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From The Editor: 
 
Dagmar was the one person who personified what it meant to 
be a loyal Polytechnic Alumnus. If you saw her driving down 
the road, guess what color her car was? You guessed it, Good 
ole’ Poly colors Red & Black. To know her was special, for if 
there was a function for Poly she was there to do whatever 
she could to help; such as bringing along memorabilia or the 
school banner. She continued doing this until she became 
too ill to attend the events. Dagmar was at every Polytechnic 
Athletic Association Luncheon in full regalia (her Cheer-
leader out-fit) leading 400 to 500 alumni in song and yells. 
She will always remain in my mind  and will always be spe-
cial, and I know that her shadow will always be out there at 
Kezar and the steps where Poly used to be and in full regalia, 
wearing her senior red and black hat!  
 
 
From Bob Ross, Spring 1955 
It’s impossible to talk about Poly during the first half of the 
1950s without hearing her name mentioned. And you would 
be hard pressed to find anyone more dedicated to Poly than 
Dagmar Madsen. In just about any activity at Poly you would 
find Dagmar associated with it in some manner. In her senior year one could describe Dagmar as the “Heart 
and Soul” of Poly. All you had to do to find the SPIRIT of POLY in the 1950s was to follow the bouncing pony 
tail throughout the halls. She was easy to spot … just watch for the blur of a white Block P sweater, a flowing 
pony tail and a red and black senior cap. I am honored to have attended Poly during that era and to have wit-
nessed the true “SPIRIT of POLY”.  
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On the following pages is a complete 
1947 Championship Program 

Polytechnic vs Lowell 
The Polytechnic football team was rated as one of the best teams to have played In  

San Francisco  



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

Up Coming Events In September 
 
 



 

 



 

 



 

 

Ok, so here's a Wild & Crazy grad contribution from the class of '67 
 

The Science Club 

I will acknowledge upfront that I have to take full responsibility and/or make apologies for the conception 
and short lived existence of the Poly High Science Club. It was a joke that took on a life of its own. In my sen-
ior year, 1967, I took a science class that only nerdy science types normally considered. It was Physiology. The 
first day I walked into the class and the other students broke out with a case of pleasing laughter. They al-
ready knew that there was a somewhat uncanny resemblance between the teacher, Mr. Keyes, and me. Basi-
cally I looked like his younger, taller twin. Mr. Keyes became aware of this pretty quickly as he was no dum-
my; he was in fact quite intelligent and a nice guy as well. During our first day's lesson he, for whatever rea-
son, asked if anyone knew the definition of Herpetology. Mr. Keyes could not have have known that I had 
spent an incredibly sizable amount of my youth in Golden Gate Park catching, keeping, and caring for liz-
ards, snakes, frogs, turtles, toads, newts, etc. but it did make the answer to his question a no brainer for me. 
My volunteered correct response impressed him to no end. That set the stage for the potential birth of Poly 
High's one and only short lived Science Club. My co-conspirators and I thought it would be a funny memory 
to form a fake science club in order to get some long hairs pictured in the 1967 yearbook. It would be a first 
appearance for long hairs and very worthy of our effort. Since Mr. Keyes was both a science teacher and im-
pressed with my knowledge and appreciation for science we thought we could talk him into sponsoring this 
science club. His faith and trust in me seemed to be the deciding factor when he agreed to sponsor our club. 
Now, it turned out in order to get our science club picture taken for the yearbook we actually had to act like, 
if not be an actual science club long enough to wait for the day when the yearbook staff took club pictures. 
We hadn't anticipate this wrinkle but we did come up with a pretty good way to handle it. We decided we 
would have meetings whose theme would be “The Truth is Out There”, yeah we actually came up with that! 
The truth in this case was the truth about the conciousness expanding drugs we were interested in. Looking 
into this field of study would mean our time commitment was not just a holding pattern. We knew it was un-
likely we'd get Tim Leary, Ken Kesey, or the Grateful Dead to come and speak (or perform) at one our meet-
ings but we could trip and it strangely added some degree of validity to our club. As evidenced by the includ-
ed photo we did achieve that level of success and good guy Mr. Keyes even let me borrow his lab coat when 
we took the picture. That was the frosting on the cake and no one appreciated it more than my best friend, 
Ron Pirrello (they misspelled his last name) standing to my left. I do have to apologize to Ben Gary, Clarence 
Wilson, and Teresita Julian since we had to open up club membership to all students and they didn't know 
the true intent of the club. I hope they all went on to become good science people with a sense of  humor. 



 

 

Up Coming Events In October 



 

 

A little Bit of San Francisco Pictorial History 
Oh the 

Cliff House 
 
                               Circa 1878 photo of the first Cliff House                                                          1907 Fire 
                            Built in 1863 till 1894 when it burned down 

 

         
 

 
 
 
 
 
                                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cliff House in the 50’s                     1909 Menu       Cliff House Circa 1902    

 
 
 
 
        

                     
             2009 reconstruction  of the 1909 structure 



 

      

                        
 

The Original Cliff House (1863-1894) 
 
 

After the Gold Rush, San Francisco's population exploded and the city's downtown area got very crowded with new 
buildings and neighborhoods. Real estate developers, eager to make more money, saw Lands End and its unparal-
leled beauty as a new place to develop. They constructed the Cliff House in 1863 as a fashionable resort for the 
wealthy. The modest one-story wood-frame structure was skillfully situated on top of the cliff overlooking Seal 
Rocks, providing breathtaking panoramic views of the Pacific Coast line. 
 
During the mid-19th century, trekking out to Lands End was expensive and took several hours by horseback. To 
help people travel to this faraway place, a private company constructed a brand new road called Point Lobos Ave-
nue. Eventually, a horse-drawn stagecoach made the trip every Sunday from downtown San Francisco out to Lands 
End. Because only wealthy citizens could afford to travel all the way out to the remote resort, the Cliff House was 
considered a very exclusive place. For many years, the guest register bore the names of three U.S. presidents as well 
as prominent San Fran¬cisco families such as the Hearsts, the Stanfords and the Crockers. However, by the 
late1870s the Cliff House had declined in popularity. In an effort to attract new customers, the managers offered 
gambling and alcohol and as a result, the resort became shabby and unrespectable. 
 
In 1881, Adolph Sutro, the self-made millionaire, philanthropist, and later mayor of San Francisco, bought the Cliff 
House from the original owners. He had plans to re-establish the restaurant as a wholesome, family-friendly venue 
and for next few years, he remodeled rooms, hired new management and lured families back to the restaurant. Su-
tro also began construction on a railroad that would transport more people to this seaside attraction. Unfortunately,  
a very tragic event happened on Christmas Day, 1894 when fire destroyed the original wood-frame Cliff House. 

https://www.nps.gov/goga/learn/historyculture/lands-end.htm
https://www.nps.gov/goga/learn/historyculture/adolph-sutro.htm


 

 

  
  
                                     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

View of the second Cliff House from the Parapet at Sutro Heights, circa 1900 

PARC, NPS 

Victorian Cliff House (1896-1907) 

Within six months of the devastating fire, Sutro had plans for a new Cliff House and after spending $75,000, he 
proudly opened the second Cliff House in 1896. The new building was a grand, eight-story tall castle-like struc-
ture with turrets, decorative spires, fanciful roof dormers and an observation tower. The new resort, designed 
specifically for dining, dancing and entertainment, had several private dining rooms, parlors, bars, and kitchens 
at the ground level. Private lunchrooms, a large art gallery, a gem exhibit, a photo gallery, a reception room, 
panoramic views from large windows and an open-air veranda were all located on the upper floors. Although 
this elegant building survived the 1906 earthquake, sadly, it was no less fire proof than the first Cliff House. In 
September 1907, fire once again destroyed the Cliff House 

                                              
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This antique chromolitho- graph from 1901, published by the always

-dependable (for this blog, anyway) Detroit Photographic Company, may look like a matte painting from an old horror movie. One 

expects Bela Lugosi to come down the beach in tuxedo and cape. The shot is dramatic, but the place it depicts it not a fantasy. It’s the 

Cliff House, in San Francisco 
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Chili Rellenios Casserole Italian Drunken Noodles  Where the elite meet to eat those famous fries 

 
Chili Rellenos Casserole 

 

 Ingredients: 
 1 lb.ground beef 
 1/2 onion, chopped 
 2 cans whole green chilies 
 1 can green chilies, chopped 
 1 cup shredded cheese 
 4 eggs 
 1 1/2 cups milk 
 1/4 cup flour 
 red pepper 
 

 ~ Directions: Preheat oven to 375. Brown meat and onion. Add salt 
and pepper and about 1 T. of red pepper. In a casserole dish, place 
whole green chiles on the bottom.  
 

 Top with cheese, then meat. 
 

 Add another layer of grated cheese and then the can of chopped 
green chilies. Mix 4 eggs and milk. Add flour, mix well and pour over 
dish. 
 

Bake at 375 for about 50 minutes. Cover with foil halfway through 

cooking if it gets too brown. 

__________________________________________________ 
 
 

Italian “Drunken” Noodles 
 Serves 4) 

 

 Ingredients: 
 Olive oil 
 4 spicy Italian sausage links, casings removed 
 1 large onion, quartered and sliced thinly 
 1 ½ teaspoons salt 
 1 teaspoon Italian seasoning 
 ½ teaspoon cracked black pepper 
 1 red bell pepper, cored and thinly sliced 
 1 yellow bell pepper, cored and thinly sliced 
 1 orange bell pepper, cored and thinly sliced 
 4 cloves garlic, pressed through garlic press 
 ½ cup white wine (I used Chardonnay) 
 1 (28 ounce) can diced tomatoes with juice 

 2 tablespoons flat-leaf parsley, chopped 
 ¼ cup fresh basil leaves, julienned, divided use 
 8 ounces Pappardelle noodles, uncooked 
 

 Preparation: 
 

 -Place a large, heavy-bottom pan or braising pot over medium-high 
heat; add about 2 tablespoons of olive oil, and once the oil is hot, 
crumble the spicy Italian sausage into the pan in small chunks (you 
want to keep the sausage fairly chunky), allowing it to brown in the oil 
for a few moments on each side; once the crumbled sausage is 
browned, remove it from the pan/pot with a slotted spoon and place 
into a small bowl to hold for a moment; next, add the sliced onion into 
the pan with the sausage drippings, and allow it to caramelize and 
become golden for roughly 5 minutes or so, stirring to keep it from 
burning (add a touch more olive oil, if necessary); once the onion 
starts to become golden, add the salt, Italian seasoning and cracked 
black pepper, and stir to combine, then add in the sliced bell peppers, 
and allow those to saute with the onion for about 2 minutes until 
slightly tender and golden; next, add in the garlic, and once it be-
comes aromatic, add in the white wine and allow it to reduce for a few 
moments, until almost completely reduced; next, add in the diced to-
matoes with their juice, and return the browned spicy Italian sausage 
back into the pan, and gently fold the mixture to combine; allow it to 
gently simmer for about 3-4 minutes to blend the flavors, then turn the 
heat off; to finish the sauce, drizzle in about 2-3 good tablespoons of 
the olive oil to create a silky, rich flavor, and add in the chopped pars-
ley and about half of the julienned basil; stir, and keep warm while 
you prepare the noodles. 
 

 -Prepare the pappardelle noodles according to instructions on pack-
age; then, drain the noodles very well, and add them directly into the 
sauce, using tongs to gently toss and combine the pappardelle noodles 
with the sauce and all of the ingredients in it; check the seasoning to 
see if you need to add any additional salt or pepper. 
 

-To serve, add equal portions of the “Drunken” noodles to bowls, and 

garnish with a sprinkle of the remaining julienned basil; you can even 

top with shaved Parmesan, if desired, and an extra drizzle of olive oil. 
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The Drama Class Fall Play 
Comedy at its best

 
Time out for Ginger 

 
Our favorite football player Doris Sacchetti Class of 56  

 
 

She was way ahead of her time, as she portrayed a 
young high school girl who wanted to play on the 
football team. Many of the supporting cast are still 
around and attend the luncheons and their reun-
ions. 

Have you seen this Parrot? It 
was carved in the early 50’s. If 
it is still around, it would make 
a great addition to the Polytech-
nic Alumni Associations collec-
tion of memorabilia from Poly. 
If you know  where its locate let 
us know. You can contact the 
Association at  Polyalumni-
Assoc@gmail.com with the in-
formation.  
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                                        Edward Figone       
                                        81 
                                        Class of Spring 1954 
                                        Dec 4, 1936 ~ Apr 11, 2018 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Ester Marilynne (Crook Lunsman 
93 
Class of Spring 1942 
Served in WAC, WW2 
Aug 22, 1924 ~ Jun 16, 2018 
 
 
Evelyn (Delis) Pappageorge 
91 
Class of Fall 1943 
Jul 9, 1926 ~ Jun 21, 2018 
 
 
 
Florence Yoxall 
78 
Class of 1956 
1938 ~ Jun 12, 2017 
 
 

 
 
John Poppin 
82 
Class of Spring 1953 
Student Body President S`53 
1935 ~ Mar 15, 2018 
 
 
Jose Espina 
84 
Class of Spring 1952 
1934 ~ Apr 20, 2018 
 
 
 
 

 
Roosevelt Taylor 
80 
Class of  1956 
FOOTBALL 
Sep 23, 1937 ~ Apr 26, 2018 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Lanny Steinmetz 
(Leanard Stefaneli) 
83 
Class of Spring 1953 
May 6, 1934 ~ Apr 6, 2018 
 

 
Marilyn Lindsay 
89 
Class of Spring 1946 
Oct 12, 1928 ~ Jun 22, 2018 
 
 
 
Viola (Clayton) Darling 
79 
Class of Spring 1956 
1938~ Apr 20, 2018 
 
 
 

 

Shirley Blanche Stone 
90 
Class of 1945 
Jun 11, 1927 ~ Apr 5, 2018 
 

Maria Angela (Paternoster) Lucia 
79 
Class of Spring 1954 
1938 ~ Apr 22, 2018 
 

Mary P. Vienet 
91 
Class of 1944 
1926 ~ Apr 4, 2018 
 

Stanley Gray 
Class of 1964 
Stats Unknown 



 

 

FUN AT AN OLDER AGE 
 

When I bought my Blackberry, I thought about the 30-year business I ran with 1800 employees, 

all without a cell phone that plays music, takes videos, pictures and communicates with Facebook 

and Twitter. 
 

I signed up under duress for Twitter and Facebook, so my seven kids, their spouses, my 13 grand 

kids and 2 great grand kids could communicate with me in the modern way.  I figured I could han-

dle something as simple as Twitter with only 140 characters of space. 
 

My phone was beeping every three minutes with the details of everything except the bowel move-

ments of the entire next generation. 
 

I am not ready to live like this. I keep my cell phone in the garage in my golf bag. 
 

The kids bought me a GPS for my last birthday because they say I get lost every now and then go-

ing over to the grocery store or library. I keep that in a box under my tool bench with the Blue-

tooth [it's red] phone I am supposed to use when I drive. 
 

I wore it once and was standing in line at Barnes and Noble talking to my wife and everyone in the 

nearest 50 yards was glaring at me. I had to take my hearing aid out to use it, and I got a little 

loud. 
 

I mean, the GPS looked pretty smart on my dash board, but the lady inside that gadget was the 

most annoying, rudest person I had run into in a long time. Every 10 minutes, she would sarcas-

tically say, "Re-calc-u-lating." You would think that she could be nicer. It was like she could barely 

tolerate me. She would let go with a deep sigh and then tell me to make a U-turn at the next light. 

Then, if I made a right turn instead. Well, it was not a good relationship... 
 

When I get really lost now, I call my wife and tell her the name of the cross streets and while she is 

starting to develop the same tone as Gypsy, the GPS lady, at least she loves me. 
 

To be perfectly frank, I am still trying to learn how to use the cordless phones in our house. We 

have had them for 4 years, but I still haven't figured out how I lose three phones all at once and 

have to run around digging under chair cushions, checking bathrooms, and the dirty laundry baskets 

when the phone rings. 
 

The world is just getting too complex for me. 
 

They even mess me up every time I go to the grocery store. 
 

You would think they could settle on something themselves, but this sudden "Paper or Plastic?" 

Every time I check out, just knocks me for a loop. I bought some of those cloth reusable bags to 

avoid looking confused, but I never remember to take them with me. 
 

Now I toss it back to them. 
 

When they ask me, "Paper or plastic?" I just say, "Doesn't matter to me. I am bi-sacksual." Then 

it's their turn to stare at me with a blank look. 
 

I was recently asked if I tweet. I answered, No, but I do f_ _t a lot." 
 

P.S. I know some of you are not over 70. I sent it to you to allow you to forward it to those who 

are. I figured your sense of humor could handle it.... 
 

We senior citizens don't need any more gadgets. The TV remote and the garage door remote are 

about all we can handle. 


