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Russian Hill Upholstery & Décor is still
located in Nob Hill, not Russian Hill... Dave
Parker Sextet plays jazz the 4™ Thursday of
the month at Salesforce Park, 11AM -
12:30PM. 425 Mission Street... Huckleberry
Youth Shelter is looking for new or gently
used board games for guests ages 12-17.
They’re also accepting sports equipment and
art supplies. Call (415) 621-2929 to
coordinate drop-off... Rest in peace, Michael
Durand — the publisher of newspapers the
Sunset Beacon and the Richmond Review.

Mother’s Day and Father’s Day recently
passed. Father’s Day seems to get less
attention than Mother’s Day, which is kind of
a shame. Here’s a quick Al search about men
who grow up in fatherless homes:

Growing up in a fatherless home is
associated with higher risks of poverty,
lower educational attainment, and greater
likelihood of involvement with the criminal
justice system for young men. Studies
report that young men raised without their
biological father are about twice as likely
to have spent time in jail by around age 30
and are significantly more likely to be idle
in their mid-20s. 85% of youths in prison

come from fatherless homes.

14% of men who grow up in fatherless
homes earn a college degree as opposed to
35% of men who grow up in a home with a
biological father.

Okay, considering the weird crap they teach
in college nowadays, that last one might be a
good thing.
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If You’re Really Concerned About
Climate...

By Charles Chatsworth

Are you worried about climate? Are you an
advocate for climate justice? Do you support
rapid reductions in carbon emissions?

If so, do you practice what you preach?

For example: Do you text as little as possible?
All the data you use when texting—and when

browsing the internet—is powered by hefty
amounts of fossil fuels.
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Consider this: Data center carbon emissions
are now roughly equal to the entire carbon
output of the commercial airline industry.
And most of that data processing is powered
by natural gas and coal.

So, every time you send a text, or share a
selfie, you’re using electricity that’s coming
from fossil fuels.

People assume the internet is an endless
plaything. And most of their texting,
streaming, and web browsing is completely
frivolous. But in reality, the meter is running
at the data centers that process all of this
browsing, texting, and Al querying.

Data centers require massive amounts of
power because they operate thousands of
high-performance servers around the clock.
And not only are they burning through
electricity, but they also need continuous,
industrial-scale cooling to offset the extreme
heat generated by high-density computing.

A typical 50 megawatt data center uses as
much electricity as a small city. And it does
so non-stop, 24/7. Imagine then, the power
needs of proposed data centers that will
require 500 megawatts.

These power requirements are not
hypothetical. They’re the new normal
because Al systems require more power than
traditional servers.

The point is, if you believe there’s a climate
crisis, and you preach about it, are you
actually being consistent in your rhetoric? Is
it really necessary to text another smiley-face
emoji to your friends, or post a picture of the
yummy oat latte you’re about to drink?

“People They Pay For The Games
They Play”

By Ace Backwords

In 1981 I got involved in this murder trial.
Unfortunately. My next door neighbor, who
was this big dope dealer, shot and killed this
guy. So that’s how I got sucked into the
whole thing, I just happened to live next door
to him and was there when it happened.

So I decided, maybe it would be a good idea
to get the hell out of Berkeley for a while. So
I moved up to Eureka, California in
Humboldt County for a year and rented a
little room on the second floor of this

flophouse, the Greyhound Hotel. You had a
bed and a sink and a bathroom down the hall
and an electric frying pan to cook up
hamburgers. One of those kind of deals (and
yes, as Lenny Bruce one time riffed in one of
his comedy bits, I used to piss in the sink).

Anyways, this guy that lived in a room down
the hall from me was a rock guitarist.
Eventually we connected — I dabbled on the
guitar myself. And some nights we’d get
together and jam in his little hotel room. He
went by the nickname “Butch” and he had a
rock ‘n roll swagger to him. He was kind of a
Keith Richards wannabe. He had at least 10
really great songs that he had written that
were as good, or better, than anything you’d
hear on the radio.

He had one song that he’d written that was
especially good. You heard it and you knew
it could be a hit. The chorus went “People
They Pay For The Games They Play.” It was
about unrequited love — this beautiful chick
he loved and longed for who kept rejecting
him (which I could certainly relate to at the
time).

Anyways, this guy Butch wasn’t together
enough to pursue a career in the music
business himself. Like I said he was Keith
Richards wannabe and he was heavily into
drugs and the whole rock ‘n roll lifestyle.

There was a local rock band that played in
clubs in Eureka that would play a cover
version of his song “People They Pay For
The Games They Play.” He took me to a club
one night to hear them playing his song. I
could tell how proud he was as he sat there at
the club listening to the band play it. And |
could tell that was probably as far as Butch
was going to go as a success in the music
business (even as his own personal version of
the song was much greater than the cover
version).

I was thinking about Butch tonight because |
remember [ stole the guitar riff from his song
“People They Pay For the Games They Play”
for a song that I wrote later, “All My Dreams”
(available on YouTube). I figured no one
would know I stole the riff because it was

such an obscure song.

Tonight I combed through YouTube and
Google to see if I could find a version of
Butch’s song. But it was nowhere to be found.

Sometimes I wonder what ever happened to
Butch. I never saw him again after that year
we shared rooms on the same floor at that
flophouse, the Greyhound Hotel. I figured he
just got swallowed up by the streets and
drugs and the whole rock ‘n roll lifestyle we
were all chasing after.

Keith Richards might have survived it but
most of the Keith Richards wannabes didn’t.
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7STAND AGAINST HATE" RALY TO
HoNoR  KARMELo ANTHoNY !
ResisT! ReSisT! ResisT!
mq LooK — HERre's 4 TueeT
N/ From BARAck. oBAMA!

If I had a son who
was a football star
who murdered his
ex-wife and a
waiter by stabbing
them so much they
were nearly |
decapitated, he’'d
look like 0.].

Simpson.

Yes — MR. OBAMA WAS A
UNITER. ; NOT A PIVIDER ! H

Heres ANOTHER TWeeT
FROM HiM ...

oH Look — Here Are <ome
MORE TWeETS FROM OUR.
FORMER FPReSIPENT!

VERY TOUCHING, MR: OBAMA! H

If I had a son who
stabbed another
young man
through the heart,
he’d look like
Karmelo Anthony.

If my daughters
Malia and Natasha
had sex change
operations, my
sons would look
like Malia and

If I had a son who
murdered a half
million people in
Africa, he’d look
like the former
dictator of Uganda,

Idi Amin. Natasha.

Don’t Believe This
Fascist
Propaganda!

We must strive for
racial harmony in
our country.

Even if that means
tolerating all these
damn white people.
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