Kapriva and Spilled Ink
by John Pollard
After 50 years, my high school memories of GWHS have faded somewhat but there is one that is still vivid in my mind.
When I was a freshman, I was in Mr. Frank Kapriva's science class. To a freshman, Mr. Kapriva could be intimidating, since he was big, had a loud voice and once played in the NFL. 
Somehow I ended up with an ink bottle spill trick, which looked like a bottle with a blob of spilled ink. I think I bought it in Washington DC. One day in Mr. Kapriva's class, he went down the hall to visit Jim Ford's classroom, which he did fairly often. I put the ink bottle and spilled ink on a stack of test papers. When he returned and saw the ink bottle, he flew into a rage. Paul Harnage sat in the first desk in front of Mr. Kapriva's, so he yelled at Paul saying, “Harnage, did you do this?” I could see the color draining from Paul's face, so I quickly walked to the front and showed Mr. Kapriva that it was just a joke. He started laughing and said, "I've got to show this to Jim Ford," and left the room. A few minutes later, I could hear laughter coming from Mr. Ford's class.
Later in life, Mr. Kapriva became my neighbor who lived just around the corner. Ironically, his back yard backed up to Richard Sparks’ back yard as well. He was a very good neighbor and I got to see his softer side. He had a dachshund that he was crazy about. One day I was in his house and he was feeding his dog Dinty Moore beef stew. The dog was overweight from being so well fed, and when it died Mr. Kapriva grieved over it. 

Out of respect, I always called him Mr. Kapriva and never Frank. I don't think he remembered me as one of his students, since he had so many during his tenure as a teacher. I learned that he went to Wake Forest University during the same years as one of my uncles. The last I heard, his wife, Dixie, whose family once had owned the land the Kapriva’s house occupied, had passed away and Mr. Kapriva was living to Las Vegas.
