















































Q

g

5 ~

- Yo

=7 | 1]

?/‘_{_’{#‘: ) r; T :

f éﬂ'fﬂ IrF!: I -

sy (T | RS I

Q= ke JJ s gt
Wi il i } Caamid WM
A . f ﬁ !

H./;{;‘ He et %li?j t 1T
=i L s
T 7T | rrl o= B .
-;}7 st 1:.!%'.‘
; rHy - —
{.l" . - r.
‘e g Fro il et
5 = -

— e .,—_E'__h__

kWL
e S
g e Ay ] gy ————
P b i e —

e

Ty

CASTING BREAD UPON THE WATERS,

pany, they mean business...but the amateurs are usually out for a
meal or a flop and will try to cut into any conversation in hopes of
making the grade. Generally the Bohemian will take to the amateur
...but usually as a one night stand...she will have to have other
talents if she is to be put upon a more permanent basis. But there
are not many professional whores cruising around... they run things
differently.

Some people have the idea that all Bohemians are wild and immoral
... this is far from the truth. Bohemianism is as much a point of view
as it is a way of living. You can approve of all sorts of unconventional
activities without participating in them or supporting them. There are
plenty of voyeurs in Bohemia, San Francisco and elsewhere.
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- Before World War II the Fillmore district was another lower middle
class shopping district with nothing particularly remarkable about it.
At the section around Geary and Post there was a coming together of
a small Japanese district and a small Negro neighborhood. Right after
Pearl Harbor the Japanese were re-located and the vast influx of war
workers brought tens of thousands of Negroes to San Francisco. They
occupied the area formerly held by the Japanese bounded approxi-
mately by Fillmore, Pine, Buchanan and Geary Streets and spread
out to Presidio and over towards Sacramento. The Negro population
kept growing and as a natural result a number of colored joints were
opened in addition to the ones which existed before the war. A num-
ber of stories were and are circulated about the dope being sold in the
Fillmore area and the general vice and corruption there, but I doubt
that there is any more vice or corruption there than there is in the
so-called respectable neighborhoods. Congenital bigotry on the part
of the average citizen makes these stories acceptable. The pre-war
“Uncle Tom” type San Francisco Negro is almost a thing of the past.
Many extremely well-educated and trained professionals have come
into the area and the community has become solid and relatively
conservative. You will encounter a number of Negroes in North Beach
joints, but I have noticed the same ones over and over again... per-
manent fixtures. Most of the Negroes in San Francisco are working
too hard at time clock jobs to become full-fledged Bohemians... they
are struggling for the security that the Bohemian has quit seeking.

San Francisco has a slow way of recognizing things. People of ‘literary’
importance come to town and can’t understand why the townspeople
don’t all stand on their heads for them. Margaret Anderson and Jane
Heap, to give a pair of choice examples, thought they would take the
place by storm. They stormed Marin County fairly well but got no
wind up in San Francisco. But recognition is very slow hereabouts...
sometimes never. The local art associations are strictly local...the
members all paint the same way and anyone who doesn’t want to
paint the way the boys and girls in the local associations paint will
most likely not get shown. There is more and better art in the bars in
San Francisco than you will ever see in the museums... at least that
is true of contemporary art. The saloon keepers have found that it
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VIEW OF THE PRESIDIO,
From a Fhotograph by Hamillon & Co,

This is a military post, that was established shortly after the
arrival of the first missionaries, mainly for their protection j it was'
originally occupied by Spanish troops, and afterward by Mexi-
can, until March, 1847, when it was taken by the United States,
at which time the whole force of the enemy was a single corporal.
At this time, also, there were two old Spanish brass field-pieces
found here, and two more near the beach, about where the end of

Battery street, San Francisco, now is, and from which that street
derived its name.

doesn’t hurt business to have a few pictures around ... they occasion-
ally sell one and it helps to keep the slummers from falling asleep.
Speaking of art in the saloon, Pat Cucaro has done a great deal for
himself, and his fellow artists, in the promotion of art in the saloon.
It is a well known fact that many more people buy pictures from the
walls of local bars than from the walls of our local museums. Henri
Lenoir has a lot to his credit when it comes to promoting local artists
... he got the Iron Pot to hang its high dirty walls with paintings and
later moved on to his own joint. The Iron Pot (not Lenoir) had a fire
in which the artists lost their paintings...the management said “so
sorry”’ and our phony-liberal-republican newspaper chimed in and
gave the artists the horselaugh.
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There have been scores of notable extroverts in San Francisco down
through the years, but peer of any is the energetic Tiny Armstrong.
Tiny is a large man and has a great ability in the field of eccentric
costume. Tiny was for a time known as the bird-whistle man, but this
is hardly an adequate description. I have never seen him decked out
the same way twice. He has, in keeping with the local tradition for
this type of occupation, a large collection of assorted hats, and is
usually to be seen participating in parades, walking casually into the
midst of public displays and performances of all kinds, swinging
lightly in and out of bars, restaurants and other public places... sing-
ing, whistling, bowing, and gracefully informing one and all of his
sparkling presence. Many’s the public event at which Tiny is by far
the most dramatic personage present. Tiny is quite a large man phy-
sically, but very light on his feet and capable of the most grandilo-
quent gestures. A parade in San Francisco without Tiny Armstrong is
hardly a parade...and San Franciscans love parades and have lots of
them. It is a known fact that parade marshals have been known to
wait nervously on fiery steeds, waiting in the hope that Tiny would
show up ... parades have been delayed by officials pending his arrival.
I feel sure that he was not consulted when the tin owls were put up
on the City Hall roof, with the idea of scaring away the pigeons, which
the mayor cannot stand. Now if the mayor had consulted Tiny about
what he should do I am sure that Tiny would have thought of some-
thing very interesting. But don’t misunderstand me... Tiny is not the
town clown... he has a serious mission, and knows it,

B. E. Lloyd, writing in San Francisco in the ’70s about the local scene
tells about the unusual local situation of female prestige and attire.
According to Lloyd, the usual situation is reversed in that instead of
the whores trying to dress as well as the ladies of high society, the
society queens tried desperately, and unsuccessfully, to dress as well
as the prominent madams and leading whores. Lloyd also makes spe-
cific comment on the atmosphere of the Barbary Coast...“It was a
grand theater of crime. The glittering stiletto, the long blade bowie
knife, the bottle containing the deadly drug, and the audacious navy
revolver, were much used implements in the plays that were en-
acted...” I am not trying by means of this quotation to show that the
area of the Barbary Coast was more violent 75 years ago than it is
today, but the methods of extortion and persuasion have probably
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ENCHANTED WITH THE DELIGHTFUL PROSPECT OFF THE BAR.

become a little more refined. Whereas prostitution was more or less
confined to certain streets and areas in those days, it is now generally
dispersed throughout the total extent of the city. All the various types
of criminals still ply their trades, but perhaps in a little more subtle

manner, with a more intricate protective web of attorneys and other
semi-official relationships.

We have all heard the various tales about the bygone writers who
drifted in and out of San Francisco and almost invariably they were
impressed with the charm of the city, but somehow the great con-
temporaries have not written about San Francisco as much as we
would like... for example, I think it is much to be regretted that an
Oakland girl named Gertrude Stein who did some of her most forma-
tive and informative reading in the old Mercantile Library left almost
no recollections of San Francisco as a city in her writings. She 1s sup-
posed to have read a lot of 17th and 18th century English literature
during a year here, but I have found none of her living contemporaries
who recollect her. Unfortunately the records of the library were de-
stroyed in the 1906 fire so we can’t see what she was snooping into...
I- hope, for her own sake, that she read such things as the Police
Gazette, The Wasp, and the silly little Lark.
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One thing the old time Bohemians had that we certainly don’t is the
Free Lunch. This was a 19th century American phenomenon that
reached some kind of a high water mark in San Francisco. The better
saloons, known as the “two bit saloons,” served a free lunch from
eleven in the morning to two in the afternoon which often included
the following: turtle soup, roast pig, sheep tongue, liver, fish balls,
salmon, potatoes, tomatoes, cheese, crackers, ‘nick nacks,’ and ‘all
accessory relishes.’ The “nickel saloon” where any available drink was
five cents, also had a free lunch, which, though not as varied as the
“two bit” variety, made up in quantity what it lacked in diversion.
Many theories have been advanced about the free lunch...argument
is certainly available about one thing, however, that it was a good
thing, while it lasted.

Although San Francisco’'s Bohemia is presently overrun with poets,
the annual art festival makes it appear as though there is a painter
lurking under every rock; generally speaking the protrusion of the
world of ‘Arts and Letters’ into the workaday world is not very great.
Three or four blocks from some of the most Bohemian bars in town,
the grinding cog wheels of the city’s center of finance mesh silently,
aside from the occasional screams of a ruined secretary or a discharged
purist...so near and yet so far. From the high windows of the Russ
Building, the Mills Tower, the Standard Oil and Shell Buildings, you
can look down into the sun-warmed squalor, and the fiery passion and
the tense emotional struggle in every haphazard design. You will prob-
ably never know what was behind that leathery face that looked out
at you as you walked down Stockton between Sacramento and Wash-
ington...the old face between the geraniums.

No matter how far or long the San Francisco Bohemian may roam,
there is almost invariably an eternal sort of return. As you sit in the
bars listening to the young men with the newly-grown beards, they
are talking of getting back, being back in town, and such things. Though
they do not have the price of the next drink in their pockets, or the
price of the tube of paint they must purchase before the current paint-
ing can be finished, there is a soft flow of talk...running, broken, inter-
rupted, continuous...sounding somewhat like the letter written by
William Keith from Dusseldorf in 1870 to B. P. Avery in San Fran-
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cisco: “I am going to be a good one [artist]| or die in the attempt. But
I won'’t die till I have shown you that you were not wrong in your
appreciation of me.”

Avery wrote one of the articles in the first issue of the ‘Overland
Monthly,’ a magazine founded by a San Francisco bookseller, A.
Roman, in 1868 and edited by Bret Harte... the article was entitled
“Art Beginnings on the Pacific”... the chronicling of literary and cul-
tural endeavors is probably the most popular indoor sport in these
parts. Five years earlier a history of “early” newspaper activity was
published in a Sacramento paper. Prenatal accounts abound.

One of the landmarks of San Francisco is the Montgomery Block at
628 Montgomery Street on the corner of Washington at the foot of
Columbus Avenue. The “Monkey Block” as it is affectionately called,
has a checkered history. It was originally constructed in 1854 by
Halleck, and although laughed at when built, it rapidly established
itself as a swank office building. As time went by, other buildings went
up in the vicinity and the Monkey Block became less desirable and
instead of professional offices other types of business were carried on
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there. Space does not permit a fair enumeration of the people who
have worked and lived within its thick walls. Most of the artists of
any account of the last fifty years have lived there or had studios there
at one time or another. Huntington had the beginnings of his famous
library there at first, before it was moved south. The building has been
used for many official and unofficial purposes. It served as a mint, a
prison, a wine warehouse, bars have been there, and above all, since
most of the rooms on its four floors are fairly small, it has been the
gathering place of the artists and Bohemians for at least fifty years.
It is the oldest building in downtown San Francisco, and it will be a
sad day on Montgomery Street when the age-old threat finally ma-
terializes and they actually begin to tear it down. The Porpoise Book-
shop was formerly located in Room 239 of this historic structure, and
to our knowledge was the only bookstore ever in the building. Since
May of 1955, The Porpoise Bookshop has been at 308 Clement Street.

Many buildings on the lower side of Montgomery Street were origi-
nally constructed on top of the sunken or sinking hulls of abandoned
ships. This happened with some of the buildings on the upper side of
the street too but generally speaking it was on the East side of the
street, towards the Embarcadero that this happened. Many of the
structures on the East side of the 700 block on Montgomery Street
have portions of old ship hulls visible in their basements. The trick is

to find out which ones and then get yourself admitted. It is a curious
sight.

Back in the 1860’s the head of the San Francisco Department of
Public Health was pleading eloquently (in his annual report) for
public urinals. His eloquence went unheeded however, and we are still
in need of them. The amount of liquid consumed by San Franciscans
in the downtown area in the evenings leads to some rather distasteful
practices on the part of some of the less thoughtful citizens (and
visitors ). Like Paris, however, this would solve the problem for one
sex only, and cast a somewhat unchivalrous color on our way of life.
But something must be done...as any strayed reveler will tell you.

There has always been a great deal of chatter about the environs.
I do not think it justified or worth perpetuating. Suffice it to say that
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BILL AFTER HIS GLASS EYE.

the environs exist as a place where the dull people go to eat and sleep
at night...and then scurry back to the city the next morning to make
a living . .. the perfect solution to a serious problem. Every large city
produces a certain percentage of dullards. San Franciscoexports them
to Marin, the East Bay, and down the Peninsula...if we didn’t have
this outlet for our middle class we wouldn’t have San Francisco...
certainly not the Bohemian aspects.

It has been said that one sure way to ruin a good restaurant is to bring
it to the attention of the general public. With this danger in mind, I
must nevertheless recommend a little place called the Caruso Cafe on
Green Street below Columbus. It is a small place with a bar that occu-
pies at least half of the space. The meals are cheap, the wine is only
fair, but the food is very good. There is a nice reckless atmosphere (at
this writing) and for a good dinner in the manner of the old North
Beach Italians I strongly recommend it. There was a time when North
Beach was full of places where you could get a first class Italian style
dinner with wine for well under a dollar. Now the dollar won’t buy
the dinner and the wine is extra, but the Bohemians get paid more

these days for their nefarious work and are still able to eat and drink
occasionally.
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One appalling fact which has never been fully realized is the large
number of Bohemians who work at very ordinary jobs in various parts
of the city all day (and almost every day), and at night like moths to
a flame, return to their particular den of iniquity hoping that the long-
awaited person, idea, or inspiration will come along. As you visit the
various bars and restaurants in San Francisco’s Bohemian quarter,
you should remember this somewhat grim fact... that just as you pass
your day in some routine job in Kansas or Indiana or some other god-
forsaken part of the world, waiting for the unexpected or the impos-
sible, so do Bohemians the same...a little more frenetically at times,
perhaps...a little less restrainedly ... more articulate, maybe...but
just as unhappy as anyone else, and when the opportunity presents

itself, a little more quick to step up and seize Pleasure by the hands...
or whatever portion of her anatomy is convenient.

It is interesting to note the influence of geography on such things as
menus, wine lists and various customs in a locality. The early settlers
in San Francisco were sufficiently varied as to background so that
foreign flavor as such was not particularly exotic to a home-grown San
Franciscan, but still some early foibles and practices persist. We see
“Eastern Oysters” on menus and know full well that the tiny Olympia
oysters from up on the Washington coast are better than any oyster
that ever grew down east. We pay through the gills for “Kansas City
Beef” which was probably fattened in South San Francisco. We pay
like fools for Chateau Quelquechose when many of our wines are far
better than most of the imported ones... but these are the exceptions.
San Francisco is particularly free of so-called foreign flavor. It is true
that the souvenir business is built nowadays to a large extent on
Chinese curios (made in Japan) but the real essence of the city is
certainly not in the gimcracks one finds in the junk stands conducted
for tourists and visitors from Stonestown and the Sunset...

The flavor is just elusive enough so that every noisy New Yorker who
comes along cannot glibly blab out a slang formula and dismiss the
charm of the city with a phrase.

Fortunately, the city defies description and excels in those undefin-
able qualities which make the hack writer beat his head in anguish
and despair. Actually, the city is all things to almost everybody...
isn’t that enough? Most people from the Midwest and East are so im-
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A ONE BIDED OPERATION.,

pressed by the politeness (which is only relative) of the cabbies, bus-
drivers, waiters, bartenders and those essential people in the world
who serve us, that they are unable to form an unbiased picture of the
city. They remernber it pleasantly ... even nostalgically.

Far be it from me to take the gleam from the glamour but certain
legends might as well be dispelled here and now as well as anywhere.
For example: Tong Wars... there hasn’t been a first-class tong war
in San Francisco in many decades, and what with the present tenden-
cies toward ‘labor organizers’ and the general movement of Chinese
out of and beyond the so-called ‘Chinatown’ area, it seems quite ridicu-
lous to try to imagine the present crop of soda fountain and marijuana
kids getting involved in anything more serious than an occasional
bout of juvenile delinquency. Gambling is still quite a big thing in
Chinatown, but like other rackets in these United States it is strictly
a business. Violence is not business-like because there are too many
hungry lawyers waiting to pounce... bad publicity is bad for business.
The Chinatown of the pig-tailed laundry man and the sadistic hench-

man is gone . . . but the polished up and refurbished vices are still going
strong. They want customers...repeat customers... not victims.
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There is also a rumor that if you are young and twenty and get your-
self soused in a bar (they are not supposed to serve minors but most
minors don’t look that young anymore) that you might wake up the
next day a hundred miles at sea, with a cruel mate shaking you by the
shoulder and shouting profane words into your aching ears...most
unlikely. You might wake up in the bull pen of the local bastille but
this is because the cops are trying to take care of you. Better you
should spend the remainder of the night in jail than get yourself
involved in a rolling party or some perverse affairs which you would
undoubtedly regret later. Shanghaiing, I am forced to state, is no
longer common in San Francisco. Nor is it common for pure young
things to come to the city and be tempted by despair, drink, or trickery
into a house of ill-fame. The houses of ill-fame exist, but I have been
told that the workers therein are not young and are not screaming to
get out. It takes all kinds of people. It has been said by a local sage
that there are more women in the world who wish they were in a house
of ill-fame than there are women in the world wishing to be out of

them. This ungallant remark is not really of local origin, as the man
lives in the city, but he was born in Oakland.
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THE OCEAN HOUSE.
A lot of mean remarks have been made about the San Francisco police
force, locally referred to as ‘the finest.’ They don’t say that they're the
‘finest,” but we know they’re the finest. There is undoubtedly a certain
amount of corruption in the force, and there have been times when I
wished that certain policemen were a little more informed, but gen-
erally speaking I know of no other group of policemen, with the excep-
tion perhaps of the ones in London, who are so consistently polite,
helpful and tolerant. The city is difficult to police in many ways. There
are a lot of very serious things the police force has to do besides go
out and quiet down a drunken brawl in the Richmond or Sunset. We
have our fair share of bank robberies (more than our share I think)
and our portion of the various types of violent criminals who actively
endanger the peaceable citizen...the local Irish cop is generally a

pretty good guy and he only acts like a fool or a bully when someone
a little higher up forces him to.

ALCATRACES ISLA.ND.
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WNEW WURLD MARKET, CORNER OF COMMERCIAL AND LEIDBDORFF STREETS,.

People who visit San Francisco from other parts of the country will
not, unless they are persistent, get to sample one of the commodities
which we enjoy in a manner that no other city in the West can. I am
talking about bread. Bread may be the staff of life according to the
old saw, but it’s just a heavy lump of lead in your stomach the way the
average baker produces it. Here in San Francisco we have a number
of fine bakeries. My two favorites are The Ukraine on McAllister and
Webster featuring Russian and Jewish specialties, and Larraburu on
Third Avenue between Clement and Geary where sourdough French
bread and rolls with hard crisp crusts are made that will send you into
a tizzy of gastronomic delight. Sounds like a silly thing to become
rhapsodic about, but if you have taste buds... if you know and can tell
the difference you will enjoy the experience. Some restaurants serve
Larraburu’s bread, but none as far as I know serve bread from The

Ukraine.
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And while I am writing about food there is one subject which is never
talked about in all the books about food in San Francisco, Bohemian
or otherwise, and that’s our magnificent supply of fresh tagliarini and
ravioli. The different spaghetti and macaroni are available almost
everywhere, but fresh tagliarini and fresh ravioli, made by experts
such as we have in San Francisco, are a real treat and available in
most of the better restaurants in North Beach. Some of these places
make their own, especially if the restaurant is run by a family, but
most of them buy supplies fresh daily from the ‘factories.’

If you don’t enjoy some fine meals in San Francisco the fault will be
yours alone.

Any book that attempts to cover so diversified a subject will be guilty
of errors of commission and omission. There are a lot of people who
consider themselves ‘characters’ or are considered to be such by other
people...and their names have not been mentioned in this book. Space
simply would not permit inclusion of everyone and so to those dear
drunken, amazed, confused and garrulous souls that I have apparently
ignored, but actually have not forgotten, I extend my heartfelt, warm,
and sincere apologies.




THE POBT-OFFIOE, CORNER OF PIEE AND CLAY BTREETS.

Another book by Henry Evans about San Francisco is called
THE CURIOUS LORE OF SAN FRANCISCO’'S CHINA-

TOWN. It is in this same format and also sells for 25c. It may
be obtained from your bookseller or directly from the publisher:

The Porpoise Bookshop

308 Clement Street, San Francisco 18, California
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