
Future of 
Sharp Park

Pacifica now has an his-
toric opportunity to restore 
Sharp Park Golf Course. 
Through this opportunity, 
we can enhance outdoor rec-
reation facilities — including 
potential golf opportunities 
— encourage economic devel-
opment around Palmetto Av-
enue, and protect our environ-
ment.  We urge all Pacifi cans
to support a process that fully 
considers Sharp Park.

Some of our fellow Pacifi -

cans have suggested that we 
should just keep things as they 
are: Sharp Park currently pro-
vides golf at subsidized rates, 
and many people enjoy that 
amenity. Unfortunately cheap 
golf is no longer economically 
viable. The course has lost be-
tween $30,000 and $300,000 
in each of the past four fi s-
cal years, and San Francisco 
— with its own serious bud-
get problems — needs to end 
this fi nancial drain to keep 
neighborhood park services 
in operation.  Future losses are 
predicted to be even worse: 
the golf course currently faces 
legal proceedings for harming 
two endangered species, and 
fixing the structural problems 

that led to the lawsuit will cost 
millions more.

Some advocates for the sta-
tus quo have generated their 
own analyses contradicting 
San Francisco’s claims about 
Sharp Park’s profi tability. But 
these analyses count the large 
subsidy Sharp Park receives 
from San Francisco’s general 
fund — roughly $1.5 million
dollars in the past four years 
alone —as revenue to the golf 
course, when in fact it is just 
another expense that all tax-
payers must bear. Moreover, 
every golf consultant who has 
studied Sharp Park has con-
cluded that the status quo at 
Sharp Park is not viable. Both 
the National Golf Foundation 

and PROs Consulting found 
that the golf course needs to 
be privatized, the union jobs 
there jettisoned, and up to 
14 million dollars invested 
to create an elite course that 
charges high fees to recoup 
the investment. But a priva-
tized, expensive golf course 
would exclude even more Paci-
ficans from using Sharp Park, 
and provide little benefi t to Pa-
cifica. Moreover, the viability 
of this model is doubtful. The 
economic meltdown makes 
such a large investment of cap-
ital unlikely, and local demand
simply cannot support such a 
course: the Bay Area already
provides 6 million more golf
rounds then the market needs, 

driving golf prices down pre-
cisely when Sharp Park Golf 
Course needs to raise them. 
Fortunately, we have another 
option: restore Sharp Park. 
We can restore Laguna Sal-
ada’s wetlands to protect our 
homes from coastal storms 
and rising tides exacerbated 
by global warming.  We can 
improve the club house to per-
mit more community events
and make it a destination loca-
tion that could help Palmetto 

generate revenue without dis-
rupting our tranquility.  We 
can create trails connecting
to Mori Point and beyond, 
and consider new recre-
ational options, including 
new golf options. This is a 
better vision for Pacifi ca, 
and we urge you to check 
out some of the restoration 
ideas at www.restoresharp-
park.org, contribute your 
own, and support efforts to 
restore Sharp Park.

Jim Bromley, 51, was 
an adventurer who loved 
scuba diving and motor-
cycle riding, electronic 
gizmos, spicy chicken 
wings, and his high-school 
sweetheart Cathy for a life-
time. He was the kind of 
guy you’d enjoy spending 
a long warm Sunday af-
ternoon with barbequing 
and drinking a beer or two. 
Until recently, to me, he’d 
been the donor from whom 
I’d received a transplant.

When I got the call from 
UCSF last June that they 
had a donor, I was relieved
the wait was over and ex-
cited about my new possi-
bilities. I did take a moment 
to refl ect on the fact that 
another human being had 
lost his life and that a fam-
ily and community were 
grieving. Silently, I thanked 
them and mourned their 
loss. Not until the Califor-
nia Transplant Donor Net-
work asked me to meet his 
family, who were coming to 
the Bay Area from Toronto, 
was I struck with the idea, 
“Will this family think I’m
worthy of their gift?”

My survival wasn’t as 
clearly tied to a transplant 
as a heart or kidney recipi-
ent, but I wanted to con-
vince Jim’s family that it 
was meaningful.   I had re-
ceived his islet cells as part 
of an experimental program 
at UCSF to cure Type 1 or 
juvenile diabetes, which 
is caused when these cells 
quit producing insulin, as 
mine did when I was one.

Of course, I said, “I’d 
love to meet them.” But 
as the date approached, I 
became more frightened 
and worried than I ever 
have been before giving 
speeches, going on blind 
dates in my youth or even 
meeting my husband’s par-
ents.  The night before I 
tossed and turned and, as 
I drove from my home in 
Pacifica to Chabot College 
in Hayward, my stomach 
was in a nervous knot. I 
was given few details from 
the transplant coordinator
and truly didn’t know what 
to expect.  To my surprise 
this wasn’t just for Jim, but 
was a remembrance cer-
emony for all of the donors’ 
families and transplant re-
cipients within California 

in 2007. Some 1000 people 
were there.

Despite the crowd 
of small groups milling 
around the large, sunny 
courtyard, I was quickly di-
rected to the Bromley fam-
ily and immediately Jim’s 
heart recipient John Sykes 
gave me a big hug and said, 
“Nice to meet you, sister.” I 
took my fi rst breath of re-
lief. He introduced me to 
Shelby Charette (kidney)
and Jim’s wife Cathy.  I 
gave her a hug and blurted, 
“Thank you very much for 
your gift.  It will hopefully 
help…not just me…but the 
research could save mil-
lions of people from the 
complications of diabetes
that I have had…like kid-
ney, heart and eye disease 
and amputations.” I knew I 
was trying too hard to im-
press, took another breath 
and confessed, “Cathy, I’m 
sorry. I’m just so nervous.
I’m so thankful.” Cathy ad-
mitted she also had the jit-
ters and couldn’t sleep the 
night before.  We smiled, 
laughed and hugged again.

Cathy introduced me to 
her and Jim’s two gorgeous
lean, blonde daughters and 
their handsome young hus-
bands and I felt my blood
pressure begin to drop.
Then all too quickly, coor-
dinators of the reunion be-
gan to squire all of us into 
the college’s auditorium.
Once inside, we were each 
handed what looked like a 
yearbook and a package of 
tissues. While we waited for 
the ceremony to start, Jim’s 
daughter showed me the 
picture of her rugged-look-
ing dad grinning in dark 
glasses in the book with a 
tribute written by Cathy. 
In part, she wrote, “You 
showed me how completely 
and fully we can live and I 
am blessed knowing there 
are no regrets.”  I used the 
first of my tissues.  The
book, fi lled with the photos 
and tributes of about 100 
of the nearly 300 donors
in California last year, re-
vealed far too many sweet-
looking babies, grinning 

teens, and young parents.
I looked around and re-

alized that the people in 
this room represented the 
loss and hopes of all the 
smiling faces and beautiful 
words in the book. Memo-
rial and renewal were being
celebrated.

Whoever we were, and 
almost every race and reli-
gion in California was rep-
resented, for the next few 
hours we became one big, 
caring family. The emotion
I felt was even greater than
at my own beloved mother’s 
memorial.

When a group of peo-
ple who received trans-
plants got on the stage, 
we cheered their restored
potential. When photos of 
the donors were shown, 
we clapped and sobbed for 
each hero.  A mother spoke
about her daughter, Kris-
ten, who when she passed 
away at 13 was already
an accomplished artist, 
dancer, singer and writer.  
A group of young ballerinas
in white lace fl oated and 
spun through a short ballet 
created by Kristen’s dance
teacher in her memory. 
I used up my last tissue, 
when Kristen’s kidney-pan-
creas recipient got up and
sang a beautiful rendition
of the “Circle of Life.”

Each donor’s family re-
ceived a Star of Life pen-
dant, all hand-made by one 
organ recipient. The star 
has fi ve points, each repre-
senting a life her donor had 
saved. What an amazing 
legacy.

I’ve had three transplants 
- islet cells from Jim and an-
other anonymous donor and 
my husband John’s kidney.  
I’m not sure I can do them 
all justice, but I can prom-
ise that I’ll never take their 
gifts of life and hope for 
granted.  By the end of that 
day, I learned the Bromleys 
were not there to judge me 
at all, but to celebrate and 
honor a fi ne man. My fam-
ily had just been extended.
And, Jim was not just a do-
nor, but a man with a full 
life and a fi ne legacy.

TIME TRAVEL
“There is a little storefront 
bakery in San Francisco’s 
Richmond District that 
will take you back in time 
when you walk through 
its front door. If you’ve
ever wondered where to 
buy real Irish scones or 
real Irish brown bread,
there is a place outside 
of Ireland, next to a bar 
called The Blarney Stone 
on Geary Boulevard. It is
an Irish bakery started two
years ago by a product of
Belfast’s legendary appren-
tice system. Master Baker 
John Campbell holds an 
Order of The Master Baker 
from Belfast City and a 
Guilds Bakery Certificate.
What this means to you
and me is an honest-to-
God trained journeyman 
Irish baker who specializes 
in aromatic, flavorful time
machines of authentic Irish 
baked goods that will send 
you to the stony fields of
Eire for as little as $1 per 
scone or $5 for a loaf of 
brown bread. A modest,
well-made scone or slice of

warm brown bread can be 
a powerful thing. Scoff you 
may, guffaw you might, but 
having lived in Ireland for 
eight years as a teenager, I
feel qualified to vouch for
just how real and authentic
the baked goods are that 
Mr. Campbell produces lo-
cally. The storefront is also 
authentically Irish, with its 
style of font and window 
display. Of special note 
are the raisin scones, soda 
and brown breads, sau-
sage rolls with either pork
or beef sausage filling,
raspberry chocolate bread,
Guinness bread, traditional
pasties, soups, and rhubarb 
crumble. Experience the 
aromas and flavors of food
perfected over the centu-
ries, the product of a coun-
try that has populated the 
United States with people,
music, and food—great
food. John Campbell’s Irish 
Bakery is open daily from
7 a.m. to 8 p.m. between
20th and 21st avenues at 
5625 Geary Boulevard in
San Francisco’s Richmond
District. You can call ahead

to 415-387-1536. If you 
want to try Mr. Campbell’s
scones and other baked 
goods locally in Pacifica,
patronize Tranquilitea 
Tearoom on Francisco 
Boulevard at Paloma next 
to El Toro Loco. Tranqui-
litea has been open for a
while now.” (Todd Bray,
PacificaRiptide.com)

COASTSIDE CLINIC
“Greetings, Neighbors: I
am looking for others who 
were affected by the clos-
ing of the Coastside Family 
Health Clinic. Mostly I am
thinking of those of us who
are on Medicare, MediCal,
self-pay, or uninsured. On
March 27 I went down to 
file for the release of my
medical records, as the 
recording on the clinic’s
phone message requested. 
There I was told that the
files would not be released 
to individuals, only to a 
doctor or institution. I don`t 
know any other doctors. My 
doctor at the clinic, Lorraine 
Page, was the only full-
time doctor there. Being a
lifelong surfer and a career 
chef, I’m familiar with a lot 
of emergency rooms far and
wide, usually for stitches or 
minor broken bones, which 
meant two or three visits,
less when I started remov-
ing my own stitches and
staples. I was a patient of
Dr. Page for 18 years, and
one of her first. Those folks 

in that clinic worked HARD
every day, working for free 
often when needed just to 
keep the doors open. I don’t 
know the exact details, but 
what was printed in the San 
Francisco Chronicle was not 
very accurate. If you are in
a similar position, or have
information to share, please 
contact me at my email ad-
dress below. There are folks
down there without means
to get over the hill to a hos-
pital, many of them Span-
ish-speaking-only families
with no care. Maybe we can 
help those without voices
also. I would just like to 
know what the facts are.
Thanks.” (Jeff Bagshaw, 
bagscooks@aol.com)

GREEN FLASH
“Well, I’ve always wondered 
about this so-called green
flash phenomenon, and Fri-
day, March 27 I witnessed
not just one flash but two. It 
was a wild sunset. Started 
out plain as could be with a 
foggy haze on the horizon.
I decided to get my butt off 
the couch and go for a stroll 
even though the sunset 
didn’t appear noteworthy.
Was I in for a surprise. The 
atmosphere squished the 
sun pancake-like and just
below it was a half-circle of 
a lighter shade of pale. The 
sun set with no big blaze of
color and then right before 
my eyes it blinked a neon 
green flash and a second 

later blinked again. Holy 
cow, that was so incredibly 
cool! Location: West Ava-
lon Drive at Esplanade.”
(Joyce Robison)

AMERICAN VIOLET
RSVP to 415-621-2493 to see 
an exclusive, advance screen-
ing of a movie that the District 
Attorney of Robertson County,
Texas doesn’t want you to see.
American Violet is a fictional
account of real injustice 
that the ACLU fought and
won.  And if you can’t make
it to this advance screening,
make sure to see American
Violet in a theater near you
May 1. Advance screening is
Thursday, April 16 at 7 p.m. at 
Embarcadero Center Cinema,
San Francisco. Post-screening 
discussion is with filmmaker
Bill Haney and ACLU attorney
Graham Boyd. American
Violet is about a working-class 
African-American woman 
who gets swept up in a drug 
bust conducted by an out-of-
control narcotics task force. 
The officers, at the behest of
the Robertson County District 
Attorney, target low-income
African-Americans, and the 
authorities rely on the word of 
one drug-addicted, mentally ill 
informant to make their cases.
But the heroine prevails. With
the help of a team of commit-
ted civil-liberties lawyers, she 
takes on the drug task force,
the District Attorney, and the
criminal justice system and
wins.

REAL EARTH DAY
At San Pedro Valley Park,
Earth Day is celebrated
on April 11, starting with
trail work led by rangers and
Joseph Piro at 8 a.m., a bird
hike with Judy Spitler at 9 
a.m., a nature hike with Jim 
Mackey at 10:30 a.m., and a 
barbecue for “Friends of San
Pedro Valley Park” mem-
bers and all regular park 
volunteers at noon.

SWAMI SEZ
“Foreign aid is a transfer 
of money from poor people
in rich countries to rich
people in poor countries.” 
(Douglas Casey)

SITESEER
•Virtual parties: usurprise.
com
•Beatles band: plasticonion.
com
•Birdsong for iPhone: iBird
•All dogs: woofreport.com
•Healthy food: goodguide.
com
•S.F. mural art: precitaeyes.
org
•See space: bigbinoculars.
com

MAYBURRITOVILLE
•goofbuster.com
•pacificariptide.com
•wanderingandwonder-
ing.com
•mayburrito@goofbuster.
com

John Maybury

Wandering &
Wondering

Community Forum & Opinions

My Turn
Jeri Flinn
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Acknowledging the gift of life

Our Turn
Clark Natwick, Alyssa Byrd and Mary 

Keitelman

her professional life. We all 
are guilty of giving in to our 
own inertia and not quite 
getting to a concert we had 
thought about attending. 
Giving in to herself was 
something Mildred never 
did despite her own fatigue 
or physical pain.

The best way we can 
honor her work and her 
memory is to attend more 
concerts and keep her 
dream alive. Deepest sym-
pathy to her husband, Clay, 
and her family. Our sorrow 
and sense of loss  cannot 
begin to match yours.

Thank you for sharing 
her with us.

Judith Tugendreich
Pacifica

Not Again!
Editor:
Toward the end of 2002, 

the city terminated an op-
tion agreement with Sw-
enson Builders to build 
a hotel at the old WWTP 
site on Beach Boulevard. 
Shortly after, negotiations 
commenced to replace the 
Swenson project with a 
project that included a civic 
center, ‘world class’ library 
and timeshares. This was 
done in collaboration with 
developers Marchetti and 
Sochin.

In order to pay for this, 
the city considered trading 
in several city owned prop-
erties including the present 
city hall site, the Hilton Li-
brary site, the Terra Nova 
Library site and a portion 
of the WWTP site for the 
timeshares.

At a later date the clo-
sure of Palmetto Avenue 
below the Hilton Library 
was proposed, possibly to 
create additional parcels of 
land for development. After 
Marchetti and Sochin fell 
through negotiations were 
held with Kiwi Properties 
and Skyfi eld Associates. 

Ultimately, after some 6 
plus years of negotiating, 
the WWTP site sits empty. 
And folks, we are about to 
do it again.

Interestingly enough, 
Dan Murphy’s company, Ur-
banGreen Devco, LLC, even 
approached the city with a 
proposal. I got the opportu-
nity to glimpse his proposal 
and my impression was 
that it was amateurish and 
pandering; the yoga studio 
with the organic food store, 
the new-age bakery and the 
coffee shop, all with apart-
ments above, surrounded 
by a public plaza. I was so 
struck by this that I decided 
to do my own background 
checks into his involve-
ment with construction 
projects in the south bay. 
My impression initially was 
that he was involved as a 
developer in these projects. 
What I learned was that his 
role was more like a proj-
ect manager, honest work 
but not a developer. When 
I think about it, I can’t re-
call any projects that Dan 
himself has completed in 
Pacifica.

Trading off Don Peebles 
for Dan Murphy is a very 
bad idea. If Dan doesn’t 
have the money to initiate 
his own projects, then we 
shouldn’t waste any more 
time with him. As far as the 
city buying the property; if 
it needs a 1% sales tax in-
crease to pay for the basics, 
don’t even think about it.

 Gil Anda
Linda Mar

Stolen 
donations

Editor:
Don’t be surprised if your 

bag of donations isn’t picked 
up by PARCA, because my 
neighbor’s box and my bag 
(and who knows how many 
others) were found behind 
ParkMall Shopping Center 
near a dumpster, with our 
home address on it, by one 
of their tenants, who did 
not hesitate to call us. Yes, 
someone other than PARCA 
picked up our donation bag 
from in front of our house 

and salvaged through it and 
left the  remains for clean 
up. Sad to think that the 
less fortunate are stealing 
from the less fortunate.

D. Adlawan
Linda Mar

Poem for 
Mildred

Editor:
Mildred:
You once said
“Death will be a welcome 

rest.”

One of the best/descrip-
tions

I have ever heard
of what for many
is an unwelcome guest.

But you
sure didn’t look as if
you needed a rest
the last time I saw you
busy and right as always
when you waved your 

hand
at a public meeting
to suggest the person
making the presentation
might pause to make 

sure
she was speaking into 

the mike.

You are one of the most 
compassionate

as well as the most ac-
tive people

taking seniors who can 
no longer drive

to your concert hall be-
fore

supervising the kitchen
shaking hands — and 

exchanging hugs
at the door and
delivering your weekly
public welcome to your 

guests
as warm as your own 

home
which it was to us.

You left quickly and qui-
etly

without a fuss
making selfi sh mourn-

ers
of all of us.
Anna Boothe
Park Pacifica
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Send your letters to elarsen@
bayareanewsgroup.com (Remember to 

paste into message area.)


