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Spring Skies: This view from Gold Mine Hill in Diamond Heights is a reminder of the storms that fed our current summer. Photo by Sally Smith

When thoughts are written down, 

marvelous things can happen. 

Passing your neighbor on the streets of 

Noe Valley you might not learn what 

they’re thinking and of the possible con-

nections present. This edition of The Noe 
Valley Voice attempts to bridge distances 

both ordinary and extraordinary. Some 

of your neighbors call themselves writers 

and willingly produce lyrical prose. Oth-

ers, hesitant to adopt a label, email the 

work their muse has prompted with 

some hesitance. Like tossing a bottled 

message in the ocean, your fellow Noe 

Valeyan hopes for a response.  

Meet Carol Casey, Chana Jacobs, Elise 

Kazanjian, Barrie Grenell, Dian Wynne, 

Jan Masaoka, Jessica Anderson, Megan G. 

Smith, Mimi Mueller, And Renzo Boler-

Marshall. You’ll hear again from Grace 

D’Anca, Dale Fehringer, Daniel Murphy, 

Kit Cameron, Daniel Raskin, Jeff Kaliss, 

Julie House and Mark Thoma. 

Dream from the 
Other Coast 

Waking I see snow crowns the 

cars—still in Baltimore.  

I’m starting to know I’ll stay a 

while. More than that, 

I’ve learned from dreams that 

knowledge has no power,  

power’s an illusion. Love is all. 

And California’s lovely.  

Salt off the Pacific. Earth’s faults 

showing through. 

How To Make a Beach 

The glass river invites breaking.  

Dive and shattered water heals 

behind you. 

Swallows flee their pier-y nests, 

dip and whirl.  

Eagles fall upward, from cliffs 

into high currents.  

On the bay, a tugboat chuffs 

behind a barge,  

the rusty sound of work carried 

by water. 

You think you are floating 

through life.  

You think, I have made nothing. 

You stumble out of the river, wet 

and dripping  

like some kind of beach B-movie 

monster.  

In your wake, a tiny ripple  

pushes a grain of sand against a 

pebble.  

Wittgenstein’s Lion  
by the Bay 

You’re aswim in language—the 

breaking wave  

a shy lover, who leaves his letter 

on the shore then runs.  

Awash in metaphor, you think 

the steady waves  

are the visible heartbeat of the 

bay. Do waves conspire  

to carve the curving cove?  

Try this to understand: Like a 

tide-tossed naiad,  

lie down in wet gritty sand, 

where the rising wave  

ends in its breaking and the bay 

washes over the land. 

• Carol Casey •

Carol Casey’s poetry has been pub-
lished in the literary magazine of The 
Catholic University of America and Bay to 
Ocean journal. Her poem "Shirley and the 
Gods of Desire" was a finalist in the 2024 
Crossroads Poetry Contest. 
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“Be willing to do whatever 

 it takes to be a warrior 

 for your own health.” 
— Jan Mundo

Dr. Nina Campagna NMD 

Naturopathic Medical Doctor

 

Take Control of Your Health Future 
with 

 
Dr. Nina Campagna NMD 

Naturopathic Medical Doctor

 My areas of expertise include:  
 
•  Female & Male Hormone Balancing  
•  Longevity Medicine 
•  Thyroid issues 
•  Sustainable Weight Management 
•  Chronic Fatigue  
•  Gastro-Intestinal Conditions 

 
 

 
  I offer all potential new patients  
  a complimentary 15 minute  
  Health Coordination Appointment  
  by phone so you can find out  
  more about my approach and  
  determine if working together  
  is a match. 

  415.879.9340  •  DrNina@DrNinaCampagna.com  •  www.doctor-nina.com

Naturopathic Medicine addresses the root causes of your health  

challenges and utilizes natural therapies to restore your vitality.

Children’s Day School 
just built a new Early 

Childhood center! 
Created with input 

from our students, the 
new center gives us 
more room for our 

popular inquiry- and 
play-based preschool and 

kindergarten. See how 
your child will grow into a 
courageous, kind, joyful, 
and curious learner who 

embraces difference, 
collaborates generously, 

and engages meaningfully 
in their community. 

Visit CDS today!

cds-sf.org
Preschool-Grade 8

333 & 601 Dolores Street

Discover 
CDS!

We don’t just talk the talk, we walk the walk.

Our care is one-of-a kind.
We don't just treat symptoms. 
We treat your child from the inside out.

We find the right remedy.
We gladly offer safe alternatives 
to antibiotics when appropriate.

We offer house calls.
Kids don’t come with manuals. 
Let us be your village.

We’re always here. 
Your GetzWell provider is available 
24/7. Just call or email. We’ll answer.

We are what we eat.
We believe nutrition and functional
medicine are powerful ingredients 
for growing kids.

415.826.1701
GETZWELL.COM 

1701 CHURCH ST & 
1800 UNION ST
SAN FRANCISCO

https://www.doctor-nina.com
mailto:DrNina@DrNinaCampagna.com
https://cds-sf.org
https://getzwell.com
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The fact that students choose Brentwood is what makes this place so 

special. Because when a student truly wants to be here, and they’re 

surrounded by a family of like-minded friends and supporters, we 

believe they can choose to be ... anything.

Where Students Choose To Be

#choosetobe

A Century of 
passing the torch

Co-ed | Boarding | Day | Grades 9-12 | University Prep | 
Vancouver Island | British Columbia | Canada

To learn more visit www.brentwood.ca

https://www.brentwood.ca
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I
 was not a personal friend of Alan 

Blackman and know nothing of his 

social circle or surviving family. The 

story of our encounter is a little 

unusual. 

In 2010, I was an elder student 

returning to college at the age of 59.  I 

was enrolled in the graphic design and 

digital illustration programs at City 

College of San Francisco.  

As part of that program, I studied 

typography. Students were tasked with 

finding a particular typeface of interest 

and then producing a textual presenta-

tion regarding the chosen design. I was 

fortunate enough to happen upon the 

beautiful Celtic-inspired Galahad type-

face designed by Alan Blackman and 

available through Adobe. 

As I was conducting the research,  I 

was quite surprised to learn that the 

calligrapher, Alan Blackman, was a Noe 

Valley neighbor. He lived above the 

Little Chihuahua restaurant on 24th 

Street.  

When he traveled, Alan Blackman 

would mail himself postcards on which 

he celebrated the design of the postage 

stamp from his mailing locale with the 

creativity of the calligraphy he used to 

address the card. While visiting Canada, 

he honored the Canadian postage with 

the first iteration of what became the 

Galahad typeface.  

As I was walking past La Boulangerie 

one day, I happened to cross paths with 

him. I took the liberty of introducing 

myself and explaining my unusual situa-

tion as a novice designer and student.  

I invited him to dinner at a local 

establishment so that I might pick his 

brain a bit and learn more about the 

development of Galahad. And he was 

gracious enough to accept my 

 invitation. 

Alan Blackman seemed an eccentric 

character, a gay man of an earlier age 

and mindset. The conversation drifted 

from the typographical to the personal 

and gave me a glimpse of the difficulties 

of the lives of such men in the 1950s, 

in great contrast to what I had experi-

enced as a gay man who came of age in 

the 1970s San Francisco scene. I was 

most grateful to Mr. Blackman for his 

generosity of time and spirit of encour-

agement to me as a novice designer. 

And to this day I use Alan Blackman’s 

Galahad typeface on my greeting cards 

and many other design creations.   

Perhaps the best I can do to honor 

this San Francisco treasure is to pro-

vide you the product I created for that 

typography class many years ago. It  

honors Mr. Blackman and his Galahad 

typeface.  

• Alan Blackman • 
A San Francisco Treasure 

By David Meeker

Editor’s Note: David Meeker sends us this remembrance of Noe Valley lettering artist Alan A. 
Blackman, known for his whimsical postcards and envelopes, sent to family, friends, and himself. 
Blackman died on June 6, 2024, at the age of 96. (He was born in Brooklyn, NY, in 1928.) From the 
1960s on, he lived in San Francisco, in both the Haight and in Noe Valley at 4119 24th St.  The 
Noe Valley Voice published an interview with Blackman in April 1996 in which he related his 
 experiences as a sex information hotline volunteer.   

In a guest blog for the San Francisco Library’s History Center, Blackman described how he 
 started sending envelopes decorated with stamps and calligraphy to his young son Stephen (with a 
duplicate to himself) in 1968. There were never any notes inside, just the colorful envelopes. He 
 continued sending the letters for 36 years. Blackman also designed fonts, two of which were pub-
lished by Adobe. At the bottom of this page, designer David Meeker shows and tells us the history of 
the typeface and its creator. 

Blackman’s art was displayed by the Main Library in a 2015 exhibit called Letters to Myself. 

This fall, the magazine Alphabet: The Journal of the Friends of Calligraphy will feature his work. 
 

David Meeker, of www.davidmeekerdesigns.com, produced this  portrait  
for a class in 2010. It honors lettering artist Alan Blackman  

and Blackman’s  creation, the  display font Galahad.

THE NOE VALLEY VOICE 
P.O. Box 460249 

San Francisco, CA 94146 
www.noevalleyvoice.com 

The Noe Valley Voice is an independent 
news paper published in San Francisco. It is 

distributed free in Noe Valley and vicinity dur-
ing the first week of the month. Subscriptions 
are available at $40 per year ($35 for seniors) 
by writing to the above address. 

The Voice welcomes your letters, photos, and 
stories, particularly on topics relating to Noe 
Valley. All items should include your name and 
contact information, and may be edited for 
brevity or clarity. (Unsigned letters will not be 
considered for publication.) Unsolicited contri-
butions will be returned only if accompanied by 
a self-addressed, stamped envelope. 

The Noe Valley Voice is a member of the San 
Francisco Neighborhood Newspaper 
Association. 

Email: Editor@noevalleyvoice.com  
Website: www.noevalleyvoice.com 

Distribution: Call Jack, 415-385-4569 
Display Advertising: Call Pat, 415-608-7634,  

or email PatRose@noevalleyvoice.com 
Display Advertising Deadline for the  
September 2024 Issue: Aug. 20, 2024 
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EDITOR THIS EDITION 

Jack Tipple 
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L E T T E R S  TO  T H E  E D I TO R  
 

THE VOICE welcomes your letters to 
the editor.  You may write the Noe 
Valley Voice, P.O. Box 460249, San 
Francisco, CA 94146, or send an email 
to editor@noevalleyvoice.com. 
Please in clude your name and contact 
information. (Anonymous letters will 
not be considered for publication.)  
Be aware that letters may be edited for 
brevity or clarity. We look forward to 
hearing from you.
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• Grace D’Anca •     

                                                                                                                         Photo by Jack Tipple

          

Grace D’Anca’s poetry has been presented in Forum, Raquet Journal, Noe Valley 
Voice, Community Living Campaign, and Elder Litquake publications, and was featured 

in Deborah Slater Dance Theater’s In The Presence of Absence. She is a member of 

Cosmic Elders and Drama With Friends performance ensembles, and Dance 

Generators inter-age workshop.  

Apocalyptic Clouds 

 

Apocalyptic clouds 

caldera dance 

bump and grind 

percussing warnings 

through endless roux 

of blue blue sky  

sneezing, wheezing 

a rant of razor letters 

from men under red caps 

with minds like dirty bombs 

scorched treasonous by bleach  

 

men with lies for tongues 

gnashing the halo 

around the earth 

pulverizing hope 

and freedom 

 

men in red caps 

like drunken hunters 

gorging on power 

calling for abolishment of life 

as we know it.  

 

 

 

 

Random Saturday 

 

Cross town bus 

from affluence to reality 

tourists thin out  

when the sights get serious 

enter two exquisite sisters 

likely four and six  

in party dresses 

red bowed sparkly shoes 

left over from Christmas 

both huge brown eyed  

pony tailed 

 

a woman uproots swiftly  

across the aisle 

makes room for them to sit 

later I see her  

seated with her man 

his arm across her shoulder 

loving, protective 

she lets her guard down 

 

the no nonsense driver vacates her throne 

to be sure the young woman 

in the sport wheelchair is secured 

she is she says sitting straight up 

in the backless chair 

mesmerized by what floats  

 

through her ear buds 

the scrim of electric blue sky 

backlights clumps of clouds 

I want to taste 

the lone magenta house 

on the slope to The Peaks sings  

over the hum of the day. 

 

You Were Everywhere      
A spaghetti fundraiser 

at the school.  

The stove didn’t work 

a skittish neighbor 

ferried hot ragu 

from around the corner 

we were in charge 

and about to cry 

 

you were there. 

Had I met you before? 

You said you could help 

but we had to do 

what you said 

it turned out 

you were a career waitress 

 

you got it under control 

by the time another 

neighbor showed up 

in her best hat 

with the cash box 

Cheshire cat grinning 

at the front door. 

 

Seems like you were 

everywhere after that 

neighborhood meetings 

laying out a slew of snacks  

pouring coffee with real cream 

 

often the only amiable person 

at the democratic club  

standing behind a table  

you filled with delectables  

 

you drove me to SPCA 

when I got my tiger cat 

 

huddled next to me in the ER 

when they thought I had a brain blip  

I didn’t have to be scared 

about the off the hook guy 

on the other side of the curtain 

 

at my husband’s bed side 

when he needed a witness 

to be certain he was ready 

for the magic cocktail. 

 

You were beyond generous 

your gate always open 

your door always unlocked 

your hands warm 

making sure people  

felt welcome 

had a place 

to belong  

 

always a sweet surprise 

in my mailbox at holiday 

candy corn 

chocolate Santas 

jelly beans 

kindness. 

 

I will miss that 

and I will play it  

forward. 
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Vivre is a real estate broker licensed by the State of California and abides by Equal Housing Opportunity laws. License Number 02014153. All 
material presented herein is intended for information purposes only and is compiled from sources deemed reliable but has not been veri昀ed. 

22 Years in Business · Noe Valley Homeowner

VIVRE REAL ESTATE
DANIELLE LAZIER · REALTOR®

415.528.7355

See more market insights and our smiling faces at 
NoeValleyMarketUpdate.com DRE 01340326 

Kind Words from Happy Noe Valley Home Sellers!

“What a wonderful experience! Our family is from out of town and we 
were looking for a San Francisco real estate agent to help sell a family 
member’s house. 

Danielle was so supportive through the process and intimately knows 
the neighborhood. Her negotiating skills are phenomenal and the 
marketing really showed o昀 the potential of the home, so much so that 
the 昀nal sales price was way over our expectations. 

She had a wonderful team that was also very present during the entire 
process. We had to rely 100% on who ever we picked and luckily we 
found Danielle.”

Cynthia D.

Curious About the SF Real Estate Market?

There are always twists and turns in SF real estate, but in broad 
terms the market is improving. As the city’s 昀rst real estate blog 
(established 2002!), our website and biweekly newsletter are your 
go-to source for critical information. Scan the QR to see the latest.

NOW OPEN IN NOE VALLEY!NOW OPEN IN NOE VALLEY!

OPEN LATE!
Sun-Mon: Noon-9pm

Tues-Thur: Noon-9:30pm
Fri-Sat: Noon-10:30pm

1504 Church St at 27th

delicious sundaes 
gelato by the scoop
sweet crepes 
and, we cater! 

NOW OPEN IN NOE VALLEY!

1504 CHURCH ST 
Next to Eric’s!  

(415) 829-3945

The National Election will be decided by 
a few thousand votes in these states

WISCONSIN, PENNSYLVANIA, 
GEORGIA, ARIZONA & NEVADA

Go to ACTION-SF.COM 
and donate to our 

2024 
Grassroots Fund

Join us in supporting grassroots 
groups that are mobilizing votes in 
these critical battleground states

This ad is sponsored by Ernst Halperin and David Upchurch, 
Charles Spiegel Esq, Amy Tyson MD, and other Action-SF.com members 

https://ACTION-SF.COM
https://NoeValleyMarketUpdate.com
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• Kit Cameron •

Kit Cameron moved into Noe Valley in 1977 and never left.  After many years 

painting and teaching art to kids, she retired and began writing for the Noe Valley Voice.

Meyer Lemon 
Marmalade   
 

 

If you are lucky enough to have a Meyer 

Lemon tree in your back yard, I beg you 

go out and inhale the smell of lemon blos-

som.  I grew up with that smell in the citrus 

community of Upland, California;  ordered 

rows of Navel and Valencia oranges 

marched from the foothills of the San 

Gabriel mountains down to the cow-ma-

nure-fragrant flats of Chino. 

 

The lemon tree in our back yard came 

with the house.  Mostly we shared out 

our bounty in a basket on the front 

steps.  But Covid gave us time to play 

with the fruit.  A recipe on 

epicurious.com  led me to the following; 

 

You will need six lemons, four cups of 

water and four cups of sugar plus canning 

jars.  Those are the only ingredients.  You 

will want a pot large enough to boil up 

your lemons, water and sugar into a hot 

sticky slurry.  You will need another pot 

to sterilize your jars.  Hardware stores 

and will sell you a case of 12  half pint 

“crystal” jam jars.   

 

One batch of lemon marmalade will fill 

six jars.  During Covid jars were a  pre-

cious commodity, hoarded and re-used.  If 

I couldn’t find commercial jars I could 

revert to my mom’s method of sterilizing 

recycled jelly, pickle, what-have-you jars, 

which I then sealed with melted paraffin.  

The point of the seal, obviously, is to 

eliminate air from getting at the sweet 

fruit. 

 

Go outside and find six ripe lemons.  If 

you don’t have your own tree you can go 

to the Saturday market at the Noe Valley 

Town Square and pick up Lisbon lemons 

from Twin Girls’ fruit stand.  They are 

thicker skinned and slightly tarter than 

Meyer Lemons but will also make an 

excellent preserve. 

 

Cut your lemons in half, slice them as 

thinly as you have patience for and put 

them in a pot with four cups of water.  

Some marmalade makers would have you 

remove the seeds and put them in a 

cheesecloth bag to add to the mixture.  I 

find this a little precious; I leave the seeds 

in and, for good measure, add an apple 

core.  The natural pectin helps encourage 

the marmalade to jell.  You don’t need to 

add commercial pectin. 

 

Let the pot of water with lemons sit 

overnight.   

   

The next day, when you go in the kitchen, 

set seven half-pint canning jars and 

their lids inside a deep kettle; add enough 

water to cover them well.  Get it up to  a 

nice roiling boil and then reduce it to a sim-

mer.  At the same time stick  a small plate 

in the freezer.   

 

You are now ready to make marmalade.   

Get yourself positioned with a teaspoon 

for dipping hot syrup to test it on the 

frozen plate.  Boil up your overnight 

lemons in the four cups of water and 

then turn it down to a simmer for about 

45 minutes.  You should lose a third to a 

half of the volume of water.  Then use a 

long wooden spoon to stir in four cups 

of sugar.  You can do that pretty quickly 

but you will want to keep stirring out the 

solids. And be careful of the HOT syrup.. 

 

Now let it come back up to close to a 

boil and start stirring it down.  You can 

skim off any foam you see but there real-

ly shouldn’t be any long-lasting foam.  Use 

the teaspoon to fish out seeds and the 

apple core.   

 

Get the plate out of the freezer and drib-

ble a small amount of the mixture on it.  

Does it run freely or jell together? If it 

runs freely the marmalade needs to keep 

cooking down;  if it jells it may be ready.  

I once over-boiled a batch of marmalade 

to an amber color waiting for it to 

achieve what I thought was marmalade 

consistency.   

 

When the marmalade is the “right” con-

sistency according to your frozen plate 

test,  turn it off.  Also turn off the sim-

mering pan of jars.  Using tongs, carefully 

remove each HOT jar and set it on the 

side. I lay down a kitchen towel, and 

drape the edge over the crack between 

the counter and the stove.  It is much 

easier to wash sticky stuff out of towel 

than to clean it off the stove.  Leave the 

lids in the water for now. 

 

Ladle out the marmalade and fill six jars.  

Leave the seventh as an overflow, if  nec-

essary.  You want to fill each jar to about 

¼ inch from the top.  After they are 

filled, wipe the edges clean, fish out the 

lids and place them on the jars, gently 

tightening the rings.  Using tongs, place 

them gently back into the pan of hot 

water and bring it back up to the boil.  

Let them simmer at least 15 minutes.  (I 

walked away and did housework for half 

an hour; it didn’t seem to have any ill 

effects except perhaps on my gas bill.) 

 

At the end of the time fish them out 

with tongs, set them on the towel and 

let them cool before you move them.  You 

will find you can tighten the rings.  The top 

should be snuggly pressurized to the top of 

the jar. 

 

In the frigid realms of winter, open up 

one of your jars of marmalade and enjoy 

the sweet fragrance of summer. 

Have the fragrance of summer all year long.        Photo by Kit Cameron

  

Noe Valley 
3868 24th Street • 641-4433 
Noe Valley 
1551 Church (at Duncan) • 648-1166 
Bernal Heights 
745 Cortland Avenue • 642-7585 

Offering 50 Varieties  
C • O • F • F • E • E  
by the pound or half-pound 
 

Custom Drinks 
Healthy Breakfasts 
Delicious Pastries 
Mouthwatering 
Desserts 

• • •  
Open Monday through Saturday 

5:00 a.m. to 7:30 p.m. 
Sundays 5:30 a.m. to 7:00 p.m. 

https://NOVYSF.COM
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Follow us on Instagram: @noevalleypet
 www.NoeValleyPet.com   |   1451 Church Street   |   415.282 .7385

We now sell Open Farm  
dog kibble and Raw Mix, in 
addition to gently cooked. 

We’re here for you seven days 
a week, including long hours 
(10:00 am– 7:00pm) on weekdays!
Pictured pet : June | Photo: Elizabeth Zavala

Now serving irresisible local dog 
treats: Fatted Calf aged beef liver, 
Brownies chicken gizzard bites, and 
Pezzy’s silver carp. As always, Ecco 
Pawz chicken jerkey.

NOE VALLEY CAT TOURNOE VALLEY CAT TOUR

Sunday, August 25 , 2024.
12:00 pm

Sunday, August 25 , 2024.
12:00 pm

Freyja Waits.         Photo by Jack Tipple

https://sfamc.com
https://instagram.com/noevalleypet
https://www.NoeValleyPet.com
mailto:noevattour@gmail.com


The Noe Valley Voice • August 2024    9

• Jessica Anderson •

Hector’s Odyssey 
 

W
e came to Elizabeth Street as kit-

tens.  I was a soft long-furred mostly 

white tabby. My brother Grayson was a 

slightly crazy and insecure gray tuxedo. 

 When my brother Grayson would be 

too much for me to be around with his 

worrying and loud crying, I left the front 

yard  and slipped out over the front gate 

to the sidewalk. Many humans walked 

there. They would stop to pet me as I cir-

cled between their legs or when I rolled 

on my back.  I liked humans. 

 I sauntered on Elizabeth with the late 

afternoon wind in my whiskers.  I chased 

rats up the trees on Castro.   The neigh-

borhood outside the front gate was my 

territory alone. 

Early one evening, I met Lydia outside 

on 23rd Street.  She was dressed in layers 

with a coat, a sweater and a hoodie. She 

pushed a shopping cart that rattled loudly 

on the sidewalk. A dirty quilt, some books 

and some boxes of cereal filled the shop-

ping cart.   

She stopped and slowly stroked my 

back.  I rolled over as she asked, “So Cat, 

do you live around here?  Or are you 

between places like I am?” 

She saw my collar, and unfastened it.  

“You don’t need this old ugly thing,” she 

said as she tossed the collar into the 

storm grate at the corner of Castro and 

Elizabeth.  

 Lydia put me into her cart.  She found 

a string and tied it around my neck then 

tied it to the cart.   “So you don’t fall out,” 

she laughed.   

We left Elizabeth and kept walking. It 

got dark. The streetlights lit the shadowy 

trees.  Lydia talked a lot.  At last, we set-

tled into the doorway of a store.  She 

pulled the quilt  out of the cart and held 

me close.  She fell asleep and I think I did 

too.  Many nights passed this way.  

L
ydia was moody like my brother 

Grayson was.  Sometimes she saw 

things I didn’t or just cried out loudly. She 

calmed when she petted me. So, I just cud-

dled in.  Sometimes she said she wished she 

could go home. 

One day, we abandoned the shopping 

cart. Lydia carried me in the quilt.  We 

took a long car ride. We arrived in a flat 

place with open grass and only a few 

trees.  It definitely was not Noe Valley.  

There were no hills, just grass and low flat 

buildings.   The air was hot, still, and filled 

with the loud noise of insects. 

Lydia held me wrapped in the quilt.  We 

got out 
A few days later, Lydia and the new 

humans started yelling at each other.  

Lydia sounded frightened, then angry, then 

raging.  The humans yelled,“Just leave! You 

can’t take the cat!”  The door slammed. I 

stayed under the bed. 

The next morning, the humans pulled 

me from under the bed. I yowled. I ended 

up in a cat carrier anyway.  After a short 

car ride, we were at the vet.  “He has a 

chip,” the vet said.  

 We returned to the house and I went 

back under the bed.  The next day, the 

humans muscled me into the cat carrier 

again.  They told me they had found my 

humans one hundred miles away in San 

Francisco.   During the long car ride,  I 

slept.  I woke up as I felt the carrier being 

lifted up a lot of stairs. 
The door opened.  I peeked out.   I saw 

my brother Grayson.  I gave him a lick on 

the head.  He walked into the kitchen for 

a drink of water.  I followed him.  I was 

home. 

 

Photo by Jack Tipple

Jessica Anderson moved to 

Elizabeth Street twenty-nine years 

ago.  She has published a children’s 

book, Marvin and the Three Kings. 

She recently published poems for the 

book Mandalas with art by Fletcher 

Oakes.  

Stefano DeZerega
REALTOR® | LIC# 01730431
415.987.7833 | StefanoDeZerega.com
sdezerega@corcoranicon.com

Hugh Groocock
Broker Associate | LIC# 01209589
415.971.4414 | HughGroocock.com
hugh@hughgroocock.com

We offer a combined 40+ years of experience 
representing Buyers and Sellers. We have 

successfully navigated every kind of
market in Noe Valley and beyond,

and would be delighted to share 
our expertise with you!

©2024 Corcoran Icon Properties. All rights reserved. Corcoran® and the Corcoran Logo are registered service marks owned by Corcoran Group LLC. Corcoran Icon Properties fully supports the principles of the Fair Housing Act and the 
Equal Opportunity Act. Each franchise is independently owned and operated. Information is deemed reliable, but is not guaranteed.

Just Sold
2 0 3  M O U LT R I E  S T R E E T
Sold in One Week
Multiple Offers
$300k Over Asking

Available
1 5 5 5  C O L E  S T R E E T

Magnificent View Home
Cole Valley

Call For Price

mailto:sdezerega@corcoranicon.com
https://StefanoDeZerega.com
https://HughGroocock.com
mailto:hugh@hughgroocock.com
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448 Cortland Avenue • Bernal Heights • San Francisco •  94110

Free Parking

Across the Street

In our Very Own 

Parking Lot !

We Accept:

ATM Cards
Discover Cards
M/C,Visa & Amex
Elec. Food Stamps & EBT

Store Hours:
7:00 am - 9:00 pm

Every Day!Sale Prices effective 
August 1 - 25, 2024

Mary’s Chicken
Whole 
Chicken Thighs
local - Air Chilled 
-reg 6.49 lb.

Benzler Farms
Organic Grapes
Red - Green - Black 
Our Favorite Fresno Farmer!

Organic  
Green Beans

$1.99lb.

Dwelley Family FarmsOrganic  
Watermelon
Whl-99¢ lb.

Mini-$1.29 lb. 
Sliced-$1.49 lb.

Straus Organic
Organic Ice 
Cream
Quart -reg 10.29

$4.99lb. Clover Sonoma
Butter
salted or unsalted 
16 oz. -reg 7.49

$5.99
Evolution
Fresh Organic Juices
all 昀avors  
15.2 oz. -reg 6.29 2/$8

Cali昀a Farms
Almond Milk
48 oz. -reg 4.89 $3.99

Straus Organic
Organic Yogurt
32 oz. -reg 6.29

$4.99
Ellenos
Greek Yogurt
5.3 oz. -reg 2.99

2/$5

Pasta Prima
Ravioli
14 oz. -reg 7.79

$5.99

Columbus
Sliced Turkey Breast
regular or peppered
6 oz. -reg 6.59 $5.99

Annie’s 
Natural Dressings
all varieties
8 oz. -reg 7.49

$4.49

Ke琀le Brand
Potato Chips
party size 
13 oz. -reg 7.29

$5.29

Near East
Couscous & 
 Rice Mixes
5.4-6.75 oz. -reg 3.49

2/$5
Back to Nature
Crackers
3.2-8.5 oz. -reg 5.29

$3.99

Once Again
Organic  
Peanut Butter
smooth or crunchy 
16 oz. -reg 10.79$7.99

$7.99

Organic  
Bi-Color Corn
Brentwood - Super Sweet!

4/$6

$2.49lb.

Women's 
Equality Day 

Aug 26

• Helen Marie Colgan • 
March 10, 1955 - July 18, 2024
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• Chana Jacobs •

Jersey Beach 

 

 

The granite steps warm my butt as I sip 

my coffee. South-facing, our stoop is an 

island of warmth in foggy San Francisco. Jer-

sey Beach, we call it. Gray terrazzo steps 

lead to the two green doors of our white 

duplex on Jersey Street. Flowers bloom in 

the pots that line the stairs and four 

decades of echoes accompany me on the 

stoop.  

Echoes of my two sons’ footsteps run-

ning up the inside stairs of our flat and 

down the back into the garden which 

houses a jumble of toy trucks, buckets 

and shovels in the makeshift sandbox. 

Echoes of the gaggle of kids from the 

block, their voices ascending and receding 

as they enter and exit the house.  

----- 

When the boys were young, we kept a 

fleet of hot-wheel bikes in our garage, 

used bikes that we found at second-hand 

stores. I sat on the stoop then and 

watched as they would fling open the 

garage door, caravan out, and head down 

the hill. “Rock and roll to the bottom of 

the bowl” they gleefully shout. One 

neighbor complained about the racket, 

plastic wheels against the concrete side-

walk. We adults tried to tame the tribe, 

with little success. 

Almost daily I walked down the street, 

my two sons in tow, along with our 70-

pound terrier lab named Lucy who kept 

busy sniffing the sidewalk for a dropped 

bagel or pizza slice. We’d round the cor-

ner to the merchant street, lively with 

pedestrians, bakeries, flower shops, and 

grocery stores. As I moved my brood 

from one stop to the next, I wrapped 

Lucy’s leash around a parking meter and 

she waited patiently while the boys and I 

shopped.  

The bakery was always our first stop. 

Each boy got a cookie, an unspoken 

bribe for good behavior. Wide-eyed, they 

make their choices. I pay and maneuver 

them out the door, and it’s not until my 

third or fourth stop that I remember I left 

Lucy in front of the bakery. Laughing with 

my sons, we hurry back to get her, and find 

her calmly submitting to the enthusiastic 

petting of children walking by.   

My eldest was two when we moved into 

the flat; two years later his brother was 

born. Birthday cake motifs marked the 

turning of the years: dinosaurs turn to 

trucks turn to basketballs turn to nothing 

but the name. Then comes “Mom! Stop 

singing to the music” in the car, as they 

become too cool and now embarrassed 

by their parents.  New friends from high 

school join the elementary gang and, 

shyly, girlfriends enter the scene. College 

is over in the blink of an eye, and they 

are far-flung, exploring the world: Santa 

Barbara, Thailand, New York City, San 

Diego.  

Yet, like sea turtles, they find their way 

back to San Francisco, homing to the 

duplex on Jersey Street. 

 ------- 

I finish my coffee and enjoy the sun on my 

face. I knock on the green door, a signal 

to my daughter-in-law that I’m ready. She 

opens the door and lays the baby in my 

arms. He kicks and smiles, cooing at his 

granny. Other family members emerge from 

the house and arrive on the stoop, their 

adult voices mingling in the morning sun. 

Jersey Beach, we call it.  

 

Photo by Jack Tipple 

Chana (aka Janet) Jacobs has 

lived in Noe Valley since 1986 in the 

same house where she raised her 

two sons. 

mailto:silvia@teambrannigan.com
https://thebrannigan.team
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Thursday Night -Locals Night! 
 

Serving great Sardinian Cuisine 
for 18 years  

Come join us for Great Food   
and Featured Wine Tastings. 

Tuesday through Thursday 5:30 pm-9:45 pm     
Friday and Saturday 5:00 pm-10:00 pm 

 
291 30th Street 

 San Francisco, CA 94114 

415-550-8114 •www.info@laciccia.com

At Dawn, Snowflakes Drift 
Past Trees That Didn’t Burn 

We start up each day like a mining camp. 

The first workers arrive, yesterday’s coal  

Still deep in their wrinkles. Hot coffee  

Sends swirls of steam across a craggy view, 

And work begins: digging, digging, digging. 

If we could just find gold, a motherlode,  

We’d have answers, wisdom. We could help. 

 

We start up each year like warriors, 

Eternally hopeful that our fight  

Is worth it. We look away from the  

Carnage of past mistakes towards the change  

That will bring peace and prosperity. 

We parse our desire for plans, striving  

To bring joy and conflict closer to one state. 

 

We start up each life with blind trust in our  

Bodies, for they give us babies and  

Everything else we feel and know, good 

Or bad. Life can’t exist without one,  

Nor are we bound by a body. Life flows  

Through us like water, burns like fire.  

We build bodies to channel, to glow. 

 

We start up everything, not from nothing, 

From a warming, a sliver of brightness.  

Dawn always is after it was too late, 

As dependent on what was as the egg, 

As full of hope as breath. Did you breathe in  

Just then to see? Only to find yourself 

Almost the same being on the exhale? 

 

One moment, here. The next one, to love. 

Whether we pay attention or not,  

Dawn passes. To find Gratitude, why 

Do some of us have to work so hard?  

Maybe because she is eternally 

Patient, and waits, unassuming as dawn, 

For us to let go of our darkness. 

Sunrise Noe Valley                                                                                          2024 Photo © Bill Yenne

EK Bayer, author of Courting Crow (22ndstpress.com), has lived in and around Noe 

Valley for over 20 years.

• EK Bayer •

LOLA’S ART GALLERY
S A N  F R A N C I S C O

1250 SANCHEZ STREET  .  HOURS: TUE – SUN, 12 – 6PM

415.642.4875  .  LOLASANFRANCISCO.COM

MARC ELLEN

HAMEL

“CALIFORNIA ROAMING”

OPENING RECEPTION . FRI, AUG 9 . 5 – 7PM

ABSTRACTED NATURE PAINTINGS . AUG 1 – SEP 30

https://www.laciccia.com/
https://www.lolasanfrancisco.com
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• Dale Fehringer •

Ina Coolbrith:  The 
Saving Power of Poetry 

On top of San Francisco’s Russian Hill, 

on Vallejo Street between Mason and 

Taylor, is a small park with wonderful views 

of the Pyramid Building and Bay Bridge.  It’s 

a quiet and secluded spot where tourists 

and locals can rest, reflect, and read about 

the San Francisco poet the park is named 

for.   

*** 

 

   Ina Donna Coolbrith was a fighter.  

She struggled throughout her life with 

personal loss, family obligation, and ill-

ness.  But, through dogged persistence 

and determination she became one of 

the best-known and most loved poets of 

her time, and one of the most popular 

citizens of San Francisco.   

   Born in Navoo, Illinois March 10, 1841, 

Ina’s mother named her Josephina after 

her uncle, Joseph Smith (founder of the 

Morman faith).  But Josephina was too 

much of a name for the little girl, so her 

family called her Ina.  Her father died of 

malaria when she was five months old, 

followed by her sister.  Her mother re-

married, moved the family (including 11-

year-old Ina) by wagon train to California, 

and supported the family while her new 

husband invested in failed gold mines.    

   The family eventually relocated to San 

Francisco, and then Los Angeles.   

Ina fell in love with poetry on the way 

west, reading Shakespeare and Byron, and 

making up poems during the long, dreary 

days on the trail.  She published her first 

poem in a Los Angeles newspaper at age 

15.  Two years later she married Robert 

Carsely, an ironworker, who abused her, 

and she lost a baby boy.  She divorced, 

moved to San Francisco, and changed her 

name to Ina Coolbrith (her mother’s 

maiden name).     

San Francisco and poetry became her 

refuge.  She taught school, wrote poems, 

and developed friendships with writers and 

poets of the day – including Mark Twain, 

Bret Harte, Charles Stoddard, Joaquin 

Miller, and Ambrose Bierce.  When the all-

male Bohemian Club formed in 1872, Ina 

was made an honorary member.     

   Ina’s responsibilities grew when her 

sister died and left two children in her 

care, followed by her ill mother, and 

Joaquin Miller’s daughter.  Suddenly, Ina 

had a lot of mouths to feed.  She became 

head librarian of Oakland’s library, where 

she worked for 18 years.  Among the 

people she helped find books to read at 

the library was a young Jack London.  

When she was abruptly fired from the 

library (without cause) she became the 

Bohemian Club librarian.  From her 

house on Russian Hill, she hosted writing 

salons and composed poems.  Over time, 

she became a leading West Coast poet, 

and her work was familiar to a genera-

tion of Californians.     

    Ina never re-married.  Men called on 

her, and friends (including John Muir) 

tried to play matchmaker, and while she 

was admired by many men and may have 

had a tryst or two, in the end her true 

loves were San Francisco and poetry. 

The 1906 earthquake and fire destroyed 

Ina’s house and burned much of her writ-

ing.  Friends took her in and collected 

donations to help rebuild her home on 

Russian Hill.  She continued to write 

poetry and remained a vital part of the 

San Francisco literary scene for decades.  

She outlived most of her contemporaries 

and (despite severe rheumatoid arthritis) 

continued to write until her death at age 

86, February 29, 1928.  

    There have been many tributes to San 

Francisco’s “Queen of the Meuses.”  

Books have been written about her, a 

mountain in the Sierras is named for her, 

and a park on Russian Hill is dedicated to 

her.  But perhaps the utmost recognition 

was when she was named California’s 

poet laureate (the first in the U.S.) during 

the 1915 Pan-Pacific Exposition in San 

Francisco.  

On the second day of the exhibition a 

standing-room-only crowd assem-

bled to see Ina crowned.  Poet Edwin 

Markham described her accomplishments. 

Senator Phelan introduced her.  When the 

president of the University of California 

presented her with a laurel crown the au-

dience cheered, waved white handkerchiefs, 

and threw flowers at her feet.   

    Ina was typically modest: “For those 

who are passed away and for my sister 

women,” she told the crowd, “I accept 

this laurel with deep gratitude and deep-

er humility.”   
 

To San Francisco 

By Ina Coolbrith (1841-1928) 
 

Fair on your hills, my City,  

Fair as the Queen of old,  

Supreme in her seven-hilled splendor-  

You, from your Gate of Gold,  

 

Facing the orient sunburst,  

Swathed in the sunset gleams,  

Throned in an ultimate glory,  

City of mists and of dreams! 

 

Dale Fehringer is a long-term 

resident of Noe Valley who enjoys 

history, writing, and exploring San 

Francisco (which is how he one day 

ran across a small obscure park on 

top of Russian Hill).  

3885a cesar chavez street (at church st) san francisco, ca 
phone: 415.282.4712  omnivorebooks.com

omnivore books on food

  
OMNIVORE BOOKS

•••  
AUGUST EVENTS

 MICHAEL ZEE IN CONVERSATION WITH JOSH 
DECOLONGON • ZAO FAN: BREAKFAST OF CHINA • 
3:00 P.M. FREE!  A guide to recreating your Chinese morning 
favorites from the creator of online sensation SymmetryBreakfast.  

STEVE HOFFMAN IN CONVERSATION WITH TRACI DES 
JARDINS • A SEASON FOR THAT: LOST AND FOUND IN 
THE OTHER SOUTHERN FRANCE • 3:00 P.M. FREE! 

TREVOR FELCH • CITY EATS: SAN FRANCISCO: 50 
RECIPES FROM THE BEST OF THE CITY BY THE BAY •
6:30 P.M. FREE! A brilliant celebration of our food scene!

KIANO MOJU IN CONVERSATION WITH HETAL 
VASAVADAOF  • AFRICALI: RECIPES FROM MY JIKONI •
6:30 P.M. FREE!  A new California cookbook with African roots!

RENATO POLIAFITO IN CONVERSATION WITH LIZ 
PRUEITT • DOLCI!: AMERICAN BAKING WITH AN 
ITALIAN ACCENT • 6:30 P.M. FREE! 

ANNUAL BOOK SALE ! • SAT. 11:00 - 6:00 P.M. & 
SUN. 12:00 - 5:00 P.M.  It's time for our annual clearance sale! 
All books in the store will be 20%-50% off, so come stock up on
 cookbooks by your favorite authors. And don't forget to bring bags!

MARISEL SALAZAR • LATIN-ISH: MORE THAN 100 
RECIPES CELEBRATING AMERICAN LATINO CUISINES •
6:30 P.M. FREE!  Modern dishes shaped by diaspora and migration. 

SUN
AUG

4

SAT
AUG

3

TUES
AUG

13

TUES
AUG

20

THURS
AUG

22

THURS
AUG

29

FRI & 
SAT
AUG

24 & 25

CHARLES SPIEGEL ATTORNEY 
Mediation & Consensual Dispute Resolution Only

CharlesSpiegelLaw.com • CharlesSpiegelLaw@gmail.com 
1102 Sanchez St. • SF, CA 94114 • 415.644.4555

Email for Information on: 
Pre & Post Marital Planning & Agreements 

Divorce Options Workshops 

Our 2024 National Election! Fund Over $35,000  
of $60,000 Goal Raised SO FAR. 

Action-SF.com Monthly 1st Tuesday Night Meetings. 
Aug. 6, Sept. 3, Oct. 1, Nov. 5 Election, Dec. 3.

https://omnivorebooks.com
https://CharlesSpiegelLaw.com
mailto:CharlesSpiegelLaw@gmail.com
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Bringing laughter and
happiness to Noe Valley

since 1987

Our Preschool still has spots left! 
Scan to schedule a tour or to
find out more about our
preschool program, 
admissions and enrollment!

https://SaintJamesSF.org
https://www.addaclevenger.org
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• Elise Kazanjian •     

                                                                                                                          Photo by Jack Tipple

Elise Kazanjian is a San Francisco poet/writer who lived in Tianjin. China and 

many other countries. Her poems appear in the 2024 Ina Coolbrith Circle 
Anthology; 2022 Marin Poetry Center Anthology; 2021 Fog & Light: Through The Eyes 
of SF poets; New Verse News, and others. Her essays have been published in the SF 

Chronicle; she was Foreign Editor, CCTV, Beijing, China, and she owns over 100 

fountain pens. 

For an Unknown Soldier 

 

        

A loud bang punctures 6th street  

then a high scream.   Harry the pawnbroker 

 

looks up from the computer, his daughter 

Elizabeth asks “Who’s screaming?” 

 

outside, a figure dressed in camos 

bends, zig zags across the street  

  

rockets through the pawnshop’s front door, 

catapults over the back counter 

 

dives into the computer/printer, lands 

on his back, arms above his head surrendering. 

 

Harry, a veteran, runs up places his foot  

on the young man’s chest “Hey man, it’s ok     

 

the war is over, that was a truck backfiring 

you’re going to be ok, just lie still.” 

 

Rocket man obeys, his eyes half mast 

climbs onto the chair, accepts  

 

the glass of water, doesn’t drink 

air hangs heavy in the pawnshop. 

 

“When you’re ready I’ll help you.” 

Harry braces him, together they amble  

 

a cadenced walk to the front door     

as if two friends on a stroll. 

 

Harry watches the receding figure 

he wonders how men and women survive 

 

the barbed wires rusting their minds 

while traffic flows on 6th Street. 

 

the no nonsense driver vacates her throne 

to be sure the young woman 

in the sport wheelchair is secured 

she is she says sitting straight up 

in the backless chair 

mesmerized by what floats  

through her ear buds 

 

the scrim of electric blue sky 

backlights clumps of clouds 

I want to taste 

the lone magenta house 

on the slope to The Peaks sings  

over the hum of the day. 

TAKE FIVE or Riffin’ At the El Matador    
 

For Paul Desmond, El Matador, San Francisco, 1976  

 

Drum beat, cymbals, slow, repetitive, 

your alto sax layers lyrical solo 

mournful, elegant, impish, edging on joy 

drums pick up again 

 

I love you Paul Desmond 

your quartet fires this air, spell bound 

I want everyone here to listen 

to glorious riffing, insinuating, hypnotizing 

 

until I can’t stand it 

I rise, fired by passion 

and a few gin & tonics 

turn around, blast a loud 

 

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH 

for one second the place goes dixie silent, 

noise returns, I melt into smoke. 

It was one of your last gigs.  

 

Jazz was king then in San Francisco  

and I was one of the lucky ones 

who listened 

and reveled. 

 

Count Basie at Basin Street West 

Dizzy at the Jazz Workshop 

Miles Davis at Jimbo’s Bop City 

Earl Fatha’ Hines at Club Hangover 

 

Turk Murphy at the Black Hawk 

Banducci on his violin at Enrico’s 

Carmen McRae singing I Left My Heart in SF 

Lightnin’ Sam Hopkins at Sugar Hill. 

 

Those were the days. 

https://instagram.com/fiorellaitalian
mailto:allison@becollegebound.com
https://www.becollegebound.com
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We’re partying like its 1993! (Our original opening) 

Now open for indoor and outdoor dining,  
Tues-Sat 5:30-8:30 

fireflysf.com/reservations 

 
Open for Indoor and Outdoor Dining 

Tues. - Sat. 5:30 - 8:30 
 

fireflysf.com/reservations 
 

4288 24th St.  •   San Francisco   •   415.821.7652 
 

Fireflysf.com 

NOËL COWARD’S PRIVATE LIVES
It was love at first fight.

A WHYNOT CHRISTMAS CAROL
To get to opening night, they’ll need a Christmas miracle.

NOBODY LOVES YOU
Boy meets girl. Boy loses girl. Boy goes on girl’s  

favorite reality dating show to win girl back.

THE ACTING COMPANY  
PRESENTS AUGUST WILSON’S  
TWO TRAINS RUNNING &
THE COMEDY OF ERRORS

IN REPERTORY 

CO-FOUNDERS
A world premiere hip-hop musical

KIM’S CONVENIENCE
Family is always there—no matter how inconvenient.  

24 
25 SEASON

Learn more and book today at act-sf.org

Alert Twin Peaks Tunnel Upgrades

Tunnel Closed for Repairs 
Thursday, August 22 
through Thursday, August 29

During the tunnel repairs, Forest Hill and West Portal 

stations will be closed. Please use             or       buses 

for service between Balboa Park or Zoo and Church 

station.       Shuttle trains will serve all Metro stations 

between Castro and Embarcadero. Transfer between 

Muni Metro trains and             and       buses at Church 

or Castro.

           and       train service will remain unchanged.

SFMTA.com/TunnelClosure

S

       311 Free language assistance / 免費語言協助 / Ayuda gratis con el idioma / Бесплатная 
помощь переводчиков / Trợ giúp Thông dịch Miễn phí / Assistance linguistique gratuite /   

無料の言語支援 / Libreng tulong para sa wikang Filipino / 무료 언어 지원 

https://fireflysf.com/reservations
https://Fireflysf.com
https://SFMTA.com/TunnelClosure
https://act-sf.org
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• Barrie Grenell •     

                                                                                                                          Photo by Jack Tipple

Barrie Grenell Barrie Grenell is a retired proposal writer whose talents gen-

erated many millions of dollars for San Francisco. She writes down things she 

notices and thinks about. 

Effervescence 

 

        

Martha’s Vineyard, 1951. 

I'm eight. 

The final curtain has fallen on that night’s production of 

Pygmalion. 

My dad, Col. Pickering, has removed his make-up and said his 

goodbyes. 

Driving home over the country roads, 

The balmy summer midnight is too delicious to ignore. 

At Oak Bluffs public beach, my parents swim naked. 

The watery effervescence glitters and pours off their bodies. 

I watch from the beach. 

 

 

India Series — Traffic 

 

1. 

Driving in the ballet of rush hour traffic in North Calcutta, 

Cars, buses, jeeps, bicycles, motor bikes, scooter taxis, trucks, 

rickshaws, cows, and pushcarts 

Vie for space to keep moving. 

My friend seated next to me enchants with a raga of mid-

night in rural Bengal. 

 

2. 

A cyclist nearly collides with our car. 

Two inches or two seconds and he would be dead. 

He is unimpressed,  

His fear threshold lies under his skin. 

 

3. 

In the June oven of New Delhi, there is a near accident. 

The driver yells at the cyclist, “Why don’t you watch out? I 

almost killed you!” 

The cyclist yells back, “Why didn’t you?” 

 

 

India Series — Glee for Sale 

 

New Delhi, 1973 

Mona, Deepak, and Sangita scream and shout 

As they whirl around in the 4-seat merry-go-round. 

They grab hands across the center, squealing excitedly.  

The itinerant vendor of these gleeful moments stands stone-

faced 

As he pushes the toy cars around with one hand. 

 

 

More Glee 
 

July 4th at the American Embassy in New Delhi, 1973. 

Free hot dogs, hamburgers, and Coke for Americans. 

Youngsters ride a Ferris wheel with a 3-manpower motor: 

Local laborers, wearing little, climb up and hurl themselves 

around inside the erector set structure, 

Their bodyweight turns the wheel  

While children yell to each other across the “motor works.” 

 

Three Poems       
 

Saturday sirens in a soaked city  

from the warmth of an easy chair  

playing your favorite song on loop  

wondering where the fire is 

 

 

*** 

 

spiny thistle  

indigo bloom  

silky feathered heart 

 

how hungry was the first person 

to eat an artichoke? 

 

 

**** 

 

a friend's mom is marrying her first love 

50 years after they met 

in another life 

before kids 

before divorces  

before they knew better 

before it’s too late 

 

Diana J. Wynne Is a longtime Noe resident who makes software easier to use. 

While she loves to wander, she always comes home to San Francisco. Her essays 

have appeared in The New York Times, Salon, and The Noe Valley Voice.

• Diana J. Wynne •     

SAINT JOHN CATHOLIC SCHOOL 
 
Excellence Through  
Compassionate Education 
 
NOW ENROLLING TK-5 and 7-8 
 

 
Website: https://stjohnseagles.com 

 
Phone: (415) 584-8383 

 
Email: officesj@stjohnseagles.com

mailto:officesj@stjohnseagles.com
https://stjohnseagles.com
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Now Serving
Happy Hour

MRDIGBYS.COM |  415-896-4973
1199  CHURCH ST  X  24TH ST
@MRDIGBYS

Come try our expanded vegan and
vegetarian options from our new chef
Kirsten Goldberg!

Join us at Happy Hour for great deals on
cocktails, beer, wine, and bar bites!

TUESDAY - SUNDAY • 5PM - 6PM

• Individual
• Business Returns
• Electronic Filing          

Call for an appointment TODAY!
300 Vicksburg Street #1, San Francisco • 415-821-3200

(on the corner of 24th near Church Street) 

Member of the National 
Association of Enrolled Agents

• Tax Planning
• Prior Year Returns
• Out-of-State Returns

Small Business 
Returns 

Taste the Love

Every Day 
5:30 a.m. — 2 p.m. 

3966 24th Street

Noe 
VALLEY

LOCAL 
Services

Troubleshooting/Tutoring
Tune-Ups/Upgrades

SFMacMan.com

(415) 821-1792

Rick  Collins
Macintosh Help

29 Years Experience

ATTORNEYS AT LAW
4091 24th Street

NOE VALLEY

(415) 641-0700

25 year member of Pet Sitters Intl. 
 

Cass Morgan • 415.513.9299 
positivelypets1@earthlink.net 

www.sfpositivelypets.com

•Dog  
  Walking 
•Pet  
  Sitting 
•Behavior  
  Help 

HANDYMAN 
SERVICES 

• Custom & Refaced Cabinets 

• Replacing Dry Rot Deck Planks 

• Carpentry and Painting 

• Refinishing Hardwood Flooring 

• Finish Decks 6 different stains 

lasting 6 to 8 years. 
 

Call Miguel (510) 333-0732

VSA Construction
General Contractor
LIC # 990233
No job too small
Old World Craftmanship

(415) 877-1293

 

PAT ROSE 
Home Organizing 

415.608.7634 
Clear the Clutter 

Reclaim your Space! 
pat@patrosehomeorganizing.com 

patrose@gmail.com

CABINETRY COUNTERTOPS

gcraddock@kitchensyncdesigns.com

K I T C H E N S Y N C
1752 CHURCH ST  SF CA 94131

415-550-7701

Custom reupholstery service in Noe Valley. If you have a 
special piece that needs some TLC (reupholstery, custom 
cushions, frame repairs, fabric, etc.) please contact me. 

Email or call for a quote today!
sue@redorenew.com | (415) 309-0531

www.redorenew.com

Jewelry & Watch Repair 
Feng Shui Reading 

• Fine and Custom Jewelry Repair 
• Bead Stringing and Knotting. 

• Custom Jewelry Creation  
• Ring Sizing and Stone Cutting 

•Watch and Clock Repair & Engraving 

4107 24th St. • SF • 415.861.4515 
karizma94114@gmail.com 

Tuesday – Saturday 12:00  – 6:00 p.m. 
Sunday by appointment • Monday Closed

mailto:gcraddock@kitchensyncdesigns.com
mailto:pat@patrosehomeorganizing.com
mailto:patrose@gmail.com
mailto:sue@redorenew.com
https://www.redorenew.com
https://www.sfpositvelypets.com
mailto:positivelypets1@earthlink.net
https://SFMacMan.com
https://McGowanBuilt.com
mailto:karizma94114@gmail.com
https://mrdigbys.com
https://instagram.com/mrdigbys
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• Daniel Raskin •     

Daniel Raskin lives in Bernal Heights. He writes with Laguna Writers, The 

Older Writers Laboratory, at the Bernal Library and with The MERI Center at 

UCSF. Hiashi Raskin is his nine-year-old grandson. 

Something I Lost 

 

        

I used to run up mountain sides. Now I limp to the click - 

clack of my trekking poles on pavement. 

 

I used to have weekend guests.  Now Arthur Itis never bids 

me adieu. 

 

I used to have flowing curls. Now I look like a balding ser-

geant. 

 

I used to have a six pack of muscles. Now I awl extra holes in 

my belt. 

 

I used to eat the fat on chops. Now I take statins and eliquis. 

 

I used to have ears as good as a rabbit’s. Now I am deaf 

when I forget my hearing aids. 

 

I used to love steaming hot baths. Now that would risk get-

ting stuck in the tub. 

 

I used to bound stairs two at a time. Now I am saving up for 

a stair lift.  

 

I used to live with a houseful. Now, the extra beds never 

need making. 

 

Youth, where are you? 

I lost you on a birthday a while ago 

Can’t remember exactly when. 

 

 

 

 

 

Oh honeycomb 

toil incarnate 

vault mirrored vault 

securing viscous sun 

oozing blossoms 

gilded warehouse— 

eggs 

pollen 

pupae nursery— 

this plastic box I store you in 

shabby quarters 

for chivalrous fragrance. 

I'd like to shape for you 

a round vessel 

glazed Tyrian purple within 

imperial yellow without 

and a spring green 

fitted lid, centered 

with a thorn. 

Use only a silver knife 

to slice thin bars of gold 

tipped carefully atop 

proper bread, the kind 

the baker slides out of the oven 

before dawn peeks up 

before bees leave their treasure house 

before I silence the alarm clock 

and plan my day 

which always starts with you. 

My Eyes       
My favorite part of me is my eyes. 

 

My eyes are like a guard protecting something. 

 

My eyes are as brown as soil. 

 

My eyes help me see when the baseball is coming. 

 

    My eyes even help me when I’m drumming. 

 

    My eyes help me on the piano. 

 

They also help me ski in the snow. 

 

Whoosh! My head turns when I see something. 

 

 That is why I like my eyes. 

 

• Hiashi Raskin •     

• Mark Thoma •     

Ode to Honeycomb       

Mark Thoma writes poetry and flash memoir. He practiced medical 

social work for over thirty years. Mark had the good fortune of meeting a 

local beekeeper a couple of years ago, an experience which introduced 

him to the joy of honeycomb and the wonder of honey bees. 

Renzo Boler-Marshall is a sophomore at Balboa High School. In the fall, he 

will enter the school’s Creative Arts for Social Transformation (CAST) pathway, 

which focuses on media arts and visual language. 

Industrial Children       

In factories of grim, where machines roar 

children of labor are forced to work their spirits sore 

faces worn and pale, dreams crushed by the industrial splendor 

 

amidst the ceaseless smoke and cries 

lay children's future a lie 

 

forced into the industries will 

their innocence stripped from their tomorrow 

their childhood robbed, drowning in sorrow 

 

their dreams shattered and broken by the boot of the industry 

 

through the gas and vapor lay a child of a foresaker 

In factories of shadows and sorrow, lay a tomorrow 

 

one where children are free of labor 

though distant, they strive for it to be their savior 

yet progress on that is slow and the path is steep 

In our hearts we know of a better finality. 

 

 

 

 

• Renzo Boler-Marshall •     
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448 Cortland Avenue • Bernal Heights • San Francisco •  94110

Free Parking

Across the Street

In our Very Own 

Parking Lot !

We Accept:

ATM Cards
Discover Cards
M/C,Visa & Amex
Elec. Food Stamps & EBT

Store Hours:
7:00 am - 9:00 pm

Every Day!Sale Prices effective 
August 1 - 25, 2024

Mary’s Chicken
Whole 
Chicken Thighs
local - Air Chilled 
-reg 6.49 lb.

Benzler Farms
Organic Grapes
Red - Green - Black 
Our Favorite Fresno Farmer!

Organic  
Green Beans

$1.99lb.

Dwelley Family FarmsOrganic  
Watermelon
Whl-99¢ lb.

Mini-$1.29 lb. 
Sliced-$1.49 lb.

Straus Organic
Organic Ice 
Cream
Quart -reg 10.29

$4.99lb. Clover Sonoma
Butter
salted or unsalted 
16 oz. -reg 7.49

$5.99
Evolution
Fresh Organic Juices
all 昀avors  
15.2 oz. -reg 6.29 2/$8

Cali昀a Farms
Almond Milk
48 oz. -reg 4.89 $3.99

Straus Organic
Organic Yogurt
32 oz. -reg 6.29

$4.99
Ellenos
Greek Yogurt
5.3 oz. -reg 2.99

2/$5

Pasta Prima
Ravioli
14 oz. -reg 7.79

$5.99

Columbus
Sliced Turkey Breast
regular or peppered
6 oz. -reg 6.59 $5.99

Annie’s 
Natural Dressings
all varieties
8 oz. -reg 7.49

$4.49

Ke琀le Brand
Potato Chips
party size 
13 oz. -reg 7.29

$5.29

Near East
Couscous & 
 Rice Mixes
5.4-6.75 oz. -reg 3.49

2/$5
Back to Nature
Crackers
3.2-8.5 oz. -reg 5.29

$3.99

Once Again
Organic  
Peanut Butter
smooth or crunchy 
16 oz. -reg 10.79$7.99

$7.99

Organic  
Bi-Color Corn
Brentwood - Super Sweet!

4/$6

$2.49lb.

Women's 
Equality Day 

Aug 26

Good Morning!       Photo by Jack Tipple

https://www.fuf.net


• Mimi Mueller •     

Snapshot 2008 

 

        

 

    I was going to the opera that June afternoon: “Lucia di 

Lammermore”.  I had seen it years before and hadn’t been 

much impressed. There is a mad scene (Lucia goes crazy), and 

the elaborate vocal hijinks had been delivered in that per-

formance with a great deal of sturm und drang, if one may 

use a German description for an Italian opera set in Scotland.  

 

    This performance was another world. Modern, imaginative 

staging that worked. The principals' excellent voices and deliv-

ery made the music sound natural, not strained, as if this 

were the way anyone would express strong anger or love. 

And in Lucia’s mad scene, Natalie Dessay delivered all the 

coloratura embellishments not with loud drama, but almost 

quietly, as if she were responding to musical voices in her 

head. (It didn’t hurt that she looked as if she could be frail 

enough to break emotionally.) I have only cried once or 

twice in an opera (I don’t cry at movies much, either), but I 

was close this time. 

 

    At the intermission, I had a pleasant conversation with the 

out-of-towners sitting next to me, and then ran into a friend 

who was ushering. 

 

     Afterwards, came out of the Opera House to just beyond 

the Gay Pride celebration – distant music, lots of bright and 

minimal costumes on their way to and from. And on the cor-

ner a hot-dog vendor, Mission District style – large, bacon-

wrapped sausages sharing the grill with onions.  Little beats 

walking down the street with a juicy (greasy?) hot dog at 5:00 

pm after an early lunch. 

 

     And there passing me on the street was a short, chunky 

woman, pulling a wheeled backpack, and wearing a Victoria’s 

Secret t-shirt. 

 

    I love this City. 

 

 

 

 

 

Poetica Vitae       

dedicated to Novy and 24th Street, San Francisco 

 

How long does it take 

the light and the sound of a poem  

to reach you? 

 

Is this reaching you? 

What do you know 

of the glow 

that it came from?  

 

How far away 

a street 

in a town, 

a deuce 

on a sidewalk, 

a poet seated, 

can you see him, 

is he too far?  

 

And all  

the ages passing by 

his pause:  

a giggling girl, 

holding tight 

a mother’s loving, 

a breathy waitress, 

form filling her garb, 

she filling her purpose, 

a sober banker, 

striding towards the shelter 

of his money.  

Do you scope their traces, 

through the poet’s eye? 

Follow thought 

along his arm  

and into hand 

and to these words?  

 

Now listen through the light-years 

of an ever-beating heart, 

feel the instant of your constant caring.  

 

 

 

 

• Jeff Kaliss •     

Mimi (Miriam) Mueller has been a Bernal Heights resident (for over 60 

years, and has watched Bernal and Noe Valley grow, change, and fulfill 

some neighborhood dreams over the years. Retired, she walks her dog, 

makes greeting cards, write - mostly poems - and tries to keep ahead of 

the garden weeds. 

Jeff Kaliss is a sometime contributor to the Noe Valley Voice, San Francisco 
Classical Voice, and Alta Journal. He’s the author of  the 3rd updated edition of I 
Want to Take You Higher: The Life and Times of Sly & the Family Stone, available from 

bookstores and amazon.com.
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PALM SPRINGS 
Living in the Sun 

Escape the fog and snarls of City life to Paradise on Earth. 
Experience the hot springs, golf courses and spas and make the bountiful 
desert your new home. Buy here where properties are  
2 to 3 times less expensive than in the  
LA or SF Bay Area! 

Contact Tom Campagna, your  
Real Estate expert for Palm Springs,  
Indian Wells, La Quinta and the  
surrounding area.  
 
mrtomc@pacbell.net 
415.328.5456 cell

 Realtor Associate     CalRE#00402828

mailto:mrtomc@pacbell.net
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Action SF, the National Movement in 
Your Neighborhood 
https://m.facebook.com/ActionSFactivism/ 

Website: http://www.action-sf.com/  

Email: ActionSFTeam@gmail.com  

Meetings: Usually first Tuesday, Noe Valley 

Library, 451 Jersey, 2:30 p.m. All welcome. 

Al-Anon Noe Valley 
Contact: 834-9940; office@al-anonsf.org 

Meetings: Wednesdays, 7:30-9 p.m., St. Philip 

Church, 725 Diamond St. (park on Elizabeth 

Street side; enter on 24th Street). 

Thursdays, 7:15-8:30 p.m. Bethany UMC, 

1270 Sanchez St. (enter through Clipper 

Street side door and go up the stairs) 

Castro Merchants 
Contacts: Masood Samereie, President; 

Dave Karraker, 415-710-0245 

Email: Dave@mx3fitness.com 

Address: 584 Castro St. #333, SF, CA 94114 

Meetings: Email info@CastroMerchants.com 

Comerford Greenway 

Contact: Howard Fallon 

Email: ComerfordGreenway@gmail.com 

Website: 

www.sanfranciscoparksalliance.org/part-

ners/comerford-greenway/ 

Monthly workdays in Comerford Alley.  

Diamond Heights Community 
Association 
Contact: Betsy Eddy, 867-5774 

Address: P.O. Box 31529, SF, CA 94131  

Website: www.dhcasf.org. Meetings: Second 

Thursday, 7 p.m. Call for location. 

Dolores Heights Improvement Club 
Email: info@doloresheights.org 

Website: www.doloresheights.org 

Meetings: Third Thursday of every second 

month. Bank of America, 18th and Castro. 

Duncan Newburg Association (DNA) 
Contacts: Deanna Mooney, 821-4045;  

Diane McCarney, 824-0303; or Lili Wu,  

647-0235. Address: 560 Duncan St., SF, CA 

94131. Meetings: Call for details. 

Eureka Valley Neighborhood Assn. 
Contact: Board@evna.org 

Address: P.O. Box 14137, SF, CA 94114 

Meetings: See website Events. Castro 

Meeting Room, 501 Castro St., 7 p.m. 

 

Fair Oaks Neighbors  
Email: hello@fairoaksneighbors.org 

Address: 200 Fair Oaks St., SF, CA 94110 

The Fair Oaks Street Fair is traditionally 

held the day before Mother’s Day. 

Friends of Billy Goat Hill 
Contact: Lisa and Mo Ghotbi, 821-0122 

Website: www.billygoathill.net 

Friends of Dolores Park Playground 
Contact: Nancy Gonzalez Madynski,  

828-5772  

Email: friendsofdolorespark@gmail.com 

Website: friendsofdolorespark.org 

Friends of Glen Canyon Park 
Contact: Jean Conner, 584-8576 

Address: 140 Turquoise Way, SF, CA 94131 

Plant restoration work parties, Wednesday 

mornings and third Saturday of the month. 

Friends of Noe Courts Playground 
Contact: Laura Norman 

Email: noecourts@gmail.com 

Address: P.O. Box 460953, SF, CA 94146 

Meetings: Email for dates and times. 

Friends of Noe Valley (FNV) 
Contact: Todd David, 401-0625 

Email: info@friendsofnoevalley.com 

Website: friendsofnoevalley.com 

Meetings: Two or three annually.  

Friends of Slow Sanchez 
Contacts: Christopher Keene, Andrew 

Casteel 

Email: info@SlowSanchez.com  

Website: SlowSanchez.com 

Friends of Upper Noe Recreation 
Center 
Contact: Chris Faust 

Email: info@uppernoerecreationcenter.com 

Website: uppernoerecreationcenter.com 

Meetings: Email or check website. 

Friends of Upper Noe Dog Owners 
Group (FUNDOG) 
Contact: David Emanuel 

Email: info@fundogsf.org 

Website: www.fundogsf.org 

Glen Park Association 
Contact: info@glenparkassociation.org 

Website: glenparkassociation.org 

Address: P.O. Box 31292, SF, CA 94131 

Juri Commoners 
Contact: Dave Schweisguth, MI7-6290 

Email: dave@schweisguth.org 

Website: meetup.com/ Juri-Commoners 

The group is on hiatus and seeking a new 

leader. Contact Dave. 

Liberty Hill Neighborhood 
Association 
Contact: Dr. Lisa Fromer, president 

Email: efromer3@gmail.com 

Meetings: Quarterly. Email for details. 

Noe Neighborhood Council 
Contact: Ozzie Rohm or Matt McCabe 

Email: info@noeneighborhoodcouncil.com 

Website: noeneighborhoodcouncil.com 

Meetings: Quarterly at Sally Brunn Library, 

451 Jersey St., with date publicized on 

 website and Nextdoor.com. 

Noe Valley Association–24th Street 
Community Benefit District 
Contact: Debra Niemann, 519-0093 

Dispatch: To report spills or debris on 24th 

Street, call Billy Dinnell, 802-4461. 

Email: info@noevalleyassociation.org. 

Website: noevalleyassociation.org 

Board meetings: Quarterly. See website. 

Noe Valley Democratic Club 
Contact: Carrie Barnes, President 

E-mail: noevalleydemocrats@gmail.com 

Website: www.noevalleydemocrats.org 

Meetings: Monthly at the Valley Tavern, 4054 

24th St., with dates publicized on website. 

Noe Valley Farmers Market 
Open Saturdays, 8 a.m. to 1 p.m.; 3861 24th 

St. between Vicksburg and Sanchez 

Contact: Leslie Crawford, 248-1332 

Email: info@noevalleyfarmersmarket.com 

Noe Valley Merchants and 
Professionals Association (NVMPA) 
Contact: Rachel Swann, 225-7743 

Meetings: Usually last Thursdays, Doggy 

Style, 3927 24th St., 9 a.m. Call to confirm. 

Website: www.NoeValleyMerchants.com 

Noe Valley Parent Network 
An e-mail resource network for parents 

Contact: Mina Kenvin 

Email: minaken@gmail.com  

noevalleyparentsubscribe@yahoogroups.com 

Noe Walks 
Contact: Chris Nanda 

Email: christopher.n.nanda@gmail.com 

Website: NoeWalks.com 

Meetings: Saturdays, 10 a.m. Starts 24th and 

Sanchez. Ends Noe and Duncan for photo. 

Progress Noe Valley 
Facebook: ProgressNoeValley 

Email: progressnoe@gmail.com 

Website: progressnoe.com 

Meetings: Check Facebook page for current 

meeting and event schedule. 

Resilient Noe Valley 
Contact: Antoinette  

Email: resilientnoevalley@gmail.com 

Newsletter: http://eepurl.com/gYuCD5  

Website: www.resilientnoevalley.com 

San Francisco NERT (Neighborhood 
Emergency Response Team) 
Contact: Noe Valley NERT Neighborhood 

Team co-coordinators Maxine Fasulis, 

 mfasulis@yahoo.com; Carole Roberts, 

 carole_roberts@faludi.com 

Website: https://SF-fire.org/nert 

Visit the website to sign up for trainings.  

Upper Noe Merchants 
Contact: Info@UpperNoeNeighbors.com; 

https://uppernoeneighbors.com/merchants/ 

Upper Noe Neighbors 
Contact: Chris Faust 

Email: Hello@UpperNoeNeighbors.com 

Website: www.uppernoeneighbors.com 

Meetings: Bi-monthly on third Wednesday. 

Confirm by email or check website. 

MORE G ROUPS  TO JOIN

THE NOE VALLEY VOICE 
editor@noevalleyvoice.com 

All phone numbers are in the 415 area 
code, unless otherwise noted.

“smart home”
You’re not just describing your ideal home, 
you’re describing the life you’ll live there.

©2024 Corcoran Icon Properties. All rights reserved. Corcoran® and the Corcoran Logo are registered service marks owned by Corcoran Group LLC.  
Corcoran Icon Properties fully supports the principles of the Fair Housing Act and the Equal Opportunity Act. Each franchise is independently owned 
and operated.
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• Daniel C. Murphy •

The Second Visit 

I
n October of 1945, a few weeks after VJ 

Day, my mother’s brother Ed arrived at 

our doorstep on Guerrero Street.  I don’t 

ever remember meeting him before.  He 

was 25 years old, neat in khaki shirt and 

pants, his Army cap folded smartly over his 

tan cotton belt.  Small, lean, and wiry with 

a suntan that spoke of Europe rather than 

San Francisco, he was brimming with laugh-

ter and life: a young man who had made it 

home safely from the war, with an uncertain 

future in front of him, but a leisurely day to 

spend visiting his older sister. 

   “Hi Danny,” he said, when I answered 

the door. “I’m your Uncle Ed, do you 

remember me?” 

   My mother shouted from upstairs, 

“Who is it?” 

   “Tell your mom, it’s her brother Ed, 

home from the war,” Ed said. He laughed 

at the reaction his unexpected presence 

was bringing. 

    “It’s your brother Ed.  He’s back from 

the war,” I called to her. 

   “Tell him I’m busy,” said my mother. 

“Tell him to come back, when we can 

talk.” 

    But Ed was already by me, bounding 

up the stairs, two at a time, laughing as he 

yelled, my mother’s nickname. “Oh, 

Bobbie, Bobbie, you know you want to 

see your soldier brother, the hero just 

returned from the war.”  

   I was thankful for his exuberant 

entrance, because a ten-year-old boy 

doesn’t want to turn his uncle away, espe-

cially such a dashing fellow, an American 

soldier. 

     In the afternoon sunlight, our kitchen 

became a barracks as Ed recounted one 

adventure after another to my tense 

mother, nodding to me with an added 

wink when she refused to meet his gaze. 

“I’ll tell you Bobbie, we drank enough to 

sink a battleship, the night we heard that 

Germany had surrendered.”  Enough to 

sink a battleship? I listened with the mind 

of a young boy. How much would it take 

to sink a battleship, I wondered. Gallons 

and gallons?  I had never heard such a 

colorful description, so matter-of–factly 

coined, by a soldier at his ease in our 

kitchen. My mother could only answer, 

“Please Ed, the boy is too young to hear 

such things.” 

    “You’re not going to offer your broth-

er something to drink on his homecom-

ing?” said Ed in a mock-wounded voice. 

     “We don’t have a thing to drink in the 

house,” she answered, a claim that rang 

false, as soon as she uttered it, for Ed 

knew the habits of his sister and my dad, 

as well as the drinking history of both 

our families. 

     “No matter,” said Ed, as he reached 

into his duffel bag and produced a fifth of 

Johnny Walker.  Ed placed the bottle on 

the table, and my mother returned with a 

single glass. She had her respectability. 

Accepting hard liquor in the afternoon 

would identify her as a drinker, not an 

image she wanted. 

    As we sat in the afternoon’s sunlight, I 

basked in my uncle’s presence, while my 

mother quite obviously hoped that it 

would be his only visit. He brought with 

him a past which she did not want to 

recall. 

    That afternoon, might have been the 

best in Ed’s life: home from the war in 

one piece, suntanned and relaxed, money 

in his pocket from mustering out pay, the 

world ahead of him, and, if not the world 

itself, at least the prospect of a visit to 

see old friends in the bars in the 

Excelsior where he might receive a hero’s 

welcome. 

     But the probability was that the day 

after that, Ed would be an unemployed 

soldier with barely a high school educa-

tion and no interest in going to college 

even on the G.I. Bill.  A young veteran 

without real experience in the workaday 

world, without family connections and no 

prospect for a decent job, and a sister 

who seemed frightened to be associated 

with him. 

    After that afternoon on Guerrero 

Street, our paths did not cross.  I didn’t 

see Ed for many years, until the evening 

he stood at the back of Duggan’s 

Mortuary on 17th and Valencia.  We were 

both there to attend my mother’s wake.  

    He was thinner, still with a sunburn, 

clearly from alcohol, the same malady 

which had put my mother in the casket 

we were honoring. 

     I told Ed how much our earlier meet-

ing on Guerrero St. had always meant to 

me.  I asked him how he was doing.  Ed 

spoke honestly. He told me that he got 

work sometimes as a golf caddy at the 

Olympic Club, if he could find someone 

to drive him out to the links.  I thanked 

him for coming. That was the last time 

we saw each other. 

 

 

Daniel Murphylives on Church 

Street with his wife Lloyda.  He is a 

frequent contributor to the Noe Valley 
Voice.

Learn more at redwoodcu.org/performance

Federally insured by NCUA. 1Performance Money Market Yields as of June 18, 2024 . All rates, yields, terms, and special offers are subject to change without notice. Certain restrictions may apply. APY=Annual Percentage Yield. APY is a variable rate. Fees may reduce earnings. Minimum balance of $100 to earn 
dividends and an active checking account at RCU. To be considered active, your checking account must have a minimum of 3 transactions per month (excluding transactions performed through the 24-Hour Telephone Teller, and dividend posting) and one of the following: (1) a minimum monthly digital deposit 
of $500 or more into account. Digital deposit is defined as a deposit made via ACH, mobile deposit, ATM, or wire; (2) an active credit card at RCU. To be considered active, credit card must be in good standing and have a minimum monthly activity of 10 transactions or $500 or more in advances; (3) an open 
loan at RCU in good standing, (4) an investment account through RCU and our partners CUSO Financial Services, L.P. with at minimum balance of $5,000 or more,2 or (5) an active property and casualty insurance policy through RCU Insurance Services.3 (2Non-deposit investment products and services are 
offered through CUSO Financial Services, L.P. (“CFS”), a registered broker-dealer (Member FINRA/SIPC) and SEC Registered Investment Advisor. Products offered through CFS: are not NCUA/NCUSIF or otherwise federally insured, are not guarantees or obligations of the credit union, and may involve investment 
risk including possible loss of principal. Investment Representatives are registered through CFS. The credit union has contracted with CFS to make non-deposit investment products and services available to credit union Members.3Insurance products are not deposits of Redwood Credit Union and are not 
protected by the NCUA. They are not an obligation of or guaranteed by Redwood Credit Union and may be subject to risk. Any insurance required as a condition of an extension of credit by Redwood Credit Union need not be purchased from Redwood Credit Union and may be purchased from an agent or an 
insurance company of the member’s choice. RCU Insurance Services is a wholly owned subsidiary of Redwood Credit Union. Business conducted with RCU Insurance Services is separate and distinct from any business conducted. License no. 0D91054. NPN no. 761227.)

Introducing Performance Money Market

Relax and earn the day away

Get high-yield dividends when you bank with RCU. 

Start earning Performance Money Market rates today.

F U L L  L I Q U I D I T Y       |       I R A  O P T I O N S       |       T I E R E D  R A T E S       |       N O  F E E S

E A R N  U P  T O

3.50

https://redwoodcu.org/performance
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CONNECT WITH US: 
@SWANNGROUPSF   |        @THEREALDEALSF

WWW.SWANNGROUPSF.COM

2300 Leavenworth St. | Russian Hill
4 BED | 2 BATH | 2,115 Sq. Ft. | $3,100,000
Situated in a historic, private, gated enclave in Russian Hill, this beautifully
updated and stunning 4-bedroom and 2-bathroom single-family home is a
perfect city oasis! Featuring timeless architecture, stunning natural light and
a rooftop terrace equipped with wet bar with outstanding views - this three-
level home is exquisite! The entry-level offers a spacious flex space for a
media room, office or guest space, with a full bath and gym. Up one level is
the main living floor with an open kitchen, dining, living, and office with
South, West, and Northern views. The top floor has three bedrooms, and full
bath, and direct access to the rooftop terrace with incomparable views of
Alcatraz, Coit Tower, the Bay Bridge, the skyline of the financial district, and
the world-renowned flowering crooked street. Custom built-ins and
decorative moldings are enjoyed throughout. One-car garage parking, and so
much more await the next owner(s) of this fabulous home. Situated in highly
sought-after Russian Hill, this immaculate residence is moments from the
excellent amenities of Hyde Street, North Beach, the Polk Street corridor,
and Fay Park. Don't miss the opportunity to acquire this coveted home in one
of SF's most prestigious and exclusive locations. Do not miss this opulent
residence!

Perched overlooking the quiet hills of Noe Valley, 405 Hill Street
stands as an opulent residence that graciously boasts modern
elegance and timeless architectural charm. Upon entering,
you're welcomed by a grand foyer that leads to a bright and
inviting living room with a fireplace. Adjacent, a strikingly
modern grand dining room is poised to host your next exquisite
party. The heart of the home is undoubtedly the chef's kitchen,
seamlessly connected to a secondary common room and
outfitted with high-end appliances, sleek cabinetry, and
expansive countertops — it's perfect for culinary adventures and
hosting dinner parties. Ascend to the upper level to the primary
suite — relax by the fireplace, organize your walk-in closet, and
indulge in the ensuite bathroom. Two additional bedrooms and
a bath are conveniently on this level. The lower level's
entertainment room stands ready for everything from casual
movie night to a guest suite with accessibility to a full bath. Step
outside to your private oasis - a tiered patio, deck with a fire pit
—perfect for al fresco dining. Nestled in the highly coveted Noe
Valley neighborhood, you can enjoy proximity to 24th Street's
boutique shops, gourmet restaurants, and beautiful parks like
Dolores Park. 

405 Hill St. | Eureka Valley
 3 BED | 3.5 BATH | $3,895,000

COLDWELL BANKER GLOBAL LUXURY®
Not intended as a solicitation if your property is already listed by another broker. Affiliated real estate agents are independent contractor sales associates, not employees. ©2023 Coldwell Banker. All Rights Reserved. Coldwell Banker and the Coldwell Banker logos are trademarks of Coldwell Banker
Real Estate LLC. The Coldwell Banker® System is comprised of company owned offices which are owned by a subsidiary of Anywhere Advisors LLC and franchised offices which are independently owned and operated. The Coldwell Banker System fully supports the principles of the Fair Housing Act
and the Equal Opportunity Act.

GET AHEAD OF AUTUMN AND ASK US ABOUT OUR
LIST OF RESIDENCES THAT ARE COMING SOON!

415.225.7743
Team@SwannGroupSF.com
CalRE# 01860456

Next Meeting:
August 20th, 9:30 am at Mr. Digby’s

Victorian Alliance Event:
September 8th, 1:00 - 5:00 pm

NOE VALLEY MERCHANTS AND PROFESSIONALS

or visit us at our new website: https://noemerchants.com/
Follow up on Instagram @noevalleymerchants

Art Festival/Walk:
September 22nd, 10:00 am - 4:00 pm

 
Winter Wine Walk:

December 5th, 4:00 - 7:00 pm

Night Market:
October 1st, 4: 00 - 8:00 pm 

https://instagram.com/noevalleymerchants
https://noemerchants.com
https://www.swanngroupsf.com
https://instagram.com/therealdealsf
https://facebook.com/swanngroupsf
mailto:Team@SwannGroupSF.com



