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Dreams of Sweet Revenge and Romance 

Herbert Gold  

Published Sunday, June 18, 2000 

Comes rosy-fingered dawn to a perfect summer day in San Francisco and my apartment door is 
politely rapped to wake me with an important message via Western Union (no fax or e-mail for 
dream telegrams), the messenger smartly attired with uniform, shiny cap and nose piercings. 

It's a telegram from a devoted adversary of my books. God, or perhaps Willie Brown, has given 
him the choice of permanent confinement in the Sony Metreon Entertainment Purgatory or re-
evaluating his opinions. The telegram says he is about to publish an article in the New York 
Review of Books about my new novel, “Daughter Mine.” 

So then I wake up and consider where to have the first coffee of the day. From where I live on 
Russian Hill, I can walk in any of four directions (despite redevelopment, there are still only four 
points to the compass), to North Beach, Aquatic Park, Polk Gulch or downtown, and find the 
right kind of muffins, a table with dappled sunlight and the blessed beverage in all its 
permutations. 

I head for funky Royal Ground on Polk because I like the color of the walls, reminiscent of the 
dear dead days of tobacco staining, and the sleep-tousled art students preparing for another 
rigorous day of paradigm-challenging at the San Francisco Art Institute. 

This is a time to drift free into the long day ahead. I enjoy The Chronicle -- Marshall McLuhan 
said a newspaper is not something you read but a warm bath you get into. I replay my Western 
Union dream with great satisfaction. 

Next a stroll to Aquatic Park to revisit the bongo players, acoustic guitarists and brooding beach- 
strollers caught between the Age of Aquarius and the Age of the Internet. Children run to the 
water margin and run back shrieking with pleasure toward their moms and dads. I walk out to the 
pier, asking “Catch anything?” to the variety pack of ethnic fishermen, who point to buckets and 
nets with an occasional crab or fish. The meatiest catch would be one of the Dolphin Club 
swimmers, but they manage to congratulate themselves around the bay a while and then come 
strutting across the sand to dress. Someday, I think, I must do that. I remember the beautiful 
actress from the Actor's Workshop who later became a movie star. . . . But that was another 
summer day, and besides the little refreshment stand where we bought It's-Its is closed.  

Since this is intended to be a perfect day, I leave my car at home. “Perfection” and “parking” are 
antithetical concepts. I'll hike to admire the sea lions at Pier 39, sleek, slovenly, slithery and 
committed to family values, at one with the universe of sun, sea and gawking tourists. They don't 
floss or brush their teeth; the smell of mammal integrity and sincerity is a reassuring dose of 
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reality at a tourist destination, counteracting the smell of popcorn. Their hoarse croaks and grunts 
bring up the subject of lunch.  

Is it time already? I join my friend Jo Menell at the Niebaum-Coppola cafe, sitting outside, of 
course. Jo is a filmmaker who has driven down from Bolinas for our regular pasta event. This 
cafe is the perfect place to talk about both successful and failed projects, to conclude that, in a 
deeper sense, everything always does work out. Ommm.  

I guess I'll now have a nap. In San Francisco you don't have to worry about missing a good hour 
or two. Another couple of good hours are bound to come right along.  

Later, there will still be light when I walk back down toward Commercial Street, empty of 
traffic, low-tech, with curious little museums, galleries, taverns and a tiny park. Commercial 
Street leads directly into the Embarcadero Cinema, a gracious multiplex that shows mainly 
foreign and independent films.  

The stroll in early evening is romantic, either with a companion or with memories of one, and the 
walk back after the movie is the perfect way to decompress from a voyage into other people's 
fantasies. After dark, Commercial Street is about as close as I can get to the Rue Git-le- Coeur -- 
Here-Lies-the-Heart -- on the Left Bank in Paris.  

At DPD on Kearny I might stop for a big $5 Chinese dinner. When I was first there with Allen 
Ginsberg in 1957, the dinner was 67 cents, but why complain?  

And so to bed, to dream, perchance, of another appropriate revenge.  

 

HERBERT GOLD'S DAY 

Here's how to re-create the writer's day. All places are in San Francisco.  

ROYAL GROUND COFFEE: 2216 Polk St. (near Green Street), 6 a.m.-11 p.m. daily, (415) 
474-5957  

AQUATIC PARK: Beach Street from Van Ness Avenue to Columbus Avenue  

SEA LIONS AT PIER 39: Pier 39, Fisherman's Wharf, viewing all day long, (415) 705-5500  

CAFE ZOETROPE (previously CAFE NIEBAUM-COPPOLA): 916 Kearny St. (at Columbus 
Avenue), 11 a.m.-10 p.m. Mon.- Sat., 9 a.m.-9 p.m. Sun., (415) 291-1700  

EMBARCADERO CENTER CINEMA: 1 Embarcadero Center, third level, (415) 352-0810  

DPD RESTAURANT: 901 Kearny St., open 24 hours daily, (415) 982-0471  
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