
Poly surged into the sixties with high hopes, but shortsighted city 

and school district policies failed to cope with the upheavals of 

that decade. Poly fell into a tailspin, from which she never recov-

ered. 

 

In the late 50’s, the Redevelopment Agency 

began demolishing thousands of housing units 

in the Western Addition. Uprooted black fami-

lies moved into the Haight Ashbury and the 

Irish Catholic establishment fled to suburbia. 

The Haight became the City’s first thoroughly 

integrated neighborhood and, by 1963, Poly’s 

student body was 25% black. (Lowell High 

School moved to Eucalyptus Drive in 1962 so 

Poly was the last public high school in the 

neighborhood.) 

 

Initially, Principal Ivor Calloway found the 

new diversity at Poly challenging. According to 

former Boy’s Dean and Principal Paul Lucey, 

“Ivor couldn’t wait to get to school in the 

morning.” 

 

But on May 30, 1963, racist slogans were found 

posted on Poly’s bulletin boards fusing an ex-

plosive situation. The signs read; “Stamp Out 

Nigger-White Rule!”, “Nigger Go Back To Africa!”, and “Nigger 

Stay Out Of The Rest Room” Ironically, two black girls con-

fessed to the prank and were arrested for “Inciting to riot.” 

 

Principal Calloway claimed the act was a result of “what’s hap-

pening in Birmingham.” “The tension has been terrific, but I be-

lieve it’s over now.” 

 

Politically influential white parents, afraid to send their kids to 

Poly, convinced the Board of Education to establish a special 

“option system.” Students 

residing between Poly, 

Ocean Beach, Kirkham, 

and Golden Gate Park, 

were granted the option to 

choose Lincoln or Poly. 

Black families east of 

Poly had no option. 

Within three years, Poly’s 

enrollment declined from 

2000 to 1700 and became 

predominantly black. 

 

Tommy S., who still lived 

in the Haight in Sept 

1984, remembered his 

alma mater in `65-`66. “It 

was hip for black kids 

from all over the City to 

hang out at Poly `cause it 

was a black school. O.J. 

Simpson came over from Galileo. Kids cut their first period class 

to smoke cigarettes and eat donuts at Johnson’s. Sly Stone per-

formed at Poly when he was still a DJ at KSOL.” 
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For seventy years, Polytechnic High School was one of San Francisco’s finest educational institutions. Seemingly overnight the 

school collapsed into a “Blackboard Jungle.” In the last issue of the Perennial Parrot, we took a brief look at our “Ladies” early 

years and her growth through the good years including our own “Fabulous 50’s” era. In this issue we will look at the bad years 

that ended with the final “coup de grace” being demolition ….. 
 

“Now only the memories and the written history remain.” 
 

PART 2:   “The Death of a Great High School” 

Polytechnic High School 

1953 



On November 2, 1966, the Haight Ashbury Neighborhood Coun-
cil recommended that the United School District and the Board of 
Education “eliminate the option system before Poly becomes all 
black.” The Teachers Union threatened a strike or mass resigna-
tions “If racial balance is not achieved at Poly.” A union spokes-
man maintained, “The school district has been dragging its feet.” 
 
Poly teachers then presented a list of their 
demands to the school district … 
   1 … Troublemakers and nonstudents be re-
moved from the campus. 
   2 … Change school boundaries to attract 
more white students. 
   3 … Establish a full academic program. 
   4 … Reduce class size. 
   5 … Increase security. 
 
While researching the `66 and `67 Poly Jour-
nals, Greg Garr also noticed another glaring 
problem. Poly had only one black faculty 
member while the student body was 60% 
black. 
 
On December 1, 1966, Superintendent Harold 
Spears promised to end the “option system”, 
but not until the start of the spring semester. 
Frantically, white parents shifted their kids to over crowded Lin-
coln. 
 
On March 17, 1967, Poly students rioted at Playland. “Two hun-
dred teenagers leaving Poly’s annual skating party went on a 
rampage,” wrote the Examiner. “They smashed several conces-
sions, stole more than 100 stuffed animals, broke windows worth 
$1300, and escaped with liquor from a nearby food market.” 
 
In the school newspaper, The Poly Parrot, student body advisor, 
Miss Ruiz, denounced the bad press the school received from the 
Hearst newspapers: “Unfair slanting and exaggerated news cov-
erage are responsible for the defacing of Poly’s image.” 
 
Kate Northcott went against the grain by transferring from 
“elitist” Lowell to attend Poly in `66-`67 … “Poly was my 
neighborhood school and I wanted to go to school with blacks. I 
loved the flexibility and freedom students received at Poly. There 
was room for me to be rebellious at Poly and that was not the 
case at Lowell. There was a small group of liberal white kids 
(hippie types) who took poetry, writing, and art classes; then we 
cut school to hang out on Haight Street. No one would notice. 
Through Poly was a gloomy, gloomy place, I never felt held back 
or in any danger.” 

Paul Lucey, temporary principal at Poly in early 1968, told Greg 
Gaar, “The stress and strain during those days was enormous.” 
Mr. Lucey by the way, was a Marine fighter pilot during the Ko-
rean War. “Education at Poly in `68 was buffeted by Flower 
Power and Black Power. The drug scene was totally out of con-
trol and no white principal could have handled the job.”   
 
Nathanial Brooks became San Francisco’s first black principal 
when he took Poly’s helm on May 22, 1968. All hell broke loose 
on October 23, 1968 at the corner of Fredrick and Willard when 
an ex-student was shot and severely wounded by two Poly kids 
over “drugs or a gambling debt.” The same day, instructor Robert 
Over was attacked by a student during drama class. 

 
These incidents were the straw that broke 
the camel’s back. Twenty teachers wrote a 
letter to the Board of Education listing 
Poly’s problems: 
   *   A survey shows one third of the stu-
dents regularly take drugs on campus and 
Park Emergency treats five students daily 
for drugs. 
   *   Attacks on students by other students 
are rampant. 
   *   Arson, chemical mace attacks, and 
possession of dangerous weapons are on 
the increase. 
   *   Prostitution and pimping are wide-
spread and open. 
   *   Over 50% of Poly’s sophomores 
never graduate and truancy runs 30% daily. 
 
Principal Brooks responded, “There is 

some truth to the letter, but it’s an exaggeration. We have serious 
problems, but Poly only reflects society at large. It’s a ghetto 
school and it has the problems of the ghetto.” 
 
Teacher Jack Edmond spoke more bluntly. “If one were to design 
a facility deliberately designed to punish children, degrade teach-
ers, and retard education, one could hardly do better than Poly.” 
 
Demanding the firing of the teachers who signed the letter, 800 
outraged students marched on the Board of Education. The teen-
agers carried placards which read; “I’m a Poly Whore” and 
“Pimps and Prostitutes on Strike for Better Pay.” Student body 
president Gregory Burrell met with administrators and insisted 
that soul food be served for lunch, teachers be trained in Black 
history, and Swahili classes be offered. “This is not a matter of 
race, but of education,” Burrell told the press. 
 
During the summer break of 1969, Principal Brooks quit. An-
gered at downtown administrators for ignoring student demands, 
Brooks concluded “One can’t teach in a segregated school, when 
society is integrated.” 
 
By late 1969, Poly was 80% black and 
enrollment was under 1000. Gangs 
charged to use the restrooms and the 
school district encouraged transfers to 
other schools. 
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David Haight, coincidentally related to Governor Henry Huntley 

Haight, joined the faculty in November 1969 and ran the elec-

tronics lab. “Within six months, thousands of dollars of equip-

ment was stolen. This kid pulled a gun on me in class and asked, 

‘How’d you like to die’?” We spoke, man to man, for twenty 

minutes and shook hands. The following semester he was an “A” 

student. 

 

“It was difficult for a white instructor to win the trust of the black 

students,” explained Mr. Haight. “Putting in extra time or giving 

the kids some coffee money generated some respect. But the 

stress at Poly ruined my health and my career.” 

 

Problems continued to plague the school in the seventies. In 

1970, the late Judge Cragen’s son was “viciously beaten” by 

classmates. A 

faculty member 

and a former 

Poly coed were 

accidentally 

killed in a 

sauna. 

 

A structural 

investigation 

revealed that all 

the campus 

buildings, ex-

cept the Girl’s 

Gym, failed to 

meet Field Act 

(1933) require-

ments for earth-

quake safety. “The hazard is so great that vacation of the prem-

ises should be given highest priority.” Protective “earthquake 

barriers” were erected around the buildings. In June 1971, the 

Board of Education voted to demolish the academic building im-

mediately and replace it with low rise bungalows. Of course, this 

never happened. 

 

In the final years, Poly was used to test new educational pro-

grams. The Student Directed Curriculum (SDC) gave the students 

the opportunity to study whatever struck their fancy. David 

Haight recalled that students spent the day making fudge or cook-

ing while others would play with dolls. He believes that SDC was 

a failure because “it prevented the kids from learning basic aca-

demic discipline.” (Editors Note: I have a few thoughts of my 

own about this paragraph.) 

 

The LEAP program brought Langley Porter interns and San Fran-

cisco State students to Poly as counselors for truants. 

 

As a sign of the times, the once great Poly football team lost their 

last eighteen games. The last shinning moment for the Poly Par-

rots was national recognition of the school choir, directed by 

Johnny Land. 

The Poly student body was absorbed into the new McAteer High 

School and the name Polytechnic High School ceased to exist. 

The Poly buildings became the lair for the Mission Bears while 

their school was renovated from 1973 to 1977. 

 

Since 1977, only pigeons, rats, and some dedicated squatters have 

occupied the crumbling old school. The prospect of affordable 

housing and a community center on the site envisions a future as 

exciting as the good old days at Polytechnic High School. 

 

the end 
 

************************** 
 

In early October, 1984, the not yet Staff of the unborn “Perennial 

Parrot Newsletter” and other members of the soon to be formed 

“Our Gang”, attended a Poly Reunion. Included in the activities 

was a “Last Walk Through The Halls Of Poly.” It was a time to 

pay our last respects to “Our Great Lady in Granite.” It was a 

time to pause for a moment within her walls and remember 

the warmth of her Heart. It was a time to feel a tear move 

slowly down your cheek. I’m sure that those of us who 

made use of our final “Hall Pass” and took that last walk 

through those “Hallowed Halls” will have the sights of that 

afternoon forever burned in our memory ….. 

 

Our thanks, once again, to Gary Marte for sending this 

article to us so we could share it with each of you. 

One Two Three Four, 

Three Two One Four, 

Who For, What For, 

Who We Gonna Yell For ... 
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Senior Bench, Spring 1955 

Senior Bench, Fall 1984 

Hail PolytechnicHail PolytechnicHail PolytechnicHail Polytechnic    
Long Live Thy Long Live Thy Long Live Thy Long Live Thy 

NameNameNameName    



A POLY HALL OF FAMER 
 

It was three eighteen Polytechnic time, September 24th, 2005, our 

friend, Ron Rehn, was inducted into the Polytechnic Hall of 

Fame for Track and Field and Junior Varsity Football, joining 

another Our Gang Hall of Famer, Bill Duncan. 

 

NOW, THE REST OF THE STORY 

 

 After school on Thursday, January 12, 1957, at Kezar Stadium, 

across the street from our famed Polytechnic High School, the 

afternoon had a chill in the air 

although no one was really 

aware. We were wrapped in the 

midst of a battle of the gridiron: 

the Red & Black of Polytechnic 

against the Blue & Orange of 

Balboa. 

 

The Balboa Buccaneers were 

playing us hard, a team we were 

supposed to beat.  It was late in 

the 4th quarter with two minutes 

and eight seconds left on the 

clock. Balboa was ahead; the 

score was 14 to 17. Balboa had 

the ball at midfield, (47-yard line in Poly’s territory.) Our pass 

rush wasn’t working well; Poly’s defense wasn’t able to get to 

Buccaneer’s quarterback all afternoon. 

 

Poly has one player Ron Rehn #89 who was playing both offense 

and defense. Ron was the kind of player who would tell himself, 

no team beats us on our turf and especially today. Ron had lined 

up in the defensive end slot, hoping for a shot at the QB. On the 

very next play Ron used a swimming motion to get between two 

Balboa linemen and was in the clear with an open lane to the 

quarterback. With everything he could muster, Ron rushed in 

hitting their quarterback hard, knocking him down and landing on 

top of him, jarring the ball loose. Another rushing Poly player 

picked up the ball and was able to run the ball all the way back 

for a Poly touchdown. The stadium erupted with ear shattering 

cheers. 

 

 Down on the field, Ron picked himself up, and in true sportsmen 

conduct, extended a hand up to Balboa’s quarterback, and asked, 

“Where were your Buccaneers on that play?” The Balboa quar-

terback said, “They’re still under my bucken helmet.” Poly won 

that game 21 to 17, thanks to a defensive end player #89. (Hall of 

Famer Ron Rehn.) 

 

Our Gang now has the bragging rights to two Hall of Famers, and 

like our Golden Gate Bridge, they’ll always be there. 

 

 
 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 
By Carol (Brandt) McDermott 

 
 

Residing quietly in the dusty corners of my middle-aged mind 

a collection of my select favorite teenage memories you will find. 

 

Remembering attending my first high school dance 

in a decorated Girl’s Gym.  

Deceptively disguised as a grand ballroom 

under the lights so dim. 

 

Hanging from the ceiling spins a ball of glitter 

casting reflections all around.  

Interwoven with my many thoughts still dances 

remnants of the “Fifties” sound. 

 

There are many football 

games, not to be forgotten 

until this day. 

 Certainly not the one 

where Mission High took 

our long-winning record 

away. 

 

 Sitting in Kezar’s stands 

confident that our win was 

a predictable thing.  

Missions last two-minute 

score and no longer was 

Poly the undefeated King. 

 

Memories of entertaining at rallies … 

the challenge not many would seek.  

With the knowledge that you would always 

be considered a qualified geek. 

 

Every precious memory whether thought of 

with lots of dread or delight.  

Finds itself welcomed by multitudes 

of Poly “old folks” just at twilight. 

 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 

 

 

 

 

 

Believe it or not but June 9-10-11, 2006 is just around the corner. 

Have you made you reservations? As last year, Friday evening 

get-together will be at the Fireside Lounge in the Pepper Mill 

Casino … great snackies! Be assured that 

if you wait a few more months to make 

your reservations hat some flea-bag hotel 

on the other side of the tracks will be very 

glad to accommodate you and yours. An-

other words … make that call TODAY! 
 

☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ ☺ 
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Be spared 

 

 

 

 
From Gordon Lewis, EPF 

Ron Rehn 



 

It was a foggy morning in San Francisco. We had experienced 

several nice warm days with some intermittent rain. Now we 

were sitting in fog again. You remember fog, don’t you? Of 

course, some time may have passed since you’ve seen it. 

 

I sat in the fog thinking about the article I had to write for the 

Perennial Parrot newsletter as I had inherited this chore along 

with the silly hat when I became the Court Jester … or whatever! 

 

I decided to go 

down to Poly’s old 

site and check out 

what had happened 

to our traditional 

past. As everyone 

knows, Poly is no longer there. The 

girl’s gym is still standing and is now 

a sports training facility. The main 

school buildings have been 

demolished and turned into 

affordable housing for first 

time buyers and University 

of California medical stu-

dents. The housing was 

designed by local architect 

David Baker. It includes off-street parking and nice garden 

courts. The housing is government subsidized as San Francisco 

has become too expensive since the dot.com era. 

 

The neighborhood has 

also changed. Where 

Johnson's Diner, our fa-

vorite greasery stood, is 

an East Indian, strictly 

vegetarian, restaurant 

called Ganges. Now that 

is a real change! The bak-

ery at Stanyan and 

Fredrick Streets is now 

American Cyclery. 

 

Our home team’s field at Kezar Stadium has 

really been improved. It has been returned to 

its original configura-

tion … the actual de-

sign that Mary Kezar 

had planned when she 

donated the stadium to 

the San Francisco 

High Schools. There is 

no more pro football. 

Kezar now has low 

walls and very nice benches 

(remember the splinters?). 

We are told that the City high 

schools still play the season 

championship game there at 

Thanksgiving. It has a great 

rubber track and a weed-

free grass field. It would 

have been nice to have had 

that field to run around 

when we attended Poly. 

The run around the outside 

wall of Kezar was not es-

pecially scenic! 

 

I thought I would mention other changes to our teenage environ-

ment that should be noted. I went to Stow Lake where the old 

chicken-wire waterfall 

has been redone with 

new plastic concrete 

that resembles real 

stones. A Chinese tem-

ple has been placed on 

the shore of Strawberry 

Hill near the waterfall. 

It has a glazed tile roof 

and is surrounded by a 

well maintained bamboo enclosed oriental garden, but Stow Lake 

remains a nasty old green lake. 

 

The De Young Museum has been totally rebuilt and has reopened 

this October. All parking will be underground with the exhaust 

fumes being released into the park through huge exhaust stacks. 

On the completion of the museum, the aquarium, planetarium, 

and North American Hall will be reconstructed as the old struc-

tures have already been demolished. 

 

I finished my tour at the well maintained Japanese Tea Garden. It 

is much the same as it was in our past. During the years of World 

War II it became known as the Chinese Tea Garden but in the 

fifties its true title was reinstated. 

 

All these changes are not necessarily 

improvements of our past but 

they are changes. 
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Trains 

by: Herb Brandt, Court Jester 

 

Editor’s Note:   The Parrot Staff visited the old 
school this summer also and have included a few 

photos of our favorite cheerleaders … Marilyn 

(Fetter) Lewis and Carolyn (Bier) Ross along 
with Herb’s photos. 
















