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San Ramon vs. San Francisco: Two Populations of Crazies


When one thinks of a small suburban town, one would think of pleasant green trees.  Suburban life brings one to think of friendly neighbors and a wholesome atmosphere in which rich people get to live their lives merrily and free.  The ideal small valley town is a peaceful nature-loving place, where the air is clean and the lattes flow like water.  On the other hand, when one thinks of a big city, the thought of towering skyscrapers and a bustling atmosphere comes to mind.  Big cities are generally thought of as busy places full of people who are just there to do some business.  The people in these two contrasting environments are thought to have completely different mindsets, and for the large part that is a correct assumption.  But the similarities are what the focus of this highly analytical essay will be, as the populations of San Francisco and San Ramon are laid out to you, the reader.  We will begin with my hometown, San Ramon, California.


When one stumbles into San Ramon, it is often by mistake.  San Ramon is not a popular tourist attraction; it doesn’t have much to offer except for a road into Danville or Dublin.  So when someone arrives in San Ramon, it is probably to gas up his/her car and leave as quickly as possible.  But even in that short amount of time, the sheer insanity of the people of San Ramon is made all too apparent.  For this essay, I had to do some research.  I interviewed the people of San Ramon and asked a few simple questions to random people all throughout the town.  Through these interviews, I will prove how utterly odd these people really are.


My first stop was the grocery store, where I found an abundance of crazy interviewees.  Here is one example of pure crazy. Me:  So, old lady, how do you like living in San Ramon?  Old Lady:  Eat creamed death!!!  Right after she screamed this she hurled a pie at my face.  This old lady was dressed in a cream colored bathrobe with some work boots on to match it.  Her hair was disheveled and her breath wreaked of spoiled something.  This is how most women are dressed in San Ramon.  The fashion statement of the century for San Ramon is “In one word, disgusting.”  This mantra is repeated all the time in San Ramon, and is painted on billboards throughout the city.  The women of San Ramon tend to stay in San Ramon, for fear of being shunned by the rest of the world.  


My next stop was at the local fast food taco restaurant, lets call it “Baco Tell”.  I saw a group of teenagers sitting in the corner enjoying their food, and decided to interview them.  This is how it went: Me:  Hey guys.  I was just wondering, what do you fellas like to do for fun in San Ramon?  Thug #1:  What the f@#k!?!  Who the f$#k is this honkey a$$ mother f*&ker?  Thug #2:  You best step off, aite biotch!!???!   What is sad is that these boys were only 13.  They were fully adorned in pants 9 times too big for them and gold chains with clocks on the ends around their necks.  They all walked with limps, due to either a fashion statement or some kind of foot injury.  In any case, it was a sad state of affairs to see little pasty-white children such as these, walk around like they own the streets.  (Which I’m sure some of them do.)  


For my last and final stop I went to San Ramon city hall, to see what kind of people really run the fair city of San Ramon.  Upon first walking into the Main Building, one cannot help but notice the complete lack of order within the hall.  Also, the surplus of farm animals is very noticeable to the first time visitor.  After about an hour of wading through filth, I came upon someone in a suit.  It was a rather shabby suit made of bed sheets, but he had a tie on.  After a few minutes of discussion, I came to discover that this was the mayor himself.  Here is what I asked him:  Me:  Mr. Mayor, what is the best thing about this town, in your opinion?  Mayor:  Well son, the best thing about this here town, is the Christmas tree farm.  Yes sir, you can’t beat it.  Me:  Umm, sir, didn’t they close down the Christmas tree farm like 4 years ago?  Mayor:  No further comments.  Clearly this city is in good hands.


Well, having covered the entirety of San Ramon, it is time to move on to the BIG CITY.  That’s right, I’m writing about San Francisco.  San Francisco is well known worldwide for its many spectacular tourist attractions and fine dining and nightlife.  Many tourist from places like Japan, China, North Korea, South Korea and other oriental countries come to see sites like the golden gate bridge, Alcatraz, fisherman’s wharf and other places that smell like fish.  And while the popularity of a city like this is often discussed, its local inhabitants are not so well read about.  This is because they are all, in fact, very much insane.  How do I know?  I went and talked to some people on the streets, and I haven’t been the same since.  For one thing, my wallet is emptier and my clothes smell a lot more like urine than they did before.  Through my interviews, I will prove the insanity of the population of San Francisco as well.

My first stop was in front of the big record store on Powell Street.  I met a man who was dressed in the height of San Ramon-Women’s fashion.  Here is how our little chat went:  Me:  Hello Mr. Man.  Do you live here in San Francisco?  Bum:  GWAKAKAKAWAWAKAKAKAK CHUNG CHUNG CHUNG CHOOOOOO!!!!  Me:  Yes, this is very true.   Pretty much everyone is like this in San Francisco.  At least, everyone that is noticeable.  I didn’t talk to a lot of people because they all seem to blend into the rest of the people, and they all combine to form some kind of throbbing gray blob that covers the sidewalks of San Francisco.  But the crazies were very loud and forward, and had no trouble asking you for some money, like you had been friends for years.   What a pleasant people they are…  

I decided to go see who was at a local club, because music shapes the personalities of the people who listen to it, does it not?  I met a LOT of interesting people in the San Francisco clubs, and they all seemed to be in some sort of euphoric state.  Here is an interview with a young woman in such a state:  Me:  Hello miss.  As a San Francisco native, what is it about the city that keeps you here?  Young lady:  You wanna roll?  Me:  I don’t know what that refers to, but no.  This “rolling” is a common theme among club goers and other young people in San Francisco.  I have yet to decipher it’s meaning, but I think its some sort of dance move.  So if you like dancing, then San Francisco must be your place.

Before I left, I had to visit Alcatraz, being a big fan of prisons.  Well Alcatraz, as well as all other tourist attractions in San Francisco, is well crowded at all hours of every day and night.  So I had plenty of people to choose from to interview.  But for this essay, the focus is on the natives of San Francisco.  So I interviewed one of the security personal at the prison.  Here is what he said:   Me:  Hello officer.  I was just wondering, what do you think about the people of San Francisco?  Officer:  I think that you should move along son. You are holding up the line.  Me:  Umm, sir, there is no line… Officer:  Don’t make me shoot you sir.   As you can see, the law is strict, but fair in San Francisco.  This is probably how the people of the city got to be so obedient and mindless.

So what can be said about the people of San Francisco in comparison to the people of San Ramon?  Well, for one thing, they are both hideously insane.  But, more specifically, they are actually quite similar.  But the similarities come in paradoxes.  For example, the women of San Ramon dress like the dirty bums of San Francisco, but they are afraid to go out into public, whereas the bums do NOTHING but go out into public.  The young people of San Francisco like to “roll,” whereas the young people of San Ramon like to “pop a cap in yo punk a$$.”  So there is role reversal, instead of the Big City being violent, it’s the small town and the city goers just wanna have a good time.  Their excellent management has shaped both of the cities great populations; from the Mayors office of San Ramon to the simple police of San Francisco, every bit of authority makes a difference.

So, wrapping things up, San Ramon and San Francisco are two very different beasts, at least when it comes to the people who inhabit each town respectively.  And, in this writers findings, they both have much to offer everyone who hates smart people.

