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Happy New Year To All 

From Sonoma, California 

The picture is of the famous Sonoma Square 



Something From The Past 
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Do You Remember? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

What Was The Last Year They Played In S.F. 



A Little Bit of The Past 









1957 Was A Great Year 

S.F.  City Champs 

In 

Base Ball,  Track,  And Basketball 



1911 Girls & Boys  

 

Basketball Team 
1914 Football Team 

 

1912 Girls Tennis 



1897 Polytechnic Graduating Class 

1911 Baseball Team 

The Beginning of the School We All New 



    The First Lux Lab 56 - 57 

 

 

1958 Baseball Team 



 

 

Ingredients 

For the Calamari: 

· 18 4-inch calamari (about 2 pounds), cleaned, tenta-
cles separated (ask your fishmonger to do this) 

·1/2 pound medium shrimp, peeled and deveined 

·1 large egg1/4 cup sourdough breadcrumbs (about 1 slice, 
ground) 

·1/4 cup grated parmesan cheese 

·1/4 cup chopped fresh parsley 

·1/3 cup chopped fresh basil 

·Grated zest and juice of 1 lemon 

·2 anchovy fillets, rinsed and chopped 

·3 cloves garlic, minced 

·6 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 

·Kosher salt and freshly ground pepper 

 For the Sauce: 

·6 cloves garlic, thinly sliced 

·1/4 teaspoon red pepper flakes 

·Kosher salt 

·1/4 cup dry white wine 

·1 28-ounce can plum tomatoes 

·2 or 3 stalks fresh basil, plus chopped leaves for  garnish 

 For the Polenta: 

·2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 

·Kosher salt 

·1 bay leaf 

·1 cup yellow polenta 

·2 tablespoons unsalted butter, at room temperature 

3/4 cup grated parmesan    cheese, 

Directions 

Prepare the calamari: Rinse the bodies and set aside. 
Dice the tentacles and the shrimp into 1/4-to-1/2-inch 
pieces. Beat the egg in a large bowl. Add the diced cala-
mari tentacles and shrimp, the breadcrumbs, cheese, 
parsley, basil, lemon zest and juice, anchovies and gar-
lic. Add 3 tablespoons olive oil, 3/4 teaspoon salt, and 
pepper to taste and mix until combined. 

Using your fingers, stuff each calamari body about two
-thirds full with the shrimp-breadcrumb mixture and 
close with a toothpick. Heat the remaining 3 table-
spoons olive oil in a wide pot over medium-high heat. 
Sear the calamari in batches until browned and opaque 
on both sides, 8 to 10 minutes, and transfer to a plate. 

Make the sauce: Lower the heat, add the garlic and red 
pepper flakes to the pot and cook, stirring, 1 to 2 
minutes. Season with salt, then add the wine and 
scrape up any browned bits from the pot. Boil until the 
wine is almost evaporated, then crush the tomatoes into 
the pot with your hands and add the juices. Add 1 cup 
water, 3/4 teaspoon salt and the basil stalks. Arrange 
the calamari in a single layer in the pot. Bring to a sim-
mer, cover and cook until the calamari are tender, 
about 40 minutes. Uncover and cook until the sauce 
thickens, 10 to 15 more minutes. 

Meanwhile, make the polenta: Place 4 1/2 cups cold 
water in a separate pot over low heat. Add 2 table-
spoons olive oil, 1 teaspoon salt and the bay leaf. Whisk 
in the polenta in a slow, steady stream, then increase 
the heat to medium and bring to a boil, whisking fre-
quently. Reduce the heat and cook at a bare simmer, 
stirring with a wooden spoon, until the polenta is thick 
and pulls away from the sides of the pot, about 25 
minutes. Remove from the heat and stir in the butter 
and cheese. 

Divide the polenta among shallow bowls. Discard the 
toothpicks and place the calamari on top of the polenta. 
Remove the basil stalks and spoon the sauce over the 
dish. Garnish with the chopped basil and more parme-
san. 

RECEIPE TIME 

 

THE BEST FRIES IN TOWN 



 

 

Cartoons From Poly Yearbooks Circa1918 & 1950 



 

 

Herb Lee, the first Chinese American cop 
in San Francisco, thought the way to help 
a troubled kid was to take him fishing for 
striped bass on San Francisco Bay. 

And that’s what he did, thousands of 
times, over the course of his 30-year ca-
reer. 

“My dad grew up with nothing,” his son 
John said. “It was his way of helping a kid 
who started out with as little as he did.” 

Herbert Patrick Lee, who died Nov. 1 of 
colon cancer at age 84, was a native of San Francisco and a stu-
dent at San Francisco State University. He served for two years 
in the U.S. Navy. In 1957, according to the San Francisco Police 
Department, he became the force’s first Chinese American 
officer. 

His first years were spent as an undercover cop on the streets 
of Chinatown, where his fluency and his appearance were as-
sets. He investigated gangs, and he tried to help youths get out 
of them. A lot of that work he did aboard his 25-foot fishing 
boat, the Ah Choo, which was berthed at Gaslight Cove.“All the 
gang members knew him,” his son said. “He took a lot of them 
fishing. When they went fishing on his boat, they were just 
kids. I remember once, one gang was getting off his boat when 
a rival gang was getting on. There was no problem. They were 
just there to fish.” 

Mr. Lee, who was promoted to sergeant, was a recruiter and a 
mentor to countless young officers and served as executive 
director of the Police Activities League, overseeing athletic and 
enrichment programs for poor children. Many of his PAL cadets 
went on to become cops, as did his son. He was also the first 
president of the California Asian Police Officers Association. 

Police Chief Bill Scott called Mr. Lee “a true pioneer.” 

 

_____________________________________________ 

 

Herbert Patrick Lee   84 

Class of 1950 

Nov 19, 1932 ~ Nov 1, 2017 

Sidney Y. Chan   81 

Class of Fall 1954 

Dec 30, 1935 ~ Oct 2, 2017 

 

Ken Reilly   63 

Class of 1962 

Nov 10, 1944 ~ Aug 24, 2007 

 

 

Barbara Jean (Thaten) Daffic 86 

Class of 1948 

Feb 26, 1931 ~ Jul 3, 2017 

 

Fely G (Quinagen)Horanzy 80 

Class of Spring 1955 

Apr 30, 1937- Nov 20, 2017 

 

 

Gerard J. Reilly   78 

Class of Spring 1957 

May 16, 1939 ~ Nov 15, 2017 

  

 

Edwin Avelino Aquino   84 
Class of Speing 1951 

Jun 16, 1933 Sept 30, 2017 



Remember This Thought! 

Every Day Is A New Day, Be Thankful  

May the Parrot be with them on their journey 

 

 

Stanley Ichiro Ozaki   84 

Class of Spring 1951 

Mar 16, 1933 ~ Apr 23, 2017 

 

 

 

 

Lillian (Vartanian) Galli   90 

Class of Spring 1944 

Aug 30, 1926 ~ Jul 15, 2017 

 

 

 

Manuel Jack Talkovsky   87 

Class of Fall 1947 

May 9, 1930 ~ Aug 21, 2017 

 

 

 

 

James Clarke Guglielmoni 92 

Class of Spring 1943 

1925 ~ Aug 5, 2017 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dorothy Rose (Gallegos) Gordon  86 

Class of Spring 1949 

Nov 16, 1931 ~ Nov 28, 2017 

 

 

 

Dianne “Sissa” Perrine   74 

Class of 1961 

1943 ~ Sept 29, 2017 

 

 

 

 

 

Meyer Morris Segal   100 

Class of Spring 1934 

Nov 12, 1916 ~ Nov 11, 2017 

 



Born in the 1930s and early 40s, we exist as a very spe-

cial age cohort. We are the “last ones.”  We are the 

last, climbing out of the depression, who can remem-

ber the winds of war and the war itself with fathers 

and uncles going off. We are the last to remember ra-

tion books for everything from sugar to shoes to stoves. 

We saved tin foil and poured fat into tin cans. We saw 

cars up on blocks because tires weren’t available. My 

mother delivered milk in a horse drawn cart.   

  

We are the last to hear Roosevelt’s radio assurances 

and to see gold stars in the front windows of our griev-

ing neighbors. We can also remember the parades on 

August 15, 1945 VJ Day. 

 

We saw the ‘boys’ home from the war build their Cape 

Cod style houses, pouring the cellar, tar papering it 

over and living there until they could afford the time 

and money to build it out. 

 

We are the last who spent childhood without televi-

sion; instead imagining what we heard on the radio. 

As we all like to brag, with no TV, we spent our child-

hood “playing outside until the street lights came 

on.” We did play outside and we did play on our own. 

There was no little league. 

 

The lack of television in our early years meant, for 

most of us, that we had little real understanding of 

what the world was like. Our Saturday afternoons, if 

at the movies, gave us newsreels of the war and the 

holocaust sandwiched in between westerns and car-

toons. Newspapers and magazines were written for 

adults. We are the last who had to find out for our-

selves. 

  

As we grew up, the country was exploding with 

growth. The G.I. Bill gave returning veterans the 

means to get an education and spurred colleges to 

grow. VA loans fanned a housing boom. Pent-up de-

mand coupled with new installment payment plans 

put factories to work. New highways would bring jobs 

and mobility. The veterans joined civic clubs and  

came active in politics. In the late 40s and early 50s 

the country seemed to lie in the embrace of  

brisk but quiet order as it gave birth to its new middle 

class. Our parents understandably became absorbed 

with their own new lives. They were free from the con-

fines of the depression and the war. They threw them-

selves into exploring opportunities they had never im-

agined.   

  

We weren’t neglected but we weren’t today’s all-

consuming family focus. They were glad we played by 

ourselves ‘until the street lights came on.’ They were 

busy discovering the post war world. 

  

Most of us had no life plan, but with the unexpected 

virtue of ignorance and an economic rising tide we 

simply stepped into the world and went to find 

out. We entered a world of overflowing plenty and op-

portunity; a world where we were welcomed. Based on 

our naïve belief that there was more where this came 

from, we shaped life as we went. 

  

We enjoyed a luxury; we felt secure in our future. Of 

course, just as today, not all Americans shared in this 

experience. Depression poverty was deep rooted. Polio 

was still a crippler. The Korean War was a dark pres-

age in the early 50s and by mid-decade school children 

were ducking under desks. China became Red China. 

Eisenhower sent the first ‘advisors’ to Vietnam. Castro 

set up camp in Cuba and Khrushchev came to power. 

  

We are the last to experience an interlude when there 

were no existential threats to our homeland. We came 

of age in the late 40s and early 50s. The war was over 

and the cold war, terrorism, climate change, techno-

logical upheaval and perpetual economic insecurity 

had yet to haunt life with insistent unease. 

  

Only we can remember both a time of apocalyptic war 

and a time when our world was secure and full of 

bright promise and plenty. We experienced both. 

  

We grew up at the best possible time, a time when the 

world was getting better not worse. 

We are the ‘last ones.’ 

Children of the 30s & 40s “The Last Ones” 
        A Short Memoir 


