
would bring neighborhood kids over to the 
house and casually walk them by the table so 
they could see the platter, proudly on display 
with the Hickory Farms logo in a prominent 
position, and mention offhand about how one 
of our relatives gave it to us, and stand by in 
glory while they "wow"ed and "man"ed" over 
it. Of course, they would never ask or even 
attempt to have a piece, as they knew to even 
suggest something like that would mark them 
as uncultured and uncouth. You NEVER 
touched another family’s Hickory Farms 
Holiday Platter. 

And as I stood there spitting out the foul, 
processed faux cheese, trying to get the 
"flavor" out of my mouth, it made me realize 
how different I am now, compared to when I 
was a kid growing up in the Midwest (I 
refuse to mention my state) and when I was 
in the Army. Luckily, I hooked up with a nice 
German girl who had really rich parents, and 
was introduced to the world of fine foods, 
wines, oh-so-sweet delicacies and 
extravagant goodies! 

Anyway, here at the office, some upper 
management goon sent our department a 
Hickory Farms Holiday Platter, and as we 
opened it, I had flashbacks of going for the 
good, forbidden Hickory Smoke cheese 
triangles (individually wrapped in aluminum 
foil that was hard to get off and often wound 
up in your mouth, shocking the hell out of 
your teeth). Someone pulled out this huge 
sausage and started slicing it up, and the 

smells all came back to me, and my mouth 
started watering! Oh, the joys of childhood 
came flooding back to me! The smells, the 
tastes, the envy of our friends! 

Then I took my first anticipated bite. 
“Hmmmm. Gee, it tastes kinda fatty, don’t 
you think?” I mentioned to a co-worker.  

So there I was, standing with a small paper 
plate holding several slices of processed 
sausage and some squishy cheese slices. "I 
can’t eat this shit!" I said to myself, as not to 
offend some co-workers who were obviously 
in ecstasy over the platter. I casually sneaked 
over to a waste basket and quickly dropped it 
in and hid it under some papers. 

I felt saddened, what had happened to me? I 
always prided myself as staying close to my 
roots, my rural blue-collar Midwest 
background. I still look back dreamingly on 
bluegrass festivals in the Ozarks, on lazy 
canoe trips down the Buffalo River, on riding 
in the back of my old man’s pickup truck 
with a couple of dogs as we casually wove 
through the backroads of farm lands on our 
way to an arts & crafts festival so my mother 
could check out quilts. 

I guess it all started when I went to Germany 
in the Army and hit up with Claudia. Her 
parents ate out ALL THE TIME and I was 
always invited, of course. And I’m not 
talking McDonalds, I’m talking steak houses 
with dress codes, seafood places where 
Lobster is a regular item, not a weekly 
special. And if you didn’t know, Germany is 
already a great place to eat out, man. I am 
already salivating at the thought of a nice 
Rahmschnitzel (thin pork steak covered in a 
thick cream sauce) and of the fine, flavorful 
beers that continue to elude American 
breweries. 

And then I moved to San Francisco in 1995 
and found that because of living situations it 
was much easier (and sometimes cheaper) to 
eat out, and the variety of restaurants! Thai 
food, Chinese food, even German food! And 
all of it great! I still dream of going to Thep 
Phanom in lower Haight, of the way the 
Lemon-Grass Soup with Shrimp makes my 
taste buds have multiple orgasms (every other 
Thai restaurant I’ve been to have failed to 
even come close to it). Of the various Sushi 
restaurants in Japantown, the many 
Mediterranean restaurants, hell - even the 
Soul Food place in Hayes Valley, and 
Brother-in-Law’s Barbeque on Divisadero! 
And let’s not forget Golden Boy Pizza in 
North Beach, my personal favorite pizza joint 
(where else can you hear Johnny Cash one 
minute and The Velvet Underground the 
next, and the aggressive pizza cook in the 
back who will tell you personally to fuck-off 
if you complain the music is too loud!) 

And the fresh Vietnamese Spring Rolls, also 
with lemon grass and fresh shrimp! And of 
the fine imported cheeses at Whole Foods at 
California and Franklin. And don’t get me 
started on the Saturday farmers market at the 
Embarcadero, with fine homemade goat and 
sheep cheeses, with freshly bottled Northern 
California Wild Honeys, and the freshly 
made and grilled Chicken and Apple 
sausages! Freshly picked apples! Oranges! 
Dates! Organic milk! Fresh breads, still warm 
and steaming when you take that first bite. 

After all this, is it really hard to see what 
happened? I went home (home?) recently to 
visit some relatives, and they were excited 
and wanted to take me out to eat at an Italian 
"supper club" (I still don’t know what one is, 
it looked like a restaurant to me) so I said, 
"Sure.” 

You know how sometimes you eat at a really 
good restaurant and you will remember that 
meal for years afterward? I had the same 
experience, but in a negative way. I had never 
had such bland, gray, boring food in my life. 
I sampled some of everybody’s meal (which 
is the custom in my family) and every plate 
tasted the same. It was what I would call 
"safe" - no spices, (hell, no flavor) nothing 
"fancy". Even after heaping on some cheese 
and salt & pepper and Tabasco sauce, it was 
still really boring. To this day, I remember 
how everybody else was enjoying their 
meals, and I kind of sat there and poked at 
mine, going through the motions, wishing I 
was back in San Francisco. I felt like a man 
who, the night before, had sex with Jennifer 
Lopez, and was now in the back seat of an El 
Camino with the fat chick from Wilson 
Phillips. 

Although I do, from time to time, find myself 
slumming, craving some white trash food 
from my childhood. My mother used to make 
things called UFOs, which were 2 slices of 
buttered white bread, placed in an oval, 2-
sided bellows looking thing, with pure cherry 
filling inside them, and then placed over the 
heating element. The result was a pie thingy. 
She also made the best cheese sandwiches, 
just 2 slices of buttered white bread (again) 
with good ol’ Kraft "American" cheese (the 
unnaturally brightly colored orange kind) 
fried in a pan. Man, those were good. 

All I know is when I was a kid, Denny's was 
"Fancy Eatin's” -- or any place that called 
itself a "Supper Club".### 

The San Francisco Herald is copyright 2022 
by Gene Mahoney (except what James and 
Ace did). Good Clean Fun comics are pure 
fiction. Herald logo by James Dylan. Global 
headquarters: P.O. Box 843, Redwood City, 
California 94064. The Herald is not 
distributed to the Ha-Ra Club, Vesuvio Café, 
or Russian Hill Upholstery and Décor. 







 
 
Emperor Norton's 
BoozeLand, 510 Larkin 
at Turk, (415) 926-
8118. Great local bar; 
large back patio, 
billiards, 
shuffleboard, Pliny on 
draft. Open every day at 
1pm. Happy Hour 
Monday -Friday 1PM -
7PM. 
 

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

 

 

Sumac Istanbul Street 
Food, 1096 Union (at 
Leavenworth), 
www.sumacsf.com, 
(415) 307-6141. 
Istanbul’s favorite street 
flavors with the added 
twist of California’s 
healthy food culture. 
Delivery or take-out. 

 

Kennedy’s Irish Pub 
& India Curry House, 
1040 Columbus, (415) 
441-8855. World class 
beer selection and 
Indian cuisine. Delivery 
available via GrubHub 
and Uber Eats.  

 

Cozy café/laundromat 
combo. Artisan eats & 
espresso at integrated 
Hideaway Café, 850 
Jones (at Bush). (925) 
724-4464. 

 

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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