
Hi Gang, 
 
Hard to believe this is December 2009 already.  Where have the 
past 18 months gone?  I've been ordered by the higher up (is there 
anyone higher than the Exalted Parrot Face?) to write a message 
to you all so here goes. 
 
First, thank you to Charlie and 
Noreen for hosting the June 2008 
Gathering dinner at their lovely and 
comfortable home.  We had a great 
time, but did miss the company of 
Lou and Dolores Bamberger. 
 
The past year and a half has been a 
busy one for us.  On Father's 
Day,  June 21st of this year, Judy 
and I celebrated our 50th Wedding 
Anniversary (and they said it would 
NEVER last!).  Instead of going on a 
big trip, due to the economy as it has 
been, we decided to do two smaller 
trips. 
 
We had seen the TV show "America's Got Talent" a couple of 
years ago, and the winner was a ventriloquist/celebrity singer by 
the name of Terry Fator.  He won the million dollar prize, and 
was given a 10 year contract with the Mirage Hotel in Las Vegas 
for $10 Million dollars a year.   Not bad pay for an hour and a 
half show.   We read his book about his life and how he came to 
be a ventriloquist, so decided to do a week in Vegas in May, 
when it wasn't supposed to be as hot as mid June, and got tickets 
for his show.  We had wonderful seats, 3 rows from the stage/
podium, mid center.  Couldn't have asked for anything better. 
 
Hoping to get a glimpse of him, we hung around after the show, 
book in hand for him to sign, but no such luck.   Due to  the 
Swine Flu scare, he was ordered by his physician to stay inside, 
and not shake hands with anyone until the weather reached above 
90 degrees, which it had already hit the second day we were 
there.  We went back to our room and the next morning made a 

visit to the Terry Fator Gift shop, and with nobody else in the 
store, we were just taking our time looking at everything.  The 
cashier told Judy to turn around and, by gosh, there was Terry 
Fator walking in with his bodyguard.  He came over to us, shook 
my hand and gave Judy a hug.  We talked to him for a few min-
utes, and after telling him we had read his book, he took us over 

to the cashier's desk, and picked up a 
fresh book and signed it …..   
TO HERB AND JUDY - HAPPY 
50TH.   TERRY FATOR.  Then he 
walked us over to a BIG STUFFED 
WINSTON THE TURTLE and had 
his picture taken with the two of 
us.  That made Judy's day AND trip. 
 
Our second mini vacation was a 4 
day stay in Santa Cruz over our anni-
versary weekend, a hop, skip, and a 
jump from Carmel where we spent 
our Honeymoon night at the Jade 
Tree Inn, which is no longer there.  I 
went on a few of the rides at the 
Boardwalk,  we walked the Pier 

every day where we ate and enjoyed some very nice dinners.  The 
weather was perfect, and Santa Cruz was loaded with people, but 
we sure enjoyed our time there. 
 
When we first began attending the Gatherings in 1984, we never 
thought we'd still be gathering 25 years later.  How lucky for us 
to have been able to continue this fun-filled weekend every two 
years with great friends and schoolmates. 
 
Our grandkids are now 17 and 14 and it's so hard to believe 
Robby will be graduating high school and going into college next 
year.  Katie is just beginning her journey in high school, but, as 
we told her  -  it WILL go by fast. 
 
Looking forward to our June 2010 Gathering in Reno ….. 
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HEAR YE, HEAR YE,  POLY PARROTS,  

YOUR EXALTED PARROT FACE HAS JUST BANGED HIS GAVEL ...... 

Herb 
Truch

on 

Exalted Parrot Face 



 

Dear Bob & Carolyn, 

 

Thank you for the splendid issue of the newsletter. I know 

it represents a work of the heart on your part and so it is all 

the more appreciated by your readers. 

 

All of us who graduated from Poly sense with pride our 

days there and our lives have borne the fruit of the vision of 

the faculty for each and every one of us. 

 

Bob Miller 

Class of Fall `59 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

I found especially interesting your reference to Galileo in 

the August 2009 issue. My parents had their place(s) of 

business in the Marina and many of my friends attended 

Galileo. I probably attended as many Gal functions as Poly 

events. I fondly remember ball games at Funston Park (now 

Moscone Park, I think), and Tel Hi Rec Center dances in 

North Beach. My very best friend graduated from Galileo. 

Although both she and her husband are now gone, I still 

hear from her children now and again. The article brought 

back fond memories. 

 

Thank you for your always newsy and informative endeav-

ors 

 

Charin (Wakefield) Garcia  

Class of F`58 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

Dear Editors,  

 

First I applaud and thank you for the great effort you make 

to keep the memory of Polytechnic High School alive. I 

know that it is not easy. However, I must take exception to 

parts of the Polytechnic History 101 section, especially part 

2. I attended Poly during its last two years, beginning in the 

fall of 1969 through fall of 1971 prior to transferring to 

Balboa High School when it was determined that the school 

would be closed. 

 

Although the enrollment was abysmally low and the school 

was treated as an unwanted stepchild by SFUSD, the 

school spirit remained high and we were proud to attend. I 

never saw or heard of any "gangs charging people to use 

the restrooms." and though there were unsavory characters 

I doubt that there were more at Poly than any other high 

school. The death of the teacher and coed was determined 

to have been accidental. They were not "killed", they died, 

at home, far from Poly. 

 

Was there ignorance enough on both sided during those 

turbulent times? Much of it had to do with the emergence 

of the civil rights movement, and the ensuing so-called 

Black Power movement. Young people too immature to 

fully grasp all of the complexities of changing social rela-

tions acted like the children they were. On the other hand 

many of the teachers who choose to remain at Poly were 

also unprepared, uneasy and ill-equipped to respond.   

 

Personally, I never felt threatened or afraid. In fact graduat-

ing from Horace Mann Jr. High, I deliberately choose to go 

to Poly over Mission or Lowell High schools. I have never 

regretted the choice. I learned more from my two years at 

Poly than I would have at either of these two schools. I left 

when it became clear that no one was really concerned 

about the futures of the African American students. This 

was borne out by the ridiculous curriculum that was 

adapted in its final year. That is the truth about the fall. It 

was allowed to fail. I fear that too much of the blame in the 

article is placed on those who attended Poly, instead of be-

ing victims of a society that ultimately decided to sacrifice 

them to the gods of indifference. 

 

Rick Moss 

(Would have been Poly High Class of 1972) 

 

Editors Note: 

Rick is referring to the two part article, “The Rise and Fall 

of Polytechnic High School” that you can find on the 

“Links” tab of the Perennial Parrot web site … and is refer-

ring, in particular, Part 2. We received Rick’s letter while 

visiting with Gordon & Marilyn Lewis in Sonoma, CA. 

After a few email exchanges with Rick we arranged to visit 

with him in Oakland before we had to leave for our trip 

back to our Tejas home. There’s more about Rick and our 

visit later in the newsletter. 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 
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by Robert “Bob” Lane  S`48 

 

The time is April 1945. The 

war was winding down and so 

were so many of my last days 

at Everett Junior High School. 

On the 12th we were told that 

President Roosevelt had died, 

and were dismissed from 

classes for the rest of the day. 

I walked alone in a kind of a 

daze up Church Street toward 

Market, and from the looks 

on peoples faces it was clear that the news had spread. 

Roosevelt was the only President I had known. Immature 

as I was, I understand that the absence of his familiar per-

sona would be as if a close friend had gone away. I gradu-

ated in June with none of the regret that I had felt three 

years earlier when leaving Golden Gate Elementary. Two 

of my best friends at Everett, Lea Rasmussen and Nick 

Nichols, were going on to Polytechnic High School so I 

decided that it would be my choice as well. 

 

I won’t pretend that I learned much in the classroom during 

next three years at that yellow brick pile on Frederick 

Street just across from Kezar Stadium, but they were spe-

cial nevertheless. I received well deserved Ds in geometry 

as a sophomore and in trigonometry during my last semes-

ter when the boy-girl thing achieved its ascendancy. The 

infrequent A occurred in a curious mixture of history, 

Spanish, biology, and physical education. Among the 

teachers I remember most vividly are Miss Evelyn 

McGrath, the faculty advisor to the Student Council, who 

awarded that D in trig even as she approved my work as 

Student Court Judge; Joe Verducci, who coached Poly 

teams to a pair of city football championships between 

1945 and 1947; Gordon Carlson, the equally effective 

boys’ basketball coach; Mary Foster, the assistant librarian, 

who couldn’t do enough for the lost boys and girls she 

helped to find enjoyment in reading; Paul Hungerford, per-

ennial dean of boys, who lived to be 103. 

 

I was coasting through school and learning, such as it was, 

on the streets and in the playgrounds of San Francisco. Lea, 

Nick and I had become close friends. Then a new boy 

joined us. He was John Pope, who had transferred from  St. 

Ignatius. Before that first year ended the three of us had 

become  a quartet.  

 

Just a few blocks away from my house , the John Muir 

schoolyard over on Page at Webster was my extra-

curricular classroom and the subject was sports.  We played 

basketball, football, and baseball, each in its season. 

 

Baseball was a spring-summer pastime. Football came with 

the reopening of school in the fall and for that we fielded 

make-up or “scratch” teams composed of four to six boys 

on a side. Most of the time, because the schoolyard was 

asphalt, we played touch football but once we played 

tackle. It was a time when the slightly older guys including 

“Aggie” Cerbatos and Jimmy Palabay were there. Both of 

them were starting for the great Poly team that year and our 

spirits were somehow elevated to play a game that approxi-

mated real life conditions (But without any kind of protec-

tive gear whatsoever). It became an absolutely ferocious 

afternoon. I was definitely at the margins, but still in the 

game rather than on the sidelines. I have the indelible mem-

ory of a move that Jimmy put on me when he went out for 

a pass. It was therefore no surprise when he made first 

string All City at the end of the 1945 season. 

 

The background against which the final acts of youthful 

innocence were played out was Football—with a capital F. 

It was simple and straightforward. Good and evil were at 

stake and there were almost always clear winners and los-

ers. One of the things I knew before I ever got to Poly was 

that, in those noisy halls, sports mattered. They made the 

transition to a large high school easy. The importance en-

joyed by athletics signaled that we were going to be part of 

something we understood and cared about. There had been 

championship basketball teams for as far back as the 

coaches could remember. But Poly football dominated. If 

we were players, then we walked about like gods. And if 

we were the rest of us, then it filled up our days  and gave 

them a meaning they might otherwise have missed, espe-

cially because of the three teams that played during my 

brief residence. 

 

Continued on PG #4 
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I turn to my yearbook, The Polytechnic—Fall`45 & Spring 

`46. At the centerfold is the only color photo in the book. 
There they sit, kneel, and stand … the black and red shirted 
team of memory, the team that beat everybody in sight dur-
ing the regular season, and then lost the championship to 
St. Ignatius. Seated in the front row left are my schoolyard 
friends, right end #47 Jimmy Palabay, and two places over,  
#60 “Aggie” Cerbatos, first-string guard. Standing at the 
left rear are the members of the starting backfield: #77 
Merrill Peacock1, #85 Bob Hagler, #93 Harry Fromm, and 
the masterful black quarterback, #43 Duke Marlowe. They 
were all seniors that year and they were much to 0 good to 
have lost that final game. 

Many of the prep football games and all of the champion-
ship events were played just across the street at Kezar Sta-
dium, a place I would have sworn was a permanent part of 
the landscape forever. It had been there on Frederick Street 
just west of Stanyan Street since 1922 when members of 
the Kezar family donated $100,000 to its construction. Re-
grettably, the stadium was torn down in 1989 after the 
Loma Prieta earthquake2. It held perhaps 35,000 fans dur-
ing my years at Poly but was enlarged in the 1950s when 
the San Francisco 49ers, led by quarterback Frankie Albert, 
played there. 
 
The 1946 Poly team managed only to tie Lincoln in the 
championship game, but came away with the trophy any-
way because they had beaten Lincoln 6—0 during the regu-
lar season. I regarded the players as competent but not quite 
on the level of the men of `45. The members of the starting 
backfield … Dave Marcelli, Elvin Coburn, Bill Bare, and 
Quarterback Harry Atkinson … were juniors in 1946. They 
would be back the following year. Then, in the fall of 1947, 
the Parrots rolled over everyone and beat Lowell for the 

championship. To my utter astonishment, the merely com-
petent youths of a year ago had become giants. Every mem-
ber of the starting lineup made first, second, or third-string 
All-City. Marcelli was named first-string Northern Califor-
nia as well as third-string All-Amercian … a distinction 
few if any other Poly athletes ever achieved. (I saw Mer-
celli in the 1990s at one of the luncheons held by the Poly 
Athletic Association. Then well into his sixties, he looked 
as if he could still easily run for a touchdown. Unlike many 
of his teammates, as well as Coach Verducci, Dave went on 
to St. Mary’s College in Moraga, a west coast football 
power at the time. But the glory didn’t travel well. I don’t 
think any of our high school stars ever made the transition 
to pro football until Bob St. Clair got a starting job with the 
49ers a few years later. Verducci remained at St. Mary’s 
for only three years then moved to San Francisco State 
where he coached with great success until 1960. He died in 
1964 from a heart attack while playing handball. 
 

Football remained an es-
sential concern during my 
last semester at Poly, but it 
was forced to share billing 
with another, ultimately 
more compelling matter. 
Near the end of the fall 
1947 term I met Marge 
Judnick. She was a year 
behind me in school, but 
seemed infinitely smarter 
and more mature … sim-
ply a complete and nearly 
perfect individual. Our 
three short years together 
changed my life for the 
better forever. We never 

married, but that is another story, and another reason why 
Poly still means so much to me. 
 

Bob Lane, Spring 1948 

 
1    Merrill Peacock went on to play at the University of San 
Francisco, did well, and briefly joined the NFL Chicago 
Cardinals. He returned to San Francisco, married his high 
school sweetheart, and enjoyed a successful career as a 
building contractor. He died in 2004. 
2
    What was left after the demolition was reconfigured, 

rebuilt in a smaller format, and re-
named Bob St. Clair Field after the 
Poly grad and 49er standout. High 
school football is still played there. 
On clear days you can almost hear 
the sounds of a center court prep 
rally emanating from among the 
white condos that now sit where 
Poly once stood. 

Don’t drive 

 
 
 
 

 

Continued from PG #3 
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A Night to Remember 
by Gordon Lewis F`55 

 
It’s October 23, 2009 and we are in Redwood City, CA, at 

the Sofitel Hotel for an evening full of anticipation.  

 

We were at the 55 year reunion of the Class of 1954. I had 

to wear a neck tie. As we entered the dining hall for a Din-

ner Dance put on by the Poly Reunion committee, the 

Vince Aquiar quartet, known as Gemini, greeted us with a 

rendition of Stand 

up and cheer for 

Polytechnic.  It was 

very exciting see-

ing a friend, Vince, 

from Poly playing 

music from our era 

and songs by re-

quest. And quite a 

guy, not only able 

to play several in-

struments but he also sings extremely well. It was going to 

be a great evening.  

 

Now the rest of the story.  
 
Break dancing is a form of dance usually not performed by 

seniors like us, but, while Marilyn and I, along with several 

couples dancing to Gemini’s rendition of Glen Miller’s In 

the Mood, she slipped and went down on the dance floor. 

She hurt her arm bad enough that we had to quit dancing.  

While walking back to our rooms, she felt dizzy and had to 

sit down. She told me to get a wheel chair or something I 

could use to get her to our room. I found a chair dolly, put a 

chair on it and transported her to our room. Within minutes 

in the room we decided to go to the hospital, the pain was 

too great. Fortunately Kaiser Hospital was about four miles 

away and with the help of our GPS we found it. X-rays 

showed a chipped bone in her left wrist. With a splint prop-

erly in place we made it back to our room for a rough 

night’s sleep. 

 

The next morning at the 

reunion brunch a spe-

cial award was pre-

sented. The Purple 

Heart Award hangs 

proudly in Marilyn’s 

computer room. 

 

`cause it’s 

Gordon 

We haven’t seen 

this banner since 

attending the 30 

year reunion in 

1984.  

 

It still hangs proud! 

 

HAIL POLYHAIL POLYHAIL POLYHAIL POLY    

It was our great pleas-

ure to have a wonder-

ful conservation with 

Genevieve (Bryant) 

Barnard, a  “Young 

Lady” from the class 

of  Spring `39. Her 

sister, Honey, from the 

class of F`53, is stand-

ing to her right 

Left to right … Marilyn (Fetter) Lewis S`57, 

Honey (Bryant) Masters F`53, Genevieve 

(Bryant) Barnard S`39, Carolyn (Bier) Ross S`57 

The hospitality room 

found  these three  plot-

ting who knows what … 

 

Sitting between Marilyn 

& Carolyn is Diana 

(Andrus) Bachelor, class 

of S`55 

Carol (Sale) Randall, S`54, did 

a marvelous job of heading up 

the reunion committee.  

 

KUDOS to all members of the 

Reunion Committee! 

Well, someone had to come 

from a long way off. Bob Ross, 

S`55, and Carolyn (Bier) Ross, 

S`57, hold the Distance Certifi-

cate for traveling all the way to 

the reunion from the very 

southern tip of Texas … OK, so 

we traveled via far northern 

Idaho to get there … it was just a 

“SHORT” detour! 

 

Our thanks to the reunion committee 

and Vince and the Gemini. 

 

Bob & Carolyn … 
       The Perennial Parrot Staff 



This here letter has been sitting here in my “puter” 

for a year now, I think it’s time I sent it to Bob for 

publication.  

 

Well here we are back home again (June 2008). Has 

anyone been to Mono Lake? Joan and I decided to 

slide down to the lake on Hwy. 395 on our way 

home from Reno. It’s a pretty drive and does not 

take very long from Reno. We stopped at Mono 

Lake to have lunch.  

 

When we pulled into the rest area there was no one 

there and we had the place all to ourselves except 

for our friend on the pole. We saw it later and it was 

watching a couple having lunch on the grass hoping 

for a handout. 

 

After 

lunch we 

took a 

walk 

down 

towards 

the lake. 

The park 

( lake ) preservation committee has 

put in a boardwalk to keep your 

feet off of the fragile grasses etc… 

 

As we walked down towards the 

lake there were signs that pointed 

out where the lake level was at cer-

tain years in the past.  

There was one sign that stated that the lake was not 

supposed to drop below that point. I continued to 

walk a long way down to the water. There are some 

very interest-

ing calcium 

mounds that 

birds build 

nests in. 

 

Of course they 

were under 

water at one 

time. There are 

two islands in 

the lake that 

you can visit during the non-breeding season, and 

of course we were there at the wrong time. 

 

From there we back-tracked to Hwy 108 and 

headed for Sonora and home. But before we headed 

home we looked at home prices in Sonora and Mur-

phys. It would be nice to get out of this valley that 

we are in and up into the high country. It’s getting 

too crowded around here too many people pushing 

and shoving. It would be hard to change after 46 

years in the same place, so 

the move probably won’t 

happen. - It’s just a thought. 

  

This is Willie Nillie, your Past 

Exalted Parrot Face 2008-

2010 signing off for now.  

Risky! 
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Verse 

45 

 

 

by Bill Cannon 

Bill Can
non, PEPF 

 

From the Spring, 1920 Yearbook 
 

1. To say and do something each day for the 

good of Polytechnic High School. 

2. To be prompt and conscientious in duties 

as a student. 

3. To choose companions with judgment and 

thought. 

4. To follow carefully a plan for daily study 

and play. 

5. To develop habits of honesty and industry. 

 
6. To pay promptly student body dues and to 

take some part in student activities. 

7. To allow courtesy and good manners to 

rule words and actions as a student and as a 

classmate. 

8. To make the work of others easier by do-

ing one’s part. 

9. To take a genuine interest in the buildings 

and grounds that they may ever be a credit to 

the student body. 

Ten Purposes That Make For Polytechnic School Spirit Retirement has many 
benefits but you lose 
the fun of looking 
forward to Saturday. 

 

Bern Williams 
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Well, I went to the Polytechnic Athletic Luncheon a couple of 

weeks ago and what an event! The place must hold at least 

500 people and it was packed wall to wall! How exciting to 

see so many Polyites all together! I didn't know many there 

but the ones I did know, it was nice to see them again. Diana 

Andrus Bachelor is always my buddy so I at least knew I 

would know one person! Juliete Garfinkle and Carol Sales 

were everywhere making sure people were enjoying them-

selves. They are sure 2 friendly people! I LOVED Julie's leo-

tards, black and red stripes! I swear they were directly out of 

Wizard of Oz! They looked soooo neat!   

  

At our table there weren't a whole lot of '55 grads. Pete Onstad 

was there and Roger Beers. Pete paints rather interesting pic-

tures, check out his site … A-440gallery.com, click under art-

ists and then his name. Roger Beers writes book under the 

author Roger DeBeers. Jim Poppin passed by, but only briefly. 

  

Gordon and Marilyn Lewis made it there, they flew in and 

flew out the same day! Nimbus 2000? Bad news for them 

though, their motor home decided to cost them a great many 

sheckles in repairs! Maybe I don't want a motor home after 

all! I think it’s somewhere in Colorado getting bandaids?  

Hope things work out for them! (Editor … They did.) 

  

There were soooooooooo many people at the luncheon that 

when you sat at your place at the table, you better not infringe 

on the neighbors chair! That 12inch square seat better hold all 

of you or else! Man, oh man, they served that lunch with mili-

tary precision! Not one step was wasted!! They were soooo 

efficient it was amazing..especially for all the many that were 

there! And the food … DELICIOUS! 

  

At the speeches, 2 men were introduced. Unfortunately I don't 

remember their names, but, one was 99 YEARS OLD and the 

other 96! The 99 year old had to stand twice!!! And he did it 

under his own steam! I wonder if they watch Jack LaLaine? 

  

At lunch there was this man at one table over from where 

Diana and I were sitting and every time I looked at him he 

waved. Oh my, how exciting! I couldn't figure out who the 

heck he was! Was he "hitting" on me? Darn, who the heck is 

he? Well, alas, I was able to read his name tag and my bubble 

burst, his name tag said Ray Lombardi .... it was Rosie Taylor 

Lombardi's husband! Messed me up 'cause they weren't sitting 

together so I didn't recognize him all alone!!  

 

Life is always good for a laugh..even if it is at yourself!!!!! 

  

                                     Hugs ... 

 

by Joyce (Porter) Lindquist S`55 

Photos by Kathy (Bertsch) Compagno 

Joyce 

Bill DeMattei 1928 and son Bill Jr. 

HAIL POLYTECHNIC 

Above;: 

Kathy (Bertsch `64) and 

Bob St. Clair `49 

GO NINERS!!! 

 

Right;: 

Dian Barkan `64 and 

Vince Aguiar `64 

Left;: 

Marilyn (Fetter `57) Lewis  

and Gordon Lewis `55 

Right: George Seifert `58    GO NINERS!!! 

Left: Ray Monteroso `56   

HAIL POLYTECHNIC 

 

Below: 

Jeff Alcorn `64 and Tom Bailey `64 



 Robert Bruce St. Clair, nicknamed “The Geek” born February 

18, 1931, is a former  San Francisco American football player 

known for fine play 

and eating raw beef. 

Because of his ec-

centricities, his team 

mates nicknamed 

him “The Geek”. 

 

St. Clair holds the 

distinction of being 

one of the few play-

ers in history to have 

spent almost his 

entire playing career 

in the same city and 

stadium. He at-

tended San Fran-

cisco’s  

Polytechnic High 

School and the Uni-

versity of San Francisco and was part of USF’s undefeated 1951 

team. After USF dropped football, St. Clair finished his college 

career at the University of  Tulsa. He was then drafted by the San 

Francisco 49ers in 1953 and played his entire professional career 

in San Francisco until his retirement prior to the 1964 season. 

 

In 2001, as a tribute for playing a total of 17 seasons and 189 

home games at Kezar Stadium, the City of San Francisco re-

named the stadium’s field in honor of St. Clair. He was elected to 

the Pro Football Hall of Fame in 1990. 

 

St. Clair also served as the mayor of Daly City, California from 

1958 to 1961 and as county supervisor  for San Mateo County 

from 1966 to 1974. For many years he owned a liquor store at 

24th and Sanchez in Noe Valley, which still bears his name. 
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 May 24, 2008 

 

Poly Athletic Association 

P. O. Box 821 

Millbrae, CA  94030 

 

Re:  Hearst 6th Army Rifle Competition 

 

I’m Gordon Lewis, Fall Class of 1955, I was in R.O.T.C. 

my 3 1/2 years at Poly. The only sport in which I partici-

pated was Rifle Marksmanship. In my senior year I com-

peted with the other 8 high schools in San Francisco in 

what was known as the Hearst 6th Army High School Rifle 

Match. 

 

The course was 10 rounds in each of the 4 shooting posi-

tions: prone, sitting, kneeling and standing for a total of 

four hundred points. All forty of my shots were pinwheels; 

a pinwheel was when the bullet hit the bull’s eye dead cen-

ter. The targets were sent to the Presidio for evaluation. 

 

A few weeks later I was informed by my R.O.T.C instruc-

tor, Sergeant Hess, I had won the competition for Polytech-

nic High School and a trophy was on the way. 

 

 I never received my trophy before I graduated because I 

went into the service and forgot all about it until the last 

Poly Athletic Association luncheon, when I heard that they 

were looking for people for our Hall of Fame. Would win-

ning this Rifle Match make me eligible? 

 

 Yours truly,    

Gordon G. Lewis 

 

On June 12th 2009, I received my confirmation in the mail 

telling me I was accepted and would be inducted into the 

Polytechnic Hall of Fame. 

 

On Aug 22, 2009, I became the first R.O.T.C. cadet to ever 

be inducted into Poly’s Hall of Fame. I am very happy and 

very proud of having the opportunity to represent my 

school. And taking first place, of course, is just typical of a 

Polyite. 

 

Hail Poly, long live thy name. 

 

Gordon Lewi
s F`55 

 



My life as a barefoot baby and country girl is 

transformed by the big city. It’s 1940 when we 

pack up and move away from Tracy, a small 

railroad town in California's central valley, to 

San Francisco. I am just a toddler of 3 years 

and my sister, Dixie, is 2. We've known the 

world as a small house with big back yard and 

a strip of cement sidewalk out front. City life 

began as a large apartment at the top of a long 

flight of stairs. We hang in the air high above unknown dangers 

below. We watch and wonder from windows. 

 

San Francisco is a city that doesn't really need description. Every-

one knows it and where it is. The people who live here love the 

city. Its beauty alone qualifies it for the pride. It also enjoys inter-

national acclaim. A poor working stiff who has little more than 

his attendance record to be proud of knows that he lives in a city 

admired by people around the world. While doing the dishes a 

person can look out the window at a view of priceless fame. 

Some people call it the Paris of America, but we think that's a bit 

of a come-down from its deserved preeminence . So, when some-

one from, say, Los Angeles, the big dirty air, exhaust pipe whore 

of the west, calls it Frisco, fist fights have been known to break 

out. Even the Caspar Milque-toasts of the city, will correct use of 

the repugnant name. So, all around the bay area over much of 

California, San Francisco is "the city." 

 

The air is always fresh and cooled by the Pacific Ocean, and 

some call it the air-conditioned city. Even the renowned foggy 

day turns a street corner into glowing diamonds of many colors. 

These foggy days arrive in summer with the heat. This fog is per-

fumed by garden flowers and the delicious smells of restaurant 

kitchens serving exotic cuisine to the many tourists. Other sea-

sons, other airs. And neighborhoods have their own smell. They 

can be identified with closed eyes. The Sunset and Richmond 

districts carry the heavy salty scent of ocean and mildew. The 

Marina has the flavor of the bay mixed with Eucalyptus. But the 

Mission is my favorite. It is the sunniest neighborhood, spreading 

along the southeast side of Twin Peaks. It smells of earth and 

tortillas and Mexican spices. 

 

My first sight of the city stuns me. On a moonless night in the 

Oakland hills, my sister Dixie and I are standing up in the back 

seat of a borrowed car when we burst through the east bay Calde-

cott Tunnel, which connects the San Joaquin valley with the San 

Francisco Bay. From high above I look down on the many cities 

that crowd around a pool of inky bay. The clouds of light blaze 

the brightest where they touch the bay and bleed a fringe of 

Christmas colors. Pairs of orange beads span the black pool and 

connect two of the brightest splashes. The midnight sky is a light 

show, bursting with stars reflected on the black bay water. The 

beauty flows around and into me. Today the cities run together 

and at night make a solid blanket of light around the bay. But in 

1940 they are still distinct. No matter the time of day or how 

much the view has changed as the years pass, the appearance of 

the bay and its company of cities stops my heart. It's new again. 

 

The early events of my childhood in San Francisco are spent in 

an apartment high above Howard Street. This industrial neighbor-

hood starts at the foot of the long bay bridge, connecting Oakland 

with The City. The street runs across bay-fill, creating land mass 

that still harbors the skeletons of clipper ships, junks from China, 

and rag-tag merchant sailing vessels, abandoned for lack of crew. 

Even press gangs cannot find enough drunk or witless men to fill 

the vacancies left by those who jump ship during the gold and 

land rush years. Before this part of the bay was filled in it lapped 

at the foot of Twin Peaks and was a large, busy harbor for ships 

from all around the world. Now factories and shops float above 

the city's history. The jolly rogers fly overhead, above doors, on 

alley-side walls, in windows, advertising the best draft beer, rub-

ber tires, Sky Chief gas and a good 5 cent cigar. 

 

Howard comes to an abrupt end where water once met mountain. 

Van Ness and Mission branch at this point and strike out north 

and west across the city.  From there on up the hill, the forest of 

mansions dominate. The collection of old gray clapboard build-

ings, where we live, are the only non-commercial buildings for 

many blocks. My block is a triangle where these streets intersect. 

On the corners are Goodyear Tire Company, a gas station, and a 

company that seems to make endless rolls of paper. They never 

have anything interesting in their garbage cans; just long strips of 

paper. Across one of the streets that comes together here is a very 

tall building with barred windows. Daddy calls it Juvenile Hall, 

"... where they take little girls who don't mind." That building 

still stands and I wonder if it was a jail for children. Of course I 

believed it was, then. Fathers never lie, do they? 

 

A close look at this part of the city bares no resemblance to 

beauty. It is brown and grey. Worn. Wood sided businesses and 

factories dominate, with the occasional cement or brick structure 

sitting squat among the older buildings. The Coca Cola bottling 

company still stands in its art deco glory. Around the corner is 

Wonder Bread Bakery. The heady aroma of baking bread mixes 

with the smell of local breweries and overpowers the pungent 

smell of gas and rubber coming from its neighbors. 

 

Across the street is a Par-T-Pak soda bottling company. The older 

kids who live in our building wait behind the stoops for a deliv-

ery truck to pull out of the yard. While the driver locks the 

gate, the kids run across the street to steal bottles of soda from the 

back of the truck. The Marin Dell Dairy and bottling company is 

just down the block. But they never bother to steal milk. 

 

The essay goes on but gets more personal, about Dix and me and 

war years. I hope this rings some memory bells for you. 

 

San Francisco Memories 
by Letha (Davis) White   S`55 

Letha 
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November 1, 2009 

 

Dear Fellow POLYITES: 

 

Someone once said, “All good things must come to an 

end!” So it is, that the Polytechnic Men’s Stag Luncheon, 

must also. My understanding is that this wonderful, annual 

event was born after the class of 1926 held their 20th class 

reunion in 1946. I believe that Dr. Albert Clark (class of 

1923) was, for many years, the main thrust behind the 

luncheon. After his passing, Bill Dunn (class of 1941) and 

Rudy DeMay (class of 1947) continued this great tradition.  

I have attended the luncheon every year since 2003, which 

was the first year I heard about this annual event.  In 2007, 

while our friend Bill Dunn was experiencing failing health, 

I was asked to help out. Unfortunately, it has gotten to 

point that the number of men who attend, does not warrant 

the work and expense involved. Last year 241 letters were 

sent out and our luncheon drew only 42 people.  It has been 

a wonderful experience for me personally, and I will al-

ways cherish the memories that this luncheon has given 

me. 

 

In closing, I would like to encourage all of you who do not 

attend the annual POLY ATHLETIC LUNCHEON to do 

so. It is a great event that has been going on for the past 26 

years. It is held annually at the Spanish Cultural Center on 

Alemany Boulevard in San Francisco. It is usually held in 

either August or September. Mr. Ray Monteroso (class of 

Fall 1955) is the person responsible for doing such a tre-

mendous amount of work in putting on this wonderful af-

fair. This luncheon is always a sell-out, and it just shows 

that there are still a tremendous number of POLY graduates 

who still have that affection in their hearts for our great 

school. I do not believe that there is any other San Fran-

cisco high school that has carried on a tradition such as 

ours. Rudy DeMay and I have decided to donate the re-

maining money left in the POLY MEN’S STAG LUNCH-

EON checking account to the POLY ATHLETIC LUNCH-

EON FUND. We know that Ray can certainly use the 

money to help defray costs from his annual event. 

 

Again, thanks to all of you who have attended the luncheon 

in the past, and I sincerely hope that you will keep the 

name of POLYTECHNIC HIGH SCHOOL in your hearts 

for the rest of your lives. 

 

Yours Truly, 
  

Vince Aguiar 
(415) 892-7525 

junebug.too@comcast.net 
 

------- HAIL POLYTECHNIC ------- 

 

 

 

 

from Vince Aguiar, F`63 

 

A San Francisco tradition that came about by accident because of the 

rainout of the annual game between Polytechnic and Lowell. The 

game was moved from the Friday before Thanksgiving to Thanksgiv-

ing morning - and the concept stuck.  

 

The 1927 game drew 30,000 fans, which was all the stadium could 

hold. The following year, 1928, capacity at Kezar was expanded to 

more than 50,000, and more than 50,000 came. Later in the after-

noon, the annual contest between St. Mary's and Santa Clara was 

played at Kezar. The "Little Big Game" between the colleges drew 

less than half the crowd of the "Big Game" between the high schools. 

 

It was always the last game of the season, and often for the Academic Athletic 

Association (AAA) title. The Official Souvenir Program proclaimed it the Annual 

Thanksgiving’s Day Football Classic.  

 

You can read the whole article at this web address: 
 

http://www.sfgate.com/cgi-bin/article.cgi?file=/c/a/2009/11/26/

MNJ01AIV3Q.DTL 

 

Above from The Chronicle, 1955 … Left to right; Rex Childs, 

Ted Cano, Ray Monteroso, Ron Rebuck of the Poly Parrots 

 

Below at Bob St. Clair Stadium, Nov 26, 2009 … Left to right; 

Jack Scramaglia, Ray Monteroso, John LeTourneau 



Lamont D. Foster   Class of 1962 

Mar 24, 1944 ~ Oct 18, 2008 

 

John Franklin Welch   Class of 1959 

Feb 10 1941 ~ Jun 28, 2009 

 

Charles Douglas “Stonewall” Jackson   Class of 1960 

1942 ~ Jul 8, 2009 

 

Carl Eugene Bentel   Class of 1921 

1906 ~ Jul 20, 2009   103 Years 

Rear Admiral, Medical Corps, US Navy Retired 

Recipient of Bronze Star 

 

Kenneth Roy Shimmon   Class of 1955 

Aug 13, 1937 ~ Aug 8, 2009 

 

Roy Stenmark   Class of 1944 

Aug 23, 1926 ~ Sep 12, 2009 

 

Howard E. Whitman   Class of 1934 

Sep 3, 1916 ~ Sep 13, 2009   93  Years 

Poly Athletic Hall of Fame; Basketball, Baseball, Football 

Janet Elizabeth (Malcom) Kearns   Class of 1930 

Sep 21, 1913 ~ Sep 22, 2009   96 Years 

 

Cornelia Fay Rawls   Class of 1960 

Sep 16, 1943 ~ Sep 30, 2009 

 

Richard Fergusion   Class of 1955 

Passed Oct, 2009 

 

Jules Fraden   Class of 1934 

Passed Oct, 2009 

 

Donald D. Maria   Class of 1969 

Sep 29, 1951 ~ Oct 20, 2009 

 

Doris Smalian   Class of 1927 

1909 ~ Oct 30, 2009   100 Years 

 

Virginia Dygert Feldman   Class of 1936 

Aug 27, 1920 ~ Oct 31, 2009 

 

John Joseph Maxauley   Class of 1945 

Feb 12, 1928 ~ Nov 10, 2009 

 

Milton B. Walkup   Class of 1937 

Jun 22, 1919 ~ Nov 14, 2009   90 Years 

 

Francis “Frank” Fuetsch   Class of 1932 

Aug 5, 1914 ~ Nov 26, 2009   95 Years 

 

May the Parrot be with them on their journey 
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For those club members not getting the newsletter on CD 

or EMAIL, here are a few changes for you to make on 

your hard copy of the Club Listing … These changes are 

already incorporated in the Club Listing on the CD and 

EMAIL subscriptions. 

 

EMAIL CHANGES: 

Joyce Lindquist:    graygma@sbcglobal.net 

Joan Thorsen:        joanbrowerthorsen@yahoo.com 

 

NEW PHONE NUMBER: 

Darlene (Marte) Holman … 901-230-2835 

 

ADDRESS CHANGE: 
Jose Masciaga 

103 Seergreen Way 

Folsom, CA   95630-5528 

916-934-3016 

������������������������������������������������ 



Editors Note: Please remember as you read this that it was 

written by a student in 1947. 

—————————————————————————- 

 

We started calling this the “fifty year book” because we 

planned to talk just about the last half century. But once we 

got started delving into the past, we couldn’t stop, it seemed. 

We’ve had a long and inspiring history. We think you’ll be 

interested, too, so here goes. 

 

Poly, really nearer eighty years old than fifty, grew from the 

old Commercial School established back in the 1860s. Some-

time between 1894 and 1897 (most authorities agree on 1895) 

technical subjects were added to the curriculum and the name 

of the school changed to Polytechnic. Mr. Jordan joined the 

school in 1899; the commercial students and teachers left in 

1900 to found what is now the High School of Commerce and 

150 students were left in the old wood and brick buildings 

down on Stockton and Bush. 

 

The first issue of the newspaper, called “The Polytechnic” 

then, was issued in 1902. The editor addressed the students as 

“Pollywogs,” and the most exciting story dealt with the chess 

contest with Lowell. 

 

The fire and earthquake wrecked the old school; the graduates 

of 1906 got their diplomas at Golden Gate Park Music Stand, 

and the new enrollees in the fall started classes in some bor-

rowed quarters at the Affiliated 

Colleges. 

 

Shacks which had been used to 

house the homeless after the 

earthquake and fire were moved 

to the west end of the present lot 

on Frederick Street, and Poly had 

a home of its own in 1908 to hold 

its 300 students and 19 teachers. 

No one who spent time in those 

shacks will ever forget them, 

built as they were on sand dunes 

with windows stretching from 

floor to ceiling. The study hall 

particularly was a source of un-

ending sport. The foundation was 

unstable and the occupants dis-

covered that by a universal sway-

ing it was possible to make the 

building rock back and forth. It is believed that at least eleven 

substitutes became mental cases after a day in those shacks. 

 

Class bells were rung by the hand of Mr. Jordan so regularly 

that it was generally believed that if he were absent there 

would be no school. 

The shacks were our homes until 1913, when the new shop 

building was erected and some of the luckier ones enjoyed it 

while others  paddled through wet halls and recited lessons to 

the accompaniment of rattles, creaks, umbrellas, and pneu-

matic hammers pounding on the walls of the Academic Build-

ing. The remains of the shacks went up in the flames of a cere-

monial bonfire celebrating the completion of the new structure 

in 1915. 

 

Just 30 years ago the POLYTECHNIC was reborn from the 

old “Poly Spirit” which had appeared occasionally the previ-

ous year. During the flu epidemic, schools were closed and 

Poly teachers washed laundry in the county hospital; ex-

Polyite Allan F. Bonnalie got the BDSO for extraordinary 

bravery in the air; we had 294 liberty stars in the service flag, 

including one for Yeomanette Marie Pike. 

 

With the war well over, Poly got back to its rigid academic 

code, and in 1920 about 75 students were suspended on the 

ground that they “failed to make a passing grade in their stud-

ies.” Calm descended until next year when the president of the 

Board of Education declared: “Lipstick! I think it is the last 

word in bad taste …” 

 

But times move on, and keeping up with them, Mr. Coon, 

teacher of the wireless course, declared in 1922 that he was 

sure radio was not “just a passing fad.” Furthermore, he pre-

sented at the Open House a radio phone set as a “treat” be-

cause few people had ever seen one. 

 

In 1923 the girls’ rifle team nearly topped the boys’ record, 

and the following year Kezar Stadium was started and dedi-

cated by ex-student body proxy James Ralph III. Dave Painter 

won the sixth an-

nual Shakespearian 

contest at Cal; the 

following year, 

Dave Molinari 

earned the Hoover 

Cup for the best 

amateur radio sta-

tion in the United 

States. Janet 

Gaynor got her di-

ploma that year, 

too. Incidentally, 

we can claim Paul 

Terry of “Terry 

Toons” and George 

O’Brien among our 

movie celebrities. 

 

John Chuckanzess 

came right back in 1926 by being selected as the best high 

school orchestra conductor in America. The ROTC won one 

of its many commendations as the “best in the city.” 

 
Our thanks to Neil Honey of the Class of `47 for sending this article 

from his year book to Kathy Compagno who forwarded it on to us. 

 

 

 

 
From the 1947 yearbook … Author unknown 

11112222    

1923 Kezar Stadium construction … Note the pennant hanging across Fredrick Street 

from the  main school building to the construction pole. 



 

11113333    

Herb Truchon S`55, Louis Bamberger S`55, Bill Cannon S`55, 

Bill Lund, S`55 Gordon Lewis F`55, Bob Ross S`55 

Carolyn (Bier S`57) Ross, Marilyn (Fetter S`57) Lewis, Judy 

Truchon (Lincoln S`57), Joan (Carson S`55) Cannon, 

Seated; Dolores Bamberger (Washington S`57) 

Following the Saturday Brunch at the 55 Year Reunion of the 

Class of `54 in Redwood City, CA, Gordon & Marilyn and Caro-

lyn & Bob headed for the home of Louis & Dolores Bamberger 

who live just a few miles from the reunion hotel. We were joined 

there by Herb & Judy Truchon, Bill & Joan Cannon and Bill 

Lund who we have not seen since 1990 or `92 … age and mem-

ory ya know. We had an absolutely wonderful afternoon visit, 

even though there were two foreigners  (Lincoln & Washington) 

present (I wonder? They are building a border fence down here in 

Tejas!).  All kidding aside, the afternoon was great, the food was 

great, and the camaraderie  was on a level second to none. And 

YES! “1, 2, 3, 4 , … 3, 2, 1, 4, …” sounded out loud and clear 

from the Bamberger’s back yard … 
 

————————        HAIL POLY HAIL POLY HAIL POLY HAIL POLY ————————    

Row 1 —- Al Le Mire, eyes;  Hiram Duncan, cutest, loveable;  

John Thomas, friendliest, jolliest, dancer;  Bill Duncan, dimples. 
 

Row 2 —- Allan Belton, singing voice;  Tony Huffman,  

handsome;  Roy Gillette, active;  Bill Simmons, athletic,  

build;  Fred Bender, dresser;  Mike Lewis, wittiest. 

Row 1. —- Carol DeVere, dimples;  Marcia Smith, dresser;  

Judy Addis, flirt;  Gigi Galon, dancer. 
 

Row 2 —- Diane Leno, wittiest, jolliest;  Gwen Tucker,  

friendliest;  Linnea Swanson, athletic;  Leslye Hink,  

intelligent, speaking voice, likely to succeed;   

Karen Drachman, prettiest figure;   

Carmen Mora, pop-off. 

Spring 1957 
Ideal Senior Boys 

Spring 1957 
Ideal Senior Girls 

Ever wonder why you never see year book photos past the Spring `57 year book? Simple, we don’t have year books past that. We 

would be happy to  share photos from later year books … just scan and send with info … don’t downsize the file for emailing. 
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by Bob Ross S`55 

September 28th saw Gordon & Marilyn Lewis and Carolyn 

and myself on our way to Oakland, CA to visit with Rick 

Moss, Branch Manager & Head Curator of the African 

American Museum & Library. Rick attended Poly from 

September 1969 thru June 1970. He opted to transfer to 

Balboa when he received word that Poly would be closing 

following the Spring Semester of  1971.  

 

Now, when one hears the words “Head Curator”, one im-

mediately conjures up a picture of a person with a mus-

tache, beard, glasses and partially bald and maybe a little 

pot belly. Well, the man who greeted us that day looked 

like he had just come from football practice, had his shower 

and was headed for his next class (Well, a little bald on the 

forehead but what-the-heck!). We, of the 50s, should look 

so good. 

 

As the museum is 

closed on Mon-

days, we spent a 

very enjoyable 

several hours with 

Rick listening to 

what life was like 

at Poly when he 

was there. One 

thing that became 

very clear as we 

listened that Rick 

may not have 

graduated from 

Poly but he was, above all, a POLYITE through and 

through. He  was very active in both football and baseball, 

earning his Block P. Still not convinced? Well, he also 

earned a Block B at Balboa and sewed it to the opposite 

side of his Block P sweater and wore it to Balboa. That’s 

pure Poly and GUTSY! 

 

When asked if he had ever made it to the 4th Floor swim-

ming pool he responded … “No, I had a pass but was so 

busy that I never got the opportunity to use it.” …☺… 

We are hoping that Rick will write a story for this newslet-

ter about his years at Poly for the next issue. 

 

In the meantime, if you find you have some spare time on 

your hands take a trip to Oakland and visit the African 

American Museum and tell them you are from Poly and 

would like to shake Ricks’ hand … he might be wearing his 

Polytechnic school ring … yes, he still has it. In fact, after 

we left that day he went home and  retrieved it from safe 

keeping and wore it to work the following day making sure 

every one  who worked there and who came into the mu-

seum saw it. 

 

We also got a tour of the museum and library facilities. The 

building itself has gone through a marvelous restoration. 

The library is well equipped with computer stations and the 

exhibits are done in a manner that you will want to stop at 

each one and explore the material. 

 

For information on the African American Museum & Li-

brary you can got to this web site: 

 

http://www.oaklandlibrary.org/AAMLO/ 

 

It’s a very well done site complete with contact informa-

tion, plenty of info about the museum and directions to get 

there from whatever direction you are coming from. 

 

Our thanks to Rick for taking time on his day off to visit 

with us and give us an insight to what life was like at Poly 

in its final years … Yes! Johnson’s was still there and the 

fries were just as greasy. 

 

                  Thank You Rick ... 

 

Bob Ros
s 

Rick Moss, pictured on the second floor landing in the AAML. 

Note the mural  behind Rick at the top of the stairwell 
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Ads 
and 

Cartoon 
from the 

Spring `52 
Year Book 

Just around the corner ... 

So who will procrastinate this time?  Guess I had better get 

busy myself and make our reservation at the Silver Sage 

RV Park across the street from the Peppermill in Reno, NV. 

Same goes for any others who plan to travel to Reno this 

coming June in their RVs. 

 

Everyone else planning to attend the weekend of June 4, 5, 

& 6 should get off their duffs and make their hotel reserva-

tions now or end up commuting from who knows where. 

We do not recommend any hotel, however, our Friday eve-

ning and Sunday morning activities are at the Peppermill 

Hotel on South Virginia Street in Reno. 

 

If you are attending for the first time we hope that you will 

not be expecting a full blown reunion affair. There are no 

banquets, dances or such. We are simply Polyites 

“Gathering” to renew and hopefully find new Poly friend-

ships and to remember our years at out great school. No 

more … no less. Your spouse not from Poly? Not to worry 

as several other SF schools are represented at Gathering … 

Lincoln, Balboa, Washington … they seem to huddle over 

in a corner when the Poly Cheer echoes through the air-

waves …  ☺ ...  

 

Saturday morning we breakfast and go bowling at a small 

alley a few blocks south of the Peppermill … the Poly 

cheer echoes off those walls before we are done. Saturday 

evening finds us at the home of Charlie & Noreen 

(Crowden, F`57) Neely in Sparks, NV for a party where we 

“elect” …  ☺ … new Our Gang Club officers for the next 

two years. We do have a registration fee for the party to 

help Charlie & Noreen with the food & snack expenses, 

You will find the registration slip attached to this newslet-

ter, both hardcopy and electronic versions. 

 

It’s a fun and relaxing weekend with plenty of time for 

sightseeing, gambling, shopping and reminiscing over those 

great school days at Poly. 

 

 Hope to see you there ... 

 
Bob & Caroly

n Ross 

Perennial Pa
rrot Staff 

Procrastination: 
The condition that comes to 
those who have so much to 

do it drives them lazy. 



 

It’s Christmas so we are presenting two tasty delights for 

your holiday enjoyment … the first goody comes from 

Judy Truchon … 

 

 

1/4 cup butter 

2 oz uncooked Angel Hair spaghetti, broken 

1/4 cup minced onion 

1/2 tsp minced garlic 

1-1/4 cups uncooked Jasmine Rice 

2-1/4 cups Chicken Broth 

Salt & Pepper to taste 

1/2 pound fresh asparagus, trimmed and cut into 2 inch 

pieces (blanch the asparagus) 

1/2 cup Cashew halves 

 

1. Melt the butter in a medium saucepan over medium-low 

heat. Increase heat to medium and stir in spaghetti, cooking 

until coated with the melted butter and lightly browned. 

2. Stir onion and garlic into the saucepan and cook about 2 

minutes, until tender. Stir in Jasmine Rice and cook about 5 

minutes. Pour in chicken broth. Season mixture with salt 

and pepper. Bring the mixture to a boil, cover and cook 20 

minutes until rice is tender and liquid has been absorbed. 

3. Place asparagus in separate medium saucepan and 

enough water to cover. Bring to a boil and cook until ten-

der, but firm. 

4. Mix asparagus and cashews halves into the rice mixture 

and serve warm. 

 

 

 

Hi Gang 
 

1956 was the year I graduated from Poly, joined the Navy 

and returned to the Bay Area, stationed at Treasure Island 

for radar school. It was a year that went by much too fast 

and it meant having to grow up and be an adult. My chil-

dren sometimes think I am still working on that. 

 

 1. Don’t Be Cruel … Elvis Presley 

 2. The Great Pretender … The Platters 

 3. My Prayer … The Platters 

 4. The Wayward Wind … Gogi Grant 

 5. Whatever Will Be, Will Be … Doris Day 

 6. Heartbreak Hotel … Elvis Presley 

 7. Lisbon Antigua … Nelson Riddle 

 8. Canadian Sunset … Hugo Winterhalter 

 9. Moonglow and Theme from Picnic … Morris Stoloff 

10. Honky Tonk … Bill Doggett 

 

Where the elite meet to eat 
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And for your Christmas sweet-tooth try this item from 

Joyce Lindquist … 

 

CAKE: 

1 package Devils Food cake mix 

1 can cherry pie filling 

2 eggs 

1/2 teaspoon almond extract 

 

Beat eggs with fork, add remaining ingredients and mix 

well with spoon. 

Grease and flour a 9 X 13 pan. 

Bake in oven at 350 degrees about 30—35 minutes. 

 

FROSTING: 

1 cup sugar 

5 tablespoons butter 

1/3 cup milk 

1 cup chocolate chips 

1/2 cup chopped walnuts (optional) 

 

Boil sugar, butter, and milk for 1 minute … stirring. 

Remove from heat and add chocolate chips; mix until 

melted. If desired, add chopped walnuts at this point. 

I stir this real well, letting it cool some in between stir-

rings until it thickens a little bit as it cools down. It will 

still be a little warm when you frost the cake. 

From Monty Montiel 



  

from Bob & Carolyn (Bier) Ross 

The Perennial Parrot Staff 

May The Parrot Be With YouMay The Parrot Be With YouMay The Parrot Be With YouMay The Parrot Be With You    

17 

Our first order of business is to convey our sincere 

THANK YOU to Carol (Sale) Randall and the Class of `54 

Reunion Committee. We received an email from Carol 

shortly after returning from the reunion offering a donation 

by the `54 Reunion Committee for the upkeep of the Peren-

nial Parrot web site for the coming year. We consider the 

web site a “work of the heart” and plan to keep it going for 

many years to come … well, at least so long as our fingers 

can punch the keys on the keyboard. 

 

THANK YOU Friends  —- HAIL POLY —- 

 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

Well, our normal 12 page issue turned out to be 18 pages 

long. Not a record, most pages for an issue was 20 back in 

December 1990. We really want to thank everyone who 

sent in stories but now we find the bucket empty for the 

April, 2010 issue … sigh … SEND STUFF!!! You know 

that you will only have to hear me ask for “STUFF” until 

December 2012 … “POOOOOOF” …  ☺ ... 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

Here is another web site where you may find Poly friends: 
http://polytechnichighschool.net/san_francisco-ca/  

 

And here is another Polyite celebrity to check out: 

Peter Onstad … Class of S`55 … Artist 

http://www.youtube.com/user/PeterOnstad 
Also Google Search: “Painter Peter Onstad” 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

Our “Sister Site”, www.hailpoly.com, will be undergoing a 

few changes in the near future. There will be a new web 

master and a new server for the site which means a new 

web address. As soon as the shift is made to the new server 

we will notify all on our email list and will post 

the new site address on the Perennial Parrot web 

site. 

We hope the past year has been 

a good one for all. We had a great trip 

this summer traveling to Colorado Springs, 

Moab, and Salt Lake City, Utah, far northern 

Idaho and then a month and a half visit with 

Gordon & Marilyn Lewis in Sonoma, CA before 

heading back to Tejas.  We are looking forward now 

to making the trek out to Reno, NV next June for Gather-

ing 2010. Even more exciting for us is we leave from 

Reno headed for Alaska once again. This time with nine 

other RVs mostly from the RV park where we live. Will 

be our first experience traveling with a group  of RVs. If 

you have ever traveled a long time in an RV you will un-

derstand what I mean by “There’s no place like your 

home shower”. 

 
☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

OK … time to put this issue to bed and roll the presses. 

It’s been a great year for us and we hope the coming year 

will be a great one for each of you. As we said on page15 

of this newsletter, PLEASE don’t put off making your 

hotel reservations for Gathering 2010. We look forward 

to the hugging and hand shaking and hope that just 

maybe we will be greeted by some new Poly faces at 

Gathering 2010 come next June. 

 

 

The best years of your life 
should always be the ones you 

are living now. 
                                

Richard C. Miller 

A Think To Thought On ... 



Thank God for those church ladies with typewriters. These sentences actually 

appeared in church bulletins or were announced  during church services. 

The Fasting & Prayer Conference includes meals. 

 

The sermon this morning: ‘Jesus Walks on Water.’ 

The sermon tonight: ‘Searching for Jesus.” 

 

Ladies, don’t forget the rummage sale. It’s a chance to 

get rid of those things not worth keeping around the 

house. Bring your husbands. 

 

The peacemaking meeting scheduled for today has 

been canceled due to a conflict. 

 

Remember in prayer the many who are sick of our 

community. Smile at someone who is hard to love. 

Say ‘Hell’ to someone who doesn’t care much about 

you. 

 

Don’t let worry kill you off—let the Church help. 

 

Miss Charlene Mason sang ‘I will not pass this way 

again,’ giving obvious pleasure to the congregation. 

 

For those of you who have children and don’t know it, 

we have a nursery downstairs. 

 

Next Thursday there will be tryouts for the choir. 

They need all the help they can get. 

 

The Rector will preach his farewell message after 

which the choir will sing: ‘Break Forth Into Joy.’ 

 

Irving Benson and Jessie Carter were married on Oc-

tober 24 in the church. So ends a friendship that began 

in their school days. 

 

A bean supper will be held on Tuesday evening in the 

church hall. Music will follow. 

 

At the evening service tonight, the sermon topic will 

be ‘What Is Hell?’ Come early and listen to our choir 

practice. 

 

Eight new choir robes are currently needed due to the 

addition of several new members and to the deteriora-

tion of some older ones. 

Scouts are saving aluminum cans, bottles and other 

items to be recycled. Proceeds will be used to cripple 

children. 

 

Please place your donation in the envelope along with 

the deceased person you want remembered. 

 

The church will host an evening of fine dining, super 

entertainment and gracious hostility. 

 

Potluck supper Sunday at 5:00 PM—prayer and medi-

cation to follow. 

 

The ladies of the Church have cast off clothing of 

every kind. They may be seen in the basement on Fri-

day afternoon. 

 

This evening at 7 PM there will be a hymn singing in 

the park across from the Church. Bring a blanket and 

come prepared to sin. 

 

Ladies Bible Study will be held Thursday morning at 

10 AM. All ladies are invited to lunch in the Fellow-

ship Hall after the B. S. is done. 

 

The pastor would appreciate it if the ladies of the con-

gregation would lend him their electric girdles for the 

pancake breakfast next Sunday. 

 

Low Self Esteem Support Group will meet Thursday 

at 7 PM. Please use the back door. 

 

The eight-graders will be presenting Shakespeare’s 

Hamlet in the Church basement Friday at 7 PM. The 

congregation is invited to attend this tragedy. 

 

Weight Watchers will meet at 7 PM at the First Pres-

byterian Church. Please use large double door at the 

side entrance. 

 

The Associate Minister unveiled the church’s new 

tithing campaign slogan last Sunday: 

“I Upped My Pledge—Up Yours” 
 

Typists UNKNOWN! 
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Registration 

 
Name: _____________________________________________________   Spouse: ____________________ 
 

Registration Fee is $5 per person:    Number attending: _____  X $5 = _______ 
 

Make checks payable to and send to our Class Collector:    
Louis Bamberger 
2438 Massachusetts 
Redwood City, CA   94061 

 
This Registration Fee is for the Saturday night party (June 7th, 2008) and as this is a BYOB party the Registration Fee is for food and 
snacks only. In order for the host to properly plan for the food and snacks please return your registration slip NO LATER THAN  

May 15th, 2010. 
 

 


